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ILLIONS UPON MILLIONS of years ago, when the continents
were already formed and the principal features of the earth had
R been decided, there existed, then as now, one aspect of the -
world that dwarfed all others. It was a mighty ocean, resting uneasily to
the east of the largest continent, a restless ever-changing, gigantic body of
water that would later be described as pacific.

Over its brooding surface immense winds swept back and forth, whip-
ping the waters into towering waves that crashed down upon the world’s
seacoasts, tearing away rocks and eroding the land. In its dark bosom,
strange life was beginning to form, minute at first, then gradually of a
structure now lost even to memory. Upon its farthest reaches birds with
enormous wings came to rest, and then flew on.

Agitated by a moon stronger then than now, immense tides ripped
across this' tremendous ocean, keeping it in a state of torment. Since no

‘great amounts of sand had yet been built, the waters where they reached

shore were universally dark, black as night and fearful.
Scores of millions of years before man had risen from the shores of

- the ocean to perceive its grandeur and to venture forth upon its turbu-

lent waves, this eternal sea existed, larger than any other of the earth’s
features, vaster than the sister oceans combined, wild, terrifying in its
immensity and imperative in its universal role.

How utterly vast it was! How its surges modified the very balance of
the earth! How completely lonely it was, hidden in the darkness of night
or burning in the dazzling power of a younger sun than ours.

At recurring intervals the ocean grew cold. Ice piled up along its ex-

tremities, and so pulled vast amounts of water from the sea, so that the

wandering shoreline of the continents sometimes jutted miles farther out
than before. Then, for a hundred thousand years, the ceaseless ocean
would tear at the exposed shelf of the continents, grinding rocks into sand

-and incubating new life.

Later, the fantastic accumulations of ice would melt, setting cold waters
free to join the heaving ocean, and the coasts of the continents would

lie submerged. Now the restless energy of the sea deposited upon the

ocean bed layers of silt and skeletons and salt. For a million years the
ocean would build soil, and then the ice would return; the waters would

draw away; and the land would lie exposed. Winds from the north and

south would howl across the empty seas and lash stupendous waves upon
the shattering shore. Thus the ocean continued its alternate building and
tearing down.

Master of life, guardian of the shorelines, regulator of temperatures
and heaving sculptor of mountains, the great ocean existed.

Millions upon millions of years:before man had risen upon earth, the
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central areas of this tremendous ocean were empty, and where famous
islands now exist nothing rose above the rolling waves. Of course, crude
forms of life sometimes moved through the deep, but for the most part
the central ocean was marked only by enormous waves that arose at ‘the
command of moon and wind. Dark, dark, they swept the surface of the
empty sea, falling only upon themselves terrible and puissant and lonely.

Then one day, at the bottom of the deep ocean, along a line running
two thousand miles from northwest to :southeast, .a Tupture appeared in
the basalt rock that formed the ocean’s bed. Some great fracture of the
-earth’s basic structure had occurred, and from it began to ooze a white-
hot, liquid rock. As it escaped from its internal prison, it came into con-
tact with the ocean’s wet .and heavy body. Instantly, the rock exploded,
sending aloft through the 19,000 feet iof ocean that pressed down upon

- it.columns of released steam.

Upward, upward, for nearly four miles they climbed, those agitated

‘bubbles of air, until :at last upon the surface of the sea they broke loose

and formed a cloud. In that instant, the -ocean signaled that a new .
island 'was building. In time it might ;grow to become .an infinitesimal

speck of land that would mark the great central void. No human beings
then -existed to :celebrate the :event. Perhaps some weird and vanished
flying thing spied the escaping steam ‘and ‘swooped .down to imspect it;
more likely the Toots of this future island were born in darkness .and
great waves and brooding nothingness. g

For nearly forty million years, an.extent of fime so vast that it is mean-
ingless, only the:ocean knew that an island was building in its‘bosom, for

1o land had yet appeared above the surface of the sea. For nearly forty .

