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Chapter 1 
 
 
I left the house every morning at eight o’clock and walked a short block to 
the bus stop. It was a fifteen-minute ride to downtown Miami. After almost a 
year and a half of this daily routine I could identify practically every building 
all the way down to Biscayne Boulevard without even so much as taking 
my eyes off the morning paper. 

 
 
Compared to the rest of Miami, West Flagler was run-down at the heels. 
The buildings were old and unpretentious and the streets were cluttered 
with used-car lots, dingy real estate offices, pet shops, fruit stands and 
cheap merchandising establishments. Once having reached Biscayne 
Boulevard, however, the city became more beautiful with such famous 
hotels as the McAllister, Colonial, Everglades and the Biscayne Terrace 
forming the well-known skyline of Greater Miami. 

 
 
Five days a week at approximately eight-fifteen, I got off at Third Street, 
crossed the boulevard and entered the Coffee Shop of the Everglades 
Hotel where I invariably had breakfast. At one minute to nine, I went to 
work in the offices of Aerovias Brasil, an international airline with principal 
offices in Rio de Janeiro. Located on the street level of the hotel, the 
company was owned by Brazilian interests and most of the employees 
were from South America. 

 
 
Passing through the reception room of the ticket office on the way to my 
desk on the second floor, there were the usual good-morning greetings 
which I extended to Sigrid and the five or six people working in the 
reservation department. Sigrid Sander was one of the few friends that I had 
in Miami. She was about twenty-five years old, a slender, blond-haired 
blue-eyed Brazilian who spoke five languages fluently and had traveled 
extensively throughout Europe and South America. 

 

 
At the head of the stairs was the desk of my boss, John Farrow. He was a 
distinguished looking heavy set red haired man of middle age who spoke 
with a decided British accent. For the past ten years he had been employed 
as the sales manager of the company and at times I felt sorry for him. The 
incompetence of many of the executives in Rio made it almost impossible for 
him to operate successfully and compete against North American airlines. 
Any progress that was made by the company was due directly to his untiring 
efforts. 



 

Every morning Mr. Farrow repeated the same salutation. He generally 
looked up from his work, pushed his horn-rimmed glasses up on his 
forehead and said, “Good morning, Miss Dolinger, and how are you today?” 
His words and expression never varied. 

 
 
My desk was located between that of Mr. Farrow and the bookkeeper. 
Jomar da Silva was a thin, short mousy little character with oily black hair 
and a sour outlook on life. His only interest was in keeping the cost of op- 
eration to an irreducible minimum and he pored over his books constantly. 
His morning greeting was a mere grunt and a nod of the head. 

 
 
In the far corner of the room near the front of the building was the desk of 
Senor Affonso Menezes, the Brazilian representative. He was also short with 
black hair, a rather stout individual who sported a mustache which he 
fingered continuously. He was the smallest man in the organization but 
towered over everyone in authority. Most of the day he sat in a slumped 
position, his forehead in his hand, and appeared to be bearing the weight of 
the world on his broad shoulders. Possessed with a friendly nature, he 
always said “good morning” to me in Portuguese and I responded in his 
own language. After a year and a half, it was still the only Portuguese 
phrase I had ever learned. 

 

 
Looking at these three hard-working, home-loving and frustrated 
businessmen forced me to smile. What I wore or how I looked was of little 
or no importance. I was a machine... a typewriter, someone to take dicta- 
tion and answer the phone. It would have taken a Lady Godiva riding 
through the office on her white horse to distract them from their work, and 
even then I felt certain that Mr. Farrow would have pushed his horn-rimmed 
glasses up on his forehead in his usual manner and said, “Good morning, 
Lady Godiva, and how’s your horse today?” 

 
 
Little wonder that I was enveloped in an atmosphere of boredom. How 
different things had looked two years earlier when I first arrived in Miami 
filled with ambition and set on making a niche for myself in the sten- 
ographic world. Leaving my home in Kennett Square, Pennsylvania, had 
not been easy and yet there was no alternative as far as I was concerned. 

 
 
Unlike my parents, I was determined not to spend the rest of my life in a 
small town. It is true that Kennett Square was the mushroom center of the 
world but I had no intentions of becoming a manure-turner. And although 
the people of the town were friendly, they were imbued with the strict 



 

rigidity of the Quaker philosophy. So at the age of nineteen, I packed my 
few worldly belongings and with two hundred dollars in my pocketbook I 
took the train to Miami, a city which I eagerly longed to become a part of. 
The travel folders which I had so meticulously read described it in such 
glowing terms as the “City of Tomorrow,” “Pearl of the Tropics,” and the 
“Vacation Land of all America.” 

 
 
Looking out of the coach window as the train sped southward, I tried to 
envision my first job - secretary to a bank president, I thought, might be a 
little stuffy. No, there were other fields much more glamorous. I could 
always be a public stenographer at one of the swank hotels at Miami Beach 
- the choice seemed endless. Ah! I sighed. Lucky Miami... here I come! 

 
 
Miami, however, was not in a reciprocal mood. In early November the city 
was already overrun with tourists, most of whom were looking for part-time 
employment. 

 
 
Fortunately I was able to locate a cheerful medium-priced room at the home 
of Dorothy Gish on Northwest Twenty-first Avenue. Miss Gish was a kind, 
frail elderly lady with a young heart and an unconquerable spirit, and she 
treated me as though I were her own daughter. As a matter of fact, she let 
me stay there long after my two hundred dollars had been spent in a 
fruitless search for work. 

 
 
I finally obtained a temporary position at Aerovias Brasil and a month later I 
became Mr. Farrow’s private secretary on a permanent basis. It was the 
first opportunity I had had to prove my ability and I worked hard and 
conscientiously. Mr. Farrow not only complimented me on my efforts but 
saw to it that I received periodic raises. 

 
 
Now that I had reached every objective I had set out to accomplish, I 
should have been supremely happy and content, but the fact remained that 
I was far from it. I began reading the help-wanted ads, thinking that 
perhaps a change of environment was what I needed, but found nothing in 
the papers to stimulate my imagination. It was apparent that jobs and 
secretaries were interwoven into a dull fabric which changed in neither 
color nor design. 

 
 
I was ready to resign myself to a life of mediocrity when one morning I went 
into the Coffee Shop and sat down at the counter. A newspaper which 
someone had just left lay on the stool next to me. It had been folded over to 



 

the help-wanted female section. As I picked it up I pictured the girl who had 
left it as being in the same unhappy predicament that I was in. In the act of 
folding the paper over to the front page an ad caught my attention. It read: 

 
 
AUTHOR needs adventure-loving Girl Friday. Must be free to travel. 
Excellent pay. Reply Box M-569 giving full particulars. 

 
 
Without even ordering my breakfast I hurried to the office and quickly 
answered the advertisement setting forth my qualifications and asking for 
an interview. Fortunately, Mr. Farrow had not yet arrived and I was able to 
mail the letter before he came in. Though I realized it was a blind ad, 
something I had always abhorred, I hoped that it was legitimate. While I 
had never worked for an author I saw no reason why I could not qualify. My 
typing was flawless, I was an expert speller, and I took dictation at the rate 
of one hundred and twenty words per minute. Besides, I liked the idea of 
travel. I envisioned Rome, Paris and Madrid and dreamed great dreams. 

 
 
A week passed and nothing happened. My dreams took wings and flew out 
the window. I made a solemn oath that I would never read the want ads 
again as long as I lived. If this was to be my destiny - so be it. 

 
 
But the very next morning I received a phone call that was to change my 
whole life. The call came from a Mr. Ken Krippene, who advised me that he 
was staying temporarily at the Algiers Hotel on the beach. He told me that 
he had received my letter and was interested in interviewing me for the job. 
I made an appointment to meet him later that day. As I cradled the receiver, 
my boss eyed me curiously and asked suspiciously, “Something up? You 
look rather excited.” 

 

 
“Excited?” I answered, trying to keep my voice on an even keel. “Oh, no, 
Mr. Farrow.... nothing like that. It’s just that.... Well, I’ve received an 
unexpected invitation.” I skirted the truth gracefully. 

He chuckled knowingly, adjusted his glasses and went back to his work. 

Promptly at five o’clock I left the office and boarded a bus on Biscayne 
Boulevard. Half an hour later I reached the Algiers Hotel on Collins Avenue. 
The Algiers was one of the newer hostelries along this fabulous street. It 
was magnificent and its imposing entrance was landscaped with tropical 
flowers and palm trees. 



 

Walking into the spacious and ornate lobby I picked up a house phone and 
called Mr. Krippene. He asked me to come up. The door of his room was 
open and as I entered, Mr. Krippene was sitting at the desk before a 
typewriter which he was operating with the index finger of each hand. A 
cigarette was dangling from his lips. He was wearing a white shirt, red 
bowtie and gray slacks. Papers, maps and books were scattered about the 
room. Seeing me, he got up and shook hands and made a place for me to 
sit down on the cluttered davenport. 

 
 
“I hope you’ll overlook the condition of this room,” he apologized. “Perhaps 
now you’ll see why I need a good secretary,” he added. 

 

 
He pulled up a small chair and sat facing me. Mr. Krippene was tall and thin 
and I guessed he was in his forties. His hair was grayish-blond and he had 
green eyes. He told me that he had once been an attorney-at-law in Chicago 
but after World War II had devoted his time to traveling and 
writing. Since then he had written several books and he showed me stories 
of his which had appeared in Collier’s, Coronet and other magazines, 
adding that he was under contract to his publisher in Chicago to write a 
new adventure book. 

 
 
He told me that he had lived in Lima, Peru for the past four years and had 
gone on extended trips into the jungle and mountains in search of material. 

 
 
“Up to now,” he confided, “I’ve used Peruvian secretaries, but they haven’t 
worked out as well as I’d hoped. They know English, but their spelling is 
atrocious, almost as bad as mine,” he added jokingly. “This time I’ve 
decided to take a secretary with me. I think it’ll work out better all the way 
‘round.” 

 
 
He got up from his chair and walked over to the desk where, after 
searching through a stack of letters, he found mine. “You know, it’s an 
amazing thing,” he said as he sat down again. “I’ve received over 100 ap- 
plications for this job. I had no idea there were so many adventure-minded 
girls in Miami!” 

 
 
“You may not realize it, Mr. Krippene, but a secretary’s life can be the 
dullest thing in the world. I think all of us are looking for a means of escape 
from routine.” 



 

He smiled knowingly. He told me that he was leaving for Lima the next night 
and that his new book would be based on the history of the savage and 
primitive Indian tribes living in the Greater Amazon River Basin, a 
tremendous, almost totally unexplored area of land nearly twice as large as 
the United States. Some of the tribes, he explained, were more or less 
civilized and lived in well-regulated villages, while others were savage 
primitives who still shrank heads and practiced cannibalism. 

 
 
Mr. Krippene went on to describe Lima as one of the most fascinating 
places in the world with its colorful bullring, exotic nightclubs and quaint 
Spanish architecture. His secretary, he advised me, was to do research, 
take a large amount of dictation and transcribe all his notes and 
memoranda. The salary would be eight-five dollars a week and all 
expenses paid. 

 
 
“Basically,” he said, “that’s what the job amounts to. Now, are you 
interested?” 

 
 
“Oh, yes!” I exclaimed eagerly. “It’s just the kind of work I’ve been looking 
for.” 

 
 
He had me sit at his desk and gave me a shorthand and typing test which I 
passed with flying colors. He asked me a few questions about my past 
experience and then said, “Well, Miss Dolinger, if you want the job, it’s 
yours.” 

 

 
I was so excited that I didn’t know what to say. I would have liked more 
time to think it over but I knew that I wanted to go more than anything in the 
world. Everything had happened so suddenly that I found myself ill- 
prepared to give a definite answer but I had to make up my mind then and 
there. 

 

 
“How much time do I have to decide?” I asked. 

 
 
“Unfortunately, not very long,” he answered. “As a matter of fact, I’ve made 
reservations for two on tomorrow night’s plane. I had practically decided on 
another girl,” he admitted, “before you came over, but quite frankly you’re 
more of the type I was looking for. I think you’re serious-minded and not 
inclined to be frivolous. This job,” he said seriously, “calls for hard work and 
meticulous application to detail. I think you possess those qualifications and 
that’s why I’m willing to take a chance.” 



 
 
“It isn’t a question of my not wanting to go,” I answered, “but aren’t there a 
lot of things I must take care of before tomorrow night? I haven’t a 
passport, you know.” 

 
 
“That shouldn’t be too difficult,” he explained. “Your passport and the 
necessary inoculations can all be bad in one day. If you have any trouble, 
call me here at the hotel and I’ll try to expedite things for you. As far as 
clothes are concerned, don’t take too many. Remember, you can always 
buy more down there and don’t forget that while it’s summer in Miami, it’s 
winter in Lima.” 

 
 
I made a list of the things I had to do the next day. As I stood up to leave, 
Mr. Krippene handed me a sheet of paper on which he had written several 
names. 

 

 
“Here are a few references,” he said, “if you’d like to check. One of them is 
my bank, the others are my publisher and lawyer. You can call them if you 
like and give me the bill. I think you’ll find everything in order.” 

 
 
He walked with me to the door where we shook hands and he added, 
“Remember, if you have any trouble, be sure and contact me. If I don’t see 
you before, I’ll meet you at the Panagra ticket counter at the airport at 7:30 
tomorrow night. The plane leaves at nine.” 

 
 
I thanked him again and left. 

 
 
I walked down the corridor to the elevator in a complete daze. The events 
of the past few moments had left my mind numb with excitement. 

 
 
Subconsciously, I thought about my passport, the shots I had to take and 
the million little things I had to do before leaving. It was almost impossible 
for me to realize that within a few hours I would be traveling to a foreign 
country thousands of miles away with a man whom I had just seen for the 
first time. I was entering a new phase of my career which, On the surface, 
appeared to be the fulfillment of my hopes and ambitions. 

 
 
I resolved to be at that plane if I had to move mountains to get there! 



 

Chapter 2 
 
 
I was so excited with my good fortune that I hardly knew what I was doing. I 
hurried out of the hotel and hailed a cab, something I never would have 
done under normal circumstances, but today I felt extravagant. Giving the 
driver my home address, I sat back and reviewed the events of the past 
hour, wondering how I would find time to do the many things which had to 
be done before my departure the following night. 

 
 
What would I tell Mr. Farrow? He had always been so kind and considerate 
and I worried about what he would think of my leaving the country with a 
man I hardly knew. I wondered, too, about my mother but she was back in 
Kennett and not an immediate problem. I promised myself that I would write 
and tell her of what I had done, knowing full well that she would not receive 
the letter until I was in Lima. 

 
 
Thinking it over calmly, I realized that there was a definite risk attached to 
my new job, but I had seen what I considered sufficient evidence of Mr. 
Krippene’s integrity. There were his books and magazine articles and 
publicity releases which convinced me that he was telling the truth. But was 
that enough? This was still Miami, where characters of all types were as 
common as oranges. In the past two years, I had come into contact with 
many of these “fly-by-nights,” well known for their glib tongues and fabulous 
propositions, but somehow I felt that Mr. Krippene was honest and sincere 
and I was not afraid. I knew that my friends would not feel the same way. I 
fully resolved, however, to be on the safe side and check two or three of 
the references which he had given me. 

 
 
I had only one day to get my passport, inoculations, and the necessary 
papers for the trip. Then, too, I would have to find time to pack and advise 
my boss that I was leaving. I envisioned my new life in Lima as a secretary 
to an author. There would probably be a hacienda with well kept lawns and 
tropical flowers. My meals would be served on a terrace. There would be 
the color and excitement of the bullring on Sunday afternoons, gay Latin 
Lotharios to occupy my idle moments, evening gowns, mambos... enough 
to turn any girl’s head. With the high rate of exchange that Mr. Krippene had 
mentioned, 20 to 1, I could well afford to be one of the best-dressed women 
in Lima. Perhaps I would even be serenaded by strolling troubadours. 



 

My thoughts were brought to an abrupt halt as the taxi came to a 
screeching stop in front of my house. I paid the driver and added a fifty-cent 
tip Miss Gish was watching me from behind the curtain in her living room 
and when I told her I was leaving for Peru the following night her face grew 
long and solemn. 

 

 
“But you don’t even know this man,” she exclaimed. 

 
 
“He may be a... a white-slaver... a killer! You’d better not do anything until 
you’ve talked to your mother,” she admonished. “The idea of a nice girl like 
you trapesing off to South America. Whatever is this world coming to?” She 
stood with her hands on her hips and looked very defiant. 

 
 
“Don’t worry about it,” I told her. “He has given me references and I know 
he’s all right.” 

 

 
“References!” she snapped. “Pooeyl He could have written them hisself.” 
She walked across the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. As she 
folded her arms across her chest belligerently, she said, “Where’s this. . . 
Mr. whatever-you-call-him from?” 

 
 
“Well, I suppose you might say from Peru,” I answered, “though originally 
he comes from the north.” 

 
 
“Just what I thought,” she exclaimed hatefully. “Another damned Yankee 
down here causing trouble.” 

 
 
I had to laugh in spite of her seriousness. I knew that her past life had not 
been very pleasant and she had become skeptical, especially of men. I 
crossed the room and patted her on the shoulder. 

 
 
“Don’t worry, Miss Gish,” I said kindly. “I know everything’s going to be all 
right.” 

 
 
I walked over to the mantle and picked up my mail. There was a letter from 
my mother and a bill from Burdine’s. Miss Gish disappeared into the 
kitchen and I walked up the narrow flight of steps that led to my bedroom. 

 
 
After a hurried dinner at the Pentagon Restaurant around the corner I came 
back to my room, wrote a long letter to my mother and began packing. 



 

Later that night I saw Sigrid. She had heard the news and came over to get 
the complete story. After I had told her, she said, “Jane, I certainly envy you. 
Why can’t some guy like that come into my life!” 
I felt that she, at least, was on my side. After all, this could very well be a 
chance of a lifetime and I intended to make the most of it. 

 

 
I went to the office the next morning at the usual time and told Mr. Farrow 
of my plans. He sat very quietly and at the end of my story, he pushed his 
horn-rimmed glasses up on his forehead and said, “Well, Miss Dolinger, 
quite naturally I hate to see you leave, but I can see that you’re very 
determined and there’s nothing much I can do about it.” 

 
 
I sighed inwardly with relief because he had not objected at the news of my 
sudden departure. “Keep in touch with me,” he said as he gave me my 
check, “and if I may give you a word of caution,” he added seriously, “be 
sure that this Mr. Krippene gives you a round-trip ticket before you get on 
the plane.” 

 
 
I promised that I would and told him that I still had many things to do before 
the plane left that night. He shook hands with me amiably but from the look 
in his eyes I could see that he was not happy at my leaving. In spite of my 
excitement I suddenly felt very sad about going. My work had always been 
more than satisfactory and Mr. Farrow always made sure that my salary was 
raised regularly. Here was a safe, sound and friendly organization that 
I had suddenly discarded for a totally unknown factor. 

 
 
On the way out of the office I stopped and shook hands with my many 
Brazilian friends whose usual laughing faces now lacked expression as I 
made my farewells. It was evident that they did not know what to say or 
think. 

 
 
I spent the balance of the day doing the essential things required before my 
departure. I ran into difficulty in obtaining my passport but by paying an extra 
ten dollars the clerk called Washington by phone and got a clearing. He told 
me to return at five o’clock to pick up the document. Before leaving the 
Federal Building I went to the Health Department and secured an 
International Health Certificate and at the same time was inoculated for 
yellow fever. I then dashed across the street and had my passport pictures 
taken. From there I went to a doctor who gave me an inoculation against 
typhoid and a vaccination. I hurried to the bank in time to cash my check 



 

and spent the balance of the day shopping for little incidentals which Mr. 
Krippene had told me would be hard to buy in South America. 

 

 
Around five o’clock, I hurried back to the Federal Building and picked up my 
passport. I called Mr. Krippene to let him know that I was ready to leave but 
unfortunately he was not in his room so I left a message with the operator. 
When I reached home, I completed packing and at seven o’clock took a 
cab to the airport. My new boss was waiting for me in the Pan American 
lobby and took me over to the ticket counter where the clerk, after 
examining my passport and health certificate, made out the ticket. Without 
my mentioning the matter, Mr. Krippene purchased a round-trip passage. 
Now I knew that I could at least return home. 

 

 
After checking our luggage we went over to the Dobb’s House Restaurant 
in the main lobby of the airport and ordered sandwiches and coffee. I was 
so excited that I hardly knew what I was doing. In just a few minutes I 
would board a plane that would take me away from the United States to a 
country of which I knew nothing. 

 
 
Studying my new boss’s face I hoped that my faith in him would be justified. 
I realized only too well that during our first meeting at the Algiers there had 
been little time to discuss his work or what he expected of me. For just a 
fleeting moment I felt like getting up and running away. Mr. Krippene must 
have sensed my concern because he very politely leaned across the table 
and said, “I know this whole thing has been quite sudden, Miss Dolinger, 
but don’t be perturbed. Everything’s going to be all right.” 

 
 
His words relieved me and for the first time I felt genuinely at ease. He 
asked me questions about myself and my past life, and before I realized it, I 
was giving him my complete history. After eating, we walked back to the 
Panagra office and within a few minutes our flight was announced. 

 
 
We took our seats and as Mr. Krippene wrote some notes on the back of 
an envelope I looked around the plane. I had never seen one quite this 
large. It was a DC-6B with a long row of double seats to the left of the ship 
and a row of triple seats to the right. The plane filled quickly and I saw that 
many of the passengers were Latins from various parts of South America. 
A hostess in a green uniform came down the aisle checking our names 
against a manifest. She spoke English with a Spanish accent and was tall 
and good-looking. A few minutes later we left Miami. 



 

Mr. Krippene finally got around to telling me what my duties would be. He 
had lived in Lima for over four years, during which time he had, gone on 
many expeditions. His new venture, he explained, would be the most 
exciting of all. 

 
 
“The Amazon River Basin,” he said, “is a vast jungle area extending over a 
part of Brazil, Peru, Colombia, Ecuador and Bolivia. Only small parts of it 
have ever been thoroughly explored. I’ve always had the idea that it may 
someday be recognized as one of the cradles of mankind. It’s true,” he 
added quickly, “that we never have found many of the earliest fossil bones 
to prove this theory, but that doesn’t mean that they aren’t there. Up to now 
not very many scientists have ever looked for them in this area.” 

 
 
“I remember in high school I learned that the first human bones ever found 
came from Java. Isn’t that where the name ‘Java Man’ came from?” I 
interrupted. 

 
 
Mr. Krippene nodded. “Yes, that’s right. And these bones that you speak of 
are believed to be about a half million years old. These Java bones 
consisted of only four skulls, odd teeth and leg bones. This early primitive 
didn’t hold his head very erect and his skull was thick and heavy and had 
room for little more than two-thirds as large a brain as we have. He had big 
teeth, a big jaw and enormous ridges of bone above his eyes. We call this 
Java Man Pithecanthro pus Erectus, or the first human being to stand erect 
after the anthropoid ape. I don’t know what we’re going to find in the 
jungle,” he concluded, “but I’ve always believed, and secretly hoped, that 
the earliest species of man can still be found in the deep jungle and I don’t 
mean just bones,” he said as he turned and looked at me, “but living 
people. . . people who haven’t changed physically or mentally since the 
beginning of time.” 

 
 
I looked at Mr. Krippene in amazement. “Do you mean that you’re going 
into the jungle to find these... these Pithecanthropic men?” I asked. 

 
 
“Probably not Pithecanthropic men,” he smiled, “but I’ll be satisfied with a 
reasonable facsimile.” 

 
 
It all sounded fascinating and exciting. 

 
 
“How long do you expect to be gone in the jungle, Mr. Krippene?” I asked, 
thinking of the gay time I could be having in Lima during his absence. 



 

“I don’t know definitely,” he said after lighting a cigarette. “We may be 
there anywhere from four weeks to a year. Everything depends on luck.” 

 
 
I thought perhaps I hadn’t heard correctly. He had said “we,” but that could 
have meant many things. 

 
 
There would be guides, interpreters and helpers who, I presumed, would 
accompany him on his expedition. But his next words jolted me into reality. 

 
 
“You’ll like the jungle,” he said simply. “There’s something about it that gets 
into your blood.” 

 
 
I sat up straight. “I . . . I’ll like the jungle?” 

 
 
He nodded. “Oh, yes, it’s an experience you’ll never forget.” 

 
 
I looked out of the window. All I wanted at that moment was a parachute! I 
turned to him and smiled, trying to conceal my fear. “I don’t know too much 
about the jungle,” I said, “but I suppose there are hotels and the usual 
conveniences.” 

 
 
My boss laughed so loudly that some of the other passengers turned 
around and stared at him. 

 
 
“That’s the best I’ve heard yet,” he said, and then seeing my worried look, 
added, “but don’t be afraid. I certainly wouldn’t take you anywhere you 
shouldn’t go and when we come back to Lima, with your help I’ll have my 
new book all ready to write.” 

 
 
His words were comforting and rather than display my abject ignorance of 
the jungle I decided to let matters take their own course. I still had my 
return ticket in my pocketbook and could always use it if the occasion 
arose. 

 
 
“We’ll be in Lima for at least a month,” he advised me. “During that time I’ll 
send you over to San Marcos University and have you do a little more 
research I m particularly interested in the part of the Peruvian jungle which is 
called the Gran Pajonal It’s something like the Matto Grosso of Brazil and 
most likely we’ll have an opportunity of visiting some of the more unusual 
tribes of Indians living there.” 



 

I had heard about the Matto Grosso of Brazil from some of the pilots of 
Aerovias Brasil who had flown over it. They considered it one of the most 
dangerous places in the world and at times, when their planes were flying 
low, savage Indians had actually shot arrows at them. 

 
 
“Now that we’re in this together, Miss Dolinger,” he said, “it’s obvious we’re 
going to have a close association for weeks, if not months to come, so I 
suggest that you call me Ken and I’ll call you Jane. Let’s think of ourselves 
as two people embarking on what I’m sure will be a very unusual and 
interesting assignment.” 

 
 
I looked out of the window and began thinking. During our first interview he 
had said something about traveling but I had been so excited at the time 
that I had paid little attention to what he had said. It now dawned on me 
that I had agreed to accompany him on his travels which included a jungle 
expedition. On the bright side of the ledger was the fact that we were going 
to stay at least a month in Lima and I would have time to think of some 
good reason to return to the States if I so desired. Ken had carefully 
explained that the jungle was not to be feared and I was probably taking a 
pessimistic view of the whole thing. I certainly did not relish the idea of 
returning to Miami and being laughed at by my friends. 

 

 
The train of my thought was suddenly broken by the stewardess who 
announced both in Spanish, and English, that we were approaching 
Panama. A few minutes later the plane landed on the brilliantly lighted 
runway and we disembarked for twenty minutes. The night was warm and 
sticky and a hot wind from the south blew across the airfield as we made 
our way into the modern beautiful airport which had just recently been 
opened. 

 
 
After stopping momentarily to buy magazines and papers we joined many of 
the other passengers in the air-conditioned dining room where Ken and I 
drank our last cup of American coffee. Ken told me that our next stop would 
be Guayaquil, Ecuador and that we would reach there in about four hours 
and arrive in Lima shortly after six o’clock in the morning. 

 
 
When I got back on the plane I tried to sleep but found it impossible. I was 
too excited about the trip and did not want to miss anything that was going 
on. 



 

Though most of the passengers by this time were asleep Ken and I 
continued to read and talk until after we had left Guayaquil. I finally turned 
off my reading light and fell into a fitful sleep. When I awakened, the sky 
was just turning into a light gray and looking out of my window I saw that 
we were flying above a solid mass of beautiful white clouds Taking my 
overnight bag I went into the washroom to put on my make up and comb 
my hair A few minutes later we were served a very light breakfast which 
consisted only of orange juice, coffee and a sweet roll Our cabin was 
flooded by the brilliant rays of the morning sun and everyone by now was 
moving around restless and eager to reach their final destination. 

 
 
Noticing the cloudbank beneath us, Ken said, “It’s going to be gloomy in 
Lima.” 

 
 
“I hope it’s not like this all the time,” I replied. 

 
 
Ken laughed. “I’ve been in Lima when I haven’t seen the sun for two or three 
months at a time,” he said, “but that’s during the winter season, which is 
directly opposite from our seasons in the States, but most of the year it’s like 
this at least early in the morning. Around ten or eleven o’clock the sun will 
finally come through.” 

 
 
Just then we received instructions to fasten our seat belts and put out our 
cigarettes 

 

 
“Well, we’re here, Ken said ‘Boy! Am I glad that trip’s over!” 

 
 
The plane started down through the overcast, obliterating all vision. After 
several minutes it came out of the cloudbank and I was able to see land. 
We were flying along the coast of the Pacific Ocean and the ground was 
brown and barren, bleak-looking in comparison to the brilliant blue of the 
water. 

 
 
Suddenly we turned inland and now a few small, scattered buildings 
became visible. 



 



 

Chapter 3 
 
 
As the plane banked in a low lazy circle, the city of Lima swept up to meet 
me and I saw dozens of huge chicken ranches interspersed with fields of 
growing alfalfa, maize and cotton. Most of the ground, however, appeared 
to be barren and dry, looking almost like a great desert clothed with 
irregular patches of green, into which had been set many drab, gray flat 
roofed buildings. 

 
 
Here and there brilliant swaths of early morning sun shine cut obliquely 
through the thin overcast, painting the landscape with vivid reds, greens, 
purples and browns Almost before I realized it, the huge DC-6B made a 
perfect three-point landing and we rolled to a stop in front of the Aeropuerto 
Limatambo. Leaving the plane, I stood at the foot of the ramp and marveled 
for a second at the modern architecture and beauty of the Limatambo 
Airport. 

 
 
It was a four-story building, constructed of marble and cement. On the 
second and third floors long open porches ran the entire length of the 
building and behind a brass railing stood waving crowds of smiling people 
who had come to meet friends or relatives. There was an Old World charm 
about the place which lent a friendly atmosphere. 

