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Dedication
THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO
THE MEMORY OF MY BELOVED WIFE
DORIS LUCY ANNA MORGAN
R.I.P.

Introduction

T

he concept of writing a book ﬁrst entered my
mind when I left school. I had simply always loved
writing about anything whatsoever. I remember my
classmates always calling me into a corner, imploring me to
write their compositions because they could not do so and
feared punishment from their class teacher. We all feared
our teachers—some of them were quite sadistic—and I used
to get the cane for just being a “naughty” boy. So I helped
my fellow students out of their misery and earned their
gratitude, which they showed with gifts of cakes and faluda.
Faluda is minted boiled seaweed mixed with ice-cream; it’s
sold in all the Indian restaurants in Nairobi and is a recipe
brought from India that I have never seen in England.
I decided to suppress the urge of taking up my pen by
sort of putting my urge to write into hibernation, just like
a polar bear. Now after all these years, I have decided to
come out of my self-imposed creative hibernation to do my
literary chore by writing the story of my life and family.
To begin, I have to move down the family tree to the
very roots, where my great-grandfather came from, the
Azores Islands . . .
I suddenly have to stop in my tracks, shocked beyond
description, because of what I have just heard and seen on
the television next to my desk. There have been horrendous
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and barbaric human bomb explosions today, Thursday,
July 7, 2005, in London on the underground tube trains
and a bus, killing a total of forty-eight people outright and
hospitalizing hundreds of others.
The people of this beautiful country are in a state of
shock. I was surprised at the moment to ﬁnd my mind ﬂying
back to medieval history when, from 19 July BC 711 to AD
1492, Europe was embroiled in a violent, bitter struggle to
get rid of evil elements. Today in July of 2005, the very same
evil element is back in our midst to kill at random without
any pity whatsoever. May God please help us as indeed He
will as always.
On the other hand, through the darkness of death on
this very day, at approximately the same time the evil doers
were striking, there shone this bright light of our Majesty
Queen Elizabeth II unveiling a monument at the cenotaph.
The monument is in remembrance to all the women who
died ﬁghting to save the world from the evil elements that
were trying to take over during the last Great World War.
How very dedicated and noble; may God bless her and help
her to rule long and wisely over this great country. Indeed,
she is the rock of England.
Personally, my view is that all religion must be duly
respected. There is only one God, whom we all believe in,
so it is quite pointless for us to kill each other needlessly in
the name of how we worship.
Perforce, I must, with all due respect to my readers, now
return and devote myself to my memoirs ﬁrstly, as handed
down to me through my ancestors, and latterly of myself.

Chapter 1

M

y ancestral roots originate in the Azores, where
I must therefore begin my journeys and my
narrative. The Azores Islands are located in the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean and belong to Portugal. They
consist of nine very beautiful luxuriant volcanic islands
with mountains and lakes. Although the volcanoes are
extinct, there are still hot water geysers where one can enjoy
sulphur baths. In the olden days, it was a haven for the
big sailing ships, which used to call to collect supplies and
water, etc.
The Portuguese Government has now established
botanical gardens where one may see beautiful exotic
ﬂowers of every kind. The buds ﬂourish because the climate
is neither too cold nor too hot, it is just ideal. Also no trees
are allowed to be cut in the Azores—there are trees dating
back thousands of years.
I begin my story with my great grandfather Francis Garcia
Morgan, born in Fayal, Azores Islands in 1835. His Mother
Louisa and father Emmanuel de Montojosh Garcia Morgan
were also born there. Francis recorded that the mother of
his father was a wealthy landowner known as Philomene
Fereira. In those days life was quite bleak and grim in
Fayal—the monotony was only broken by the sailing ships
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that called in the harbours to take on supplies. Today this
has all changed from the hard and grim old years—it is now
quite a different kettle of ﬁsh. Now the Azores are connected
to the modern world. Among other things, they have a large
airport, modern deepwater harbours, electricity throughout
the islands, and four-star hotels that provide aquatic sports
and tours for the tourist ships which call there.
My great grandfather was a stone mason and used to
work with his father who was a master stone mason—so he
had a trade in his hands. His elder brother Joseph had earlier
migrated to Argentina for a better life, but Francis wanted to
go to the Portuguese colonies in Asia or the Far East where
at the time there were vast opportunities for work.
In 1856 such an opportunity occurred. A three-mast
sailing ship named Diolinda called into Fayal to collect
supplies on its way to the Portuguese colony of Goa in
India. After speaking to the captain, Frances was taken on
as a kitchen help to work with the Chinese cook. Great
grandfather was lucky the captain was Portuguese and he
could speak the language. Naturally, his mother was very
distraught, now losing a second son, and his grandmother
Philomene Fereira gave him a substantial amount of
Portuguese money as well as two pictures of herself for his
journey into the unknown.
As recorded by my great grandfather, the Diolinda set
sail from Fayal on the second day of February 1856. No one
realized then that this was to be a fateful day for Francis
Garcia Morgan; he was destined never to see his parents
nor the Azores again. The ship had a crew of sixteen highly
experienced sailors, two bosuns, and the cook with a helper.
There was also a coffee and soup maker and beverages were
available at all times. Of course, there were also Captain F
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Da Silva and two second ofﬁcers, with a mess boy to provide
the ofﬁcers with drinks and food whilst they were on duty.
There were, as well, three helmsmen to navigate the ship
on its course. A total of twenty eight men lived onDiolinda.
Life onboard ship was not bad, everyone got on well with
each other. There was a roll call every morning at six. The
food was also quite good. Fresh ﬁsh, which the men caught
with baited hooks or in small nets thrown overboard when
the ship would go through their shoals whilst they fed on
plankton: barracuda, sharks, sea-salmon, or mackerel.
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