million years, from that extensive Tupture in the ocean floor, small
amounts of liquid rock seeped-out, each forcing its way up through what
had escaped before, each contributing some small portion to the accumu-
lation that was building .on the floor :of the sea. Sometimes a thousand
‘'years, or ten thousand, would silently pass before any mew eruption -of

material would take place. At other times gigantic pressures would ac- -

cumulate beneath the rupture and with unimaginable violence rush

through the existing apertures, throwing .clouds of steam miles above

the surface of the ecean. Waves would be generated which would -cizcle
the globe and crash upon themselves as they collided twelve thousand
miles away. Such an explosion, indescribable in its fury, might in the end
wraise the height of the subocean island a foot. :

But for the most part, the slow constant seepage of molten rock was

ot violently dramatic. Layer upon layer of the earth’s vital core would
‘creep -out, hiss horribly at the cold sea water, and then slide down the
sides of the little mountains that were forming. Building was most sure
when the liquid rock did not explode into minute ashy -fragments, but
cascaded viscously :down the sides of the mountains, for this bound te-
gether what had gone before, and established a base for what was to
come. I -

From the Boundless Deep

-+ How long ago this building took place, how infinitely long ago! For
nearly forty million: years the first island struggled in the bosom of the
- sea; endeavoring to be born as observable land. For nearly forty million
‘submerged years its subterranean volcano hissed and coughed and belched
. -and' spewed forth: rock, but it remained nevertheless hidden beneath the
dark waters of the restless sea, to whom it was an insignificant irritation,
2 small climbing pretentious thing of no consequence.
‘»+And then one day, at the northwest end of the subocean rupture, an’
- eruption of liquid rock occurred that was different from any others that
‘had preceded. Tt threw forth the same kind of rock, with the same vio-
lence, and through the same vents in the earth’s core. But this time what
" was:thrown forth reached the surface of the sea. There was a tremendous
‘explosion as the liquid rock struck water and air together. Clouds of
-steam rose miles into the air. Ash fell hissing upon the heaving waves.
- Petonations shattered the air for a moment and then echoed away in the
~immensity of the-empty wastes.
%But rock had: at last been deposited above the surface of the sea. An
sland—visible were there but eyes to see, tangible were there fingers to
eel-—had risen from the deep. :
The human mind, looking back upon this event—particularly if the
wanet of the mind has once stepped upon that island—is likely to accord
:more significance than it merits. Land was finally born, yes. The forty
:million years of effort were finally crowned by the emergence of a pile
f rocks no larger than a man’s body, that is true. But the event was
ctuaily of no lasting significance, for in the long history of the ocean
any-such piles: had' momentarily broken the surface and then subsided,
orbidden and forgotten. The: only thing significant about the. initial ap-
pearance of this first island along the slanting crack was the fact that it
eld on and grew. Stubbornly, inch by painful inch, it grew. In fact, it
as the uncertainty and agony of its growth that were significant.
The chance emergence of the island was nothing. Remember this. Tts
mergence was nothing. But its persistence and patient accumulation: of
tature: were everything. Only by relentless effort did it establish its right
o:exist. For the first ten thousand years after its tentative emergence, the
ttle pile of rock in the dead, vast center of the sea fluctuated between life
and death Iike a thing struck by evil. Sometimes. molten lava would rise
through the internal channels and erupt from a vent only a few inches
bove;the waves.. Tons upon tons of material: would gush forth and hiss
adly as:it fell:back into the ocean. Some, fortunately, would cling to the
ewborn island, building it sturdily many feet into: the air, and in that
it might seem as if the island were indeed secure.
Then: from the south, where storms breed in the senseless deep, a
hty wave would: form and rush across the world. Its ceming would be-
sible from afar, and: in: gigantic, tumbling, whistling, screaming power
‘would: fall upon the little accumulation of rocks and pass madly on.
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For the next ten thousand years there would be no visible island, yet
under the waves, always ready to spring back to life, there would rest
this huge mountain tip, rising 19,000 feet from the floor of the ocean,
and when a new series of volcanic thrusts tore through the vents, the
mountain would patiently build itself aloft for another try. Exploding,
hissing, and spewing forth ash, the great mountain would writhe in con-
vulsions. It would pierce the waves. Its island would be born again. . -

This was the restless surge of the universe, the violence of bh'th;fithe

cold tearing away of death; and yet how promising was this interplay-of
forces as an island struggled to be born, vanishing in agony, then soaring
aloft in triumph. You men who will come later to inhabit these islands,
remember the agony of arrival, the rising and the fall, the nothingness of
the sea when storms throw down the rock, the triumph of the mountain
when new rocks are lifted aloft.