 
 
The stewardess led our group into the building and after registering with the 
police and health officials we entered customs where we waited for our 
luggage to be brought up from the plane. It took but a moment for the 
official to glance through our partially opened suitcases and we were free to 
leave. 

 
 
As we entered the main foyer, our bags were snatched away from us by a 
fast-talking uniformed Peruvian attendant. We followed him out of the main 
entrance to where a long line of dilapidated taxis were parked. Because we 
were Americans, the attendant ignored the jalopies and led us to a sleek red 
Buick. Ken told the driver to take us to the Gran Hotel Bolivar and I sat back 
in my seat eager to see the city I had heard and read so much about. 

 
 
Leaving the airport the car turned right on the old Pan American highway 
and proceeded towards the heart of Lima at breakneck speed. I quickly 
learned that in Peru the pedestrian is looked down upon as a mere peasant 
and crosses the street at his own risk. Ken pointed out several places of 
interest - a new high school constructed of red brick and stone, modernistic 



 

in design and comparable to the best I had seen anywhere in the States. A 
little further down the road was a magnificent new drive-in theatre and 
restaurant built by an enterprising Panagra pilot. Continuing, we passed the 
Nacional Stadium, one of the largest in all of South America, where 
international soccer matches and other athletic events were held. 

 
 
The streets gradually became narrower and the buildings on either side of 
the street more congested. They were mostly two and three story concrete 
structures, Spanish in design and a bleak gray in color. 

 

 
We finally emerged into the San Martin Plaza, a huge square in the heart of 
the city, in the center of which stood a large bronze statue of Simon Bolivar, 
South American liberator. 

 
 
The Gran Hotel Bolivar, located on the west side of the square, was seven 
stories high and like all of the other buildings was a drab gray edifice 
embellished with ornamental stone cornices. A series of small balconies 
broke the contour of an otherwise plain exterior. Fortunately, we were given 
rooms on the top floor which overlooked the square and afforded a good 
view of the city. My room was small, but elaborately furnished. The floor 
had no rug and was of highly polished woods set in a parquetry design. The 
single bed was covered with a wine-colored silk quilted comforter. The 
walls were painted a pale green and on one side of the room was an 
excellent copy of a Van Gogh. French doors opened out onto a circular 
balcony around the edge of which was a wrought iron balustrade. 

 

 
The bathroom was huge and had a tub and shower combination, a 
gleaming white porcelain washbasin, a toilet, and a second toilet, smaller in 
size but lacking a seat. I was fascinated by this unusual object and looking 
more closely saw that each side of the apparatus was lined with faucets 
and other unrecognizable gadgets. My curiosity reached such a point that I 
rang for the maid and asked the purpose of this strange-looking bowl. She 
laughed gaily and informed me in broken English that it was a douche, one 
of the requirements of all hotels in Europe and South America. I felt 
ridiculous, having made an open display of my ignorance, but back in 
Kennett Square, or Miami, for that matter, none of the hotels were 
equipped so elaborately nor catered to feminine hygiene to such an extent. 

 
 
The maid helped me unpack and sent most of my clothes out to be 
pressed. I spent the balance of the morning soaking in a tub of hot water 
and watching Lima come to life from my balcony. 



 
 
As the panorama unfolded, it took several minutes for me to realize that I 
was actually in a foreign country, thousands of miles from home, in a city 
whose people and customs were completely different from anything I had 
ever known. Shortly before nine-thirty, when most of the stores generally 
opened for business, people began filling the streets. In the square, 
photographers stood around their ancient tin-type cameras, waiting 
hopefully for business. Dozens of dirty, shabbily-dressed children invaded 
the Plaza bent on disposing of their overstocked supply of lottery tickets to 
anyone who would give them a few soles. Near the main entrance, a stout 
poorly-clad Indian woman continually brushed the flies from her home- 
made pastries which she offered for sale. On the far side of the San Martin 
Plaza was the American Consul’s office and next to it, in a pretentious 
building, the M-G-M motion picture theatre. Paralleling the square both to 
the right and left the streets were lined with Spanish archways which 
housed a number of open-air restaurants. 

 
 
As the antiquated streetcars, which I learned later were purchased from the 
city of Brooklyn in the year 1900, clanged slowly along the busy 
thoroughfares, men and women rushed into the streets to climb aboard, only 
to find their way blocked by masses of people already hanging to the sides 
and backs of the cars. 

 
 
White uniformed policemen in shiny brass helmets and polished black 
boots, stood like little tin soldiers attempting to direct traffic as a steady 
stream of cars sped by from all directions, paying no attention to the 
frenzied gestures of the policemen or the shrill piping of their whistles. I 
was amazed to see the endless number of expensive new European and 
American cars - Cadillacs, Lincolns, Rolls-Royces and Jaguars were even 
more commonplace here than in Miami. 

 
 
In the 418 years of its existence, Lima had become a huge sprawling 
metropolis of over a million people, still retaining its ancient customs and 
habits but quietly adapting itself to such modern innovations as wide- 
screen movies, bikini bathing suits and California-type ranch houses. 

 
 
Because my clothes had not been returned, I had lunch in my room, typed 
off a quick note to my mother and caught up on my sleep until the 
telephone awakened me around five o’clock. It was Ken. He was having 
tea with some of his American friends and invited me to join them. 



 

Afternoon teas were held between the hours of three and six in the 
spacious circular dining room situated just beyond the lobby on the first 
floor of the hotel. Windowless, it was lighted by a stained glass dome which 
extended over the entire length of the large room. The tables were covered 
with starched white tablecloths, in the centers of which sat colorful vases of 
tropical flowers. White-jacketed Indian waiters, most of whom spoke no 
English, hovered over the guests with pencils and pads. An old-fashioned 
English tea cart heavily laden with strawberry tarts, French eclairs and 
appetizing frosted cakes, was pushed from one table to the other by a 
dignified and enterprising head waiter clad in a black suit. 

 
 
The dining room was filled almost to capacity with well-dressed aristocratic 
Peruvians, together with a few Europeans and Americans. This being my 
first public appearance, I decided to wear a light blue linen dress with a low 
V-neckline, black pumps and hat and white gloves. On the way down to 
Lima Ken had told me long stories about the classic beauty of the Spanish 
senoritas and I felt that I should look and feel my best in order to give them 
competition. Entering the dining room, however, I was shocked to see that 
they were not as beautiful as Ken had made them out to be, or perhaps I 
was not qualified to judge this new type of beauty. 

 
 
Most of the women were well-dressed but extremely short and somewhat 
plump. Their decidedly Latin features were strikingly similar, their faces 
looking as though they had all come out of the same mold. Most of the 
women had long shoulder-length black hair and dark but flawless skins. 
Most interesting were their black flashing eyes and strong white teeth. The 
women kept up a continual line of chatter, emphasizing their words with 
many gestures. 

 
 
The men were of similar stature, and although I was only five feet seven in 
my high heels, I towered over most of them. 

 
 
As I followed the headwaiter across the room, all eyes centered upon me 
as though I might have been a creature from another planet. Ken was 
sitting with a couple whom he introduced as Mr. and Mrs. Harry Knapp. 

 
 
Mr. Knapp was a handsome man in his late thirties and his wife, Elaine, 
was a tall slender attractive brunette. She was particularly enamored of 
Lima and spent much of her time digging in the ruins of Pachacamac and 
other Inca cities searching for huacos, Incan pottery, of which she had a 
tremendous collection. Harry was an executive with an American dry 



 

cleaning company which had over ten offices scattered throughout the city. I 
spent a very pleasant hour with my new friends, ate two strawberry tarts 
and drank several cups of delicious tea. I could easily understand why the 
Latin women were inclined to be plump. I was sure that if I stayed in Lima 
very long I, too, would be fighting the “battle of the bulge.” 

 
 
When Elaine learned that I would be in Lima at least a month she insisted 
that I go with her on one of her Incan treasure hunts, to the bullfights and at 
least a half-dozen other interesting places. She said that she lived in 
Miraflores, the new American sector of the city and made me promise that I 
would come out soon and visit her. I liked Elaine and her husband 
exceedingly and was glad that we had become friends. 

 
 
The next few weeks turned out to be a veritable merry-go-round of hectic 
events and exciting activity. 

 

 
The mornings I spent at San Marcos, the oldest university in the Western 
Hemisphere, doing research on certain phases of our forthcoming 
expedition into the interior. Ken was particularly interested in obtaining data 
on the many savage Indian tribes said to be living in the Gran Pajonal, a 
remote jungle section in the eastern part of Central Peru. Unfortunately, 
few books had been written on the subject but after interviewing the 
professors at the College of Anthropology I learned that some of the most 
primitive peoples in the world were still to be found in this vast unexplored 
area. 

 

 
Near the Gran Pajonal, along the banks of the Sepahua and Coribene 
Rivers, were the extremely savage Amahuacas, Yaminahuas, Corinahuas, 
Cashinahuas and the Curinahuas; all of them to be avoided at any cost, I 
was informed. Among these tribes, the Amahuacas and the Corinahuas 
were considered the most dangerous. They wore no clothes, were 
nomadic, and were believed to be cannibalistic. Most of the time they 
frequented the deep jungles of the Gran Pajonal, searching for food all of 
which they ate in its raw state. The authorities at the university, however, 
assured me that locating these tribes would be very difficult, if not 
impossible. A few expeditions bad gone in search of them but had returned 
unsuccessful. 

 
 
This information, of course, substantiated Ken’s theory pertaining to the 
Pithecanthropic Man which he hoped to find in this general area. It was 



 

almost unbelievable that in this, the twentieth century, it was still possible to 
find a living pre-Stone Age culture of Man. 

 

 
But even more dangerous than these primitives, according to the 
anthropologists at the university, were the Campa Indians, considered 
among the most warlike in the entire Amazon Basin and through whose 
territory we had to pass in order to reach the Gran Pajonal. 

 
 
Doing research on anthropological subjects proved to be most interesting to 
me and opened up an entirely new field in my secretarial career. I realized 
that my work had to be done thoroughly for it was within reason to assume 
that our lives depended upon it. I found it much more interesting typing up 
my notes on the primitives than writing pages of meaningless data on 
C.A.B. specifications, which had been part of my job at Aerovias Brasil. I 
came to the conclusion that being a secretary could be pleasant and 
exciting after all, instead of boring and monotonous. 

 
 
Afternoons were my own and I took full advantage of them. I wanted to know 
and understand Lima and go places far removed from the reach of ordinary 
tourists. Lima was a city of contrasts. A small section of the population were 
multi-millionaires, but most of the people lived in abject poverty and want. 
Little wonder that Lima had more cases of tuberculosis than most cities of 
the world. The slums were located in the east section of the city and were 
pitiful to see. It was a congested area of adobe apartments, most of which 
bad no windows, running water or toilet facilities. At the extreme eastern 
fringe of the city was a high hill dotted with shacks and caves in which the 
very poor lived, rent free. Police officials and honest citizens avoided this 
area like the plague. The district was filled with criminals, fugitives and 
military deserters and the hill was honeycombed 
with subterranean tunnels to which they fled whenever an attempt was 
made to arrest them. 

 

 
Low salaries and mounting prices were directly responsible for the 
substandard living conditions which existed. Office workers, including 
bookkeepers, secretaries, typists and clerks were paid between thirty and 
forty dollars a month. The salary for men was little more. In some 
instances, secretaries who spoke both Spanish and English and worked for 
American companies received as high as eighty dollars a month but they 
were the exception to the general rule. 



 

In a slightly higher bracket, hostesses on both major international airlines 
were paid one hundred dollars a month. It must be said, however, in all 
fairness, that President Manuel Odria is making an earnest attempt to raise 
the living standards of the people. Under his regime, a social security 
program has been inaugurated for the use and benefit of underpaid 
employees. For a few cents a month deducted from the worker’s income, 
the employee is entitled to free hospitalization and medical necessities. 
Hospitals were well-equipped and staffed by competent doctors, many of 
whom were trained in North American universities. The most for having a 
baby was only forty dollars and this included pre-natal care, hospitalization 
and doctors’ fees. 

 
 
While salaries in general were low, recently enacted labor laws definitely 
favor the employee. On leaving a job the employee receives a bonus 
equivalent to one month’s salary for each year of employment. This sum is 
determined by the amount of money the employee is earning at the 
expiration of his employment, which generally represents the peak income. 
In case the employee is fired from a job, the employer must pay in addition 
to the bonus an equivalent of three months’ extra pay. A man or woman is 
said to be permanently employed and eligible for a wage bonus after a 
period of ninety days. 

 
 
Peru, and especially Lima, has a progressive system of education. In 
addition, there are many private schools conducted by Americans, English 
and Germans which offer every facility for the advancement of child educa- 
tion. Tuition in private schools averages about eighteen dollars a month. In 
the higher educational bracket, Lima has some of the finest universities in 
South America. These include San Marcos, the Catholic University of Peru, 
and an outstanding college of medicine, Facultad de Medicina San 
Fernando. Spanish is the native language, but English is compulsory in 
both public and private high schools. 

 
 
Because of the low-income bracket of the average Peruvian, food costs 
were comparatively low. In the huge public market fresh hamburger could be 
purchased for .17 cents a pound and pork chops and pork roasts for .18 
cents. Filet mignons and T-bone steaks were on sale for .42 cents a pound. 
Under the Peruvian law, however, housewives had to buy a pound of soup 
stock for each pound of meat purchased, appreciably raising the basic 
meat prices. On the day I visited the public market potatoes sold for .05 
cents a pound, fresh stalks of celery .07 cents a bunch, huge ripe tomatoes 



 

.05 cents a pound, eggplant .03 cents a pound, and heads of lettuce .03 
cents each. 

 

 
In Lima, as in all other cities of South America, the hours from twelve until 
three o’clock are known as “siesta” and during this time all businesses were 
tightly closed. Rather than sleep away my siesta hours, I went to an 
occasional movie where strangely enough I saw first run pictures almost as 
quickly as I could have back in the States. I visited the President’s Palace, 
the Cathedral in which the mummified body of Francisco Pizarro, founder of 
Lima and conqueror of the Inca Empire, lay in state, the Shrine of Santa 
Rosa de Lima, first saint to be canonized by the Roman Catholic church in 
the Western Hemisphere, and most exciting of all the catacombs, 
subterranean vaults beneath the Church of Santo Domingo. The 
catacombs, which must have been a mile or more in length, were lined on 
all sides with the skulls and other bones of monks, Spaniards and Indians 
who had died either through war or other causes when Lima was still in its 
infancy. 

 
 
After three o’clock in the afternoon, when all of the stores reopened for 
business, I spent some of my time shopping on Callé Union, one of the 
oldest streets to be found in all of Peru and the main shopping center of the 
city. The street itself was only five yards wide and on either side stood 
quaint little shops in which were to be found bargains in foreign watches, 
gorgeous silverware, Incan jewelry, aquamarines, llama rugs and slippers, 
alpaca blankets, and a variety of other interesting articles. I also found 
many unusual stores in which different types of food imported from every 
country in the world were being sold. 

 

 
In Lima, too, there were super markets, American-type drugstores and 
American restaurant chains and modern merchandising on a scale 
comparable to our own. Gasoline was sold for only seven cents a gallon, 
the cheapest to be found anywhere in the world. This was due to a large 
extent to the enormous volume of oil found in Peru, most of which was 
under the control of the International Petroleum Corporation, a subsidiary of 
Standard Oil. Their refineries were located at Tulara, in the northern part of 
Peru near Ecuador, and both gasoline and crude oil were shipped to all 
parts of the world from that point. In order to avoid the confiscatory policies 
of many South American governments, the International Petroleum 
Corporation did everything within reason to elevate the working and living 
conditions of its Peruvian employees. Modern homes were rented for as 



 

little as one dollar a month and the company organized and maintained a 
non-profit commissary where foods were purchased at wholesale prices. 

 

 
Schools were run along American lines and all children, even in the lower 
grades, were taught English. Peruvian young men who showed promise 
were sent to the United States for higher education and after receiving 
degrees in engineering they were given executive positions with the 
organization. It is the intent of the International Petroleum Corporation to 
one day supplant the many American technicians still working at Tulara 
with qualified Peruvians. 

 
 
True to my promise, I took time out to call on Elaine Knapp. She and her 
husband lived in the Miraflores section of Lima, a suburb which more than 
any other single factor made me realize that in spite of its age-old traditions 
Lima was swiftly adopting a modern living standard. The houses, almost 
without exception, were ultra-modernistic in design and equipped with 
every type of convenience. While building costs were on the increase, new 
four-bedroom homes could still be purchased for about eight thousand 
dollars or rented for approximately seventy-five to one hundred dollars per 
month. 

 
 
Most American women employed at least one maid at a salary of about 
fifteen dollars a month. Servants, all of whom were of pure Indian blood, did 
all of the work including the laundry, cooking, cleaning and marketing. 

 
 
Elaine and I drove out to Pachacamac just twenty minutes out of Lima. The 
former Inca city, built of adobe, once had a population of over thirty 
thousand. It was eventually captured in the sixteenth century by General 
Pizarro who confiscated the many golden treasures which he found in the 
temples and private homes. 

 
 
Walking through the ruined city, I commented on the fact that it was 
exceptionally dusty and the ground exceedingly dry. Elaine informed me 
that this condition existed because it had not rained in Lima or along the 
seacoast of Peru for over thirty years. This was due to the Humboldt 
Current, an enormous river of ice which originates near the South Pole, 
runs northward along the west coast of South America until it reaches 
Ecuador, and then suddenly veers to the extreme west where it follows a 
course across the Pacific. Because the cold air which continually rises from 
this current, keeps the rain clouds from forming, all water used in Lima and 
in the adjoining agricultural areas, has to be brought in by means of 



 

irrigation from the Andes Mountains. It was the Humboldt Current which 
was used in the successful journey of the “Kon Tiki” and later by the Amer- 
ican sailor, William Willis, on his now famous raft the “Seven Little Sisters.” 

 
 
No trip to Lima is complete, I suppose, without a visit to the bullring. I found 
the pageantry preceding the fights most colorful and was intrigued with the 
artistry of the fearless matadors. Strangely enough, the crowd seemed to 
favor the bull and roared approval when during one of the fights, the poor 
matador was caught on a horn and thrown into the air. In spite of the fact 
that I am not, as a rule, squeamish I detected a basic cruelty in the 
exhibition which was completely foreign and against the sporting principles 
of the average American. But, as one Latin friend of mine aptly put it, 
“Bullfighting is a part of the Latin temperament.” 

 
 
Two or three times a week Ken took me to dinner at the Grill, Lima’s finest 
nightclub, located in the Gran Hotel Bolivar. The food was delicious and I 
thoroughly enjoyed learning how to dance the rhumba and mambo. To be a 
good rhumba dancer, one must learn to carry a glass of water on each 
shoulder without spilling a single drop, and at the same time move the 
derriere in a circular counter-clockwise rhythm to the cadence of the music. 

 
 
One night, about four weeks after our arrival in Lima, Ken instructed me to 
pack my bag and said that he had made reservations for us to fly to 
Pucallpa on the following morning. 

 
 
My fun had suddenly come to an end and it was time to think of more 
serious projects. 



 



 

Chapter 4 
 
I was still half-asleep as we arrived in a taxi at the Limatambo Airport. Ken 
and I walked over to the Faucett desk, picked up our tickets and checked 
our small overnight bags. I had been advised to travel light and had packed 
an extra pair of jeans, two or three blouses, some lingerie, and a few 
cosmetics. Ken had discouraged my idea of bringing along a dress, and 
although he tried to talk me out of taking my cosmetics, saying that it would 
be too hot to use them, I am one of those girls who would have felt naked 
without lipstick, even among jungle savages. 

 
 
The building was crowded with passengers and well-wishers. Because 
Lima is the terminal point between Buenos Aires and the United States, the 
airport is one of the busiest in all of South America. 

 
 
I felt conspicuous and ill at ease dressed in my tight-fitting blue jeans, low- 
cut revealing blouse of yellow Cotton, and jungle boots. In Peru, as well as 
other Latin American countries, women are never seen wearing slacks, 
shorts, jeans, or any other type of casual clothing in public Such things are 
looked upon with distaste So, defying tradition and oblivious to the critical 
stares of the women and the approving smiles of the men, I slowly followed 
Ken through the crowd in the direction of the desk of the police official, who 
checked our passports and health certificates. 

 
 
We still had thirty minutes before departing time so Ken suggested that we 
go upstairs to the main dining room and have a quick breakfast. Crossing 
the foyer, he ran into an old friend, Father William McCarthy, head of the 
Maryknoll Order in Lima. 

 
 
Father McCarthy, his blue eyes twinkling, cautioned, “Don’t let this jungle 
bum get you into any trouble, Miss.” 

 
 
“I’ll try not to, Father,” I answered, smiling at his apropos description of my 
boss. He nudged Ken lightly in the ribs and laughed aloud. 

 
 
“Just between us,” he continued, now in a more serious tone of voice, 
“What in the devil are you looking for this time, or is it a secret?” 

 
 
Ken told him briefly that he was going into the jungle to get material for a 
new adventure book and mentioned a few of the Indian tribes we hoped to 
visit. 



 
 
Father McCarthy turned to me. “You’re in for an interesting experience, 
young lady! I don’t know of anyone who has ever been crazy enough to go 
into the Gran Pajonal, but this fellow,” he nodded towards Ken, “has been 
doing these things for years and he’s still alive.” He patted me on the 
shoulder and smiled as he said, “Good luck, and don’t forget to say your 
prayers... you may need them,” he added seriously. Father McCarthy 
shook hands with us and hurried away. 

 
 
I stood for a moment watching the dark-robed figure disappear through the 
crowd of talking, laughing people. Could this really be such a dangerous 
mission, I asked myself. No, of course not. I decided that Father McCarthy 
had only been joking. But I kept remembering his last words, “...say your 
prayers... you may need them.” 

 
 
My thoughts came back to the present as a burly Latin, in his haste to 
make a last minute reservation, almost knocked me over with his suitcase. I 
looked about to see that Ken was already climbing the stairs. I rushed over 
and caught up with him just as he entered the spacious dining room. 

 

 
We took a table near the huge picture windows that faced the airfield 
Considering the early hour, I was surprised to see that the room was 
almost filled to capacity Scattered among the crowd were many uniformed 
men and women - flight personnel from both Panagra and Braniff airlines - 
the heavily gold braided uniforms of the Peruvian Army officers - the 
dashing blue of our own Air Force. There were other uniforms, too, prob- 
ably European, which I could not identify. 

 
 
Lima was certainly becoming the “Casablanca” of South America, the 
crossroads of the world. Well, we were wearing our ‘uniforms too Ken’s red 
and white checked cotton shirt, khaki pants and boots, and my casual 
clothing added color to the occasion It was obvious that we were indeed 
‘jungle bums’ 

 
 
While Ken ordered breakfast I looked out at the airfield. The sky was heavy 
and leaden. In Lima the seasons are reversed and late May meant the 
beginning of winter. From then on the weather would be damp and cold 
and the sun would seldom be seen from May through September. I was 
glad that I was leaving the depressing climate and knew that once our plane 
had crossed the Andes the sun would be shining, the sky blue and the 
temperature sizzling. My excitement mounted as each moment passed. 



 
 
Between bites of toast and strawberry jam and sips of Peru’s vile-tasting 
café con leche I watched a dozen or more mechanics dressed in white 
overalls servicing a giant DC-6 preparatory to its taking off for Buenos 
Aires. To the left of the huge ship sat a small two-motored plane with the 
name “Faucett” written in orange letters across its silver wing. 

 
 
“Don’t look now,” I said, turning to Ken, “but I think that little flea sitting out 
there on the runway is our plane.” 

 
 
He glanced out of the window. “Yeah, that’s it,” he remarked indifferently. 
“A good old reliable DC-3.” 

 
 
“Do you mean to say that that little plane can go over the Andes?” I asked 
unbelievingly. 

 
 
“They’re doing it everyday,” Ken rejoined. “You see, over in Pucallpa they 
only have a small dirt landing field cut right out of the heart of the jungle. A 
larger plane couldn’t possibly make a landing.” 

 
 
“Gee,” I said as I watched the baggage being loaded, “I... I only hope it’s as 
safe as you say.” I had suddenly lost my appetite. “But when I think of flying 
over the Andes in that!” 

 
 
We were supposed to leave Lima at 6:35 but due to storm conditions over 
the mountains our flight had been postponed until nearly eight o’clock. 
When our departure was finally announced over the loudspeaker we 
hurried downstairs, gave our gate passes to the attendant and walked 
down the long ramp to the airfield. 

 
 
The plane was slowly filling up. An attractive half-Spanish, half-Indian 
stewardess in a navy uniform and cap greeted us with a hearty “buenos 
dias” as we went aboard. Ken and I managed to find double seats next to 
the left wing and I sat on the inside so as to get a good view of the Andes 
when we crossed them. 

 
 
The first two rows of seats on either side of the plane had been removed 
and in their place, piled high, were miscellaneous pieces of luggage and 
boxes. Over the top a piece of canvas had been tied securely in order to 
hold the cargo in place. 



 

Altogether there were about twenty passengers, most of whom were 
undoubtedly of Indian blood. Ken classified them as jungle farmers. 
Looking around I decided that I had never seen a stranger nor more 
interesting group. 

 
 
Across from us sat a tall gangling fellow in his late twenties. He was one of 
the few Americans aboard. His horn-rimmed glasses were perched on the 
middle of his nose and instead of looking through them, I noticed that most 
of the time he looked over the rims. He was light haired, wore a pith helmet, 
and was clad in a pair of brown trousers which were much too short, a shirt 
with a frayed collar that turned up at the ends, and a knotty tweed jacket, 
threadbare at the elbows. Over his shoulder he carried a small, very old 
camera and throughout the trip he jumped from one side of the plane to the 
other, madly snapping pictures. I guessed that he was probably a Princeton 
or Harvard boy and that his parents had sent him on a world tour just to get 
him out of their hair. 

 
 
Behind him sat a frail, sallow-cheeked Indian woman who must have been 
close to seventy years of age. Her jet-black hair, streaked with gray, was 
parted in the middle and rolled into a bun at the nape of her neck. She wore 
a black dress and sat stoic and silent. When the engine roared for the take- 
off she reached into her worn out purse and brought forth a rosary which she 
held in her lap grasping it tightly in shriveled hands. Among the other 
passengers was a Catholic bishop, a blond-haired girl missionary, easily 
identified by her lack of lipstick and nail polish, and a number of Indian men 
dressed in blue cotton shirts and ill-fitting suits. 

 
 
When the abroche su cinturon sign flashed on we fastened our safety belts, 
and as the plane left Lima and soared high above the clouds a new 
excitement took hold of me. I rested my head against the back of my seat, 
closed my eyes and thought for a moment. 

 
 
Here I was, just an ordinary small-town girl, on my way into the wild, 
unexplored jungle. What would the future hold for me? I wasn’t at all sure, 
but the uncertainty and expectation seemed to make my journey even more 
exciting and intriguing. At the same time I was worried. I didn’t know 
anything about the jungle. I supposed there would be snakes, wild animals 
and many strange-looking savage Indians. I realized only too well that during 
the next few months I would have to live rather primitively, but I readily 
accepted the thought of privations and inconveniences in my eagerness for 
adventure. 



 
 
My abysmal ignorance of the jungle made it impossible to find the answers 
to such simple questions as how and where I would sleep, what I would 
eat, and how, as a girl, I would be treated by the Indians, especially the 
men. I felt certain that Ken had no intention of leading me into impossible 
situations but I also realized that be had spent so many years in the jungle 
that he had become callous to danger. Oh, well, there was nothing I could 
do about it now, except say my prayers as Father McCarthy had suggested. 
In spite of all the unanswered questions in my mind I was exuberant with 
anticipation. If a man could spend four years in the jungle and still survive 
then so could I! 

 
 
I turned and looked out of the window. We were climbing steadily above the 
billowy clouds, and Lima was now far behind us. 

 
 
At that moment, Captain James T. Clark came down the aisle and stopped 
to shake hands with Ken, whom he apparently had known for years. The 
captain was tall, middle-aged, light haired and extremely handsome. 

 
 
“How’s the weather?” Ken asked. 

 
 
“Almost called the trip off,” the captain answered, frowning. “Just between 
us, it’s not so good. I’m afraid we’re going to run into some squalls.” 

 

 
Captain Clark must have sensed my anxiety. “First trip over the Andes, 
Miss?” he asked as he lit a cigarette. 

 
 
I nodded. “We will get to Pucallpa safely, won’t we?” I asked timidly. 

 
 
He laughed at the frightened look on my face. “Yes, I’m sure we will. . . 
nothing to worry about. I’ve been flying these mountains for fourteen years 
and I’m still around.” 

 
 
I breathed an audible sigh of relief although deep down inside I knew that 
the captain was only trying to soothe my mind. 

 
 
“Why don’t you come up front,” he suggested. “You’ll get a first-hand view 
of the Andes, something you’ll never forget.” 

 
 
I accepted his invitation and went forward, disappearing behind the small 
door that separated the cockpit from the passengers. I sat on a small jump 



 

seat between the captain and the copilot and looked ahead. We had 
suddenly emerged into the brilliant sunlight, our plane hanging suspended 
in a sea of azure blue. Beneath us the clouds became a veil of light pink 
and fleecy white, billowing upward in gigantic spirals, looking like huge 
cones of cotton candy. 

 
 
A few minutes later the cloudbank disappeared and looking down I got my 
first glimpse of the Andes. They were barren, brown and desolate and 
reminded me of pictures I had seen of the moon. Captain Clark pointed 
ahead to where dozens of giant snow-capped peaks glistened in the bright 
sunlight. 

 
 
“It’s the Cordiliera Blanco,” he said. “Some of them go as high as 24,000 
feet... pretty, aren’t they?” 

 
 
But it was more than just pretty. It was breath taking, awe-inspiring. Here 
was a mountain-climber’s paradise. 

 
 
“You can’t go over those,” I said, “they’re too high.” He laughed and shook 
his head. “We don’t go over them, we go between them.” 

 
 
“Between them?” I asked incredulously. “But suppose the weather’s bad 
and you can’t see them?” 

