


Pinta’s captain were calling back and forth, discuss-
ing the use of a certain chart. The sky was
spectacular, striped with colors and softness, and all
about us the sea was a quiet, slow river. Suddenly a
cry went up on the Pinta that stunned us all.

“Land! Land, sir! I claim the reward! 10,000
maravedis are mine!”’

An incredible sight! On all three ships the men
scrambled up the rigging, higher and higher,
wherever they could get a grip with their toes and
their hands. Even I clambered as high as I could
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birds flew across the face of the moon and I knew
that in Spain, in the mountains, she was looking at
the same moon.
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myself, a Captain of the Newly Discovered Seas,
Explorer, Adventurer, Granter of Maravedis, and I
am returning home with my *ship stocked to
overflowing with cargo. There are bolts of cloth as
fine as a new goat’s belly, and spices that fill the
hold with fine aromas, and gold, gold that shines so
brightly that no candles or lanterns are needed
below. And all my men respect and revere me, and
kings and queens will meet me at the ports.

L
