For a million years the island hung in this precarious balance, a child
of violence; but finally, after incredibly patient accumulation, it was es-
tablished. Now each new lava flow had a solid base upon which to build,
and inch by inch the debris agglutinated until the island could be seen
by birds from long distances. It was indeed land, habitable had there
been existing men, with shelters for boats, had there been boats, and with
rocks that could have been used for building homes and temples. It was
now, in the real sense of the word, an island, taking its rightful place in
the center of the great ocean.

But before life could prosper on this island, soil was needed, and as
yet nome existed. When molten lava burst upon the air it generally ex-
ploded into ash, but sometimes it ran as a viscous fluid down the sides of
mountains, constructing extensive sheets of flat rock. In either case, the
action of wind and rain and cooling nights began to pulverize the newly
born lava, decomposing it into soil. When enough had accumulated, the
island was ready.

The first living forms to arrive were inconspicuous, indeed almost in-
visible, lichens and low types of moss. They were borne by the sea and
by winds that howled back and forth across the oceans. With a tenacity
equal to that of the island itself these fragments of life established them-
selves, and as they grew they broke down more rocks and built more soil.

At this time there existed, on the distant continents visited by the
ocean, a well-established plant and animal society composed of trees and
lumbering animals and insects. Some of these forms were already well
adapted for life on the new island, but were prevented from taking resi-
dence by two thousand miles of open ocean. ‘

Consequently, there began an appalling struggle. Life, long before
man’s emergence, stood poised on distant shores, pressing to make new
exploratory journeys like those that had already populated the existing
earth with plants and animals. But against these urgent forms stood more
than two thousand miles of turbulent ocean, storm-ridden, salty, and
implacable.

From the Boundless Deep

The first sentient animals to reach the island were of course fish, for
they permeated the ocean, coming and going as they wished. But they
could not be said to be a part of the island. The first nonoceanic animal

to visit was a bird. It came, probably, from the north on an exploratory

mission in search of food. It landed on the still-warm rocks, found noth-

: ing edible, and flew on, perhaps to perish in the southern seas.

A thousand years passed, and no other birds arrived. One day a coco-
nut was swept ashore by a violent storm. It had been kept afloat on the
bosom of the sea by its buoyant husk, traveling more than three thousand
miles from the southwest, a marvel of persistence. But when it landed,
it found no soil along the shore and only salt water, so it perished, but

it husk and shell helped form soil for those that would come Iater.

The years passed. The sun swept through its majestic cycles. The moon
waxed and waned, and tides rushed back and forth across the surface of
the world. Ice crept down from the north, and for ten thousand years
covered the islands, its weight and power breaking down rocks and form-
ing earth.

- The years passed, the empty, endless, significant years. And then one
day another bird arrived on the island, also seeking food. This time it

. found a few dead fish along the shore. As if in gratitude, it emptied its

bowels on the waiting earth and evacuated a tiny seed which it had eaten
on some remote island. The seed germinated and grew. Thus, after the
passage of eons of time, growing life had established itself on the rocky
island.

Now the passage of time becomes incomprehensible. Between the ar-
tival of the first, unproductive bird, and the second bearing in its bowels
the vital seed, more than twenty thousand years had elapsed. In another
twenty thousand years a second bit of life arrived, a female insect, fer-

.. tilized on some distant island on the night before a tremendous storm.

Caught up in the vast winds that howled from the south, she was borne

?ui aloft to the height of ten thousand feet and driven northward for more

than two thousand miles to be dropped at last upon this new and remote
island, where she gave birth. Insects had arrived.

The years passed. Other birds arrived, but they bore no seeds. Other
insects were blown ashore, but they were not females, or if they were,
not pregnant. But once every twenty or thirty thousand years—a period
longer than that of historic man—some one bit of life would reach the
island, by accident; and by accident it would establish itself. In this hit-
or-miss way, over a period of time that the mind can barely digest, life
populated the island. ‘

. One of the most significant days in the history of the island came
when a bird staggered in from some land far to the southwest, bearing in
its tangled feathers the seed of a tree. Perched upon a rock, the bird
pecked-at the seed until it fell away, and in the course of time a tree grew.