 

 
He took off his hat so I could see the streaks of gray in his hair. “How do 
you think I got these?” he remarked. 

 
 
I heard the copilot talking rapidly into his radio receiver. He finally clicked 
off his instrument and turned to Captain Clark speaking excitedly in 
Spanish. 

 
 
“You’d better go back to your seat now, Miss Dolinger,” Captain Clark 
suggested. “We’re going up now and you’ll need your oxygen tube.” 

 
 
I thanked him and left the cockpit. Just as I passed through the door I heard 
Captain Clark tell the copilot, “They’ll be puking all over the place in another 
twenty minutes,” 

 
 
I walked quietly back to my seat and a few moments later the stewardess 
came by and unwrapped the cellophane from our oxygen tubes which were 
plugged into the sidewalls of the plane. 



 
 
“Did you have a good look up front?” Ken asked, putting down the Spanish 
edition of Life magazine which he had been reading. 

 
 
I nodded. “It was beautiful,” I said, “only....” 

 
 
“Only what?” he asked. I had intended to tell him what I had overheard but 
then decided against it. 

 
 
“Only I wish we were in Pucallpa,” I said weakly, as I slipped the oxygen 
tube into my mouth. 

 
 
The camera fiend with the horn-rimmed glasses was still cavorting around 
the plane. He now returned to his seat looking rather pale and groggy and 
immediately reached for his oxygen tube. 

 

 
Simultaneously the “fasten your seat belts” sign flashed on. No sooner had I 
secured my belt when our plane seemed to literally fall out of the sky. 
Women shrieked and men looked frightenedly around. Our descent 
reached a jolting shuddering stop and I prayed fervently that the worst was 
over. But it was only the beginning. Angry white clouds swirled over and 
around us, completely obliterating our view of the mountains. The ship 
dipped precariously and was whirled about like a leaf in a cyclone. 

 
 
I looked out of the window and couldn’t see the wing of the plane. Torrents 
of rain, which quickly turned into snow, beat against the pane. The shrieks 
of the women now filled the cabin and I saw the bishop make the sign of 
the cross. The old Indian lady now nervously fingered her rosary. Her eyes 
were closed tightly and her lips moved swiftly in a silent prayer. Above the 
din and excitement I heard the gagging sounds of people using their 
waterproof bags. I waited for some word of reassurance from Ken, but he 
sat there not moving or saying a word and if he was afraid there were no 
outward signs of it. 

 
 
To make matters worse, the cargo broke loose scattering boxes and 
luggage the length and breadth of the plane. A crate of chickens came 
sliding down the aisle, stopping next to Ken’s seat. The terrified squawking 
of the birds added to the frenzied confusion. 

 
 
I looked over at the picture-taking American. He was sprawled in his seat, 
both legs sticking out in the aisle. His eyes were closed and his mouth 



 

open, saliva dripping down the sides of his chin. Abject fear and the loss of 
oxygen had caused him to black out momentarily. 

 

 
My own heart was pounding with fright. I was certain that we were about to 
crash into one of the hundreds of snow-capped peaks, through which we 
were flying. I thought of Captain Clark’s gray-streaked hair and doubted not 
for an instant that mine would be white if we were fortunate enough to 
come out alive! 

 
 
The nightmare ended almost as quickly as it had begun as the plane drifted 
safely through the mist into a clear blue sky. When I looked out of the 
window again I saw the last of the mountains and the beginning of the vast 
jungle. As far as the eye could see, there lay a mass of never-ending green 
- dark green, light green, olive green - interspersed with muddy rivulets 
winding in and out of the jungle. 

 
 
We started losing altitude quickly and our oxygen tubes were collected by 
the stewardess, after which she passed around paper cups filled with tangy 
pineapple juice. The copilot emerged from the cockpit and proceeded to 
replace the cargo. The little old lady still clung to her rosary and cast 
sidelong glances out of the window every now and then to reassure herself 
that all was well. 

 
 
It took only an hour and a half for our plane to reach Pucallpa but I must 
say that it was an hour and a half packed with more suspense, danger and 
excitement than I had ever dreamed possible. There had been moments 
when I could not believe that all this was actually happening to me. And yet, 
in spite of the danger I decided that one look at the Andes Mountains had 
been worth the risk of the perilous journey. 

 
 
Now we were directly over Pucallpa descending rapidly. My first reaction to 
what Ken had described as a “city” was one of astonishment. All I could 
see was a series of crudely built wooden shacks with palm-thatched roofs. 

 
 
When we reached the ground I looked for a runway but there was nothing 
but a dirt landing field and the plane came to a rough and rather bumpy 
stop. Now that we were on the ground again I felt relieved. 

 
 
Leaving the plane we entered a small one-room building where a police 
officer again checked our passports and health certificates. As we waited at 



 

the desk, Captain Clark came through the office and, stopping momentarily, 
said to me, “Nice trip, wasn’t it?” 

 
 
“At least you got us here in one piece,” I said laughing. “Though I don’t 
know how you managed to do it.” 

 
 
He smiled at the compliment. “It isn’t like this every day,” he admitted. “I 
don’t know why, but somehow or other we always manage to make the 
grade. Well,” he said as he shook hands with Ken and me, “Good luck, 
now, and have a nice trip. I’ll be seeing you when you get back.” 
He left us and hurried into the radio control room to file his report. 

 
 
I can’t say too much in praise for Captain Clark and the many other pilots of 
the Faucett Airlines. Without a doubt, they have one of the most difficult air 
routes in the world and their losses, in spite of the tremendous hazards, 
have been practically nil. Senor Antonio M. Bentin, Managing Director of 
the airline, is to be congratulated on the efficiency with which he runs his 
organization. 

 
 
Because Pucallpa has no taxis and very few cars, for that matter, we began 
the long walk across the airfield and down dirt roads, on either side of 
which were open sewers, towards the Gran Hotel Mercedes, which Ken 
bad described as Pucallpa’s best and only hostelry. 

 
 
On the way we passed the young picture-snapping American who was 
busily engaged in photographing everything from naked children to 
meandering pigs. 



 



 

Chapter 5 
 
 
The Gran Hotel Mercedes, an unpretentious two-story cement and adobe 
building, painted a pale yellow, was located on the west end of the city near 
the banks of the Ucayali River. The ground floor consisted of a small foyer, 
piled high with cases of beer and only large enough to accommodate three 
crude wooden chairs. The place smelled of unwashed bodies and 
disinfectant and swarmed with insects. On the walls were three old 
calendars depicting semi-nude girls in typical Hollywood poses. 

 
 
Off the foyer was a small cubbyhole furnished with a desk behind which sat 
a little hunch-backed Spaniard who acted in the capacity of clerk, 
bookkeeper and occasional waiter. The rest of the first floor was devoted to 
a dining room which included a bar, a commissary and the office of the 
manager. In back of the bar were shelves piled high with canned foods, 
some of which looked as though they had been there for at least ten years. 

 
 
The dining room seated about thirty people and boasted one waiter, a 
barefooted white-jacketed Indian boy who sported a gold front tooth. The 
floor was of rough cement and the only picture on the wall was a fly- 
specked lithograph of Manuel Odria, President of Peru. The windows were 
screened and the tables were covered with dirty coffee-stained tablecloths. 

 
 
In another small building behind the dining room was the kitchen where 
food was prepared over a wood-burning fire by a full-bosomed Indian girl 
with a harelip who doubled as laundress between meals. 

 
 
After registering at the office and having our passports checked again, a 
routine that was becoming extremely tiresome, we were given the keys to 
our rooms. Picking up our luggage we walked through the dining room into 
a small passageway leading to the upstairs. 

 
 
“At least we can lock our doors,” said Ken, as be dangled the key in his 
hand. 

 
 
(It wasn’t until later that we learned all keys were alike and opened every 
room in the hotel!) 

 

 
We climbed up the steep narrow steps, emerging into a long corridor that 
ran the entire length of the building. At the right of the stairs was a small 
lavatory, on the door of which had been badly penciled the word “hombres.” 



 
 
“That’s all right for you,” I said to Ken, nodding towards the door, “but what 
about me?” 

 
 
“There isn’t any,” he laughed. “This is it! If you want to take a shower, 
however,” he added, seeing the look of consternation on my face, “you’ll 
find one downstairs on the outside of the building.” 

 
 
“But what about a bathroom,” I insisted. “Or am I supposed to use the 
street like the rest of the natives?” 

 
 
“Don’t you worry about that,” be said jokingly. “Everything’s been arranged. I 
told you this was a high-class hotel.” 

 
 
Ken took me over to the window which faced the river. I looked over in the 
direction to which he was pointing and standing side by side, perched 
precariously on the riverbank, were three door-less wooden out-houses. 

 
 
“Don’t let it bother you,” he said noticing the puzzled expression on my 
face. “One gets used to everything in the jungle.” 

 
 
Altogether, there were thirteen rooms on the second floor, the fronts of 
which were made from rough-hewn planks. Above each door was a 
screened partition running the width of the room. Ken had number seven 
and I number five. 

 

 
My room was small, only about three yards long and two yards wide. In it 
was a wooden table, and an iron bed on which was a straw-filled mattress 
and a hard pillow. The walls were made of the same rough planking, filled 
with knotholes. There was one large screen window which overlooked the 
street. I sat down on the springless mattress and looked around. 

 
 
I had every right to be discouraged. Evidently, the jungle was a man’s 
world. Privacy, as far as a girl was concerned, was an unknown factor, but I 
was determined not to let it lick me. 

 
 
I jumped up hurriedly as I heard a man whistling in the room on my left and 
when he started talking to himself in English I had a premonition that it was 
the camera fanatic who had been on the plane. In order to avoid his taking 
candid pictures of me through the open knotholes, I quickly began stuffing 
them with wads of Kleenex. 



 
 
Taking a towel and a bar of soap I left the room and went downstairs, 
following the path which led behind the hotel to the three outhouses. 
Because they had no doors, I could see they were unoccupied. I walked 
about, making a pretense of looking at the river and scenery but in reality I 
was waiting for a chance to dash in and out while no one was looking. It was 
a harrowing experience. The outhouse was built over the river and as I 
entered, it teetered back and forth on the edge of the bank. Leaving it I 
walked nonchalantly back towards the hotel, hoping that no one had 
witnessed my performance. 

 
 
The shower stall was empty and once inside I tightly locked the door, 
thankful for this small bit of privacy and quickly undressed. The water came 
from a huge tank on the top of the building and was cold but refreshing. I 
slipped on my clothes and returned to my room. 

 
 
By the time we were ready for lunch it was after one o’clock and the dining 
room was practically deserted. We sat down at a long table at which 
another American was lingering over a cup of coffee. He introduced himself 
and said his name was Professor Homer Russell. He taught biology at a 
mid-western university and had come to Peru to look for, of all things, 
vertebraed centipedes. For the life of me, I could not imagine why any 
human being in his right mind would come this far to look for insects, 
especially insects with backbones! I decided that after all everyone had a 
right to his own interest. 

 
 
The professor, approaching middle-age, was tall and had a crew cut. He 
wore a shirt yellowed with age and a faded brown western string bowtie. 
His face was thin and pale and the only time his brown eyes showed any 
animation was when he was talking on his favorite topic of vertebraed 
insects. His voice was low and his English precise, but in spite of the fact 
that he was a well-known professor from one of America’s leading 
universities, I found him rather dull and uninteresting. 

 
 
He told us that he was leaving that afternoon for Tingo Maria, where he 
hoped to find many caves to explore in an effort to increase his collection of 
unusual insects. As far as I was concerned, that was exactly where he 
belonged - in a cave! After finishing his coffee, he timidly excused himself 
and hurried out of the dining room. 



 

Our lunch consisted of four courses, each one worse than the other. First, 
we had a bowl of greasy soup which was followed by a salad of cold fish 
covered with sliced onions and hot peppers. The third course was a piece 
of meat pie and smelled so badly I had the waiter remove it immediately. 

 
 
The main dish was a small slice of fried steak, so tough that I found it 
impossible to cut with a knife. II managed, however, to eat the boiled beans 
and fried rice with which the meat was garnished. Our dessert was a 
banana, the most appetizing part of the meal. 

 

 
Just as we were finishing our coffee, the screen door opened with a bang 
and our enterprising photographer entered. He stood in the doorway for just 
a moment, looking over his glasses, his lower lip hanging, as he surveyed 
the room. His camera was still carried over his shoulder ready for instant 
use. As he walked past us and sat down at a table next to ours, a horrible 
odor penetrated my nostrils. I wrinkled my nose and looked at Ken. Turning 
sideways towards us, the young man said, “I think I smell a little, don’t I?” 

 
 
I nodded. “I’ve smelled worse,” I answered, “but just now I can’t remember 
when!” 

 
 
The young man laughed boisterously, unable to recognize an insult when 
he heard one. He was unshaven and sweating from the heat of the day. 

 

 
“C... com... coming from the airport,” he explained with a stutter, as saliva 
sputtered out of the corners of his mouth, “I was tr... trying to get a picture 
of one of those Indian kids. I backed up in order to get him into fo... fo... 
cus, and darned if I didn’t fall into the sewer! The sun dried out my pants, 
but I still s... sm... smell!” 

 
 
He snickered once again as he finished relating his tale of woe. 

 
 
“Can’t you get them washed?” I suggested. I didn’t turn all the way around 
to speak to him directly, because I couldn’t stand the odor. “There’s a girl 
here who does laundry,” I added. 

 
 
“S... sure, I can get them washed, but this is the only p... p... pair I’ve got. 
What am I going to do while they d... dry?” As he finished, his voice hit a 
distressful note as though he was about to cry. 

 
 
“Why don’t you try buying a new pair?” I asked icily. 



 
 
He laughed again. “I tried that, too,” he said, “but I don’t know how to say 
‘pants’ in S... Sp... Spanish.” 

 
 
“The word is ‘pantalón,’ “ Ken interjected. 

 
 
P... P... Pantalón,” said the young man to himself. “Say, I’d better go out 
and buy them before I forget how to say it.” 

 

 
With that he jumped up from the table and ran out the door. 

 
 
“You know,” I said, looking at Ken, “this place reeks with characters. What 
they need around here is a good old-fashioned insane asylum for itinerant 
Americans!” 

 
 
Ken laughed. “You notice them more down here,” he said, “only because 
they’re more obvious. Back in the States they’re lost in the shuffle.” 

“But why do they come to Pucallpa?” I asked, “What draws them here?” Ken 

finished drinking his coffee before answering. “Oh, a number of things. 
First of all, Pucallpa is in the middle of the jungle, the sort of ‘jumping-off 
place’ into nowhere. People from all over the world come here to collect 
butterflies, insects, tropical birds. . .” 

 

 
“And vertebraed centipedes,” I added laughingly. 

 
 
Just then, the young photographer burst into the room, holding a pair of 
khaki trousers in his hand. 

 
 
“L... look,” he shouted, his blue eyes half concealed 
by the rim of his glasses. “I got ‘em!” 

 
 
He walked over to our table, proud of his purchase. 

 
 
“Wasn’t anything to it,” he said. “I walked into a st... store, and asked for 
pantalóns, and out they came! 

 
 
Thanks a lot, sir,” he said to Ken, “for teaching me the word. If it’s that 
easy, I ought to learn Sp... Spanish in two or three days.” 



 

“Why don’t you go up and change them?” I suggested, covering my nose 
with my hand. “It might make you feel better.” 

 
 
He let out one of his wild horse-laughs. “It’ll not only make me feel better, 
Miss,” he yelled, “but it’ll make me smell better, too!” 

 
 
With that he dashed through the dining room and disappeared. 

 
 
After we finished our coffee, Ken took a piece of paper out of his pocket 
and handed it to me. “It’s your assignment for the day,” he explained. 

 
 
I opened it up. It contained a dozen or more items indispensable to our trip 
into the jungle. “What do you want me to do?” I asked. 

 
 
“You’re going to spend the rest of the day making these purchases,” Ken 
explained. “There’s only one way of learning a language quickly, and that’s 
by going out and buying things from people who don’t speak English.” 

 
 
I started to object thinking that it would take me forever to make the 
purchases, but my boss was adamant. 

 
 
“Take your Spanish-English dictionary,” he said, “and hit the road. While 
you’re doing that, I’ll work on my notes.” 

 

 
He stood up handing me a huge roll of Peruvian money. “Here’s about 
2,000 soles,” he said, “that’s roughly a hundred dollars. It ought to be 
enough, but if you need more let me know.” 

 
 
I put the money in my pocket. “Hasta la vista,” he said as he left me sitting 
there. 

 

 
The next three hours proved hectic, but on the whole satisfactory. Ken was 
right. I learned more Spanish in one afternoon than I could have picked up 
from months of studying by myself. I found that the quickest way to explain 
what I wanted was to go into a store and point to the article. The two most 
important words were “cuánto es” which meant “how much?” 

 
 
That evening I trudged back to the hotel hot and tired, but happy with my 
new accomplishment. Later Ken and I made an inventory of my purchases. 
They included: 4 blankets, 2 bottles sulfaguanidine, 2 mosquito nets, 2 
flashlights and extra batteries, 2 machetes, gifts for Indians (thread, 



 

needles, mirrors, combs, buttons, balloons, assorted ribbons, beads, fish 
hooks, pocket knives, etc.), 6 rolls toilet paper, 12 cans Nescafe, 2 
canteens, 2 light-weight knapsacks, 2 straw hats, 4 bars soap, toothpaste, 
4 quarts alcohol-camphor mixture, and 12 cartons Aviación cigarettes 
(Peruvian). 

 
 
“Have any trouble?” Ken asked after we finished taking inventory. 

“A lot,” I admitted, “but boy, can I habla that Espanol!” 



 



 

Chapter 6 
 
 
I woke up with that strange feeling of disorientation that often comes with 
unfamiliar surroundings. It took several seconds before I realized that I was 
in Pucallpa, the jumping off place into the jungle. 

 
 
The first silver-gray fingers of pre-dawn silhouetted the palm thatched 
houses between me and the horizon I rearranged my pillow, propped 
myself into a sitting position and surveyed my crude room. The knotholes 
were still filled with the wads of Kleenex and I breathed a sigh of relief. 
Even though the sun had not yet risen, my naked body was bathed in 
perspiration. I looked up at the ceiling. Directly overhead a huge green and 
purple spider clung precariously to a rough-hewn board. I could not take my 
eyes away from it. I envisioned it falling onto my pillow, crawling slowly over 
my ear... my cheek... my nose.... That did it! I jumped out of bed and began 
dressing. 

 
 
The city was waking up. From the street below I could hear snatches of talk 
and laughter as people passed the hotel on their way to the public market. 
Slipping into my boots, I rapped sharply on the rough wooden planks that 
separated my room from Ken’s. 

 
 
“Yeah. . . who is it?” he asked sleepily. 

 
 
I rapped harder. “It’s Jane!” I shouted. “Are you awake?” 

“Why don’t you leave me alone,” he said gruffly. “It isn’t even daylight.” 

“You told me to get you up,” I answered. “We’re going to the market, 
remember?” 

 
 
There was a long pause followed by a two-octave vocal yawn. “All right. . . 
all right,” he answered finally. “I’ll get up. See you downstairs.” 

 
 
Because there was no water in my room, I was forced to use the men’s 
toilet located at the end of the hail It contained a broken down washbasin 
and a men s urinal, the stench from which was so overpowering that had 
washing not been so important in the tropics, I would gladly have avoided 
it. After splashing my face with cold water I made a hurried exit back to my 
room passing a line of waiting men, many of whom wore nothing more than 
shorts or pajamas. They were so stunned at seeing a woman invade their 



 

domain that they stood there aghast, their mouths hanging open, making 
no attempt to hide their nakedness. I felt certain that I was going to give the 
male population of Pucallpa something to talk about. 

 
 
After applying my lipstick and combing my hair, I went downstairs to wait 
for Ken. The small dining room was filling rapidly. I, being the only girl in the 
hotel, was a natural target for the bulging eyes of the many sex-hungry 
men most of whom I learned later were either lumbermen or geologists who 
made the hotel their headquarters. 

 
 
As I entered I heard a half-dozen long low wolf whistles, a universal 
language. I looked around and made my way across the room towards an 
empty table and could feel every eye following me. 

 
 
The waiter spoke no English, so in my best Spanish, which was pitifully 
meager, I ordered papaya, fried eggs and coffee. My Spanish must have 
been worse than I thought because the waiter stood scratching his head 
with his dirty hand, unable to understand. I repeated my order, this time 
with broad gestures hoping to aid my limited vocabulary. He simply smiled 
foolishly and stared at me. I heard the sound of scraping chairs and, 
looking around, saw four or five men running to my rescue. They 
surrounded my table, shouting, gesticulating, all in Spanish. I was no better 
off than I was in the beginning! Finally, from behind I heard an English- 
speaking voice. “Perhaps I can help you.” 

 

 
I turned around. He was tall, blond, blue-eyed and quite good-looking. He 
wore blue jeans and a bright yellow sport shirt. Easing himself into the chair 
next to me, he turned to the men who were still leaning over the table and 
said something to them in Spanish. One by one they left and returned to 
their breakfasts. 

 
 
“My name’s McHenry... Jimmy to you,” he said as we shook hands. 

 
 
I introduced myself and then explained, “I was trying to order breakfast, two 
in fact.” 

 
 
“Two?” he said quizzically. 

 
 
I nodded. “One for myself and one for my boss. He’ll be down in just a 
moment.” 



 

“A girl like you would have to have a boss,” he said ironically. 

“Rest assured, if I didn’t I certainly wouldn’t be in Pucallpa,” I answered. 

We both laughed. “I thought I knew enough Spanish to order eggs, but 
evidently the waiter thinks differently,” I added. 

“How do you want them?” he said. 

I told him and he placed the order. Just then Ken entered the dining room 
and came over to our table. He was smiling. 

 
 
“Well,” he said as he approached, “I see you’ve found 
company.” 

 
 
The two men introduced themselves and Jimmy joined us in a cup of 
coffee. 

 

 
“This is great country,” he told us as he drank his coffee. “It’s lousy with oil; 
only trouble is you can’t get it over the Andes.” 

 
 
He explained that he was a geologist working for one of the major oil 
companies and had spent the last two years combing the jungles of Peru 
and Ecuador looking for oil. 

 

 
I tasted my eggs and found that they had been fried in a vile-smelling 
grease, making them almost inedible. The rolls were hard and moldy. I took 
a spoonful of sugar and, seeing that it was crawling with little red ants, I 
decided to drink my coffee black. 

 
 
Ken was telling Jimmy about our proposed trip, but I noticed that he carefully 
omitted any mention of the Pithecanthropic Man, confining his remarks to a 
bare outline of the expedition. After finishing breakfast I shook hands with 
Jimmy and thanked him again for his help. He laughed boyishly. 

 
 
“When there’s a damsel in distress, and especially one as good looking as 
you, always count on me for help.” He winked jokingly at Ken. 

 
 
Promising to have dinner with him that night, we left the dining room and 
walked over to the public market. 



 

Though it was still early, the heat was stifling. The dirt road was filled with 
holes and made walking difficult even in my low-heeled jungle boots. We 
passed many women returning from the market, their purchases neatly 
stacked on top of their heads. A small boy ambled by pushing a crude 
homemade wheelbarrow. A beautiful little Indian girl around five or six 
years old was struggling with a huge live turtle which she bad bought at the 
market. A jeep bounced past us, sending up a cloud of dust. 

 

 
The market was only about three blocks from the hotel and lay between the 
river and the main part of the city, but I knew we were nearing it from the 
smell. An obnoxious odor of decaying meat, rotting vegetables and the 
sweat from hundreds of unwashed bodies, contaminated the air. Directly 
ahead, in a large open square, dozens of wooden tables were spread out, 
each filled with fruits, vegetables, uncleaned fish, or pieces of meat around 
which swarmed clouds of flies. Hundreds of people milled around buying just 
enough food to last them through the day. This was understandable 
due to the fact that the great majority of people had no’ refrigerators and 
food spoiled quickly. 

 

 
Near the tables were several filthy open-air restaurants where the 
customers, mostly of mixed Indian blood, sat eating strange combinations 
of food, any of which I was sure would have sent me to the hospital. 

 
 
We walked from table to table, both of us amazed at the unusual types of 
tropical fruits and vegetables being sold. In one section of the market there 
were over twenty varieties of potatoes being offered for sale. Some were 
purple, others green and among them was a miniature species of our well- 
known Irish potato. I learned later that potatoes were first grown by the Incas 
and were unknown in Europe until the sixteenth century when several 
varieties were sent to Spain by General Francisco Pizarro. 

 
 
One of the most interesting departments of the open-air market was the wild 
animal and bird section, Here, ocelots, baby tigres, parrots, macaws, 
toucans and a variety of monkeys could be purchased cheaply. We walked 
over to a table where three or four scrawny monkeys were hiding in the 
shade. They looked so sad and forlorn that I leaned over to pet one of 
them. It retaliated by biting my thumb. If the old Indian woman who owned 
them had not been watching, I would have happily choked the little monster 
to death! Luckily, its teeth failed to break the skin so I did not worry much 
about the results. 



 

The fresh meat section drew the greatest number of customers... and 
vultures. All slaughtering was done on the premises and the pitiful cries of 
the animals as their throats were being cut could be heard throughout the 
market. We watched as an Indian woman bought a freshly killed pig’s head 
for two soles, the equivalent of ten cents, and walked proudly away with her 
still bloody purchase. 

 
 
“You wouldn’t believe it unless you saw it, would you?” I held a 
handkerchief up to my nose in order to keep out the odors. “Quite frankly, 
it’s just about the filthiest place I’ve seen yet. Let’s get out of here,” I sug- 
gested. 

 
 
As we left the square we passed a dead dog lying on the ground. Several 
vultures were busily engaged in tearing it to pieces. The dog’s eyes and 
tongue had already been eaten and its mangy body was covered with flies 
and other insects. I averted my eyes from the gruesome sight. 

 
 
Taking my arm, Ken led me around the corner into the main section of 
town. “Let’s look at ‘Main Street’ first,” he suggested. “We’ll go down to the 
river and see about a boat later.” 

 
 
For a jungle community, Pucallpa was larger than I had expected it to be. It 
consisted of a dozen or more dirt streets on either side of which were 
business establishments, most of them one and two-story buildings, a few 
modern, but the rest of pono-wood construction with thatched roofs. In front 
of many of the buildings on the shady side of the street, groups of 
barefooted Indian women wearing dirty calico dresses sat behind long tables 
selling such things as wild jungle watermelons, home-made pastries, 
oranges and muddy-colored fruit juices which were served in unwashed 
glasses. 

 
 
A little further on, a perspiring Indian man was selling sticks of crushed ice, 
over which he poured brightly colored liquids. Indian children, clutching 
half-soles in their grimy hands, were grouped around his small wrought iron 
wagon as they waited eagerly to make their purchases. My mouth watered 
at the sight of this cold refreshment but Ken refused to buy any, explaining 
that the water from which the ice was made came from the river where 
most of the ten thousand inhabitants took their daily baths. 

 
 
There were a few cars on the street, mostly trucks carrying lumber and 
produce to Lima, and a sprinkling of jeeps belonging to the government, 



 

private corporations or missionaries. Bicycles were common and were the 
best means of transportation over almost impassable roads. 

 

 
As we walked through the village I saw several modern buildings under 
construction. Ken explained that the city was in the throes of a building 
boom and that he soon expected Pucallpa to become one of the largest 
jungle communities in Peru. He explained that the sudden growth of the city 
was due to a number of factors. First of all, Pucalipa was considered the 
last outpost of civilization, and prospectors, geologists and scientists used it 
as a base of operations for their many and varied expeditions in search of 
hidden wealth. Then, too, most of the lumber used in Lima came from the 
area around Pucallpa. Millions of feet of mahogany and cedar were cut 
each year throughout the surrounding jungle and brought downstream to 
Pucallpa where the logs were sawed into planks and sent by truck over the 
Andes to Lima. One of the most brilliant pages of Pucallpa’s history was 
being written by an American industrialist, Robert G. LeTourneau, a 
manufacturer of earthmoving equipment from Peoria, Illinois. 

 

 
Mr. LeTourneau was currently engaged in a road building and colonization 
project on the Pachitea River near Pucallpa. Under an agreement with the 
Peruvian government, Mr. LeTourneau was constructing a thirty-two mile 
road through the jungle which would eventually connect with the Trans- 
Andean highway from Lima to Pucallpa on the Ucayali River. In return, his 
company received huge tracts of land along the jungle right-of-way which 
were in the process of being cleared and turned into farms. As soon as the 
project was completed, Mr. LeTourneau expected to bring two thousand 
displaced families from Europe to take over the farms on a long-term 
payment basis. 

 
 
The LeTourneau operation alone was more than enough to cause a 
building boom, as Pucallpa would eventually become the connecting point 
between this new agricultural colony and Lima, 

“That explains why there are so many Americans in Pucallpa,” I said. 

“That’s partly true,” Ken admitted, “but you also want to remember that 
there are a great many missionaries from the States who live here 
permanently. As a matter of fact, almost every religion is represented in 
one way or another, and then, too, we mustn’t forget the ‘Linguistics.’ 



 

He went on to explain that there were over two hundred Americans living 
just a few kilometers out of Pucallpa who belonged to an organization 
known as the Instituto Linguistico de Verrano. These people were 
commonly known as “Linguistics.” 

 
 
“If we have time, I want to take you out to see their headquarters. They are 
an amazing group of people and engaged in a most unusual type of work.” 

 
 
As we continued walking in the direction of the hotel, I spotted two old and 
disreputable-looking movie theatres. One of them was showing a Mexican 
film, but the other featured an American picture, one that was made over 
ten years ago starring Shirley Temple when she was still a child. The name 
of the picture was “Heidi” and the price of admission was ten cents. 

 
 
The residential area of the city was an excellent example of jungle living 
standards. The pono-wood palm thatched houses were built along the edges 
of the dirt streets and offered little in the way of sanitation or comfort. The 
front doors were usually left open and looking inside one could immediately 
gauge the poverty of the people. 

