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prepared at the Captain’s orders, and even thoug
there were only seven sailors and more than fil
natives, our weapons proved more powerful. The
reported that one native was sliced across '
buttocks, another on the chest. Our men wer
visibly shaken, not used to being challenged thi
way. : 1

The Captain was at first troubled and then h
said, “Well, maybe this is good They will know tc
be afraid of us, and if an from La Navidad
comes here, our people will be safe.”

I don’t know how safe the Caprtain really feels :f
however. Both the Nizia and the Pinta are leaking
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" terribly, and he is not willing to risk another
i @v'm the natives by beaching our ships and

repairing them now. So our two ships are well
stocked, but leaking, as we head out at last to sea,
and to Spain.

We begin a new journey in a new direction, and
not counting my one disaster of judgment and
inexperience, I think, to spite them all, I am
becoming a seasoned sailor. I look forward to the
huge swells and pulse of the open sea, where no
islands beckon with false promises of gold and
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heads and crashing onto our deck. All day we are I
pounded and pounded. Each time a wave breaks |
over us, 1 think, we survived that one, maybe it was |
the last. But there is no end to this.

The Captain has abandoned course. The only
direction he can take is to stay out from beneath the
goliath waves to keep us from sinking. All night,
drenched and staggering, we try to keep our light
burning so the Pinta can keep us in sight. For a
while her light flickers back. But somewhere in the |
night we lose her. The Pinta is gone.
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I try to write, but it is difficult. I cannot eat. T

cannot bear to stand. I did not think the sea could
turn on us this way. I had grown used to her gen
swells and even her strong waves and winds, but this
tempest)is unbearable. When I turned the sand-
glass tonight and feebly called out the time into th;:
roaring storm, heavy waves of green sea and foagé}:
crashed through the rudder port, nearly drowning

were tied down have been ripped from our deck.
Below, our possessions are strewn about, flying liké 3
mad birds each time we pitch and crash through this P
storm. The natives huddle together in terror. ;,
cannot bear to look at their dark eyes, eyes growﬂ_?
huge and even more distrustful, if such a thing
possible.

The Captain ordered bare masts most of the

night and then at sunrise put up a little sail to kee D
us steady. Lightning flashes, and the Niznia laborS~.=
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order. Huge waves come at us from opposite
directions, crossing each other, breaking over our
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waxed cloth seal it In 2 wooden barrcl and casté W

into the sea. If we don’t return, may the truﬂ;
return without us.”” And then he turned to me and
offered to include my letters in the barrel. ]

I hold you in my hands. You are still dry, so

before you are sodden and your ink smudged, and
before I change my mind, I will hand you over to
my Captain. Go with God. Tell God where I am.
And if you should ever reach my home, tell my
mother I died with her love in my heart, and that
she should pray for my foolish soul. i
Go with God. And please, tell Him where I am
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Here the journal of young Pedro de Salcedo
ends. :

We do know from historians and scholars that,
despite their fears, the Nisia and the Pinta did find
their way back through more storms, squalls, and
rolling seas and were reunited in the harbor of Palos
from which they had departed seven-and-a-half
months before.

And from Francisco de Juelva (who returned
from the New World with the crew of the Pinta,
and who with his earnings bought a fishing boat),
we hear that the last time Pedro de Salcedo was seen
he was heading up into the hills toward his mother’s
house. His back was to the great ocean sea, and the
ground was firm beneath his feet. Francisco said
that Pedro never even looked back at the blue
horizon that beckons young men to nautical
adventures, and that no one really expected that
Pedro de Salcedo would ever go to sea again.
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