.~ Thirty thousand years passed, and by some accident equally absurd, an-

other tree arrived, and after a million years of chances, after five million
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years of storms and birds and drifting sea-soaked:logs bearing snails and
borers, the island had a forest with flowers and birds and insects.
Nothing, nothing that ever existed on this island reached it easily. The.
rocks themselves were forced up fiery chimneys through miles of ocean..
They burst in horrible agony onto the surface of the earth. The lichens:
that arrived came borne by storms. The birds limped in on deadened

wings. Insects came only when accompanied by hurricanes, and even trees |

arrived in the dark belly of some wandering bird, or precariously perched:
upon the feathers of a thigh.

Timelessly, relentlessly, in storm and hunger and hurricane the island
was given life, and this life was sustained only by constant new volcanic
eruptions that spewed forth new lava that could be broken down intor
life-sustaining soil. In violence the island lived, and in violence a great
beauty was born.

The shores of the island, weathered by the sea, were stupendous cliffs.
that caught the evening sun and glowed like serrated pillars. of gold. The:
mountains were tall and jagged, their lower levels clothed in dark green
trees, their upper pinnacles shod in ice, while the calm bays in which the
grandeur of the mountains was reflected were deeply cut into the shore.
Valleys and sweet plains, waterfalls and rivers, glades where lovers would
have walked and confluences where towns could have been built, the
lovely island had all these accouterments, these alluring invitations to
civilization. .

But no man ever saw them, and the tempting glades entertained no
lovers,.for. the island had risen to its beauty long, long before the age of
man; and at the moment of its greatest perfection it began to die. Im
violence it had been born; in viclence it would die. »

There was a sudden shudder of the earth, a slipping and a sliding, and
when the readjustment was ended, covering a period of thousands of
years, the island had sunk some twelve hundred feet lower into the ocean,
and ice nevermore formed upon its crests. The volcanoes stopped, and
no new lava poured forth to create new soil to replace that which had
sunk into the sea. For a million years winds howled at the hills, the ocean
gnawed away at the ramparts. Year by year the island withered and grew
less. It began to shred away, to shatter and to fall back into the ocean
from which it had sprung.

A million years passed, and then a million more, and the island which
had grown so patiently at the northwest tip of the great crack in the ocean
floor slowly, slowly vanished. The birds that had fed upon its hills went
elsewhere, bearing in their bowels new seeds. From its shore fertilized in-
- sects were' storm-blown to other islands, and life went on.. Once every
twenty or thirty thousand. years some fragment of nature escaped from
this'island, and life went on.

But as the island subsided, a different form of life sprang into increased
activity. In the warm, clear, nutritious waters that surrounded the -shores,
coral polyps began to flourish. and slowly they left behind them as they
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died their tiny -calciferous skeletons, a few feet below the surface of the
| sea. Ina thousand years they built a submerged ring around the island.
- In-athousand more they added to its form, and as the eons passed, these
‘tiny coral animals built a reef.

Ice melted in the north, and the coral animals were drowned in vast
-weights of unexpected water. The seas changed temperature and the
-animals died. Torrénts of rain poured down from island hills ‘and silted
up the shoreline, strangling the tiny coral. Or new ice caps formed far to -
the north and south, pulling water away from the dying island. Then the

coral were exposed and died at once.

Always, like everything to do with this island, throughout its -entire
histery, the coral lived precariously, poised between catastrophes. But:in
+the breathing space available, the coral built. And so it was that this tiny
-animal, this child of -cataclysm, built a new island to replace the old as
it gradually wore itself away and sank into the sea. -

- How terrible this-passage of life and death! How :meaningless that an
island that had been born of such force and violence, that had been so
fair upon the bosom of the great ocean, so loved of birds, so rich in trees,
so willing to entertain man, should he ever arrive . . . how wasteful it
was that this island should have grown in agony and died in equal agony
before ever a2 human eye had seen its majesty.