 
 
Each home consisted of one large room in which there was nothing more 
than a crude wooden table and two or three chairs. Calendars and religious 
pictures were prominently displayed on the walls. In the rear of the room 
were strung as many hammocks as each family needed. The back yards, 
and oftentimes the streets, were used as toilets. Garbage and refuse was 
thrown out of the back door to be consumed later by the thousands of large 
fat vultures which were always hovering overhead. 

 
 
The drinking water came directly from the river where each morning before 
sunrise the water vendors, generally barefooted young Indian boys, filled 
their four five-gallon cans with the contaminated water and placed them 
across the backs of their small horses. Water sold for a penny a gallon and 
it took dozens of trips to the river before the entire community was 
serviced. To simplify their work, the vendors usually led their horses out 
into the water just a few feet away from shore where the cans could be 
filled and loaded more easily. It did not matter that the horses often 
urinated in the same place where the vendors filled their cans. 

 
 
I was surprised by the number of sewing machines in the city. Most of them 
were the old-fashioned treadle design and as there were no dresses for 



 

sale in the community, women had to buy their own material and sew their 
dresses at home. 

 

 
A few of the better stores were equipped with electric lights, the power for 
which came from generators, but most of the city’s inhabitants used small 
wick-burning kerosene lamps, none of which had glass globes. 

 
 
Pucallpa had a general hospital which many of the citizens referred to as 
the “death house” and avoided like the plague. The doctors in attendance 
were of poor calibre and, because there was a scarcity of modern drugs 
and medicines, many of the patients died from improper treatment. 



 



 

Chapter 7 
 
 
Just eight kilometers out of Pucallpa, along the sloping shores of a beautiful 
lake, is the principal base of operations of the Summer Institute of 
Linguistics, one of the most unusual and respected American organizations 
in all of South America. This modern community, a classical example of 
American ingenuity and faith, consisted of approximately sixty one- and 
two-story homes constructed along American architectural design, a well- 
equipped hospital, a refectory, a primary school and an airport. 

 
 
The principal function of the Summer Institute of Linguistics is to reduce the 
unwritten languages of all Indian tribes to writing for the express purpose of 
teaching the Indians to read and write their own language. While this may 
sound like a simple and unexciting project, the direct opposite is true. At the 
present time there are over two hundred “Linguistics” at Yarinacocha, their 
jungle headquarters. 

 
 
Usually the Linguistics are sent in pairs by seaplane into the innermost 
recesses of the jungle where they spend a minimum of six months living 
and working with the Indians. Their main purpose, of course, is to learn the 
Indian language, a feat that often requires years of patient research. In 
many instances, young married couples are sent on these missions, or as is 
very often the case, two young men or two girls undertake the assignments. 
Considering the fact that the Indian tribes visited include the most savage 
and primitive to be found in the jungle, the efforts of the “Linguistics” are 
little less than heroic. 

 
 
Radio engineers of the Institute have developed a small compact two-way 
radio by which these language experts keep in daily contact with their base. 
Cases of serious illnesses among the Indians and accidents involving 
broken bones are referred by radio to Dr Kenneth Altig, formerly of Long 
Beach, California, and permanent staff physician at Yarmacocha, who 
instructs the field workers as to proper methods of treatment in each 
individual case. 

 
 
Once an Indian language has been thoroughly mastered, textbooks are 
printed after which the most intelligent Indians of the various tribes are 
brought back to Yarmacocha where they spend several months in learning 
to read and write their own language. They are then returned to the jungle 
to become the instructors for the other members of the tribe. In this way the 
‘Linguistics” eventually hope to educate even the most primitive tribes. How 



 

long it will be before all of the Indians can be classified as literate is 
uncertain, but the Linguistics” are the first to admit that it will take many 
years. In any event it is a step in the right direction and one which will do a 
great deal of good among the Indians. 

 
 
The Summer Institute of Linguistics was founded in 1934 by Dr. William 
Cameron Townsend, who is at present the general director of the 
organization. At the age of 21, Dr. Townsend left Occidental College, his 
alma mater, to live with the Cakchiquel Indians in Guatemala. He learned 
their language, reduced it to writing, analyzed its remarkable verb system, 
translated the New Testament and founded five schools, a small hospital 
and a printing plant. Dr. Townsend has taught courses in linguistics in the 
two oldest universities in the Western Hemisphere - those of Mexico and 
Peru. Realizing that one day the work of the Institute would encompass all 
of South America, he wisely chose Peru as its permanent headquarters. 

 
 
Americans interested in languages and in exciting work of this nature can 
contact the University of Oklahoma with which the Summer Institute of 
Linguistics is affiliated. Accepted students attend a summer school session 
at the university where they are taught basic languages. After qualifying, 
they are sent to one of the many Central or South American countries 
where the Institute operates. 

 
 
Officials of the Point Four Program, a U.S. governmental agency, plan in 
the near future to erect a model farm on the spacious grounds of the 
Summer Institute of Linguistics and hope to teach Peruvian Indians the 
fundamentals of agriculture. 

 
 
Ken and I spent a half-day at Yarinacocha and I marveled at the efficiency 
of this brave group of pioneering men and women who have voluntarily left 
the comforts of modern civilization to spend their lives for such a worthy 
cause. Dr. Townsend was kind enough to invite us to lunch and we had the 
pleasure of meeting the many Americans who now live there permanently. 
It was the first American-cooked meal I had had for weeks and one that I 
will never forget. After lunch we were driven back to Pucallpa in one of their 
jeeps. 

 
 
 
The Ucayali is one of the major rivers in Peru. It originates in the 
southeastern part of the country and flows in a northerly direction past 
Pucallpa, ending at Iquitos, third largest city in Peru, where it joins the 



 

Amazon River. Because of the Ucayali’s commercial importance, one of 
Pucallpa’s leading industries is that of boat building. But when we went 
down to the river to look for a suitable boat for our trip we encountered 
many difficulties. Most of them were either small Indian canoas or double- 
decked diesel powered riverboats which held thirty or forty people. 

 
 
After walking through the primitive port which extended over a mile and a 
half along the banks of the river, Ken finally spotted a boat which he 
thought would suit our purposes. The hull was made from a huge tree but 
the boat had been built up on either side with strong timbers. It was about 
twenty feet in length and five feet across the center but unfortunately leaked 
like a sieve. After a few moments’ discussion with the owner, we rented the 
boat for five soles a day, about twenty-five cents. The owner agreed to 
have it thoroughly calked and we hired a local carpenter to build a small 
platform in the center which could be covered with palm fronds. This was 
important both as a shelter against rain and as protection against the hot 
tropical sun. 

 
 
While the men were busy working we went over to Casa Sisley, the leading 
mercantile establishment of the city, where we purchased a Johnson ten- 
horsepower Seahorse and quantities of canned foods for the trip. Senor 
Guilliermo Sisley, a handsome, cultured and reserved gentleman, went out 
of his way to be nice to us, and in addition to sending our purchases to the 
hotel he had one of his employees deliver two fifty-gallon drums of 
gasoline, a supply of oil, and some spare parts for the motor. 

 
 
In spite of the fact that the carpenter had faithfully promised to finish the 
superstructure on our boat before six o’clock, it was nowhere near 
completion when we returned just before dark. As a result, Ken and I had to 
hold our flashlights so that the carpenter could see where to pound the last 
few nails. All in all, it had been a hectic but exciting day and I eagerly 
looked forward to the next morning when our expedition would begin. 

 
 
The city still slept as the roar of our motor shattered the stillness of a new 
day. We threaded our way through the many small boats which cluttered 
the port of Pucallpa and reaching the open river Ken switched over to high 
speed and followed a course that took us into the current and the deep 
channel. 

 
 
I sat on top of one of the gasoline drums which were securely anchored in 
the center of the boat. There I was able to command an unobstructed view 



 

of the river. Whenever I saw floating logs, trees or other debris in our path, I 
gave Ken a hand signal so that we could avoid running into these hazards, 
any of which might have spelt disaster to our expedition. In some 
instances, logs were completely sunken beneath the surface of the water, 
in which case we had to take the risk of shearing a pin in our motor. There 
were other hazards, too. The current was swift, and the wide river was one 
great mass of muddy whirlpools with the main channel zigzagging from one 
side of the river to the other. 

 
 
Progress was very slow, even with our Johnson Sea horse, and on many 
occasions our forward motion was practically reduced to a slow walk. Our 
boat was heavily loaded and because of its round bottom extreme caution 
had to be used in order to keep it on an even keel. 

 
 
Less than a half-mile out of Pucallpa, we came to a bend in the river and as 
I looked back, the city slowly faded from view and all that remained was the 
dim outline of two or three palm thatched huts. We were now on our own, 
arid a sharp pang of loneliness surged through me. Ahead I could see 
nothing but the winding endless river. On either side, the shores were a 
snarled mass of towering trees and bushes, from which tangled vines hung 
downward in great profusion giving the whole jungle an eerie atmosphere. 
The strange cloying odor of death, caused by rotting vegetation, permeated 
the air around us. We had suddenly been swallowed up in a green world of 
unreality, a world that had neither beginning nor end. 

 
 
Occasionally, we passed the pono-wood hut of an Indian farmer, around 
which could be seen the inevitable cluster of banana trees and a patch of 
yucca bushes. Invariably, at the river’s edge, a half-dozen or more naked 
children jumped and frolicked in the swift water. At the sound of our 
approaching motor, they stood wide-eyed and smiling, waving as we 
passed. 

 
 
Every four hours Ken had to refill our 5-gallon gasoline tank. This 
necessitated our stopping at the riverbank, a very difficult maneuver 
because of the swiftness of the water. An anchor was impractical, so I 
generally kept our position secure by grasping the branch of an 
overhanging tree, keeping the nose of the boat headed into the current so 
that we would not be swept away and carried downstream. The refueling 
operation usually took only about fifteen minutes, but was an exhausting 
procedure for both of us. 



 

Knowing that our trip up the Ucayali would last for at least several weeks, 
we spent a minimum of ten hours a day in travel. Around two o’clock each 
afternoon I opened a can of meat and that, together with crackers, 
constituted our lunch. We drank nothing but river water, to which we added 
Halazone tablets as a precaution against disease. 

 
 
Running a motor day after day proved to be a very tiring experience for 
Ken, and as a result, he soon taught me the fundamentals of river travel. 
After a few days I took my place at the helm where we each operated the 
motor in two-hour shifts. Steering, however, was not as simple as it looked. 
Once, when I lost the main channel we ended up on a sandbar and had to 
get out and push the front end of the boat back into the deeper water. 

 
 
On another occasion, I failed to follow Ken’s hand signal and ran into a half-
submerged log which hit the propeller, sheared a pin, and caused the boat 
to flounder about helplessly in the middle of the river. Our motor was 
useless and the boat, caught in the tremendous current, turned sideways 
and for the next few moments we were in danger of capsizing. We grabbed 
our paddles and after a strenuous effort brought the nose of the craft back 
into the current. Once our immediate danger had passed, we were able to 
reach shore where we tied the boat to a tree. Because of our lack of 
mechanical ability, it took over an hour to tear the motor apart and change 
the pin. 

 
 
When I finally realized that our lives depended upon my becoming a good 
navigator, I was far more cautious and eventually qualified as an expert. 

 
 
To proceed up the river after four o’clock in the afternoon is to invite 
disaster, for between the hours of five-thirty and six o’clock, hordes of 
mosquitoes leave their jungle vegetation and come searching for food. Nor 
do they cease until the next morning when the hot sun drives them back 
into the shady marshes of the interior. By four o ‘clock, then, one must find 
a place to sleep, set up mosquito nets, and make preparations for the 
evening meal. 

 
 
Our first night we located the pono-wood house of an Indian farmer, in a 
small jungle clearing near the river’s edge. After securing our boat to a tree 
trunk, we climbed up the steep bank and walked towards the hut. Three 
dirty, naked little Indian children came running out to stare at us. As we 
approached, a barefooted man wearing patched overalls and a tattered blue 
shirt, gave us a toothy grin and bade us welcome. His wife was squat- 



 

ting over a wood fire on which a battered aluminum pot of yucca was boiling. 
She wore a soiled red calico dress and her long black hair fell down over her 
shoulders in disarray. As is the custom of most Indian women in the jungle, 
she did not look at us, but kept on with her chores. 

 
 
Francisco, the farmer, spoke Spanish and gave us permission to stay the 
night. We climbed up a primitive ladder consisting of a notched tree trunk 
and entered the house. All jungle homes were constructed more or less 
alike. Elevated off the ground anywhere from three to five feet, they 
consisted of only one large room where the entire family lived, ate and 
slept. 

 
 
The elevation served a double purpose, both as a protection against night 
marauding animals and deadly snakes and as a shelter for livestock and 
chickens. The floors were made of split pono-wood which was resilient and 
swayed under foot. Indian houses were easy to keep clean. Food particles 
and dirt were swept to the ground through the wide cracks in the floor. 
These crude structures had no walls, only high roofs made from woven 
palm fronds and supported by wooden posts cut from tree trunks and 
lashed together with strong jungle vines. 

 
 
Francisco sold us a chicken for seven soles, the equivalent of .35 cents in 
American money, and for an additional three soles (.15 cents) his wife 
killed, cleaned and boiled the fowl and also cooked beans, rice and fried 
bananas. 

 
 
While waiting for the meal to be prepared, I decided to take a “stroll” 
through the jungle. Armed with only my machete and a roll of toilet paper, I 
slipped quietly away from the house. Hoping that my intentions would not 
be discovered I followed a jungle path which led through a dense banana 
grove. On either side of the trail were tall bushes, any one of which would 
have served my purpose, but I continued to walk further in order to avoid 
the possibility of being seen. 

 
 
Finding a suitable camouflage, I stopped and laid down my machete. As I 
started back to the house I heard a slight rustle in the bushes to the side of 
the path. I stopped walking and carefully looked around. At that moment, a 
beautiful red, yellow and black striped snake, not over a foot in length, 
eased out from under a leaf and slowly crossed the trail just in front of 
where I was standing. It was so pretty that I was sure it could not be 
harmful. Utterly ignoring my presence, it entered a clump of bushes and 



 

disappeared. Later, when I told Ken about the incident, he became very 
perturbed and warned me that thereafter, no matter what the occasion, I 
was to stay in close proximity to the house. The snake, he said, was a 
Naca-Naca, a member of the coral family and one of the three deadliest 
serpents in the South American jungles. Because we carried no snake 
serum, its bite would have been fatal. 

 
 
I soon became bold and immodest after my first encounter with a Naca- 
Naca and from that time on my “strolls” were never more than a few yards 
away from the house. 

 
 
After eating what I thought was a most unpalatable meal, Ken showed me 
how to string my mosquito net. First of all, he placed a double blanket over 
the pono-wood floor, making certain that it followed the lengths of the rough 
wooden strips. He then brought out our mosquito nets, which we carried, 
rolled up in an ordinary gunnysack. 

 
 
A mosquito net is a very complex jungle mechanism, but absolutely 
essential as a protection not only against mosquitoes but also vampire bats, 
snakes, tarantulas and a thousand other night-crawling insects. The net is 
approximately six feet in length and three feet wide and consists of a flat 
top and four sides. When erected, it is rectangular in shape and 
accommodates only one person comfortably. It is generally made of sheer 
muslin and great caution is taken to protect the net from tearing as 
mosquitoes and other insects have a way of finding the tiniest of holes. 

 
 
Loops are sewed into the muslin on the two top ends of the net, through 
which are inserted narrow sticks of bamboo that serve a double purpose. 
They not only maintain the shape of the net but offer a means by which 
strings can be led from the net to two thin wooden sticks which are set one 
at the head and one at the foot of the net and inserted partly through the 
cracks of the pono-wood floor. These sticks are important because they hold 
the net in place. On more than one occasion my net collapsed during the 
night because, due to my carelessness, I had failed to secure the sticks 
through the cracks in the floor, and whenever this occurred, I had to crawl 
out from underneath and readjust them. 

 
 
Once inside the net, the bottom ends were carefully tucked under the 
blanket, making it practically impossible for scorpions, spiders and any 
other unwanted pests to crawl inside. My mosquito net gave me a feeling of 
privacy even though it was almost transparent, and I felt happy and secure 



 

within its four sheer walls. 
 
 
There is a standard procedure one must follow before undressing inside 
the net. Using a flashlight I carefully searched the interior for any 
mosquitoes which might have entered the net at the same time I had. 
There is nothing more aggravating than having one mosquito loose inside 
the net when you are trying to sleep. 

 
 
It was usually pitch-dark before seven o’clock and, unless there was an 
emergency, I was generally in bed before that time. As I lay on my thin 
blanket on the hard floor, shifting from one side to the other trying 
unsuccessfully to find a comfortable position, I heard thousands of 
bloodthirsty mosquitoes buzzing on the outside. But mosquitoes were 
nothing compared to the huge squeaking bats which hovered nightly just 
over my net, seeking a way of entering. I learned that the jungles were filled 
with vampire bats which lived on the blood of animals, including human 
beings. These huge flying mammals, according to the Indian farmers, could 
draw blood from the nostrils of a sleeping child without so much as waking 
its victim. 

 
 
The first few nights I tossed and turned, unable to sleep. My body became 
black and blue with bruises, my bones ached and I suffered intensely. As 
the nights passed, however, I gradually became hardened to this primitive 
way of life, but of all the discomforts I was to experience, I honestly believe 
that sleeping on pono-wood floors during the months that passed was by far 
the greatest, and the one to which I never became fully adjusted. 

 
 
We usually arose between five and six in the morning and after a cup of 
Nescafe, crackers and marmalade, solemnly shook hands with our host 
and proceeded on our journey. 

 
 
As the days passed in rapid succession, the jungle presented an ever- 
changing picture fraught with new and unexpected dangers which had to 
be met as they arose. Blinding rainstorms, which seemed to come out of 
nowhere, obliterated our view and caused us to seek the nearest shore 
where we hovered under our small palm frond roof and waited for the storm 
to pass. 

 
 
My clothes were always wet, either from the rain or from perspiration due to 
the intense tropical heat. Our jungle boots, hardly two weeks old, had 
turned green and practically rotted on our feet. 



 
 
As we progressed, the river became narrower and the current swifter. 
Houses became farther and farther apart and as a result we had to stay on 
the river often as late as 6 o’clock when millions of mosquitoes attacked us 
incessantly. Although we had brought along alcohol and camphor for just 
such an emergency, the mosquitoes were too great in number and before 
long, my legs, arms, neck and face were covered with ugly red bites. The 
farther we traveled away from civilization the more pronounced wild life 
became. I was fascinated to see flocks of statuesque white egrets feeding in 
the shallow waters near the river’s edge, hundreds of sandpipers, 
kingfishers, blue grackles and giant long-legged white storks. One of the 
most beautiful sights was a group of pink flamingoes that rose majestically 
from the riverbank forming a delicate pink cloud against the azure blue sky 
as we approached. Huge crocodiles sunned themselves on the mud banks 
and the sound of our motor sent them slithering into the water. Half 
submerged, their cruel cold yellow eyes followed the movement of our boat 
until it was out of sight. 

 
 
At times the stillness of the jungle was broken by the shrill cries of hundreds 
of gay chattering monkeys as they jumped from one treetop to another. 
Occasionally I saw splashes of red flowers along the riverbanks, which 
relieved the monotony of the never-ending green, a color which I had come 
to loathe. 

 
 
Growing in wild profusion were thousands of sacha camotes, a light 
lavender-colored flower, resembling the morning glory and belonging to the 
sweet potato family. Early one morning I saw a beautiful brown and yellow 
anaconda, or water boa, swimming gracefully on the surface of the water, its 
head proudly erect. It was at least twenty-five feet in length and so powerful 
was its movement that the current seemed to have no effect upon it. 

 
 
Our main worry was our rapidly diminishing supply of gasoline. We had 
been told that we could replenish our stock at a river town called Bolognesi 
and we tried desperately to reach this community with our remaining few 
gallons. Fortunately, our luck held out and we docked at the riverbank at 
Bolognesi with less than a quart of gasoline left in our tank. 

 
 
Bolognesi was a typical jungle community, consisting of two or three dirt 
streets, on either side of which were a series of dilapidated palm-thatched 
huts. There were three or four small general stores which sold such items 



 

as yucca flour, rusted canned goods, smoked fish and brightly colored 
calico cloth. The people, mostly civilized Indians, eyed us curiously as we 
walked to the office of the Guardia Civil where it was compulsory to check 
in with the local police before proceeding further. Inside the bare wooden 
shack, we found an Indian dressed in a faded blue uniform and black 
boots. He took our passports and made a pretense of looking them over. 

 
 
I nudged Ken as the policeman examined my passport, holding it upside 
down. He attempted to look very important but obviously did not recognize 
a United States passport when he saw one. We pointed out the page on 
which our names appeared, together with our occupations and the official 
laboriously copied the information into a large worn-out black book which 
must have been fifty years old. After Ken gave him two or three American 
cigarettes, the official became very friendly, stood up, shook hands with us 
and smiled broadly, exposing two large gold teeth. Ken asked him about 
the possibility of purchasing gasoline but the officer shook his head and 
kept repeating “no puedo” which simply meant, “no can do.” 

 
 
Leaving his office, we made several other inquiries around the small 
community and learned definitely, much to our dismay, that there was not a 
single drop of gasoline available. 

 
 
Ken unloaded the boat and we moved our possessions into the crude 
pono-wood school house where we slept that night. I tossed and turned 
more than usual, wondering what possible solution we could find to this 
new problem which threatened to end our journey. Ken appeared 
unperturbed over the matter and I came to the conclusion that he had been 
up against such difficulties many times before and had learned long ago 
that patience was an undeniable virtue, especially in the jungle. 

 
 
Early the next morning, while I hurried through the village trying to find 
someone who would sell us fresh eggs, Ken went down to the river to see 
what he could do about buying a small Indian canoa which could be used 
for the balance of our trip. I finally located a dirty toothless old woman who 
cooked our breakfast of four eggs and fried yucca. 

 
 
When Ken returned from the river, he was smiling and I felt that he had 
evidently solved the problem which I had thought insurmountable. For the 
price of three American dollars he had bought a small, exceedingly narrow 
Indian canoe which was really nothing more than a hollowed out log. He 
explained that we would leave our other boat together with the motor and 



 

most of our supplies with the Guardia Civil and that we would continue our 
trip in the new boat. 

 
 
“It’s going to be tough,” he said, “but I think with both of us paddling we can 
make it.” 

 
 
“But what about the current?” I asked. “If our ten-horsepower motor had 
trouble, how could you possibly expect to get anywhere by paddling?” 

 

 
Ken scratched his head thoughtfully. “The Indians do it everyday,” he 
answered, “so why can’t we? The trick is to keep the canoe out of the swift 
channel. These Indian canoas can travel in shallow water, so that’s exactly 
what we’re going to do. 

 
 
“And what about our food?” I asked. “If we leave our supplies here what are 
we going to eat?” 

 
 
“We’ll buy what we can from the Indians,” Ken replied. “I don’t know what 
we’ll be able to get, but we can count on fish.” 

 
 
I was not very happy at the thought of going on a fish diet, but there was 
nothing either of us could do about it and to return to Pucallpa defeated 
seemed unthinkable. 

 
 
After breakfast we walked down to the river to inspect the new boat. It was 
even smaller than I had imagined, about ten feet in length and not over two 
feet wide. Indians, as a rule, do not have seats in their canoas, but paddle 
from a squatting position. Ken, however, had inserted two narrow boards in 
the front and back which would at least afford us the opportunity of sitting 
while paddling. With the help of a half-dozen Indian children Ken carried 
the motor and most of the supplies to the office of the Guardia Civil where 
the officer promised faithfully that they would be well taken care of during 
our absence. 

 
 
By the time we had loaded our few remaining possessions, including our 
mosquito nets, blankets, personal bags and a few articles of food - which 
consisted of a tin of crackers, three jars of marmalade, and a dozen small 
cans of Nescafe - there was hardly enough room for us to take our 
positions. 

 
 
Ken sat in the front while I took the seat in back and after waving to the 



 

dozen or more natives who lined the shore we headed out into the open 
river. 

 

 
The first ten minutes out of Bolognesi proved to be the hardest. I was unable 
to paddle correctly and Ken had to shout instructions each time he wanted 
me to change the position of my paddle from one side of the boat to the 
other. When we reached shallow water, our canoe had been carried 
downstream almost a half-mile. When we again arrived at Bolognesi my 
arms were so tired that I was ready to call it quits. 

 
 
Our daily progress was, of course, considerably reduced. We had to stop 
frequently to rest. During these periods we generally walked around on the 
muddy banks to restore our circulation and exercise our cramped bodies. It 
took two or three days to learn the proper method of paddling but once 
having acquired the knack of it, we were able to travel hour after hour 
without suffering serious fatigue. 

 
 
On our fifth night out of Bolognesi we stayed at the house of an Indian 
farmer who advised us that from then on we would find no more signs of 
civilization and that we were about to enter the territory of the Chama 
Indians, whose villages could be found on either side of the river for a 
distance of over sixty miles. 

 
 
Having lived on short rations for the past few days, I wondered what we 
could possibly find to eat in Indian territory. It was strange the way a 
gnawing hunger within me completely eliminated my fear of the dangers 
that lay ahead. 



 



 

Chapter 8 
 
 
The word Chama was coined by the early Spaniards and designates a broad 
group of Indian tribes living in the interior of Peru, all of whom are related by 
blood but whose languages and customs are strikingly dissimilar. The 
Chama villages were located on the banks of the Lower Ucayali and unlike 
those of the civilized farmers with whom we had stayed on our trip 
up the river, their houses consisted, only of large palm-thatched roofs and 
dirt floors. 

 
 
In the overall Chama family are many distinct and, separate tribes including 
among others the Piros, Shipibos, Setebos, Conibos, and Cashibos. Their 
similarity ends, however, with their physical characteristics and dress. 

 

 
The Chamas are small in stature, the men averaging about five feet and the 
women slightly smaller. They have light brown skins, coarse black hair and 
dark brown eyes. The men wear homespun camisas, or shirts, and trousers 
both of which are dyed a solid black. Intricate and colorful designs are 
interwoven on the backs of the camisas and on either side of the trousers. 
The Chama men seldom use paint on their faces, but dye their fingers and 
toes a jet black and wear round silver disks about the size of a nickel 
suspended from the tips of their noses. The men’s coarse black hair is 
usually worn short, and like all other Indians they go barefooted. On special 
festive occasions they don beaded necklaces and bracelets which are 
handmade and are similar to those of our North American Indians. 

 
 
Compared to the Chama men, the women are much more colorful. Their 
dress consists of a skirt and blouse, both of which are handwoven from wild 
cotton and colorfully dyed. Loose-fitting, thin yoked blouses expose a bare 
midriff and the skirts are as wide as they are long. Draped around the body, 
they are then turned down over the stomach exposing the navel. The intri- 
cate designs which are interwoven throughout the skirt, fall into place when 
the garment is finally adjusted. 

 
 
The Chama women paint their faces with a series of delicate red and blue 
lines and use an orange lip rouge which is derived from the juice of the 
achiote berry. Crude silver pendants hang from their noses and their 
shoulder-length black hair is cut in bangs which hang low over their 
foreheads. Most of the Chama women have large protruding stomachs 
caused either by intestinal worms or the fact that they bear children at too 
early an age. 



 
 
No two tribes of the Chama family speak the same language, though all 
speak variations of Quechua, a basic Indian tongue. 

 
 
A few days after leaving Bolognesi, we arrived at the village of the 
Cashibos, a member of the Chama family, where we stopped for a few 
hours. 

 
 
The Cashibos are a matriarchy, the tribe being governed exclusively by the 
women. When a Cashibo girl wants to marry, she simply steals the 
mosquito net of her proposed husband and moves it to her own dwelling. 
This act constitutes marriage under the Cashibo law. The husband then 
adopts the name of his wife and thereafter works for his mother-in-law and 
his wife’s relatives. Even the clothes which he wears are the property of his 
wife. Women of this tribe practice polyandry and it is not uncommon for one 
Cashibo girl to have five or six husbands simultaneously. Divorce is as sim- 
ple as marriage: the wife returns the mosquito net of her husband, takes his 
clothes which still belong to her, and sends him back to the home of his 
relatives. 

 
 
Another strange practice of this tribe is the circumcision of women, which 
occurs when a girl reaches the age of puberty and is performed by the 
oldest woman of the village who removes the girl’s clitoris through the use 
of a long sharp V-shaped bamboo stick. Jungle women reach the age of 
puberty at an early age and usually marry at the age of ten or eleven. 

 
 
The Cashibos sleep on dirt floors upon mats woven from palm fronds and 
under mosquito nets which are laboriously woven from jungle cotton into a 
fine muslin-type material. The husbands generally string their nets in a 
circle around their mutual wife, making it simple for her to bestow her 
favors upon whomsoever she desires. Strangely enough, there is no 
jealousy among the husbands because they know that as soon as they are 
rejected, or lose favor with one woman, they will be free to have their 
mosquito nets taken by other women of the tribe. 

 

 
All children resulting from these strange marriages remain in the custody of 
the mother and become her sole property. There is a marked bond of 
affection between mother and child, but since the father is oftentimes 
unknown, little attention, if any, is paid the child by the husbands of the 
Cashibo woman. 



 

Like all other Chamas, these people subsist mainly on yucca, bananas, fish 
and jungle fruits. The men are expert fishermen and use bows and arrows 
and spears as a means of catching fish, which are served either boiled, in 
the form of a stew, or baked over an open-wood fire and are neither scaled 
nor cleaned before cooking. The heads and entrails are considered a 
delicacy by the Indians and preferred over all other parts of the fish. 

 
 
There is no known religion in the Cashibo tribe, no witch doctor, or 
medicine man, but they are an extremely superstitious people and carry 
charms, such as alligator or jaguar teeth, to ward off evil. 

 
 
We found as many as fifty or sixty Cashibos living in one large communal 
house, most of them related through blood or marriage. The oldest woman 
in each village was in command and her orders were strictly adhered to. 
Undoubtedly, as far as the men were concerned, it was a woman’s world 
and I was surprised to see that in spite of the unusual arrangement, all of 
the Cashibos were happy and content. 