Across a million years, -down more than ten million years it existed si-
flently in the unknown sea and then died, leaving only a fringe of coral
where sea birds rest and where gigantic seals of the changing ocean play.
LCeaseless life and death, endless expenditure of beauty and capacity, tire-
less ebb and flow :and rising and subsidence of the ocean. Night comes
and the burning day, and the island waits, and no man arrives. The days
jperish and themights, and the:aching beauty of lush valleys-and waterfafls
vanishes, and no man will ever see them. All that remains is a coral reef,
a:calcium wreath on the surface of the great sea that had given the island
life, 2 memorial erected by the skeletons of a billion billion billion little

~ While this first island was rising to prominence and dying back to
aothingness, other would-be islands, stretching away to the southeast,

. the first was well into its death throes, so that at any moment from the
time the first island began to die, man, had ‘he then existed, could have
witnessed in this two-thousand-mile chain of islands every sequential step
- in the process-of life and death. Like:an undulating wave of the sea itself,
- the rocky islands rose and fell; but whereas the cycle of -an ocean wave
~.is.apt-to be a few minutes at the most, the cycle of the rising and falling
. of these islands was of the nature of sixty million years. '

Each island, at any given moment of time, existed certainly and se-
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curely within that cycle: it was either rising toward birth and significance;
or it was perishing. I do not mean that man, had he been able to witness:
the cycle, could have identified which part of the cycle a given island was
in; there must have been periods of millions of years when no one could
have ascertained that condition. But the impersonal, molter center of the
earth knew, for it was sending that island no new supplies of lava. The
waiting"sea knew, for it could feel the cliffs Tfalling into its arms a litfle
more easily. And the coral polyps knew, because they sensed that it was:
now time to start erecting a memorial to this island which would soon be
dead . . . thatis, within twenty or thirty million years. :

Endless cycle, endless birth and death, endless becoming and .disap-
pearing. Once the terrifying volcanic explosions cease, the island is al-
ready doomed. Peace and calm seas and the arrival of birds bearing seeds
are pleasant to experience, but the residence of beauty is surely nomi-:
nated for destruction. A song at night of insects, the gentle splash of surf
against the sand, and a new ice age is beginning which will freeze out all:
life. Limitless cycle, endless change. ' :

-ame one. Locked in fiery arms, joined by intertwining ejaculations of
lterf rock, the two volcanoes stood in matrimony, their union a single
itful and: growing island. ‘
ts soil was later made from dozens of smaller volcanoes that erupted
or a few hundred thousand years, then passed into death and silence.
Orie exploded in dazzling glory and left a crater looking like a punch
wl. Another, at the very edge of the island, from where it could con-
I:the sea approaches, left as its memory a gaunt headland shaped like
jamond. -
When the island was well formed—and what a heavenly, sweet, en-
canting island it was—some force of nature, almost as if by subtle plan,
hid in its bowels a wealth of incalculable richness. It could not be dia-
monds, because the island was 250,000,000 years too young to have
cquired the carboniferous plant growth that produced diamonds. It
uld not be either oil or coal, for the same reason. It wasn’t gold, for
neither the age nor the conditions required for the building of that metal
were. present on this island. It was none of these commonly accepted
asures, but it was a greater. ;-
The 'volcanic basalt from which the island was built was porous, and
when the tremendous storms which swept the ocean struck the island,
“waters they disgorged ran partly out to sea in surface rivers, seeped
partly into the heart of the island. Billions of tons of water thus crept
down into the secret reservoirs of the island.
‘They did not stay there, of course, for since the rock was porous, there
were avenues that led back out to sea, and in time the water was lost.
Biitif any animal—a man perhaps—could penetrate the rocks, he could
ercept the water and put it to his use, for the entire island was a catch-
ment; the entire core of the island was permeated with life-giving water.
But that was not the special treasure of this particular isiand, for a man
uld bore into almost any porous rock on any island, and catch some
water. Here, on this island, there was to be an extya treasure, and the way
twas deposited was something of a miracle. -
When the ice came and went, causing the great ocean to rise, when the
sland itself sank slowly and then rebuilt with new lava—when these ti-
ic convolutions were in progress, the south shore of the island was al-
mately exposed to sunlight or buried fathoms deep in ocean. When the
t condition prevailed, the exposed shore was cut by mountain streams
ich threw their debris across the plain, depositing there claylike soils
-minute fragments of lava. Sometimes the sea would wash in bits of
animal calcium, or a thundering storm would rip away a cliff face and
hrow its remmants over the shore. Bit by bit, over a hundred thousand
4rs at a time, the shore accumulated its debris. : 3
Then, when next the ocean rose, it would press down heavily upon this
lving land, which would lie for ages, submerged under tons of dark,
green water. But while the great brutal ocean thus pressed down hydrau-

were dying and the eastern were abuilding, a new volcano pushed

B. its cone above the surface of the ocean, and in a series of titanic
explosions erupted enough molten rock to establish securely a new
island, which after eons of time would be designated by men as the cap--
ital island of the group. Its subsequent volcanic history was memorable:
in that its habitable land resulted from the wedding of two scparate-
chains of volcanoes.