 
 
Language difficulties with the Cashibos could have been insurmountable, 
but fortunately Ken had brought along several of the small pamphlets 
printed by the Summer Institute of Linguistics, each of which contained a 
separate Indian language. Among these pamphlets we found one which 
listed many Cashibo words and the Spanish translation of each. By poring 
through the pages, I was soon able to carry on a very limited conversation 
with the Indians and once they realized that I could “speak” their language 
they kept up a continual line of chatter, most of which passed completely 
over my head, but by my nodding in agreement to everything they said none 
of them ever realized how little of their language I understood. I made a 
mental reservation that once we left the Cashibos I would seriously study 
the other books covering the various languages of the Chamas which I was 
sure we would be using in the future. 

 

 
The Cashibos were the first savage Indians with whom we had come into 
physical contact and I must admit that I was as curious about them as they 
were about me. I was intrigued with the manner in which they wove their 
colorful dresses from raw jungle cotton and with the delicate designs with 
which they decorated their handmade pottery; a skill which I was sure 
would have taken me months to acquire. 

 
 
Upon closer observation, I saw that the Cashibos pierced the cartilage of 
their noses with a fine wire from which the silver disks were suspended. 



 
 
Because our stay was limited, I had little opportunity to learn much about 
the lives and habits of these people, but Ken assured me that before we left 
Chama territory he intended to stay for several weeks with one or more of 
the Chama tribes, where we both would have ample opportunity to study 
them on a more friendly and intimate basis. Both Ken and I towered like 
giants over the small Chamas. During our three-hour visit, I think every 
woman and child in the entire village fingered my clothes and chattered in 
hushed tones with wonder and amazement in their eyes. Ken’s blond hair 
and my green eyes turned out to be the chief causes for exclamation. 

 
 
I was most impressed by the fact that the Cashibos appeared to live a 
happy and serene life, so different from the hustle and bustle of the 
existence I had been used to back in the States. Comparisons between 
civilized and savage people are difficult to make, but I have never seen a 
jungle savage who had heart trouble or ulcers, or one who needed a 
psychiatrist. I have never seen a jungle savage who was frustrated or 
unhappy. I have never seen a jungle savage who didn’t watch the sunset, 
admire the stars or stand at the river bank at dawn to see the sunrise. 

 
 
Savages? Who? 

 
 
Two days after leaving the Cashibos, Ken and I were amazed to see 
thousands of beautiful yellow and green butterflies swirling about an Indian 
village which was located on the right bank of the river. Our curiosity at this 
strange phenomenon, plus the fact that we were hungry, prompted us to 
stop at the village. At the river’s edge two or three Indian men dressed in 
the familiar garb of the Chamas were busily engaged in spearing fish. 
Seeing us they quickly ran towards the village and disappeared. Moments 
later just as we were beaching our canoe, a dozen or more men, women 
and children came running down to the river’s edge. 

 
 
As we walked towards the village the Indians surrounded us talking 
excitedly among themselves and pointing their dirty black-dyed fingers in 
my direction. Several filthy-looking women carried runny-nosed babies 
whose naked bodies were covered with sores. Walking through a cloud of 
gaily colored butterflies I watched in amazement as they alighted on the 
bare skins of the Indians in great clusters. Evidently the Indians were used 
to this strange circumstance and occasionally brushed them off as though 
they were flies. 



 

Ken and I tried to figure out the reason behind this fantastic relationship 
between butterflies and human beings, and came to the conclusion that the 
Indians had some strange chemical in their perspiration which attracted the 
insects to their bodies. But whatever the reason, it was a most unusual and 
beautiful sight. 

 
 
As we reached the village, which consisted of six or seven small palm- 
thatched huts, we passed several men making arrows. Canabrava stalks, a 
tall thick-stemmed jungle grass, were spread out in upright circular bundles 
where they were being dried by the sun. The Indians, using machetes, 
were cutting arrow-tips from chunta, the bark of a palm tree which is known 
as pifayo, one of the hardest woods to be found in the jungle. 

 

 
When the tips were sharpened they were deftly tied onto the long 
canabrava stalks with chanbira, a strong cord made from jungle vines. 

 
 
We learned later that these were the Piro Indians, who also came under the 
broad heading of Chamas. In exchange for a few brightly colored balloons, 
of which Ken always carried an ample supply, the Piros gave us a stalk of 
pink bananas and a variety of other jungle fruits together with a meal which 
consisted of a savory fish stew, yucca, and a new jungle delicacy which I 
tasted for the first time - boiled baby alligator tail. The meat was white, 
coarse and had a flavor comparable to that of lobster. The meal was 
served in the house of the jefe, or chief, where we sat in a circle on the dirt 
floor with the Indians. 

 

 
Just across from where I was sitting was a beautiful Indian girl whose round 
black eyes were exceptionally large and expressive. As she watched me she 
smiled constantly. What shocked me into a state of disbelief was the fact 
that she was nursing a small monkey at her exposed breast. The small 
beast cuddled up to her just like a child. None of the other Indians paid the 
slightest attention to this unusual scene and when Ken noticed that I was 
staring at the girl, he explained that the nursing of monkeys by Indian 
women was a common habit among many tribes. This was done when the 
Indians sometimes killed older female monkeys for food. Rather than let the 
offspring die of starvation, the Indian women adopted and nursed them until 
they were able to eat by themselves. The scene could have been revolting 
but there was such a savage beauty in the Indian woman’s gesture towards 
this helpless and dependent little animal I could not help but admire her 
action. 



 

The fish stew was served in a big clay pot which was placed on the ground 
in the middle of the circle. The hungry Indians quickly grabbed pieces of 
floating fish out of the bowl with their dirty hands. After sucking the meat off 
the bones with gusto, they threw the bones on the floor. 

 
 
Ken noticed that I was not eating and said, “What’s the matter, aren’t you 
hungry?” 

 
 
I shook my head sadly. 

 
 
“Listen, Jane,” he said irritably, “you’ve got to get used to these things. It’s 
going to be like this for months to come and you might as well make up your 
mind to it now! A little dirt won’t kill you and if you don’t eat with the Indians 
they’ll be insulted.” He smiled encouragingly and then added, “Now dive into 
that bowl and start eating!” 

 
 
I knew that he was right, but the food didn’t look any more appetizing. I 
looked around. The Indians were watching me with cold expressionless 
faces. I leaned over and reluctantly stuck my hand into the pot just under 
the surface of the greasy water. My fingers came in contact with a piece of 
fish and taking it out I mincingly sucked the meat off the bone. I tried to 
resign myself to the fact that this was just like eating fried chicken and that 
fingers were permissible, but as I looked at the grimy hands of the Indians I 
realized there was a difference. 

 
 
That day I buried Emily Post beneath a pile of fish bones on the banks of 
the Lower Ucayali. 

 
 
That night I had my first attack of dysentery. 

I wanted to murder my boss! 

After a three-hour visit and a filling meal, we formally shook hands with 
every Indian in the village, a habit to which I was now becoming 
accustomed, and continued on our journey. As we quietly paddled through 
the smooth shallow water, very close to the side of the river, I was startled 
at seeing a movement in the tangled underbrush just ahead of us. The 
massive head of a huge tigre, or South American jaguar, appeared from 
behind a bush at the edge of the river and the gigantic animal, with feline 
grace, walked slowly towards the water where, crouching low on all fours, it 
began lapping water with its bright red tongue. It must have been five or six 



 

feet in length and its brown and yellow fur was spotted with black. Its eyes 
were green and cold. I let out an involuntary shriek as the animal glared at 
us balefully, gave a long low growl and, turning quickly, disappeared like a 
flash through the dense foliage. 

 
 
The topography of the jungle changed, but almost imperceptibly. Low gray 
flat mud banks, a part of the landscape when the river was wide, completely 
disappeared now and on either side of the narrowing river were high cliffs, 
the undersides of which had been eaten away by the relentless current. 
Shallow waters and sandbars, too, had vanished and we were forced to 
paddle through the surging current which at times carried us backwards in 
spite of our most determined efforts. The riverbed became crisscrossed 
with giant trees which delayed our progress and time after time we heard 
the muffled roar of others as they toppled into the river. 

 
 
As we progressed upstream, a new menace confronted us. The river bottom 
was covered with rocks, some of them so large that their jagged edges 
appeared above the surface of the water. Whirlpools became frequent and 
our inexperience in river travel often proved nearly fatal. The bright tropical 
sun beat down mercilessly upon us as we sat in our cramped positions in 
the small canoa. Even though I wore a straw hat to keep out 
the sun, my scalp still sizzled under the blinding heat. My skin became dry 
and turned the color of light mahogany. 

 
 
Occasionally, long narrow dugouts, with roofs of yellow sun-dried palm 
fronds, moved swiftly over the water as bare-backed Indian boys with white 
pieces of cloth covering their heads paddled up and down the river in a fast 
smooth rhythm singing a low mournful melody, the strains of which filled 
the air and could be heard above the roar of the river long after they had 
passed from sight. 

 

 
Crocodiles had almost disappeared but bird life became more pronounced. 
Here and there the river banks were dotted with hundreds of irregular holes 
where kingfishers had built their nests close to the water’s edge. Giant 
belayna trees with smooth white trunks and rose-colored blossoms towered 
high over our heads. Tiny yellow papayilla flowers, whose petals resembled 
parrot’s feathers, grew in clusters along the surface of the water and 
danced up and down in the backwash of our canoa. A flock of screeching 
macaws passed overhead, a green mist against a tropical sky of light blue. 

 
 
Far ahead we were able to distinguish the Cordillera Negra, or Black 



 

Mountains, partly covered with clouds, looking foreboding and mysterious. 
Over these mountains was the Gran Pajonal, one of the greatest unex- 
plored jungle areas in all of South America. It was here that we hoped to 
find the answer to our quest - the Pithecanthropic Man. 

 
 
Five weeks and three days after leaving Pucallpa we arrived tired and 
exhausted at the village of the Shipibos, one of the most unusual and 
interesting Indian tribes on the Lower Ucayali. 

 

 
As we pulled up at the bank in front of their village, the Shipibos came 
running down to meet us. Looking at them I could hardly believe what I 
saw. Their heads were elongated and flat and they looked like people from 
another world. They were dressed like the other Chamas we had visited. 

 
 
Climbing up the steep bank into which irregular steps had been cut, Ken 
and I immediately began passing out gifts among the Indians - colored 
balloons, mirrors, combs, and most important, cigarettes, which were 
eagerly accepted by every child and adult. Balloons proved to be unknown 
among the Indians and it wasn’t until I blew one up for a cute little boy that 
the rest of the Shipibos caught on. Within just a few minutes there was a 
great huffing and puffing, accentuated by uncontrollable giggles as the 
balloons filled with air, and the village quickly took on the appearance of a 
nightclub on New Year’s Eve. The mirrors and combs were more popular 
among the men than the women. Looking at themselves, probably for the 
first time, the Indians grimaced and made ridiculous faces, examined their 
teeth and combed their hair continuously. 

 
 
I was amazed at seeing children hardly able to walk solemnly smoking 
cigarettes. Ken told me that even the youngest were professional smokers 
and that cigarettes were made from a wild tobacco which was rolled in 
dried banana leaves. 

 
 
Through weeks of experience, we had learned that the easiest way of being 
welcomed by unpredictable Indians was by taking their minds off the fact 
that we were strangers. All Indians were really children at heart and by 
giving them small inexpensive, but colorful, gifts we were looked upon as 
friends. 

 
 
The village was one of the largest we had found along the river and 
consisted of seven large communal huts which housed around one 
hundred and fifty Indians. While the Shipibos were busily engaged in 



 

blowing up their balloons and examining their other trinkets, we followed 
our usual procedure, quickly unloaded our boat and made our way into the 
village. By this time, of course, the Indians began to notice us and we had 
to go through the same physical inspection as we had on so many other 
occasions. 

 
 
Ken picked a house which he thought was best suited for our purposes and 
without asking any questions we immediately began setting up our 
mosquito nets. The wall-less, palm-thatched hut was about thirty yards long 
and fifteen yards wide. Mosquito nets were neatly strung on either side of 
the large room and were never taken down during the day. Under each net 
was a woven palm frond mat on which the Indians slept. Extra clothes and 
other personal belongings were tied to the side poles which supported the 
roof. 

 
 
Just as we had completed unpacking, a gray-haired Shipibo came walking 
towards us between the rows of nets. He was dressed the same as the 
other Indians but wore a necklace of jaguar teeth and a square piece of 
dirty cloth on the top of his head as protection against the sun. 

 
 
He came up to us and shook hands, unsmiling, his eyes an expressionless 
mask. He told us that he was the jefe, or chief, of the village and eyed our 
nets skeptically. I sensed that everything was not going as well as we had 
planned but at that moment Ken came up with one of his immediate 
solutions and from his pack took a brand new machete, one of the most 
coveted of all gifts, and handed it to the jefe. The chief’s face lit up as he 
nodded his thanks and insisted that we go with him to inspect the village. 

 
 
Our first stop was the communal kitchen, a flimsily built pono-wood 
structure in which several fires were burning. In one corner three women 
were peeling yucca with machetes while four or five more squatted around 
a fire, each holding small sticks on which were impaled a variety of fish. 
They kept up a running conversation, stopping only long enough to spit 
over their shoulders every now and then. 

 
 
The jefe motioned for us to sit on the floor and a few minutes later a fat 
dirty Indian woman served us a whole fish which had just been taken off 
the fire. It resembled a large-mouthed black bass, but had green and yellow 
stripes running vertically, and I was unable to identify it. In spite of the fact 
that the fish had not been cleaned or scaled, it tasted very good. 



 

After we had finished eating, a small gourd filled with a thick milky 
substance made from bananas was passed among us and we each took a 
drink of the sweet concoction. For lack of a napkin I wiped my greasy 
hands on my blue jeans. Ken gave the old woman a bright red ribbon and 
thanking her we left the kitchen and continued our tour of the village. 

 
 
The Shipibos lived much in the same manner as the Cashibos and Piros. 
Inside one of the huts, three Indian girls sat at crude looms weaving shirts 
and blouses. Outside, a couple of older women sorted great bowls full of 
raw cotton while others sat under the shade of a tree and spun the cotton 
into a fine thread. Young girls carrying large glazed clay pots on top of their 
heads passed us shyly on the way to the river for water. In numbers, 
Shipibo women were bold, but alone they quickly became timid and bashful 
in our presence. 

 
 
Now that the novelty of their gifts had worn off, the women and children 
tagged at our heels talking in whispers and occasionally breaking into loud 
giggles. The men were more discreet, or perhaps timid, and while they did 
not follow, they watched us secretly from the shadows of their houses. 

 
 
I stopped suddenly as a low mournful wail pierced my ears. I left Ken and 
the jefe and walked over to the house from which the cries came. Looking 
inside, I saw a white-haired toothless old woman lying on her stomach on 
top of what appeared to be a fresh grave. She raised and lowered her 
hands on the soft earth and at the same time emitted the most pitiful 
sounds I had ever heard. Ken and the jefe came over to where I was 
standing and the jefe, seeing the questioning look on my face, explained 
that the old woman’s husband had died a month ago and that it was the 
custom of Shipibo women to mourn over the grave in this manner for one 
year, after which time they could remarry. I was amazed to learn that all 
widows must sleep on the graves of their deceased husbands during this 
same period. When a wife died, however, the duration of mourning for the 
husband was reduced to six months. I felt sorry for the old lady but noticed 
that none of the other Indians offered her any comfort. For many nights 
afterward, I was able to hear her cries and was sure that she, too, would 
soon die of heartache. I wondered who, if anyone, would lie on her grave. 

 
 
As we left the depressing scene, the jefe promised that he would take us 
on an alligator hunt before we left and he hoped that we would remain at 
his village for many weeks. He also warned us not to wander too far from 
the village because, as he explained, bands of warring Campas were 



 

attacking peaceful tribes up and down the river and the jefe did not want 
harm to come to us. 

 
 
We thanked him for his words of caution and his hospitality and felt secure 
in the thought that we had now become friends of the Shipibos. 



 

CHAPTER 9 
 
 
Ken left early the next morning with the jefe and five or six other Shipibo In- 
dians on a jaguar hunt and promised before leaving that he would bring 
back enough skins for a fur coat. He suggested that I spend the day talking 
to the women and children in the hope that I might uncover some inter- 
esting information which he could use later in his book, but above all, he 
warned, “Don’t go wandering around outside of the village by yourself. You 
heard what the jefe told us about the Campas, and I don’t want you 
kidnapped and taken prisoner at this stage of the game!” 

 
 
“Just who are these Campas?” I asked him. “Do they belong to the 
Chamas?” 

 
 
“No,” Ken replied. “You see, we are on the dividing line between the 
Chamas and the Campas. They are two distinct types of Indians. From 
here on, we enter the Upper Ucayali and, I might add, a much more dan- 
gerous section of the country. The Campas who live on the Upper Ucayali 
as well as in the Gran Pajonal have the reputation of being extremely 
warlike and unpredictable. They’re making these raids on other villages for 
the purpose of capturing women, which, in their opinion, is just about the 
bravest thing a Campa warrior can do.” 

 
 
Ken’s eyes slowly scanned my ragged boots, my dirty blue jeans and 
blouse, my stringy hair and freckled sun-reddened face. He shook his head 
unbelievingly. “I pity the Campa who’d get you,” he said jokingly, “but 
nevertheless, don’t give them the chance.” 

 
 
“You don’t think they will raid this village in the daytime, do you?” I asked, 
suddenly becoming frightened. 

 
 
“I don’t think there’s a ghost of a chance,” Ken answered. “If they come, 
and believe me, it’s a big if, it will be at night, but I think this village is a little 
too big for them to attack.” 

 

 
I watched Ken and the Indians silently disappear into the deep jungle and 
wondered what I possibly could do to occupy my time during his absence. 
Fortunately, by now I had acquired a basic knowledge of the Chama 
language and found that I was able to talk quite intelligently with the 
Shipibos. Naturally I was most curious about how and why the Shipibos 
flattened their heads and it was not long before I completely solved the 



 

mystery. 
 
 
The process was achieved by using flattened boards made from two rows of 
small bamboo sticks, much in the manner of a vise, which were then 
applied, one row across the forehead and the other on the back of the skull. 
This strange device was left on during the day and only removed at night. 
The Shipibo women told me that the flattening boards were first applied to 
a child’s head within a week after it was born and the process was 
continued until the child was five or six years of age. By that time, the skull 
bones had permanently set and the contour of the head was radically 
changed. The reason for this strange practice was even more interesting 
than the actual physical fact. The Shipibos told me that centuries ago this 
custom was started in order that their children could be readily 
distinguished from monkeys and for some unknown reason the practice 
has continued to the present day. At one time in the backwash of early 
civilization there might have been a relationship between the Shipibos and 
the ape. 

 
 
After spending several days with the Shipibos I came to the conclusion that 
the lengthening of their skulls in no way affected their mentality, for on the 
whole they were bright and intelligent. 

 
 
I expected the marital customs of the Shipibos to be similar to those of the 
other Chama tribes we had visited, but learned that there was a decided 
difference. The Shipibo men chose only one mate for life. However, marital 
aberrations were frequent and adultery was common. The Indians had little 
work to do around the village. The men left early in the morning and 
returned a few hours later, their canoas filled with fish, while the women 
spent their time doing a little weaving, cooking, making pottery and gathering 
jungle fruits. Most of these tasks were completed long before noon which left 
ample time for sexual promiscuity. It was a common occurrence for couples 
to disappear under their mosquito nets in broad daylight and remain in 
seclusion for hours on end. My presence among them did not change their 
age-old customs or habits, and sex was as much a part of their lives as 
eating or sleeping. As a result of their leisurely existence and unusual sexual 
demands, it was little wonder that the women generally had a child each 
year. 

 
 
The death rate, however, among children under six was exceedingly high 
due to improper foods and an unbalanced diet. In one way this was 
fortunate as it kept the increase in population under control. If they survived 



 

the first six years, children had an excellent chance of living to a ripe old 
age. Illnesses among the tribe were quite common but in most instances 
the Indians refused to take medicines which we offered, preferring their 
own concoctions of jungle herbs, roots and leaves. As a matter of fact, they 
had a remedy for almost every type of sickness. Many of these remedies 
were remarkably successful. Some of the fatal and dreaded diseases such 
as coronary thrombosis, poliomyelitis, and cancer were completely 
unknown among the Indian tribes in the Amazon Basin, but tuberculosis, 
whooping cough and smallpox were exceedingly common and often fatal. 

 
 
About three o’clock that afternoon the village was practically deserted and I 
decided this would be an excellent opportunity to wash my clothes and take 
a much needed bath. 

 
 
I took my bundle of laundry, a towel, and a bar of soap and followed the 
trail that led to the river. There were three or four Indian canoas pulled 
partly up on shore and entering one of these I walked to the far end where 
the water was deep and clear. This was a job I hated but I learned from 
previous experience that frequent bathing and clean clothes were two 
essentials for good health in the jungle. 

 
 
Just as I was wringing out my blue jeans I looked up and saw half a dozen 
Shipibo women sitting quietly on the bank watching me. I left the canoa and 
spread my wet clothes out on the rocky shore to dry, then quickly undressing 
down to my panties, stepped mincingly into the cold river and took a hurried 
bath. When I started washing my hair, it was too much for 
the Indian women who had never seen such a common item as soap. 
Seeing the white foam, they began giggling and hurried down the steep 
bank to the water’s edge. Quickly removing their blouses they plunged into 
the river and surrounded me. Once under the water they deftly stepped out 
of their skirts and threw them on the bank. As they crowded around me, 
touching the soap bubbles on my head with their fingers, they laughed and 
exclaimed excitedly. I decided to have some fun with them and one by one, I 
wet their dirty heads and worked up a foamy lather. Then I showed them 
how to briskly rub their scalps. 

 
 
By this time their laughter could have been heard up and down the river for 
at least a mile. The soap got in their eyes and made them squeal with 
fright. It was the first time they had ever had the opportunity of taking a bath 
or washing their heads with soap, and they loved every moment of it. 



 

They began washing each others’ heads and bodies until they were white 
with lather and I think they would have returned to the village that way had I 
not shown them how to submerge themselves under the water in order to 
rinse off the suds. The women were amazed to see the bubbles floating 
down the river and tried to run and catch them. Their cries and screams 
had attracted the other Indians who swarmed down to the riverbank to 
watch the excitement. There were a few Shipibo men in the group, so I 
quickly dried and slipped into my clothes. 

 
 
Ken and the hunting party returned to the village just before sundown and 
he showed me two jaguar skins still red with blood. 

 
 
“There you are,” he said exultantly, as he spread the skins on the ground. 
“Two of them ought to make a wonderful coat.” 

 
 
“They’re beautiful,” I exclaimed, “but how are we going to carry them with 
us?” I asked, thinking of our small canoa which was already overloaded 
with our few remaining supplies. 

 

 
“That’s easy,” Ken replied. “The skins have to be cured anyway and the 
Indians will do it for us while we’re gone. We can pick them up on our way 
back.” 

 
 
Ken went on to explain how the Indians had treed two of the gigantic cats 
and killed them with their bows and arrows. They had seen other wild 
animals, too, red deer, a tapir and a pair of ocelots, but unfortunately the 
jungle was so thick that it was impossible for the Indians to take a clear 
shot at anything. 

 
 
The uncertainty of each day with the Shipibos made life exciting and filled 
with surprises. Since the hair washing episode at the river, the women had 
completely lost their shyness and acted as though I belonged with them. 
Once the barriers were let down, they plied me with questions: What river 
did I come from? Why did I scrub my teeth with a little brush? Where were 
my children? What was the reason for my wearing a special piece of cloth to 
cover my breasts (brassiere)? And would I weave for them some clothes 
into which they could put their legs (blue jeans)? 

 
 
I began by explaining that I did not come from any river, but from a country 
far away over the mountains. They looked at me with such dismay and 
unbelief that I knew it would be impossible to teach them anything about 



 

the world in general. To them life began and ended on a series of nearby 
rivers; there could be nothing beyond. They could not understand why a girl 
of my age and size did not have several children. As one young Indian girl 
told me, “The men on your river must be no good!” 

 
 
We ate all of our meals with our fingers and sat on the dirt floor in small 
compact mixed circles. Food was brought to us in huge glazed pots and 
placed in the center of the ring. Without any show of politeness, everyone 
dipped their dirty hands into the clay vessel and brought forth dripping 
pieces of fish, fowl, crocodile or whatever else constituted the main dish. 
There was a second bowl filled to the brim with boiled yucca which looked 
exactly like mashed potatoes. The yucca was eaten by using the first and 
second fingers as a spoon and transferring the food from the bowl to the 
mouth. 

 
 
Occasionally, the Shipibos served their special variety of hors d’oeuvres 
which I found disgusting and unappetizing. One of their favorites was 
green, woolly, caterpillars, about two inches in length. Toasting them 
changed neither their color nor shape and the mere sight of them always 
revolted me, but I had to eat them so that the Indians would not be insulted. 
Fortunately, there was a great variety of jungle fruits which included sweet 
wild oranges, the tapeyzba, which looked like an apple but tasted like a 
peach, and the cacahuillo del monte, the most popular fruit among the 
Indians It grew in a long slender green pod containing several large shiny 
black seeds covered with a white cotton like substance which had a sweet 
but sickening taste The most common, of course, were bananas I became 
so hungry at times that I ate five or six of them without stopping. 

 
 
Near the end of our second week with the Shipibos I went with Ken, the 
jefe and three other men on a crocodile hunt. It was one of the highlights of 
our trip. 

 

 
We left the village after dark, the men armed with bamboo tipped spears to 
which were attached long strong jungle vines. The Indians used one of their 
long canoas and I was given a seat of honor, at least that’s what they told 
me, just behind the jefe who sat crouched at the bow I knew that they had 
put me there so that I would be out of the way and not interfere with the 
men when they began throwing their spears. Unfortunately, the boat drew 
water and before long I was sitting in the middle of a puddle. 



 

Using their paddles, the Indians worked their way slowly and silently along 
the bank of the river, oblivious to the swarms of angry mosquitoes which 
attacked us continuously. Climbing lazily over the palm-fringed horizon, a 
full moon cast a trail of shimmering gold over the water and bathed the 
jungle in a warm yellow glow. Suddenly the jefe tensed and pointed down 
at the river’s edge. The men stopped paddling. Not six feet away, two huge 
luminous red eyes floated on the surface of the water. A croc! Silently the 
men moved the boat closer… closer. When the eyes were so close that I 
could almost touch them, the jefe raised his arm and flung the spear. For 
just a moment the eyes blinked and then a deluge of water cascaded over 
us as the crocodile disappeared. 

 
 
The Indians began shouting and one of them stepped hurriedly past me 
and helped the jefe play out the jungle vine as the beast, desperately 
wounded, headed for deep water. Gently, very gently, the two men slowly 
began retrieving the vine to which the spear was attached, their muscles 
bulging as they pulled the “croc” towards the boat. The others now stood 
alert, intense, their spears ready to sink into the scaly head as soon as it 
appeared. 

 
 
I sat numb with fear. What would happen if the wounded reptile came up 
under our boat and tipped us over? Even though we were only a few feet 
off shore there were other crocodiles waiting… 

 
 
I looked over the side as I heard the water break. I saw its massive head 
come slowly to the surface, its mouth agape and its long teeth gleaming 
menacingly. Instantly three more spears sank into its body. Lunging franti- 
cally, the “croc” disappeared again. Once more the men started pulling it 
towards the boat. The jefe, a machete in his hand, leaned over the water 
expectantly. After a tremendous struggle, the head of the crocodile came 
up again. The jefe was ready. He swung the machete viciously and opened 
a huge gash on top of the “croc’s” leathery head. A fountain of blood 
gushed upward. The jefe struck again and again and then quite suddenly it 
was over. Still alive, but dying, the “croc” was hauled over the side and into 
the canoa. It snapped desperately a few times and then lay still. In just a 
few moments the puddle of water in which I had been sitting had turned to 
blood. 

 
 
We returned to the village shortly after midnight, our canoa heavily laden 
with the bodies of four crocodiles, all of them averaging over six feet in 
length. It was a gruesome sight. 



 
 
I had always believed that psychological warfare was a modern invention 
aimed at destroying individuals and even nations through fear, but the 
Campa Indians were most adept at this subtle art and practiced it with great 
success. Night after night the sound of their war drums filled the air, 
sending terror into the hearts and minds of all who heard them. Shortly 
after dark, a single drum would beat out its provocative rhythm, later to be 
joined by others until the air literally screamed with their ominous warning. 

 

 
Time after time I had been told that Campa warriors never raided villages 
while their drums were beating; it was only when they stopped that danger 
was imminent. In spite of this fact, the continual din grated on my nerves 
and subconsciously I began looking forward to that dreaded moment when 
they would stop beating. I reached the point where I came to believe that 
my very life depended upon the continuous beat of the war drums; little 
wonder, then, that I found it impossible to sleep. 

 
 
The Shipibo women certainly did not help matters by their exaggerated and 
glorified tales of Campa raids. It became the sole topic of conversation. They 
would go into great detail telling me how the warriors had swept down upon 
defenseless villages, stripped the Indian women, hoisted the captives across 
their shoulders like bags of grain, and disappeared into the deep jungle. The 
way the Shipibo women gloated over each vivid account led me to believe 
that some of them actually looked forward to being captured. 
After all, to them the Campa men were brave and fearless, and the 
prospect of becoming a Campa bride was far from distasteful. 

 

 
The jefe had posted guards around the village but this added small comfort 
to my jaded nerves. I knew the Chamas were notoriously poor fighters and 
undoubtedly would take off for the jungle the instant the first Campa made 
an appearance I did not dare tell Ken that I was afraid because I knew that 
he would just laugh at me, so I continued to suffer in silence. 

 
 
After five or six sleepless nights, I finally became so exhausted that I fell into 
a stupor that bordered on unconsciousness. As luck would have it, that was 
the night the Campas raided the village. 

 
 
I suddenly awakened to sounds of utter chaos. In my first lucid moment I 
realized that what I had been expecting night after night had finally 
happened. The drums had stopped beating! Out of the welter of confusion, 



 

I heard Ken’s voice, “Jane! Jane!” he shouted, “Get up, get dressed and 
hurry up!” 