After the parent volcano had succeeded in establishing an island, its
mighty flanks produced many subsidiary vents through which lava
poured; whereupon a greater volcano, separated from the first by miles
of ocean, sprang into being and erected its own majestic construction,
marked by an equal chain of events.

For eons of time the two massive volcano systems stood in the sea in
fiery competition, and then, inevitably, the first began to die back, its fires
extinguished, while the second continued to pour millions of tons of lava
down its own steep flanks. Hissing, exploding, crackling, the rocks fell
into the sea in boundless accumulations, building the later volcano ever
more solidly, ever more thickly at its base on the remote floor of the
ccean. '

In time, sinking lava from the second master builder began to creep.
across the feet of the first, and then to climb its sides and finally to throw
itself across the exposed lava flows that had constituted the earlier island.
Now the void in the sea that had separated the two was filled, and they

TOWARD THE END of the master cycle, when the western islands




HAWAIL 120

Heally, it at the same time acted as a life-giving agent, for through its:
shimmering waves filtered silt and dead: bodies and water-logged frag-
ments of trees and sand. All these things, the gifts both of land and sea,.
the: immense weight of ocean: would bind together until they united to
form:vock. - ‘

Cataclysmically the istand would rise from the sea: to collect new frag--
ments: washed down from the hills,. the'n- sink beneath the waves to accu~
mulate new deposits. of life-building: slime. But whenever the monstrous:
ocean would beat down heavily upon the shore for ten thousand years:

at a timne; new rock was formed, an impermeable shield that sloped down

fromt: the lower foothills: and extended well out to sea. Tt was a cap rock,
imprisoning in a. gigantic underground reservoir all that lay beneath it.

What lay- trapped below, of course; was water. Secretly, far beneath:
the visible surface: of the: island, imprisoned by this watertight cap of
rock, lay the purest, sweetest, most copious water in all the lands that
bordered upon: or existed in the: great-ocean. It lay there under vast pres~
sure, so-that it was not only available, should a man deduce its secret
hiding, but it was ready to leap forth twenty or thirty or forty feet inter
the air, and: engulf with life-giving sweetness any mam who could pexe-
trate the imprisoning'rock and set it fiee: Ft waited, an: almost inexhaust-
ible supply: of water to sustain life. It waited, a universe of water hidden
beneath the cap rock. It waited: ' '

The adventurous-plants and insects that had reached the earliest north-
west island had plenty of time in which to make their way to the newer
fands as the latter rose to- life. It might take a million years for a given
grass to complete its journey down: the chain. But there was no hurry.
Slowly, with: a. patience. that is difficult to: comprehend, trees-and vines
and crawling things crept down the: islands, while inn other parts of the
world a new and more powerful animal was rising and preparing him-
self for his'invasion of the islands. -

Before the two-volcanoed island with its trapped treasure of water
had finished growing, man had developed in distant areas. Before the Iast
island had assumed. its dominant shape, men had erected in Egypt both
mighty monuments and a stable form of government. Men could already
wiite andrecord their memories. :

While volcanoes still played along the chain, China developed a so-
phisticated:system of thought and Japan:codified art principles that would
later enrich the world. While the: islands were taking their final forns,
Jesus spoke in Jerusalem and Muhammad came from the blazing deserts
with a new vision of heaven, but no men knew the heaven that awaited
them on these islands. : '

For these lands were .the youngest. part of the earth’s vast visible sur-
face. They were new. They were raw. They were empty.. They were wait-
ing. Books' which we- still read today were written before these islands
were known to anyone except the birds of passage. Songs which we still
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sing were -composed and recorded while these islands remained vacast. -
The Bible had been compiled, and the Koran. "

~ Raw, empty, youthful islands, sleeping in the sun and whipped by .raiﬁ,
they waited.

Since, when they were finally discovered, they were destined to be

~widely hailed as paradises, it is proper to study them carefully in their

last, waiting moments, those sad, sweet, overpowering days before the
first canoes reached them. ~

They were beautiful, that is true. Their wooded mountains were a joy.
Their cool waterfalls, existing in the thousands, were spectacular. Their
cliffs, where the restless ocean had eroded away the edges of great moun-
tains, dropped thousands of feet clear into the sea, and birds nested on

_ the vertical stones. Rivers were fruitful. The shores of the islands were

whitg_;and waves that washed them were crystal-blue. At night the stars
were close, great brilliant dots of fire fixing forever the location of the
islands and forming majestic pathways for the moon and sun.

How beautiful these islands were! How shot through with harmony and
peace! How the mind-lingers on their pristine grandeur, a grandeur that
nothing so.far devised-could" permanently destroy. If paradise -consists
solely of beauty, then these islands were the fairest paradise that man ever
invaded, for the land and sea were beautiful, and the climate was con-
gemial. - ... - - : :

But if the concept of paradise dncludes also the ability to sustain life,
then these islands, as they waited in the time of Jesus and Muhammad,
were far from heavenly. They contained almost no food. Of all the things

_that grew on their magnificent hillsides, nothing could be relied upon to

sustain life adequately. There were a few pandanus trees whose spare
and bitter fruits could be chewed for minimum existence. There were a
few tree ferns whose cores were just barely edible, a few roots. There
were fish if:they could be caught and birds if they could be trapped. Bat
there was nothing else.

Few more inhospitable major islands have ever existed than this group
Here are the things they did not have: no chickens, or pigs. or cattle, o1
edible dogs; no bananas, no taro, no sweet potatoes, no breadfruit; ne
pineapple, or sugar, or guava, or gourds, or melons, or mangoes, no fruit
of any kind; no palms for making sugar; no food. The islands did not
even have that one essential, that miraculous sustainer of tropical life,

' the coconut. Some -had drifted to the shores, but in salty soil along the

beaches they could not grow.

Any man who came to the islands would, if he wanted to live, have to
bring with him all food. If he were wise, he would also bring most of the
materials required for building a, civilized society, since the islands had

. no bamboo for decorating a home, no candlenuts for lamps, no mulberry

bark for making tapa. Nor were there any conspicuous flowers: neither
frangipani, nor hibiscus, nor bright croton, nor colorful orchids. Instead
of these joy-giving, life-sustaining plants there was a hidden tree, useless
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except that its wood when dried yielded a persistent perfume, and this:

was the tree of death, the sandalwood tree. Of itself, it was neither poi-
sonous nor cruel, but the uses to which it would be put on these islands
would make it a permanent blight.

-The soil of the islands was not particularly good. It was not rich and
black like the soil which Russian peasants were already farming, nor
loamy and productive like that known to the Dakota and Towa tribes of
Indians. It was red and of a sandlikeiconsistency, apparently rich in iron
because it had been formed of decomposed basalt, but lacking in other
essentials. If a farmer could add to this soil the missing minerals and sup-
ply it with adequate water, it had the capacity to produce enormously.

But of itself it was not much, for the minerals were absent, and so was,

the-water. .

Tremendous quantities of rain did fall on the islands, but it fell in an

unproductive manner. From the northeast, trade winds blew constantly,
pushing ahead of them low clouds pregnant with sweet water. But along
the northeast shores of each island high cliffs rose, and mountains, and
these reached up and knocked the water out of the clouds, so that it fell
in cascades where it could not be used and never reached the southwest
plains where the red soil was. Of the flat lands that could be tilled, fully
three fourths were in effect deserts. If one could capture the wasted water
that ran useless down the steep mountainsides and back out to sea, bring-
ing it through the mountains and onto the flat lands, then crops could be
grown. Or if one could discover the secret reservoirs waiting in the kid-
neys of the islands, one would have ample water and more than ample
food. But until this was accomplished, men who lived on these islands
would never have enough water or enough food.

And so these beautiful, inhospitable islands waited for some breed of
men to invade them with food and courage and determination. The best
that could be said of the islands, as they waited, was that they held no
poisonous snakes, no fevers, no mosquitoes, no disfiguring diseases, and
no plagues. .