 
 
“What’s... what’s the matter?” I asked sleepily, and yet fully aware of the 
fact that the Campas had come. 

 
 
“It’s the Campas,” Ken shouted. “They’ve just been spotted down the river . 
. . three canoas. You’ve got about two minutes to get into the jungle before 
they land.” 

 
 
By now I was awake, my nerves keyed up to the breaking point. I sat up 
and methodically slipped into my blue jeans and blouse. As I dressed I 
heard the sound of bare feet running across the dirt floor. ‘Women were 
whimpering, babies crying. I crawled out from under my net, taking only my 
flashlight and machete. A few feet away Ken was talking to four Shipibo 
men who were armed with bows and arrows. Turning, he saw me and 
came over. His face was strained and haggard. 

 
 
“These men,” he said. pointing to the Shipibos, “are going to take the 
women and children into the jungle until the raid is over. You go with them.” 

 
 
“But... but,” I began hesitatingly. 

 
 
“Now don’t give me an argument,” he said sharply. “I know what I’m doing!” 

“Can’t I stay with you?” I asked. “At least I’d feel better about it.” 

He shook his head. “The jefe is going to try and set a trap for the Campas,” 
he explained, “ambush them near the river. I’m going with him to help work 
it out.” 

 
 
Ken gave me one of his infectious grins. “Now don’t worry, Jane, you know 
I wouldn’t let anything happen to you. So be a good girl and get started.” 

 
 
I held up my flashlight and machete. “Is it all right to take these?” 

 
 
He nodded and laughed. “It’s a good idea,” he exclaimed. “As a matter of 
fact, try and keep these Shipibo women from making too much noise. I 
don’t want the Campas to know where you’re hiding. Okay?” 

 
 
I nodded and smiled. “Okay, boss!” 



 
 
With that Ken turned and hurried out of the house. Fifteen or twenty Indian 
women, most of them with their children, had now gathered around the four 
Shipibo men who quietly led us through the village down a seldom used 
jungle trail. I could hear the shouts of fighting men and silently prayed that 
the impetuous Ken would let the Indians fight their own battle. This was 
neither the time nor the place for another “Custer’s Last Stand.” I was still 
depending on him to bring me back alive. 

 
 
After walking down the trail for about thirty minutes we were finally stopped 
by the Shipibo warriors and told to sit on the ground and be quiet until the 
battle was over. I walked through the group doing what I could to assuage 
their fright. In this moment of distress the women had suddenly become 
little children, completely lacking in fortitude and courage. They talked to 
me in small voices, their large black eyes filled with sadness and hesitancy. I 
was surprised at how well I was able to go through the ordeal. It was the 
first time I had ever been up against such a predicament and perhaps it 
was because they were afraid that I suddenly became calm and without 
fear. 

 
 
About an hour later we heard the sound of feet running down the trail 
towards us. The Shipibos stood alert, their eyes peering into the darkness, 
their arrows poised. From out of the shadows, I heard a familiar voice. 
“Jane! Jane! Where are you!” 

 
 
“Here!” I screamed, running down the trail towards him. I was never so glad 
to see anyone in my life. “Ken!” I said, my braveness suddenly leaving me. 
“Are you all right?” 

 
 
He reached for my hand, found it. “They’re gone,” he said quietly. “The 
Shipibos were ready for them.” 

 
 
“Then no one got hurt?” 

“The jefe thinks two of the Campas were wounded, but we’re not certain.” 

We began walking towards the others. “One thing happened though which 
definitely affects us,” Ken continued. 

 
 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 



 

“When the Campas retreated from the river they took every boat with them, 
including ours.” 

 
 
I stopped and looked up at his moon-mottled face. “You mean we don’t 
have a boat? What are we going to do?” 

 
 
“I don’t know yet,” he answered. “But don’t worry about it now, let’s just be 
glad everything came out as well as it did.” 



 



 

Chapter 10 
 
 
Now that the Campas had stolen our boat, the Shipibos urged us to call off 
our trip and live with them permanently. Ken was offered the jefe’s twelve- 
year-old daughter as an added inducement and the women seriously 
informed me that with all of the strong handsome men available in the village 
I could soon catch up on my neglected quota of children. In refusing, Ken 
had to be very diplomatic so as not to hurt their pride and sensitivities. He 
told the jefe that the plan was perfect and that we both eagerly looked 
forward to accepting his proposal but it was necessary to first proceed 
further up the river to a small Indian village called Atalaya. There, Ken 
informed the jefe, we would talk with a man who had a long black beard, 
Padre Pascual Alegre, the Franciscan missionary to whom Ken had been 
given a letter of introduction. The jefe nodded seriously and told us that 
while he had never seen this man he knew of him. 

 
 
Our most serious problem, of course, was locating a boat with which to 
continue our journey. The Shipibos quickly volunteered to build one but this 
would have taken at least a month. After conferring with the other men of 
the village, the fete finally advised us that there was a lake about three 
miles west of the village and across the lake was a small Chama settlement 
where we might be able to secure a canoa. He estimated that it would take 
at least two days to walk around the lake by following an old trail which was 
seldom used. That afternoon Ken and I decided to walk down to the lake 
and locate the trail. 

 
 
“Two days seems like a long time to walk,” Ken said. “Perhaps we can find 
a short cut.” 

 
 
Reaching the lake, we understood what the jefe had meant. It was 
extremely long and quite narrow. Though it varied in width, Ken estimated 
the narrowest point to be not more than five miles across. The water was 
as calm as glass and reflected the billowy white clouds that floated above it. 
The Chama village, to which the jefe had referred, was clearly visible. We 
finally located the abandoned trail but saw immediately that following it 
would be hazardous. Fallen trees and a new growth of underbrush partially 
obliterated it in places. 

 

 
“If it’s like this all the way,” Ken said, “we’ll have to use our machetes. But 
it’s still better than no trail at all.” He turned to me. “Are you up to it?” 



 

“But what about our supplies... our clothes?” I asked. “Do you think we can 
hire the Shipibos to carry them over to the village for us?” 

 

 
“Not a chance,” Ken answered. “There’s something strange about this lake. 
The Indians are afraid of it. They think some sort of monster lives down 
under the water. It’s just one of their many superstitions but there’s not 
much we can do about it, I guess.” 

 
 
“What do you think it can be?” I asked. 

 
 
Ken waved his hands despairingly. “Who knows? It could have started from 
almost anything... an earthquake, gas pockets beneath the water... a big 
fish... He shook his head slowly. “We have our black cats and three lights 
on a match and the Indians have lakes filled with monsters. Not much 
difference, is there?” 

 
 
Although I was never one to believe in superstitions, my curiosity was 
aroused. “Who told you about this monster?” I asked Ken. 

 
 
“The day we went jaguar hunting, we found a fresh trail that led toward this 
lake, but the Indians wouldn’t follow it. They told me about this so-called 
‘monster’ then.” 

 
 
We stood at the water’s edge and gazed longingly at the Chama village. 
“So near and yet so far,” I ventured. 

 
 
Ken skipped a flat stone over the calm surface of the water. “You know,” he 
said, “I’ve got an idea.” He pointed to the dense mass of trees around us. 
“If we can find a half dozen balsas...” 

 
 
They were there, dozens of them, and inside of an hour, using our 
machetes, we had cut eight full-grown balsa trees and piled the light logs at 
the lake’s edge. 

 
 
“Tomorrow morning we’ll come back and tie the logs together with some 
jungle vine,” Ken said, “and then we’ll load our gear and be off. With two 
paddles we ought to make it across in no time.” 

 

 
We started down the trail back to the village. 



 

“Don’t mention the raft to the Shipibos,” Ken advised. “There’s no sense in 
upsetting them. I’ll tell them we’re taking the trail.” 

 

 
By ten o’clock the next morning our raft, neatly tied together with strands of 
tough jungle vines, bobbed gently on the surface of the lake. There was a 
slight offshore breeze which we hoped would help send us merrily over the 
water. 

 
 
“There’s nothing left to do but pack,” Ken said, “so let’s get started.” 

 
 
Just as we turned to enter the trail we saw the jefe. He was standing in the 
shadow of a tree, his eyes serious and his face solemn. 

 

 
“Uh-oh,” Ken whispered. “Here comes trouble.” 

 
 
The jefe stepped out and confronted us. Pointing dramatically to the lake 
he repeated over and over again, “Paña, Paña!” 

 
 
Neither of us understood what the jefe was talking about, but I presumed 
that “Paña” must have been the name of the imaginary water monster. 
Finally, the jefe extended his arm and moved his hand quickly up and down 
which was the Shipibo way of saying “follow me.” Without a word, he turned 
and disappeared into the jungle. We followed. He kept looking up into the 
trees, then suddenly stopped and taking his bow and arrow aimed at an 
indistinguishable brown mass partially hidden by leaves of a mahogany 
tree. The arrow sped through the air and seconds later an animal which 
looked like a large monkey tumbled earthward. We walked over to where it 
lay. The arrow had pierced the animal’s neck and it was bleeding profusely. 
From its long sharp claws we identified it as a three-toed sloth, a slow 
moving creature which spends its entire life off the ground. Its face 
resembled that of a monkey and its fur was of a grayish cast. 

 
 
The jefe placed his bare foot on the sloth’s body and jerked out the arrow. 
Picking up the dead beast, he carried it down to the spot where we had 
built the raft. After deftly tying a long jungle vine around the neck of the 
dead animal, he walked to the edge of the lake and threw it into the water 
about ten feet off shore. He then handed the end of the vine to Ken. 

 
 
I watched as the line suddenly grew taut and looking out at the spot where 
the sloth had disappeared I was horrified to see the water boil violently. 
Twenty seconds later, the jefe told Ken to bring in the line and he pulled it 



 

in, hand over hand. I gave a sudden cry as the sloth broke water. The 
animal had now been reduced to a skeleton and from its bones hung four or 
five small fish about ten inches in length and closely resembling sunfish. 
One by one, they loosened their grasp on the carcass of the animal and fell 
to the ground, snapping viciously. The jefe pointed down at them and said, 
“Paña!” 

 
 
Then we knew. “Paña” was the Shipibo word for piranhas, the man-eating 
monsters of the Amazon. Now I understood why the Indians were afraid of 
the lake. I cringed at the thought of what these small fish might have done 
to us had we gone swimming in the lake or had our raft proved unsafe. 

 
 
Ken picked up one of the piranhas, keeping his fingers away from its 
mouth. It had two rows of long needle-sharp teeth, fully capable of shearing 
off a finger at one bite. The jefe picked up a small twig and inserted it be- 
tween the teeth. In one clamp of its powerful jaws the stick was completely 
severed. 

 
 
While the piranhas slightly resembled sunfish they were basically black with 
orange underbellies. Their necks were powerfully built and their heads 
massive, considering their size. 

 
 
Without another word, the jefe left us and disappeared down the trail. Ken 
and I stood looking at each other. 

 

 
“It was a nice raft,” he said finally. 

 
 
That broke the tension. “The trail around the lake may not be too bad,” I 
said hopefully. 

 
 
He shrugged. “After what I’ve just seen, it’ll be a romp in the woods! Well... 
how about it? Let’s go back to the village, load up our knapsacks and get 
started,” 

 
 
By the time we finished stuffing our packs with our blankets, mosquito nets, 
extra clothes, the remainder of our Indian gifts and a few cans of Nescafe, 
we looked like a couple of pack horses. The rest of our things, including our 
rapidly diminishing supply of canned goods, we left with the Shipibos, hoping 
that we could pick them up on our return journey. We carried our machetes 
and flashlights in our belts. The Indians silently watched us as 
we slung our packs over our backs and the entire village followed us as we 



 

walked towards the trail which led to the lake, but that was as far as they 
came. I suppose nothing short of a miracle could have drawn them to the 
lake. 

 
 
No words of farewell were spoken and no outward signs of sorrow at our 
parting were expressed. As we left the Shipibos I wondered if they hoped 
that someday we would return or whether they would remember us in the 
days to come. There was no way of really knowing. 

 
 
Our packs could not have weighed much over thirty pounds, but after 
covering a few miles of an almost impassable trail, mine felt like a millstone 
around my neck. We had to use our machetes frequently to cut through the 
tall underbrush and to sever protruding branches which blocked our 
passage. Every thirty minutes we took a ten-minute rest period to 
recuperate from the blinding heat and drenching humidity which engulfed 
us. I knew that somewhere along the trail we would have to camp out for the 
night and I looked forward to that moment with dread. 

 
 
Late in the afternoon, we came to a series of high hills which made walking 
even more difficult. The ragged trail skirted the side of precipitous cliffs and 
because the earth was moist and slippery, each step had to be carefully 
planned in advance. Occasionally the trail followed the edge of the lake over 
long gray mud banks into which we sank, often up to our knees. 

 
 
Towards sundown, we passed a small palm-thatched shelter, the type that 
Indian fishing parties erected for overnight usage only. It consisted of four 
small sticks which had been sunk into the ground, over which palm fronds 
had been placed as a shelter against rain. The fronds were yellow and 
broken and the roof was partially caved in, but in spite of its condition we 
repaired it and stayed there for the night. 

 
 
I looked around. About ten yards in front of the shelter was the edge of the 
lake. Behind us and to either side was the dense jungle. It was probably the 
lonesomest and most terrifying place I had ever seen and it made me feel as 
though Ken and I were the only two people alive in the whole world. 

 
 
We slipped off our packs and while Ken went into the jungle to cut down 
fresh palm fronds, I started to build a fire midway between the hut and the 
lake. Within a few minutes everything looked brighter. The new green roof 
had a look of permanency and the roaring fire sent forth a feeling of cheery 
friendliness. At that moment I had but one ambition, and that was to keep 



 

the fire roaring all night as a safeguard against unfriendly animals and 
snakes. 

 

 
After everything was in order Ken and I walked down to the lake where I 
filled our canteens with fresh water and sat down on a log while he baited a 
fishhook with a grubworm and threw the line out into the lake. Even before 
the bait hit the water a beautiful golden-speckled fish jumped up and in one 
fierce lunge caught the hook. Ken gave the line a swift pull setting the hook 
and after a short spirited tussle landed a golden durado which weighed 
around seven pounds. After cleaning the fish at the lake’s edge we baked it 
over the fire and using the aluminum tops of our canteens we made cups of 
fragrant steaming hot Nescafe and had a very enjoyable dinner 

 
 
Just before dark we put up our mosquito nets under the shelter and agreed 
that we each would stand two-hour watches in order that one of us would 
always be awake to keep the fire going. I went to bed while Ken sat on a 
log in front of the fire. With the night came a multitude of sounds, none of 
which I could identify even remotely. Most disturbing was a series of low vi- 
cious barks that seemed to come from the treetops. I yelled out to Ken and 
asked him what it was and he informed me that they were night-howling 
monkeys. The only sound that was familiar was the continual buzz of the 
mosquitoes. Each time I nearly fell asleep I was suddenly awakened by 
some strange noise, a rustle in the grass, the flutter of a bat’s wings, the 
shrill piercing cry of a bird… 

 
 
Finally, I gave up in disgust and crawling out from under the net joined Ken 
on the log. 

 
 
“Having trouble?” he asked. 

 
 
“I feel safer out here,” I replied. 

 
 
“How about a cup of coffee?” he suggested. 

 
 
I nodded. Ken walked towards the fire and brought back two cups of hot 
water to which we added the powder. 

 
 
The night was exceedingly beautiful. Stars as big as lanterns hung 
suspended in the sky and the moon, just rising, cast a silver sheen over the 
ripples of the quiet lake. I was glad we had a roaring fire because nights in 
the jungle are always cool. From time to time Ken added huge branches of 



 

dead palm fronds to the flame sending up thousands of sparks into the sky. 
It was one of those rare moments when words were superfluous and we 
sat there side by side, each lost in his own reverie. Near the shore we 
heard innumerable splashes as fish broke the water in search of night- 
flying insects. Finally Ken stirred. 

 
 
“Want to go back and try to get some sleep?” he suggested. “There’s really 
nothing to worry about. There aren’t any crocodiles and this fire will keep 
everything else away. Go ahead,” he urged as I hesitated, “I’ll wake you up 
in a couple of hours.” 

 
 
I went back and crawled under my net, making certain my machete was 
within reach. Through half-closed eyes I watched the fire for a few 
moments and then fell asleep. 

 
 
When I awakened it was already morning. The dark blue clouds of the night 
had taken on pink fringes and the jungle rapidly acquired substance. The fire 
was still roaring but Ken was not sitting on the log. I crawled out of the net 
and hurriedly walked over to the fire. Ken was down at the lake. 

 
 
“Come here,” he said happily, “if you want to see something funny.” 

 
 
I walked down to the water and saw a mess of piranhas which he had just 
caught. 

 
 
“This lake is really a fisherman’s paradise,” he said swinging his arm in a 
broad circle. “Just watch this,” he added, as he baited his hook with a piece 
of raw fish. 

 
 
He threw the line out just three or four feet from the bank and it immediately 
grew taut and began zigzagging under the water. 

 

 
“Are they that easy to catch?” I exclaimed. 

 
 
He pulled in a large piranha. “There’s nothing to it,” he said, carefully 
removing the hook from the mouth of the still-snapping fish. “They bite on 
anything. There must be millions of them around here.” He threw the fish 
down with the others. 

 

 
“Are we going to eat these?” I asked incredulously. 



 

“Why not?” Ken laughed. “Just because they’re carnivorous doesn’t mean 
they aren’t good to eat. You make the coffee,” he suggested, “and I’ll clean 
these so we can have breakfast. If we possibly can I want to get to that 
Chama village before dark.” 

 
 
An hour later we took to the trail. It was still cool and we made good time. 
The hills had disappeared and walking became less difficult. Occasionally 
we had to cross huge log jams, some of them twenty feet high, the 
accumulation of debris brought on by the rainy seasons. They were very 
difficult to cross because the logs were wet and slippery and it would have 
been very easy to fall in between the decaying trees. 

 
 
As we slowly made our way over one of the many logs, Ken pointed 
downward towards the slimy water beneath. 

 

 
“Look!” he said quickly. 

 
 
I located the snake by its ominous rattle. It was coiled in a striking position 
about seven feet beneath us. Its color was brown with black-mottled stripes 
and it was fat and ugly in appearance. 

 
 
“What is it?” I exclaimed, petrified with fear. 

 
 
“It’s a cascabel,” Ken explained, “the jungle version of our rattlesnake. 
They’re fish eaters.” 

 
 
We slowly edged our way over the log, the sound of the snake’s rattle still 
audible. 

 

 
As we continued our journey there were very many interesting and unusual 
sights. Beautiful blue and yellow macaws watched us curiously from the 
branches of nearby trees. Chattering monkeys chased each other in a 
world of their own high up in the treetops. The jungle became a riot of 
many-hued tropical flowers. 

 

 
About three o’clock that afternoon we came to the small Chama village. It 
consisted of only four small palm-thatched huts and looked deserted. We 
finally located an old woman who told us that the men had gone fishing and 
would not be back for several days. After giving her a mirror and comb and 
half a dozen small balloons, she took us down a trail which led to a stream 
behind the village. Pulled up on the bank was a dilapidated canoa. We 



 

inspected it carefully and Ken decided that it could still be used. The old 
lady gave us permission to take it and after giving her a few more trinkets 
which brought smiles to her wrinkled brown face, we hastily piled our packs 
in the center of the boat and, picking up two paddles which were lying on 
the ground, headed downstream towards the Upper Ucayali and the 
territory of the dreaded Campas. 

 
 
In order to avoid any Campa villages, for the next three days we kept to 
secondary streams and rivers, sleeping at night in hastily constructed 
shelters along the riverbank. 

 
 
On the morning of the fourth day we reached the port of Atalaya. 



 



 

Chapter 11 
 
 
Atalaya, a small jungle community, consisted of not more than thirty pono- 
wood palm-thatched huts and lay on the banks of the turbulent Rio Tambo, 
slightly north of the Province of the Madre de Dios. Around it in all directions 
Campa villages were to be found. 

 
 
Atalaya was famous for its most illustrious citizen, Padre Pascual Alegre, a 
Franciscan missionary whose parish included all of the jungle tribes living 
within a perimeter of one hundred miles of his mission. Without any help 
from the outside world, he built two schools, one for boys over which he 
presided, and the other for girls which was supervised by four Franciscan 
nuns. 

 
 
In addition to the schools, there was a small church with a rusted tin roof, 
and a one-story cement structure which housed his office and sleeping 
quarters. Next to the Padre’s mission was a pono-wood structure occupied 
by four blue-uniformed members of the Guardia Civil. There were five or six 
small stores in the village where one could buy canned foods, yucca flour, 
cigarettes especially made for jungle use by the Peruvian Government, 
yard goods, machetes, flashlights, batteries and a few other items. 

 
 
Near the river was a small hotel which boasted of four tiny windowless 
rooms, a small dining room and commissary. Atalaya was serviced by 
occasional riverboats and now and then a government or missionary plane 
landed on a quiet inlet near the village. 

 
 
On a nearby hilltop overlooking the river was a small army garrison which 
housed about fifty soldiers who looked neat and trim in their khaki uniforms 
and caps. As combat soldiers, however, their ability was doubtful. Their skill 
with a machete, which most of them had learned to use while living as 
civilians in the jungle, was far greater than their ability in the use of modern 
firearms. 

 
 
The Peruvian Army consisted mainly of uneducated Indian boys who were 
drafted for a two-year period and paid at the rate of seven or eight cents a 
day during their military tenure. The officers came from the better-class 
families and all university students, generally the children of the wealthy, 
were exempt from military service. 



 

In the last war with Ecuador, it was claimed that the armies of both 
countries disdained the use of guns and won or lost battles by catching 
poisonous reptiles along the front line trenches and tossing the snakes from 
one side to the other in the hope that sufficient numbers of the enemy could 
be rendered hors de combat through snake bites to win a dubious victory. 

 
 
The garrison had a small but powerful radio station with which it kept in 
touch with military headquarters in Lima. The soldiers spent most of their 
time repairing roads in the immediate vicinity and cutting grass with their 
machetes in Atalaya and around the fort. On Sundays and holidays, their 
soccer team came to the village and played a disorganized group hastily 
drafted from the young and often the old men of the village. 

 
 
At night, for the lack of anything better to do, many of the soldiers attended 
religious services at Padre Alegre’s small church. The church was the 
social center of the village and after evening services, which ended around 
8:30, groups of soldiers would linger quietly in front of the open doors 
where they were joined later by the young ladies of the village. Because 
there were no theatres or other places of amusement, their enjoyment was 
confined to walking arm-in-arm around the darkened streets. 

 
 
Padre Pascual Alegre proved to be not only a wonderful man but a kind 
host. During our stay he invited Ken to sleep with him at the mission while I 
became a guest of the nuns. The Franciscan missionary was about forty 
years old, small in stature with soft brown eyes and a kind benevolent face. 
He had one of the longest black beards I had ever seen and wore a light 
blue khaki robe and sandals. 

 
 
Padre Alegre was born and educated in Spain and came from a very 
wealthy family. He had been in charge of the mission at Atalaya for over 
eleven years and only once during that time had he returned to the home of 
his parents for a short vacation. 

 
 
With few exceptions, the village consisted of semi-civilized Campa Indians, 
all of whom wore cotton pants or dresses. Many of the children wore shoes 
which were made by the Padre in his one-man shoe factory. Without the 
priest, the village would have been in a continual turmoil. Everyone was 
dependent upon him for one thing or another, though it later developed that 
he also had many bitter enemies in the community. 



 

Now that we were in the foothills of the Cordillera Negra, the mosquitoes 
had completely disappeared and we usually spent our evenings listening to 
the short wave radio which the Padre had set up in his office and 
discussing with him the many problems which still confronted us. I had 
seen many of his Campa school children and observed that they were 
quiet, somber-faced little people, neatly dressed and appearing to have 
none of the shiftless characteristics we had observed in the land of the 
Chamas. 

 
 
One night during one of our many discussions we brought up the subject of 
the raids which the Campas were periodically making against other 
villages. Hearing the story, the good Padre bristled with indignation. 

 
 
In broken English he told us, “Si, Si, I know all about them, and they will 
never end until these so-called civilized white people stop selling the 
Campas into slavery. Está rnuy malo!” He added emphatically, reverting to 
his own language. 

 
 
He leaned forward on the edge of his chair, his face intent, and explained 
that for many years Peruvians and foreigners had been openly raiding 
Campa villages, killing the men, kidnapping young girls and small children 
who were later sold to the coffee planters and farmers along the river for as 
little as five dollars a head. The Campas, he told us, were far superior 
intellectually and physically to any other tribe. They were hard workers and, 
therefore, much desired by unscrupulous people, some of whom had as 
high as two hundred slaves working on their plantations and farms. The 
Campas were forced to steal women only to keep their own race alive, 
otherwise they long since would have become extinct. 

 
 
“But what about the Civil Guard?” I broke in. “And what about the 
authorities in Lima? Surely they could put an end to the slavery.” 

 

 
The Padre shook his head. “Madre de Dios! The Guardia Civil!” he said 
contemptuously. “When the little Campa children escape from one of these 
slave camps, the Guardia Civil capture them and return them to their 
master. I have written about the slave situation to every major periódico in 
Lima and not one has had courage to print my letters. Por que? Because 
this slave trade has in it much politics. A year ago only,” he continued, “the 
esposa—” 

 
 
The Padre turned to me frowning. “I forget what is ‘esposa’ in English.” 



 
 
“Wife,” I said. 

 
 
He continued. “The wife of a government official was caught buying Campa 
children. A reprimand only she received. No más.” He raised his hands 
despairingly. 

 
 
The Padre left his seat and began pacing up and down the concrete floor, 
his hands behind his back. 

 
 
“We have in Atalaya many children of slavery,” he said, suddenly stopping. 
“Some of them only four and five years old, who work many hours each day 
for only frijoles y arroz. When I try to help I receive unsigned letters telling 
me this is not my concern and that I should mind my own business. But I say 
to you - this is my business!” 

 
 
The Padre turned to Ken. “You, amigo,” he said, “you are a man of the 
world, an abogado. Perhaps you can help to stop this great crime against 
the Indios.” 

 
 
“I know how you must feel, Father,” Ken said, “but just talking about slavery 
isn’t enough. There must be proof.” 

 
 
Padre Alegre lit a cigarette before answering. “There is nada I can do. I am 
only a poor Franciscan missionary and to hear my voice, there is no one.” 
He shook his head dejectedly. 

 
 
Ken stood up and walked over to where the priest was standing. “I have an 
idea, Padre,” he said. “It may be of some value - I am not sure.” 

 
 
Ken went on to explain to the Padre that he wanted him to write an official 
letter from his mission setting forth the facts and details not only of the 
raids, but to include whatever proof the priest might have that Campa 
children were actually being sold into slavery. 

 
 
“If you do that,” Ken said, “I will see that the letter is published - perhaps in 
a magazine, a newspaper, or even possibly a book. That I will not know 
until the time comes. If we can arouse the interest of enough people, I’m 
sure the slavery problem in Peru can be ended overnight.” 

 
 
The Padre happily agreed to write the letters that night. 



 
 
After explaining to the priest that we had come to this remote section of the 
jungle in search of the Pithecanthropic Man, or at least a pre-Stone Age 
culture, Padre Pascual Alegre took us over to a large wall map and pointed 
out the section which was known as the Gran Fajonal. He told us that the 
Campas had often seen nomadic tribes of nude Indians in that area. These 
nomads, he continued, were believed to be of a low order of human 
intelligence, but whether or not they were of a pre-Stone Age culture, he 
did not know. The Padre warned us, however, to be very careful in 
searching for them as jungle nomads were often cannibalistic by nature 
and killed strangers upon the slightest provocation. 

 
 
To reach the Gran Pajonal, the Padre explained, would take approximately 
two or three days, as it was first necessary to cross the low Cordillera 
Negra. Between the mission and the Gran Pajonal we would pass several 
Campa villages from which children had been stolen. As a result these 
Indians were embittered against all strangers. There was a comparatively 
safe way of finding out whether we would be received by the Campas as 
friends or enemies. This could be done by leaving gifts at night on the banks 
of the river near their village. If they accepted the gifts, the chances were 
that we would be received as friends If they left the gifts untouched or threw 
them into the river, the Padre warned us that we should leave immediately. I 
asked about the possibility of obtaining a guide to take us into the Gran 
Pajonal but he advised against it, stating that such a man would be hard to 
find and even if we found one he would be unreliable. 

 
 
Before we left, Padre Pascual Alegre drew a map for us, outlining all the 
rivers and small tributaries which we could use and he also marked the 
locations where we were apt to find Campa villages. He also procured for 
us a new canoa and gave us a supply of beans and rice to supplement our 
fish diet. 

 
 
We stayed in Malaya for almost two weeks and early one morning Ken and 
I, accompanied by the kind priest, loaded our boat and after receiving his 
blessing, paddled upstream in the direction of the Cordillera Negra, the last 
remaining barrier between us and the Gran Pajonal. 

 
 
The Padre continued waving as we went upriver and I could not help but 
take one last look at the silent figure just before he disappeared from view. 
As he stood on the riverbank in his long flowing robe, he reminded me of a 
Guardian Angel. The Padre had given up everything in order to devote his 



 

life to a handful of half-civilized Indians in the middle of the jungle. I won- 
dered if they appreciated the immensity of his personal sacrifices. Probably 
not, since they had no knowledge of any other way of life except their own. 
Nevertheless, the priest was extremely happy in his work and did not ask for 
gratitude. I greatly admired Padre Pascual Alegre. As we paddled 
further up the river, the robed figure suddenly changed into the silhouette of 
a weather-beaten cross, a cross which stood steadfast and resolute in the 
jungle, a memorial to a great and humble man. 

 

 
Following the course set by the Padre, we worked our way up small 
streams and tributaries which for the most part avoided the deep canyons 
and gorges of the Cordillera Negra. For the first two days we failed to pass 
a single Campa village. 

 
 
Nights were spent under temporary shelters, an experience which had now 
become commonplace. The mountain jungle was markedly different from 
that of the lowlands. Flowers, especially orchids, were numerous, and palm 
trees had almost entirely disappeared. Most of the day the mountains were 
cloaked by low hanging clouds and our canoa was enveloped in a shroud 
of fog. On rare occasions the sun broke through, creating dozens of brightly 
colored rainbows in the mists around us. We estimated that at the end of 
the third day we would be in striking distance of a large Campa village and 
it was there that we proposed to leave gifts on the riverbank, hoping that 
the Indians would accept them and that we would be welcomed as friends. 

 

 
We arrived at our rendezvous just after dark and by that time the fog was 
so thick that we nearly missed seeing the Campa canoes which cluttered 
the bank near their village. The stream at this point was very narrow and 
Ken decided that after leaving the gifts we would hide in our canoa on the 
opposite shore where we could watch the Campas’ reaction without 
disclosing our presence. 

 
 
Paddling silently, we slowly worked our way through the cluster of boats 
and touched land. In less than two minutes, Ken had climbed the bank and 
carefully laid out two or three dozen combs, mirrors, assorted fish hooks, a 
dozen pocket knives and a grand prize of three new machetes. He quietly 
returned to the boat and we crossed the stream where we concealed the 
canoa behind a thick clump of bushes almost directly opposite the spot 
where we had left the gifts. 



 

From that moment on there was nothing to do but sit patiently and await 
results. The balance of the night seemed endless. Ken insisted that I lie in 
the bottom of the boat and get some sleep but my nerves were keyed up to 
the point where sleep would have been impossible. Fortunately, we were 
not plagued with mosquitoes, but as the night progressed weird cries came 
out of the jungle, making my heart pound furiously. I would have given 
anything in the world had I been permitted to let loose just one pent-up 
scream. Somewhere along towards morning I must have fallen into a sleep 
of utter exhaustion because suddenly Ken awakened me by patting my 
knee and saying “shh” at the same time. 

 
 
He pointed to the opposite bank. Straining my eyes, I saw four or five 
ghostly-looking figures looking down at our gifts. Eddies of fog swirled 
around them making them look like people from a spirit world. Two of them 
began picking up the mirrors and combs and then the others collected the 
pocket knives and machetes. This was the crucial moment. If they threw 
them into the river.... 

 
 
I held my breath as they carefully examined the gifts. They seemed 
undecided, and then quite suddenly they turned and, still carrying the 
presents and our high hopes, disappeared into the fog. 

 
 
I finally leaned over and whispered to Ken, “It looks like they’re going to be 
friends.” Ken nodded. 

 

 
“What do we do now?” I asked in a subdued voice. 

 
 
Ken looked at his watch. “It’s 5:30,” he whispered. “We’ll give them another 
hour and then look for their village. It’s bound to be back there in the 
jungle.” 

 
 
So that time would pass more rapidly, we repacked our knapsacks, putting 
everything in proper order. Finally, Ken picked up his paddle and slowly 
took the canoa to the opposite bank. He helped me out and just as we 
slipped into our packs the first searing rays of sunshine cut through the fog 
with fingers of fiery red. 

 
 
Climbing the bank, we stood in the small clearing and looked around. The 
fog was quickly condensing causing the grass to glisten like a field of 
diamonds. Above us the trees and tall bushes dripped water. Just ahead 



 

we saw the trail. It was wide and well-defined and disappeared into the 
depths of the jungle. 

 

 
Ken turned and gave me a reassuring wink, and then taking the lead 
entered the trail. Armed with nothing more than our machetes, which we 
carried in our hands, we were about to invade the domain of the Campas, 
most feared of all Amazon River tribes. 

 
 
Our course led downward towards the broad flat lowlands of the Gran 
Pajonal. At this early hour of the morning the jungle was quiet, only the 
continuous dripping of water falling from the leaves gave us a sense of 
reality, a feeling that we were not alone. Rounding a bend, Ken suddenly 
stopped and pointed upward. A land boa, its skin a glistening brown and 
yellow, glided slowly up the trunk of a tall tree and disappeared into the 
green foliage. 

 
 
It is sometimes difficult to reconstruct accurately one of the most exciting 
moments of one’s life. The actions are often so fast-moving that the mind 
cannot determine their proper sequence. I remember distinctly that I was 
just a step behind Ken and at that moment I was feasting my eyes on a 
cluster of scarlet orchids which were growing from the crotch of a tree just 
to the left of the trail. I heard a sudden whiz and out of the corner of my eye 
saw an arrow crash into the trunk of a tree just inches in front of Ken’s 
head. I screamed involuntarily, grabbed Ken’s arm and at that moment saw 
four figures emerge from the jungle. For a fleeting moment I thought they 
were women because they had long hair which fell down around their 
shoulders. It was only when they came closer that I saw their hideously 
painted faces and realized that they were men. 

 
 
Rough hands pulled us apart and without as much as a word being spoken, 
two of them took the lead while the others took up positions behind me. 
One of them kept prodding me forward with the blunt end of his bow. Fury 
took the place of fright and I wished that the arrow, instead of hitting the 
tree, had hit my adventure-loving boss! He turned around and said softly, 
“Don’t be frightened.” 

 
 
I wanted to say “Drop dead” but the words would not come out of my 
mouth. 

 
 
The Campa men wore brown homespun robes interwoven with vertical 
black stripes. The robes were sleeveless and ended just below their knees. 



 

Their feet were bare and broad and their bodies were strong and well- 
proportioned. The leader, who wore a white robe with vertical black stripes, 
would from time to time emit a weird high falsetto drawn-out cry and from 
somewhere ahead I heard a reply. I walked as an automaton, my thoughts 
so varied that I was hardly able to realize what had happened. 

 
 
Suddenly we came into a broad clearing and looking ahead, I saw the 
Campa village. It was one of the largest Indian settlements I had ever seen 
and I guessed there were about thirty or forty small palm-thatched huts. 
Around the entire village was a high fence made from bamboo poles. As 
we approached, crowds of Campas came running towards us, jumping up 
and down and filling the air with their high falsetto shrieks. 

 

 
Unlike the Chamas, the Campas appeared fierce, unafraid. Surrounded by 
the jostling milling mob, we were taken to the main gate where we were 
told to stop. I looked at Ken for the first time since we had been captured. 
He nervously wiped the perspiration off his forehead with his shirt sleeve. I 
knew what that meant. He was worried. 

 
 
The shouting, gesticulating mob suddenly quieted down as a roly-poly little 
individual emerged from the gate. His face was pockmarked and he wore a 
white robe with vertical black stripes. On his head was perched a small 
open-topped woven straw hat to which a red macaw’s feather was 
attached. He looked like a walking advertisement for the Community Chest. 
From the respect accorded him, I knew immediately that he was the jefe of 
the village. After examining us critically, he turned and re-entered the gate. 
We were roughly pushed through the narrow opening and the surly mob 
stood around us in a tight circle. 

 

 
I felt a sticky hand touch my arm. I jerked away and turned around. A cute 
little boy with crossed eyes stood looking up at me. He had a sweet smile 
on his face. At least he’s human, I thought. I bent down and patted the top 
of his head, and the men and women started to titter. I did not know what it 
meant but I felt that I had broken the ice. Even the Campas could smile and 
that was a good omen. 



 

Chapter 12 
 
 
While my audience was still amused, I quickly decided to press the 
advantage. Slipping out of my pack I found a bright red balloon and blew it 
up ostensibly for the pleasure of my little friend, but knowing that it would 
also attract the attention of the other Campas. Each time I added a breath 
of air and the balloon expanded, I could see a hundred or more mouths 
falling open in astonishment. Finally, when it had reached its full capacity, I 
quickly tied a knot at the end and handed the balloon to the little boy. He 
clutched it with grimy hands, squeezing it so tightly that it burst with a loud 
noise For a brief second the Campas did not know whether to run or laugh, 
but then seeing the humor of the situation they burst into un controllable 
giggles, the natural reaction of all Indians to things beyond their 
comprehension. 

 
 
The little boy, whose name I learned later was Kuchi, bad a frightened look 
on his face and was on the verge of tears I crouched down beside him and 
placing my hand on his shoulder said in my best Quechua, ‘Brave little boys 
don’t cry. You see,” I added, as I pulled out a second balloon Here’s 
another.” I quickly blew it up and gave it to him. This time he handled it 
more gently. 

 
 
The Indians appeared to be dumbfounded at hearing me speak their 
language and an excited murmur ran through the crowd. 

 
 
Ken had not been idle while I had been blowing up the balloons and was 
now on his hands and knees busily unrolling his pack and bringing out all 
our remaining gifts. He gave the last of our machetes to the jefe, who very 
seriously ran his thumb over the blade testing its sharpness. Finally, he 
looked up, nodding with satisfaction. From the look on his face I could see 
that he felt as proud as a peacock with his new acquisition. For the next 
few minutes Ken and I were busy handing out the usual trinkets. 

 
 
The reaction of the Campas was the same we had experienced in the other 
Indian villages. The women surged around me asking dozens of questions 
at the same time. I had to repeat over and over again that my name was 
Jane, pronounced “Ha’nã,” always adding that we wanted to be their 
friends and live with them. Meanwhile, Ken had been talking to the jefe and 
a group of Campa men. I could not overhear the subject of their 
conversation but quite suddenly the crowd started breaking up and seeing 
Ken beckon me, I joined him. 



 
 
“Everything’s fine,” he told me, “thanks to your quick thinking. Some of these 
men,” he said in a subdued voice, “thought we had come to steal children, 
but I think I convinced them that we are here as friends. But be careful,” he 
warned. “They’ve had trouble with white people before and until we prove 
ourselves, we’re going to be under suspicion.” 

 
 
Ken picked up his pack and added, “The jefe said something about living in 
his house, so, we’d better go with him.” 

 
 
I bent down to pick up my knapsack and at that moment a handsome but 
nevertheless savage-looking Indian practically tore it out of my hands. Our 
faces were just inches apart. He had cold brown piercing eyes which 
seemed to strip me naked and his face was a mask of red paint over which 
had been drawn thin horizontal purple lines. As he stood up he swept his 
long hair back over his shoulder with his hand, then pointing to a house 
across the square, he clasped me firmly by the arm and led me off in that 
direction. Ken and the jefe had turned around and were watching us. The 
situation could have been ludicrous and yet it was fraught with danger. 
These were the Campas, who kidnapped women, and regardless of my 
physical appearance at that moment, I was still a woman. 

 
 
As we walked towards the jefe’s palm-thatched hut, I took a sidelong 
glance at my “captor.” He was tall, muscular and well-built. It was the first 
time I had ever taken a promenade, though unwillingly, with a longhaired 
man and the thought of it raised goose pimples upon my goose pimples. 

 
 
Ken and the jefe led the way but every few yards Ken looked around to 
reassure himself that I had not been carried off to one of the other houses. 

 
 
The Campa style of jungle house was entirely different from that of the 
Chamas, and showed a much higher level of intelligence in construction. 
The houses were elevated about three feet off the ground and looked more 
or less like those of the civilized farmers with whom we had stayed on our 
trip up the Lower Ucayali. Each Campa hut held approximately fifteen or 
twenty people. At this elevation, there were no mosquitoes so none of the 
Campas used nets. We entered the jefe’s house and he showed us a place 
where we could sleep. There was a great deal of room on either side of bur 
positions and I wondered who would be next to me. 



 

My long-haired boy friend insisted on staying close to me, his black eyes 
hungrily exploring my face and body. As soon as the opportunity presented 
itself I had a serious talk with Ken. 

 
 
“Listen,” I said hysterically, “can’t you get this jungle Romeo off my neck. 
I’m really scared. That fellow treats me as though I were his property. Look, 
he’s still standing over there by my knapsack.” 

 
 
He was there all right, his arms folded across his chest, his beady eyes 
watching my every move. Ken lit a cigarette. 

 
 
“No use getting panicky. The fellow’s never seen a white girl in his life, 
that’s all. The jefe told me he’s considered the bravest warrior in this whole 
village and that he owns a dozen wives.” 

 
 
I gasped in disbelief, “Wow! He’s a regular Casanova!” 

 
 
In spite of the fact that the Campas slept without mosquito nets, I decided 
to use mine It gave me a feeling of security, slight though it may have been 
Then, too, I Just couldn’t imagine myself sleeping with fifteen or twenty 
other people practically all in the same “bed.” 

 

 
The village occupied an area about the size of a city square block and was 
a beehive of activity from dawn until dusk. All over the age of five had their 
allotted tasks which kept them busy most of the day. The women’s work 
included cooking for the entire village, making flour from yucca and maize, 
working at the communal looms, making pottery, gathering wild cotton, 
vegetables and fruits from the jungle, keeping the huts clean and neat, 
preparing medicines from herbs, roots and flowers, and taking turns in 
working in a large “nursery” where all of the babies were kept during the 
day. 

 
 
The “nursery” was a large pono-wood room with walls and an elevated floor. 
The floor was covered with a thick woven palm frond mat on which a 
hundred or more babies slept, cried, ate and regularly emptied their 
bladders and bowels. A dozen or more half-starved mongrel dogs were 
always in attendance ready to gulp down the human offal as soon as it was 
expelled by the children. It was a most revolting sight and the first time I 
witnessed it I had to run out of the building and vomit. No matter how I 
tried, I could never bring myself to pat or even speak kindly to these poor 



 

starving animals, which were intentionally underfed so that their efficiency 
in the “nursery” would not be impaired. 

 

 
All babies were breast-fed until they reached the age of five, and on more 
than one occasion I saw Campa women breast-feed two children at one 
time and strangely enough, neither child was their own. I had heard about 
the employment of “wet nurses” in our southern states, but had never seen 
it put into practice on a mass production scale. In addition to milk, the 
children were fed soft foods such as mashed bananas and boiled yucca. 

 
 
Being able to speak their language helped me immeasurably in making 
friends and breaking down the barrier of reticence. Just as Padre Alegre 
had said, the Campas were a highly intellectual and industrious people. 

 
 
Men, women and children dressed themselves identically in loom-woven 
brown or white cotton robes called cushmas. At first, I had trouble identifying 
the sexes because everyone in the village had long hair, but I discovered 
that the black stripes on the women’s cushmas ran horizontally, while those 
on the men’s ran vertically. 

 
 
Unlike the Shipibo men, the Campa warriors had no spare time for amorous 
interludes with their light-o’loves. When they were not fully occupied with 
hunting or fishing, they made bows and arrows, practiced at war games, 
constructed new homes, harvested yucca and were often gone for days at a 
time on raiding parties. 

 
 
Their war games were unique, dangerous and thrilling. In a large open field 
near the village, the warriors lined up in two rows opposite each other 
about thirty yards apart. At a signal from the jefe they would shoot arrows 
at each other and only their keen vision and continual jumping around in an 
effort to dodge oncoming arrows prevented them from being killed. Every 
Campa warrior was trained to fight not only with bows and arrows but in 
close combat and it was surprising to see how similar some of their 
wrestling techniques were to the ancient Japanese judo methods. 

 

 
The Campas also spent a great deal of their time at boat building, 
painstakingly turning huge tree trunks into canoes. After the trunks had 
been hollowed, they were filled with water, and bamboo sticks were 
inserted between the sides until the proper width was attained. Canoas 
ranged in length from seven to thirty feet and took about two months to 
complete. 



 
 
There was no limit to the number of women a Campa man could acquire. It 
was mandatory, however, that he feed and shelter all of his concubines. 
Having been through one Campa raid, I was very interested to learn how 
these captive women reacted to their new husbands. I found it hard to 
distinguish them from Campa women. Dressed in cushmas and adopting the 
manners and customs of the Campa people, they were easily assimilated 
into this new life, and during the months I remained with them, I did not meet 
a single captive girl who was unhappy with her lot. Much in the manner of 
our modern day stamp collectors, the Campa warriors engaged 
in trading wives, and if an exceptionally attractive girl was brought into the 
village it was not uncommon for someone to offer as high as five or six 
wives in exchange for the one, nor did the Indian women mind being ex- 
changed in this manner. 

 

 
There was no religious or tribal ceremony in connection with their multi- 
marriages. A Campa man referred to a wife as his “woman” and she, in 
turn, referred to her husband as her “man.” That she was called upon to 
share a husband with other women was unimportant; he was still her man. 

 
 
The Campa village was run strictly along communal lines. There was one 
large building at the end of the village which was used as a common dining 
room. Like the Chamas, the Campas sat on the dirt floor and used their 
fingers in eating. There was one radical difference, however. Men and 
women never sat together. Boys over the age of five joined the men’s 
circle. 

 
 
Some of their marital laws were most unusual, to say the least. Once a 
Campa warrior took a “wife,” he was never again permitted to talk with his 
mother-in-law except in grave emergencies, and even then they had to 
converse while standing back to back. This was considered a mark of 
respect but it also had the result of eliminating inter-family friction. 

 
 
That night after the evening meal, a great crowd of Indians followed us to 
the jefe’s house where they sat on the floor around us, talking, giggling, 
and for the most part just looking. Because there were no mosquitoes the 
Campas stayed up much later than other tribes living on the floor of the 
jungle. 



 

Ken passed out some cheap cigarettes which he had purchased in Atalaya 
and soon their glowing ends looked like so many fire-flies, weaving strange 
patterns against the backdrop of the jungle. 

 
 
Sitting close to me, his eyes never leaving my face, was my admirer, whose 
name I had learned was Kamalkeiri. Around him were six or seven women, 
some of them still mere girls, who were a part of his harem. They watched 
him with adoring eyes, breaking into soft laughter each time he favored one 
of them with a fleeting glance. In subdued voices, men related stories of the 
exciting events of the day. One told of seeing a huge jaguar at least ten feet 
in length close to the village, while another gave a hair- raising account of 
how a wounded crocodile had overturned his canoa and he was forced to 
swim to shore with hungry crocodiles snapping at him every foot of the way. 
The best tellers of tall tales were the fishermen who, in typical American 
tradition, told how the big ones got away All of their stories were highly 
exaggerated and impossible to believe, and I came to the conclusion that 
they were told for the express purpose of making the men heroes in the 
eyes of their women 

 
 
When the conversation bogged down, Ken brought out his harmonica and 
entertained the Indians with a doubtful rendition of “Cheer, Cheer for Old 
Notre Dame,” the only tune he could play. As far as the Indians were 
concerned the music was sheer magic. They had never heard anything like 
it before and could not understand how such strange sounds could come 
out of a little piece of metal. Ken passed the instrument to the jefe who 
blew a few discordant notes, much to the amusement of his wives, and the 
amazement of the other Indians The harmonica passed from hand to hand 
and for the next hour or two the air was filled with sour notes. 

 

 
Finally the Indians grew sleepy and silently disappeared into the night. I was 
glad to see them go for the exciting events of the day had left me tired and 
exhausted. One by one, the Indians settled down for the night, lying down in 
irregular rows on the pono-wood floor. It was so dark that I could not see my 
bedfellows, but at that moment I cared less. I crawled under my net and, 
making certain that my machete was handy, soon fell asleep. 

 
 
We must have passed our tests with flying colors because a few days later 
the jefe told us that the Campas were holding a big party in our honor and 
that we were to be accepted as members of the tribe. On the day of our 
induction, a group of women took me into one of the communal huts and 
presented me with a new white cushma. I wanted to wear it over my other 



 

clothes but the Indians looked horrified and there was nothing I could do 
but strip completely before putting it on. Of course I also had to go 
barefooted, but my boots were in such a complete state of disintegration 
that I was happy to be rid of them. 

 
 
I thought that was all there was to it, until three or four girls came in 
carrying bamboo sticks filled with dyes of different colors. They first applied 
a basic coat of red paint on my face, starting under my eyes, covering my 
nose, following the contour of my jaws and ending under my chin. After the 
red dye had properly set, they then added a series of purple lines running 
horizontally across my cheeks. For lipstick they used a blue paste. I must 
have looked a mess. I felt as though my face was covered with a mass of 
grease and I could hardly wait until morning to wash it off. 

 
 
The girls “oh’d” and “ah’d” among themselves as though I had been 
transformed into something wonderful. I heard one of them tell another that 
all the men would want me now because I made such a beautiful Campa, 
all of which perturbed me no end. To add insult to injury, they dyed my 
fingers a jet black and tied rawhide thongs under my knees and around my 
ankles. 

 
 
While I had gone through the jungle “beauty parlor,” Ken had been taken 
through the same routine. As a matter of fact, if I had not recognized his 
blonde hair I would not have been able to distinguish him from any of the 
other Campa men. 

 

 
The party was one that would have turned Elsa Maxwell green with envy. 
The menu included such foods as toasted gusanos, or grubworms, which 
were served impaled on long slivers of bamboo, fried black beetles, and 
boiled boa served on banana leaves. The main dish was brought in in huge 
steaming pots which were placed in the center of each circle. I plunged my 
hand into the bowl with the rest of the women and came up with a piece of 
dark brown meat which resembled a child’s arm and hand. Looking more 
closely, I saw five tiny fingernails. For just a moment I thought the Campas 
had suddenly reverted to cannibalism, something not uncommon among 
jungle tribes, but then it dawned on me that this was monkey meat. I could 
not force myself to bite into the flesh and quietly slipped it back into the pot 

 
 
Between courses, small Indian girls brought in large gourds filled with a 
milky white liquid, from which each woman took several swallows before 



 

passing it on I thought at first it was a banana drink, but it tasted terrible. 
They told me it was masato, made from fermented yuccca. 

 

 
In addition to these unusual foods, there were bowls of steaming fish stew, 
three or four varieties of sweet potatoes, yucca, many delicious jungle fruits 
and small pink bananas. In spite of the fact that the Indians apparently 
thrived on these foods, my weight dropped from 128 pounds to 113 during 
my stay at the Campa village. This happy circumstance I attributed to the 
fact that I ate sparingly and my appetite became less demanding as each 
day passed. During the same period, however, Ken gained ten pounds. He 
often told me, “Food is a question of mind over matter. If you think hard 
enough, monkey meat will become roast pork and grub-worms, shrimp. It’s 
all a matter of concentration.” 

 
 
He may have been right, but no matter how hard I concentrated I could 
never sell myself on the idea. Since when do pigs have fingernails? 

 
 
I was close to bitter tears the next morning when down at the river where I 
had gone to wash, I discovered that the dyes with which my face had been 
painted would not come off. I was now a full-fledged Campa, whether I 
wanted to be or not. My Indian friends assured me that the dye would not 
last forever and that I would have to have my face re-painted about every 
sixty days. This was small consolation. I felt better, however, when I saw 
Ken and noticed that he, too, was in the same predicament. He did not 
seem to mind and took it as a joke. 

 
 
“By the way,” he said, “the jefe gave me an encouraging report about our 
primitives. Once in a while they show up in this part of the jungle, but 
because the Campas consider them even less intelligent than monkeys, 
they leave them alone. As a matter of fact, they call them “bibu chiru,” 
monkey men. I told the jefe that I would give my harmonica to the first 
Campa warrior who located one of their tribes. So keep your fingers 
crossed.” 

 
 
From one of the women I picked up another bit of good news that relieved 
my mind immensely. Kuchi, who was about five years old, was one of 
Kamalkeiri’s many sons and because I had been nice to the boy, his father 
had taken it upon himself to protect me and that explained why he had 
been watching me so intently ever since we had come to the village. Kuchi 
and I had become good friends and he acted as my unofficial guide around 
the village. I asked him about the drums which for some reason had 



 

remained silent ever since we had left the Chamas. Taking my hand, he led 
me behind the jefe’s house where there were two logs both of which were 
tilted upward at about a forty-five degree angle. Looking more closely, I 
saw that the logs were hollowed out and over the top a piece of animal skin 
had been tightly stretched and tied to the wood with rawhide strips. With 
drums that large it was easy to understand how they could be heard up and 
down the river for over forty miles. Kuchi told me that the larger of the two 
was a male drum and the other he classified as female. I hoped that they 
would remain silent for as long as we were there. 

 
 
One morning I saw a small group of men pounding barbasco roots with 
stones. When it had been reduced to a pulpy mass, the Indians carried it 
down to the river where it was distributed among seven or eight of their 
canoas. Just then Ken came down with the jefe and several other men. 

 
 
“Want to go fishing?” he asked. 

 
 
I declined with thanks thinking of the tedious hours I had spent watching 
the Chamas spear fish. Ken told me, however, that this was something 
entirely different and that the men expected to be back in two or three 
hours with boat loads of fish. 

 
 
“By using barbasco,” he explained, “the fish come right to the top of the 
water and are easily caught.” 

 
 
This piqued my curiosity and I decided to go along. The Indians paddled 
their fleet of canoas to a small quiet stream where they stopped and filled 
their boats with river water covering the mashed barbasco. After stirring it 
around briskly, they used the flat side of their paddles and emptied the 
water, which by now had turned to a milky substance, into the river. The 
almost imperceptible current carried the substance downstream. 

 
 
Paddling rapidly, the Indians took their canoas down-river to a point about 
two miles distant from the place where they had poisoned the water. 
Fifteen minutes later, they reaped the harvest. Swimming sluggishly on top 
of the water, were thousands of fish both large and small, which fell easy 
prey to the spears and bows and arrows of the Indians. Ken had been right. 
We were back at the village in less than three hours, our canoas bulging 
with fish. There, the women took over and after the boats were unloaded, 
they placed the fish on specially constructed racks in the sun. Every hour or 
so, they turned the fish over and by nightfall they were completely 



 

dehydrated and as stiff as boards. They were then piled up like so much 
cordwood in the communal kitchen to be used as they were needed. For 
some strange reason which I never understood, the fish were edible in 
spite of the fact that they had been poisoned, and the barbasco in no way 
affected human beings. 

 
 
One afternoon while walking around the village, I saw about thirty Campa 
women peeling and cooking huge quantities of yucca. They told me that 
they were making a new batch of masato, and having tasted it previously, I 
was curious to know how it was made. After it had been peeled and boiled, 
it was thoroughly mashed and placed into a long wooden tub to cool. 
Women with crude wooden spoons surrounded the vessel and began 
stirring the mashed yucca. As they stirred, they filled their mouths with the 
vegetable and chewed each mouthful until it had been reduced to a liquid, 
after which it was spit back into the bowl. It took several hours to reduce 
the yucca to its proper thinness and after this had been completed the 
Campa women added mouthfuls of river water until the tub was filled. 
Banana leaves were then placed over the bowl and the masato was left to 
set for three days, at the end of which time it would be ready to drink It was 
too late to cry over spilt milk, but I vowed from that moment on that I would 
never drink another drop of the vile concoction. 

 
 
On many occasions I showed the women photographs of Miami, tall 
buildings, and automobiles which I thought might stimulate their interest. 
They looked at them very seriously, turning them upside down and 
sideways and even backwards, and I soon realized that such simple things 
as photographs were far beyond their understanding. But in spite of their 
uncivilized incomprehension they were unselfish and generous. Day after 
day I was literally showered with gifts ranging from wild watermelons to an 
elaborate necklace made of jaguar and monkey teeth. They wanted nothing 
in return and giggled happily as I thanked them. 



 

Chapter 13 
 
 
When the time came for a pregnant woman to go into labor, she was at- 
tended by the oldest woman of the tribe who acted in the capacity of 
midwife. Watching this toothless, filthy old woman, I felt sorry for all the 
Campa girls who were about to deliver their children. 

 
 
The lean elderly white-haired woman whom they called ‘Ahána, had a face 
that resembled wrinkled shoe leather. She had a cataract over one eye and 
spent most of the day scratching through her stringy vermin-infested hair. I 
was sure that she had not taken a bath in years for her skin was covered 
with a brown scum of dirt. Sanitation, however, even in childbirth, was not 
considered necessary to a successful delivery. 

 
 
Because ‘Ahána was the oldest woman of the tribe, everyone respected 
her age and had faith in her years of experience. During my sojourn with 
the Campas, she delivered ten babies, all of whom survived. I came to the 
conclusion that all Indians had, over their centuries of existence, built up 
immunities against infection and diseases which would have sent the 
average white person to an early grave. 

 
 
On the day that we arrived, I gave ‘Ahána one of our balloons, knowing that 
the older people liked them even more than the children. After it was blown 
up, she put it under her cushma directly over her stomach to give herself a 
pregnant look. For days and days, until the balloon finally burst, she gently 
patted the bulge under her cushma. 

 
 
One of the major problems among the Indians whom we visited was the 
complete absence of soap and other cleansing agents. With nothing but 
muddy river water in which to bathe, they had no way of removing the dirt 
from their bodies and heads. As a result, head lice and a strong body odor 
were commonplace. Day after day, long queues of women would sit in the 
sun, one behind the other, each examining the head in front of her, picking 
out lice and other vermin with their fingernails. They cracked the nits 
between their teeth to insure killing. It was a nasty daily routine, but one 
that had to be done in order to keep vermin to a reasonable minimum. 

 
 
Never having known anything better, the Campa women accepted these 
conditions as part of their everyday existence. I managed to keep my own 
head clean by the use of powdered DDT, which I guarded jealously and 
kept for my own personal use. Sprinkling a little on my hair every night, I 



 

rubbed it into the scalp with my fingertips. I often wished I had brought a 
much larger supply so that I could have completely eliminated head lice 
among the Indians. It would have been so simple. 

 
 
In addition to the common illnesses among Indians, there were many cases 
of tropical skin diseases some of which were not only extremely painful but 
horrible to look at. The skin on one Campa woman’s face hung down in 
ugly folds that fell below her neck and resembled an elephant’s in color and 
thickness. 

 

 
There were three or four advanced cases of leprosy in the village but these 
unfortunate people were placed in a separate hut and did not come into 
contact with the other Campas. Hansen’s disease, as we now know it, is at 
present considered curable and the Peruvian Govvernment has an excellent 
leprosarium on the Amazon River which is supervised by Franciscan nuns 
where the latest scientific methods are used in curing this scourge of the 
jungle. Until all savage tribes can be brought under the control of the 
government and the lepers segregated and hospitalized, this loathsome 
disease will not be completely eliminated. 