There was one additional aspect that must ‘be remembered. Of all the
growing things that existed in these islands at the time of Jesus, ninety-
five out of every hundred grew nowhere else in the world. These islands
were unique, alone, apart, off the main stream of life, a secluded back-
water of nature . . . or, if you prefer, an authentic natufal paradise
where each growing thing had its opportunity to develop in its own unique
way, according to the -dictates and limitations of its own abilities.

I spoke of that adventurous bird that brought the first seed in its

"bowels. It was a grass seed, perhaps, one whose brothers and sisters, if
the term may be used of grasses, stayed behind on their original islands,
where they developed as the family had always done for millions of gen-

-erations. On those original islands the grass maintained its standard char-
acteristics and threw forth no venturesome modifications; or, if such mu-
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' tations were offered, the stronger notmal stock quickly submerged them,

and the dead average was preserved.
But on the new islands the grass, left alone in beauty and sun and rain,

_became a different grass, unique and adapted to these islands. When men

looked at such grass, millions of years later, they would be able to discern
that it was a grass, and that it had come from the original stock still exist-
ing elsewhere; but they would also see that it was nevertheless a new
grass, with new qualities, new vitality, and new promise.

Did an insect from one of the huge continents reach these islands? I
50, here he became a different insect, his legs longer or his nose more
adapted to boring. Birds, flowers, worms, trees and snails . . . all de-
veloped unique forms and qualities in these islands.

There was then, as there is now, no place known on earth that even

- began to compete with these islands in their capacity to encourage natural

life to develop freely and radically up to its own best potential. More
than nine out of ten things that grew here, grew nowhere else on earth.
Why this should have been so remains a mystery. Perhaps a fortunate

_combination of rainfall, climate, sunlight and soil accounted for this

miracle. Perhaps eons of time in which diverse growing things were left
alone to work out their own best destinies was the explanation. Perhaps
the fact that when a grass reached here it had to stand upon its own ca-
pacities and could not be refertilized by grasses of the same kind from the
parent stock, perhaps that is the explanation. But whatever the reason,
the fact remains: in these islands new breeds developed, and they pros-
pered, and they grew strong, and they multiplied. For these islands were
a crucible of exploration and development.

And so, with these capacities, the islands waited. Jesus died on a
cross, and they waited. England was settled by mixed and powerful races,
and the islands waited for their own settlers. Mighty kings ruled in India,
and in China and in Japan, while the islands waited. )

Inhospitable in fact, a paradise in potential, with almost no food avail-
able, but with enormous riches waiting to be developed, the islands
waited. Volcanoes, still building the ramparts with fresh flows of lava,
hung lanterns in the sky so that if a man and his canoe were lost on the
great dark bosom of the sea, wandering fitfully this way and that, he
might spot the incandescent glow of the under side of a distant cloud,
and thus find a fiery star to steer by.

Large gannets and smaller terns skimmed across the waters leading to
land, while frigate birds drew sharp and sure navigation lines from the
turbulent ocean wastes right to the heart of the islands, where they
nested. If a man in a cance could spot a frigate bird, its cleft tail cutting
the wind, be could be sure that land lay in the direction toward which the
bird had flown at dusk.

These beautiful islands, waiting in the sun and storm, how much they
seemed like beautiful women waiting for their men to come home at dusk,
waiting with open arms and warm bodies and consolation. All that would
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be accomplished in these islands, as'in these women, would be generated:
solely by the will and puissance of some man. I think the islands always:
knew this. ' '

Therefore, men of Polynesia. and Boston and China and Mount Fuji
and the barrios of the Philippines, do not come to these islands empty-
handed, or craven in spirit, or afraid to starve. There is no food here. In:
these islands there is no certainty. Bring your own food, your own gods,
your own flowers and fruits and concepts. For if you come without re-
sources to these islands you will perish. :

But if you come with growing things, and good foods and better ideas,.
if you come with gods that will sustain you, and if you are willing to work
until the swimming head and the aching arms can stand no more, then
you can gain entrance to this miraculous crucible where the units of na-
ture are free to develop according to their own capacities and desires.

On these harsh terms the istands waited.

From the
SunfSwept Lagoon