 
 
There is a tremendous field for missionaries in the jungles of the Amazon 
Basin. The territory is immense and the tribes are so scattered that only the 
fringe has been touched. Missionaries have learned that it is impossible to 
convert the Indians to Christianity in the course of a few weeks or months, 
and many things must be done before the question of religion and salvation 
can be successfully undertaken. These things include the introduction of 
such things as DDT, soap, medicines and teaching the fundamentals of 
sanitation and personal hygiene I talked with several missionaries, both 
Catholic and Protestant, in the areas through which we traveled and they 
were unanimous in the belief that the teaching of Christianity must begin 
with the children. They found it almost impossible to ever change the habits 
or thinking processes of the adults. 

 
 
Father Elzear McDonald, O.F.M., a Franciscan missionary of Canadian 
birth, who has had a mission for the past eight years on the Amazon River 
near the city of Iquitos, Peru, told me that it was not until he was able to 
bring in Franciscan nuns that his mission became successful. Using a part 
of their convent as a clinic, the nuns administered first aid and dispensed 
drugs and medicines to all who needed them. Once having gained the 
confidence of the Indians, it was a simple matter for the nuns to open a 
school for the children where the fundamentals of Christianity became a 



 

part of the curriculum. This is not an isolated case of success. There are 
many. 

 

 
While in the Campa territory, I had the pleasure of meeting a young 
Protestant missionary couple, Reverend Sylvester Dirks, his wife, Matty, 
and their three small children. 

 
 
Reverend Dirks has been successfully working with the Campas for many 
years and has erected a small school near Atalaya where he and his wife 
now have about forty Campa children whom they have instructed in Chris- 
tianity. After spending several miserable weeks in the jungle without seeing 
a single white person or any signs of civilization, coming to the Dirks’ home 
was like finding an oasis in the middle of the Sahara. Their three young 
children met us at the river and walked with us to their house. It was a 
neatly constructed bungalow with brown wood siding and a corrugated 
steel roof. The house had a large screened porch and as we approached I 
saw frilly white curtains at the windows, a most unheard of thing in this part 
of the world. The interior was just as pleasing to the eye. 

 
 
There was a large living room, tastefully furnished, two bedrooms, a dining 
room and a completely modern kitchen which included a new four-burner 
range and a kerosene burning refrigerator. During our visit, Mrs. Dirks gave 
us the first ice-water we had tasted for months and invited us for dinner, an 
offer which we regretfully turned down because we did not feel that we 
should dissipate her small supply of American canned foods, difficult as they 
were to obtain. The Dirkses started out four years ago with two pigs and 
now have over fifty. At present, Mr. Dirks is clearing a small section of the 
jungle where he hopes to plant corn, coffee and raise vegetables. 

 
 
 
The Campa village was situated, as I have said earlier, on the western 
fringe of the Gran Pajonal, that tremendous area in Central Peru lying 
roughly between ten and twelve degrees south of the Equator and 
consisting of both jungle and grassland. About one hundred and fifty miles 
to the east of the Gran Pajonal where the boundaries of Brazil, Bolivia and 
Peru meet, is a long low range of mountains in which one day may be 
found one of the world’s most sought-for lost treasures. 

 
 
In the year 1734 a small band of Portuguese sailors plunged into the 
jungles of Peru at a point approximately ten degrees south of the Equator, 
intending to walk across the width of the entire continent of South America 



 

in the quest for gold, emeralds and diamonds. While crossing a range of 
mountains they came upon a broad plateau and discovered a lost city 
whose buildings had been made of huge blocks of granite, most of which 
had been destroyed by an earthquake. Searching the ruins, they discovered 
innumerable golden treasures including a sacrificial altar with hieroglyphic 
inscriptions carved into the stone ante-dating any known European culture. 
Gold coins were found in many of the deserted buildings and mine shafts 
appeared in great number on the outskirts of the town. 

 
 
Sensing the possibilities of finding a lost world, the Portuguese sailors 
wrote a detailed account of their expedition and sent one of their number 
on ahead with the report of their discovery. The sailor arrived safely in Rio 
de Janeiro where he recorded the log (Manuscript No. 512, Biblioteca 
Nacional, Rio de Janeiro). No other members of the expedition came out of 
the jungles alive. 

 
 
It was in search of this fabulous lost city that Colonel P. H. Fawcett, D.S.O., 
his son, Jack, and another young Englishman named Raleigh Rimell, 
plunged into the jungles of Brazil in the Spring of 1925, never to be seen 
again. It was Colonel Fawcett’s intention to travel westward following a line 
approximately ten degrees South of the Equator to the range of mountains 
which the Portuguese had so meticulously described. 

 
 
Historians now believe that Colonel Fawcett and his companions were 
captured and killed by one of the many savage Indian tribes with which 
they came into contact. 

 
 
It was in this general area that Ken hoped to locate the pre-Stone Age 
people but because they were nomadic and wandered continuously 
through the deep jungle it was very hard, if not impossible, to pin them 
down to a definite location. This was understandable when Ken explained 
that the Greater Amazon Basin is a vast jungle region almost twice as large 
as the United States and that while the major area is to be found in Brazil, 
other countries, including Colombia, Venezuela, British Guiana and 
Surinam to the north, Ecuador and Peru to the west, and Bolivia and 
Paraguay to the south, send a vast network of rivers into the mighty 
Amazon as it winds its four thousand mile course beginning in Peru and 
flowing eastward into the Atlantic Ocean at Belém, Brazil. Even today it is a 
land of mystery, and much of it still remains unknown and unexplored. It is 
known to contain untouched treasures of oil, precious jewels, minerals, 



 

lumber, rubber and other natural resources of such magnitude that it 
staggers the imagination. 

 

 
The days slipped by into weeks and the weeks into months and in spite of 
the fact that all of the Campa men had their hearts set upon winning the 
harmonica by being the first to locate one of these tribes, nothing 
happened. 

 
 
Personally, life with the Campas had more than satisfied any further desire 
for adventure and I was ready to return to civilization just as quickly as I 
could. I had already filled five notebooks with interesting and unusual facts 
about our expedition, more than enough for the books that both Ken and I 
planned to write. 

 
 
I started dreaming of thick steaks, a new wardrobe, and all of the things 
which at one time in my life I had accepted as matter of fact. And I was also 
deathly afraid of catching one or more of the horrible tropical skin diseases 
so common among the Campas. I broached the subject of returning and Ken 
promised that we would give it another ten days and if nothing more 
developed with the primitives we would begin our return trip downriver. 

 
 
Unfortunately, things did not turn out exactly the way I had planned them. 



 



 

Chapter 14 
 
 
Only ten more days! I figured out the length of time in every conceivable 
manner - two hundred and forty hours, fourteen thousand four hundred 
minutes.... 

 
 
To make the days pass more quickly, I began spending many hours in the 
communal kitchen, a large smoke-filled hut where I not only helped prepare 
the meals but engaged in idle gossip with my Campa friends. As with all 
women, our conversations were generally limited to food and men with 
much more attention being given to the latter subject. Over pots of boiling 
yucca and smelly fish, the girls openly discussed their most intimate affairs, 
bragging about such things as the sexual proclivities of their husbands and 
their own frequent promiscuities. Every woman looked forward to having a 
baby each year, prima-facie evidence of their own desirability. 

 
 
Compared to North American standards Campa men, however, had a 
decidedly different idea as to what constituted beauty in a woman. They 
disdained the Marilyn Monroe type of figure, preferring big-breasted buxom 
females. Tsátsa, a short, squat jovial girl who weighed close to two 
hundred pounds, was by far the most popular in the whole village. To the 
men she was irresistible as well as indestructible. 

 
 
On the afternoon of the ninth day while I was busily engaged in packing my 
few belongings for our return trip, a Campa warrior came running 
breathlessly into the village with the electrifying news that a mysterious 
tribe of nude nomadic Indians had set up a temporary camp about ten miles 
east of our village. Ken had a hasty conference with Kamalkeiri after which it 
was decided that both men would leave immediately for their camp. 
Ken insisted that I remain behind, explaining that the trip would be extremely 
dangerous and that my job did not include risking my life, but I was 
determined to go in spite of his objections. It is true that I had originally 
been engaged as a secretary, but I suddenly realized that I had outgrown 
my profession and was now a seasoned explorer, whether I liked it or not. If 
there were any Pithecanthropic Men around no one was going to keep me 
from seeing them. After six months of endless discomfort and hardship I felt 
that I had earned the right. 

 
 
“Look,” Ken said seriously, “I’m going to catch plenty of hell for bringing you 
in here, anyway, and you can imagine what people would say if you ended 



 

up being killed. Now, why don’t you be a good girl and get things packed so 
we can leave as soon as I return.” 

 

 
I shook my head determinedly. “Haven’t I done all right so far? And just tell 
me this, Mister Krippene,” I said, my temper mounting, “supposing 
something happened and you never came back to the village. What am I to 
do? Spend the rest of my life with the Campas, have Kamalkeiri or some 
other Indian take me on as one of their women - trade me around like a 
used postage stamp? I suppose that’s what you call being safe.” 

 
 
There was a certain logic to my argument that could not be denied. 

 
 
“I guess you’re right,” he finally admitted. “If you’re determined to come 
along, I have no intention of stopping you but, believe me, going through 
the jungle at night is something you’ve never experienced, and it’s tough!” 

 
 
“I haven’t complained up to now, have I?” I asked him, happy in the 
realization that I had won my point. 

 
 
“It isn’t a question of complaining,” Ken said. “I just wanted to make it 
easier for you.” 

 
 
He looked at his watch. It was shortly after four o’clock. “Let’s get 
something to eat,” he suggested, “and then we’ll leave around seven. It’s 
going to take us most of the night to get there.” 

 

 
In order to be less conspicuous we daubed our faces with charcoal and 
wearing the dark brown cushmas of the Campas left shortly after sunset. 
The two men carrieded bows and arrows, the most effective of all jungle 
weapons while I took along a flashlight and a machete, the latter probably 
to bolster myself against fear more than anything else. Just before leaving, 
Ken stuffed a Campa shoulder bag with film hoping that he would be able 
to take pictures. 

 
 
We walked in our bare feet across the clearing to the edge of the jungle, 
where Ken stopped to give me some last minute instructions. 

 
 
“Kamaikeiri is going to lead the way,” he said. “You’ll be in the middle and 
I’ll follow. Don’t use your flashlight unless we tell you to and keep close 
behind Kamalkeiri all the time, understand?” 



 

I nodded and looked ahead to where the trail entered the inky black 
ominous jungle. I wondered if I had not talked too hard and fast. This was 
my first experience at night travel and I suddenly remembered how difficult 
walking along trails had been during the broad daylight. 

 
 
I was in it up to my neck, but I was not going to admit that I was frightened. 
Without another word we turned and entered the jungle. The trail was filled 
with rotting stumps, tangled vines and protruding branches which greatly 
retarded our progress. I tried to keep as close to Kamalkeiri as I could, but 
this proved to be very difficult. Being used to the jungle, he proceeded at 
what I thought was a breakneck speed. I felt certain that he did not like the 
idea of my being along. Women, as far as he was concerned, belonged in 
the village, cooking food and having babies. 

 
 
As we progressed deeper, the jungle became a bedlam of weird savage 
cries that made my body break out into a cold sweat. Close by, to my left, I 
heard the low, mournful mating call of the jaguar. The eery screeching of 
night-flying birds added to the discordant bedlam around us. Red Rufus 
Howler monkeys set up a terrific din as if warning us of the dangers that lay 
ahead. Sleeping along riverbanks as we had done on many occasions, with 
a big roaring fire as an added precaution against marauding animals, was 
decidedly different from walking along a narrow trail in the all-enveloping 
darkness. Here we became a part of the living jungle and subject to its 
many dangers and terrors. 

 
 
About nine o’clock, the light from a full moon filtered down through the 
tangled network of trees making it possible to see the dim outline of the trail 
ahead. Our every step was followed by dozens of glowing eyes… red, 
yellow and green, staring at us unblinkingly through the curtain of darkness. I 
tried to sell myself on the idea that these eyes belonged to harmless little 
animals, but my imagination said I was crazy. They had to be man-eating 
tigres, giant boas and menacing pumas. I began running, trying desperately 
to keep up with Kamalkeiri. He had suddenly become my knight in shining 
armor and I felt secure in the belief that his bow and arrows would ward off 
any dangers. 

 
 
Coming to a narrow river, Kamalkeiri halted and taking my flashlight cast 
the beam down along the water’s edge. I saw the luminous red eyes of 
dozens of crocodiles, many of which rapidly disappeared into the water 
while others faced us belligerently, their massive jaws agape. We picked 
our way carefully along the narrow bank, alert to this new threat. 



 
 
Suddenly Kamalkeiri turned and pushed me violently backwards. From the 
low dense underbrush, a huge black “croc” slithered lightning-fast across 
the mud bank towards the river. Its mouth was open and two rows of 
enormous white teeth glistened in the moonlight. As it passed, it turned its 
long ugly snout in our direction and snapped viciously. My knees turned to 
rubber as the “croc” reached the river and disappeared. Seeing that I was 
weak with fright, Ken put his arm around me. 

 
 
“That was a close one,” he whispered, wiping the perspiration from his 
forehead. To soften the shock he kept on talking, explaining that crocodiles 
on land were only dangerous when someone got between them and the 
water. 

 
 
After resting a few minutes, we kept on along the riverbank until we came 
to a cedar tree which had fallen across to the opposite side. Locking hands, 
the three of us inched our way over the slippery log. Beneath us in the 
water we saw the red eyes of half-submerged crocodiles waiting for us to 
make one misstep. Fortunately, being barefooted kept us from slipping and 
within a few seemingly endless moments we crossed to safety. 

 

 
Kamalkeiri found a new trail and once more we plunged headlong into the 
jungle. For the next two hours we proceeded cautiously toward our 
objective. The moon disappeared behind a billowy mass of cumulus clouds 
shutting off our meager supply of much-needed light. It meant that 
Kamalkeiri had to use the flashlight, much to Ken’s chagrin. The batteries 
were already run down and we had no replacements. 

 
 
Turning a sharp bend, Kamaikeiri suddenly stopped and slowly raised his 
hand. I looked ahead. There, lying across the trail, centered in the beam of 
his light was a huge silver and black mottled snake about nine feet in 
length. It suddenly came to life and reared up until its head was in a direct 
line with mine. Its beady black eyes glistened menacingly while its red 
forked tongue flicked in and out as if challenging our right to live in the 
same jungle. 

 
 
Kamalkeiri motioned for me to take the flashlight and I stood there 
transfixed, my hand shaking violently, trying to keep the snake within the 
beam of my light. In one quick movement, Kamalkeiri let loose an arrow 
from his bow and caught the snake just under its thick, triangular-shaped 



 

head. As it writhed and thrashed in its death throes Kamalkeiri, his eyes still 
focused on the twisting serpent, whispered, “Chu Chupi.” 

 

 
I knew the meaning of the word and its impact upon me was tremendous. 
“Chu Chupi” is the Indian name for the South American Bushmaster, and it 
and the King Cobra of India are considered the most poisonous snakes in 
the world. It is one of the few members of the reptile family which will attack 
a human being without provocation. During the day, this deadly serpent 
generally sleeps in the tall grass or under fallen trees, but at night it comes 
to life and roams the jungle in search of food. There is no known serum to 
counteract its poison, which proves fatal within four minutes. 

 
 
Because Bushmasters some times run in pairs, Kamalkeiri waited at least a 
half hour before proceeding on our journey It was nearly four o’clock in the 
morning before we stopped again to rest and while Ken and I sat on a rotting 
stump at the edge of the trail, Kamalkeiri climbed a tall cetico tree to get his 
bearing. 

 
 
“It’s been a hell of a night, hasn’t it? Ken whispered, as he lit a cigarette. 

 
 
I merely nodded, too exhausted to answer. I rested my head in the palms of 
my hands oblivious to the surroundings. Ken’s voice seemed to come from 
out of nowhere. 

 
 
“We ought to get a look at these primitives before long,” he said. 

 
 
I raised my head slowly. “Primitives?” I said in a half-daze. I had almost 
forgotten. “I only hope that after all this it doesn’t turn out to be a wild goose 
chase.” 

 
 
Ken shrugged his shoulders. “That’s all we can do is hope,” he said, “but 
nomads are unpredictable. They could be halfway to Brazil by now.” 

 
 
At that moment Kamalkeiri returned and told us that he had seen the light 
of a campfire a short distance away and that from now on we would have to 
leave the trail and proceed through the jungle to avoid having the primitives 
detect our presence by their keen sense of smell. 

 
 
Shortly after resuming our journey we cut obliquely through the jungle 
carefully planning each step in advance to avoid making unnecessary 
noises. Irregular flashes of light broke through the labyrinth of black in- 



 

dicating that we were approaching the primitives’ camp. Suddenly, out of 
nowhere I heard a strange low guttural shriek, more animal than human, 
which ended in a crescendo of piercing screams. For a long moment the 
three of us stood transfixed unable to move, and then Kamalkeiri, who was 
just ahead of me, fell quickly to the ground and Ken and I lost no time in 
following his example. 

 
 
The cry was repeated. This time it seemed to come from another direction. It 
sounded as though all the devils of the jungle had broken loose from their 
inferno and were intent on searching us out and destroying us. Kamalkeiri 
raised his head, his eyes carefully penetrating the dark wall of the jungle in 
front of him. After a few moments he inched his way on his stomach over to 
where Ken was lying and talked in subdued whispers. 

 
 
With my heart pounding rapidly, I buried my nose in the soft earth and 
closed my eyes unable to move. My body trembled and for a few seconds I 
thought I was going to faint. For months Ken and I had been discussing the 
primitives and now that we were on the verge of finding them I was ready to 
beat a hasty retreat. I wanted to run - to escape from this nightmare with 
which I suddenly had been confronted, but I knew it was useless. Hysteria 
overwhelmed me. I was trapped through my own insatiable curiosity. 

 
 
My whole body convulsed as Ken gently touched my shoulder. Slowly 
raising my head, I looked at him and mouthed words that could not be 
heard. Ken put his lips close to my ear and whispered, “Kamalkeiri thinks it 
came from the primitives... possibly a guard.” 

 
 
“But... but it didn’t sound human,” I finally croaked frantically. “It was like....“ 
I stopped, unable to describe what I had heard. 

 
 
Ken’s eyes searched the jungle. “We’ll know what it was as soon as 
daylight comes,” he said. “We’re going to stay here until then.” 

 
 
“Won’t they find us?” I asked, terrified. 

 
 
He shook his head. “The wind is coming from the other direction and if 
we’re quiet we’ll be safe. I suggest you take it easy. Just relax.” He patted 
me on the shoulder and crawled back to Kamalkeiri. 

 
 
I closed my eyes and pushed my nose back into the dirt. Strange unrelated 
thoughts flashed through my mind. One moment I was sitting in my air- 



 

conditioned office in Miami taking dictation from Mr. Farrow. Then quite 
suddenly I was a little girl back in Kennett, dressed in a snowsuit, carrying 
my lunchbox and waiting for the school bus. Familiar faces, long-forgotten 
events suddenly returned with undiminished clarity - the careworn tender 
smile of my mother, the laughing eyes of Sigrid - dancing at the Clover 
Club in Miami - answering a newspaper ad - my whole life suddenly 
appeared in a kaleidoscopic tableau before me, the good and the bad.... 

 
 
A soldier ant bit me on the nose and jolted me out of my reverie. I opened 
my eyes and looked around. Daylight was approaching and a strange hush 
had fallen over the jungle. Trees and foliage became discernable, turning 
first from a deep midnight blue to dark somber grays which slowly dissolved 
into varying shades of green. Wisps of low-hanging fog swirled endlessly 
over my head, rapidly disintegrating with the coming of dawn. The jungle 
was a picture of indescribable beauty. Thousands of lavender morning 
glories grew around us in wild profusion. High up in the surrounding trees 
clusters of orchids - brilliant scarlet, buttercup yellow, jet black and snowy 
white - stood out in bold contrast against a curtain of green. Under normal 
conditions the jungle could have been an enchanted fairyland but at that 
moment I was unable to appreciate its loveliness. 

 
 
Kamalkeiri stood up and motioned for us to follow. Now that we could see 
our way, walking became less difficult and we proceeded cautiously 
towards our objective. I would have felt much better had I been able to hear 
the sound of voices, but a deathlike stillness hovered over and around us, 
broken only by the murmur of a small stream somewhere in the near 
distance. 

 
 
Suddenly Kamalkeiri stopped and then falling to his hands and knees 
crawled forward to a tall situlli bush. After a few moments, he turned and 
beckoned us to join him. 

 

 
Peering through the leaves, I saw a strange and almost unbelievable sight. 
Here was a page of ancient history that had never been written. Ours were 
the first eyes to have pierced the veil of a forgotten world - a world of over a 
half-million years ago. 



 

Chapter 15 
 
 
The situlli bush furnished an ideal hiding place. It must have been at least 
ten feet tall and resembled a century plant with large low-hanging leaves, 
interspersed with clusters of orange and yellow lobster claws suspended 
from its branches. Behind and to either side of us were many other trees 
and bushes, but none of them so well suited for our purpose. Directly 
ahead was a swift shallow stream which separated us from the primitive 
village. 

 
 
Ken and I immediately fell flat on the ground while Kamalkeiri remained in a 
crouching position, his bow and arrows ready for any emergency. Having 
arrived at our destination and being actually confronted by the primitives, I 
should have been frightened, but the excitement of the moment was so 
overwhelming that I felt more like a spectator than a participant in this, the 
final culmination of over six mouths’ accumulated deprivations and 
innumerable hardships. 

 
 
As I inched forward to get a better view, a small twig broke beneath me, 
making a sharp cracking noise. Ken turned quickly and shook his head, 
putting his forefinger to his lips in a gesture of silence. In order to 
emphasize the seriousness of the situation, he drew his finger across his 
throat. I knew what he meant. Luckily, the sound of the rushing stream 
saved us from what could have been a serious, if not fatal, predicament. 

 
 
The village was located in a small clearing about ten yards in width and 
forty yards in length. At the far end were three large teepee-style huts 
made from palm fronds which were still green, indicating that these people 
were nomads and their temporary houses had been erected only recently. 

 
 
As far as I could see, there were approximately thirty nude men, women 
and children in the village. They were short and squat in stature. Long 
black hair hung down in matted snarls over their low receding foreheads 
and partially covered their dull dark eyes. Unlike all other tribes, the 
primitives wore no face paint or other ornamentation, except for rawhide 
thongs which were tied around their wrists and ankles and under their 
knees. 

 
 
The animal-like characteristics of the male were startling. Their flat, broad 
noses seemed to extend over a third of their faces, while their prominent 
lips and massive jaws gave them the appearance of lumbering apes. I 



 

noted particularly their powerful shoulders and bowed legs. As they walked 
around in a slightly stooped manner, their long arms seemingly only a few 
inches from the ground, they reminded me of a group of professional 
football players in a nudist camp. (George Halas, please note.) Unlike 
anthropoid apes, however, these primitives were completely hairless 
except for the hair on their heads. 

 
 
Midway between the stream and the far side of the jungle four nude women 
were sitting on rough stones around a small fire. As they conversed in 
monosyllabic grunts and loud meaningless giggles, one of them began 
burning the feathers off a canari, or wild turkey. While the others watched, 
she grabbed the fowl by the feet and thrust it in and out of the flames, 
turning it first on one side, then the other. The feathers burned slowly, 
sending huge clouds of billowy smoke rushing skyward. 

 
 
The bird, now reduced to a blackened charred mass, was withdrawn from 
the flames and the savage women immediately began tearing the raw 
carcass to pieces. A short spirited tussle took place over the entrails and 
the victor, carrying them to one side, held up the intestine at arm’s length 
and proceeded to suck in the bloody mess in much the same manner as 
one might eat a long piece of spaghetti. After finishing, she wiped the blood 
from her hands down over her sagging breasts. 

 
 
I tore my eyes away from the revolting scene in order to avoid becoming ill. I 
looked at Ken. His face was tense. He worked feverishly with his camera 
trying to find an opening in the leaves through which he could take pictures. 
Kamalkeiri crouched on one knee and looked upon the primitives with 
disdain as though he would have liked nothing better than to declare a one- 
man war against these savages. I was unable to understand how these 
men could appear so calm and nonchalant in the face of what was 
happening. My stomach was churning madly. I did not know how far these 
people were removed from the animal kingdom, but at that moment I firmly 
believed they were still a part of it. 

 
 
My thoughts were interrupted as Ken poked me with his elbow and pointed 
to the left of the teepee where three long-haired men, together with four or 
five children, had built a dam out of stones and were eating small raw fish 
about the size of sardines as fast as they could scoop them out of the 
water. Looking towards the edge of the clearing, I saw two primitives 
combing leaves for tree lice, grasshoppers and other insects which they 
popped into their mouths with disgusting rapidity. Near the fire sat three 



 

women, one behind the other, searching each other’s heads for nits, which 
when found, they would crack between their teeth. 

 

 
As my eyes scanned this strange tableau, I suddenly realized that I had lost 
all sense of physical being. The present had ceased to exist. This was 
neither today nor yesterday, but the aeons of a forgotten Time. An in- 
finitesimal spot in this vast jungle had become the original Garden of Eden 
and these savage primitives, the progeny of its first inhabitants. 

 
 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kamalkeiri grow tense. I looked at him. 
His eyes were following a squat, powerfully built, long-haired nude savage 
who was carrying a crude wooden spear and coming towards the stream in 
our direction. The primitive stopped. His cold eyes carefully searched the 
jungle, lingered momentarily on our hiding place, then swept on only to 
return and focus upon the bush behind which we were hiding. He tilted his 
head back and sniffed the air like an animal. It gave me a guilt complex. I 
hadn’t taken a bubble bath in months, but I didn’t realize it was noticeable 
at that distance. He advanced a few steps, stopped, and sniffed again. 
Gripping his spear with both hands and holding it in an alert position, he 
began wading into the water towards the situlli bush. Kamalkeiri, with a 
quick nod of his head, motioned for us to leave and Ken and I made a 
hasty retreat on our hands and knees. Just before we disappeared deeper 
into the jungle, I turned and looked at Kamalkeiri who was still crouched 
behind the bush, his bowstring now drawn back and an arrow poised ready 
for flight. Ken arose and pulled me to my feet. 

 
 
“We’ve got to make a run for it,” he whispered. “Kamalkeiri will catch up 
with us later. Come on!” 

 

 
We set off at a rapid pace towards the trail completely disregarding caution 
in our effort to escape. From behind came a high piercing scream, 
immediately followed by many low guttural shouts. As we ran, jumping over 
logs and breaking through innumerable bushes, the chorus of angry cries 
began to increase in volume. 

 
 
“Faster!” Ken exclaimed. “They’re gaining!” 

 
 
I ran until I thought my lungs were going to burst from the effort. My 
machete, now useless, was tossed aside in order to shed weight and gain 
speed. Branches and thorns tore at my hair, scratched my legs and arms. 
At that moment, had I met a Bushmaster I would have had the courage to 



 

spit in its eye. Such is the bravery induced by abject fear. In the far 
distance I could still hear the guttural shouts of our pursuers and I literally 
flew through the jungle on jet-propelled feet. 

 
 
Ken, always a few yards in advance, occasionally looked back to make 
certain that I was keeping up with him. As I ran blindly ahead, crazy 
thoughts flashed through my mind. What would happen, I wondered, if the 
primitives caught us? Would my intestine become a prized tidbit to be 
fought over by the hungry cannibals? The thought made me run a little 
faster. I visualized a pile of white bones - my bones - scattered around the 
primitive village and the cannibals smacking their lips after finishing their 
first full meal in months. And what about my mother? She would never 
know what had happened. There might be a rescue party someday, but 
who could ever identify me from a bleached skull and a few scattered 
bones? 

 
 
Thoroughly exhausted, we suddenly emerged into a field of tall dead 
canabrava grass. The dry, yellow stalks ten to twelve feet high were so 
thick that we had difficulty in breaking through. Ken suddenly stopped. 

 
 
“Listen, Jane,” he said, hardly able to talk from lack of breath, “break off... 
stalks.... Pile them up... set ‘em on fire.” He handed me a pack of matches. 
“I’ll work at the other end,” he added and disappeared into the maze of 
yellow. 

 
 
I frantically began breaking and piling up the dry stalks and setting them on 
fire. My hands became torn and scratched from the cutting edges of the 
sharp leaves. In less than two minutes, the grass was blazing, spreading 
rapidly as the wind carried the flames across the field. A huge pallor of black 
smoke arose as the curtain of fire leaped towards the sky. It blackened my 
face, singed my hair. Showers of burning leaves fell to the ground. My 
cushma caught fire and I had to stop several times and 
smother the sparks with the palm of my hand. The flames seared my face 
and blistered my lips; the bottoms of my feet were raw from stepping on live 
sparks. 

 
 
In spite of my many physical discomforts I was happy, exuberant. I felt that 
I had personally won a great battle over the forces of evil. The sound of the 
fire turned into a roar completely drowning out the cries of the pursuing 
primitives. 



 

“Here’s a new kind of curtain for these characters!” I shouted at the top of 
my voice. 

 

 
I saw a second fire begin, roar upward as it caught the wind, and spread 
wildly across the field. I stood there watching the flaming inferno and 
laughed hysterically. 

 
 
“Come and get us!” I yelled as the flaming barrier sealed us off from further 
pursuit. 

 
 
Finally Ken walked slowly over to where I was standing. His face was black 
with soot. A hole, about the size of a fist, was still smoldering on the side of 
his cushma. We stood and looked at each other without saying a word. For 
a few minutes we watched the flames recede, turning the jungle into a 
mass of blackened debris. 

 
 
“Ken,” I said suddenly, “what about Kamalkeiri?” 

 
 
Ken smiled, brushing some of the singed hair from his forehead. “Don’t 
worry about him,” he said, “we planned it this way ahead of time.” 

 
 
“Planned it? But how could you... 

 
 
“In case of trouble,” Ken explained, “you and I were supposed to make it to 
the trail and Kamalkeiri was to stay behind until the last moment to cover 
our retreat.” 

 
 
“But what about the fire?” I interrupted. “How could he have possibly gotten 
through it?” 

 
 
Ken lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. “I’m sure he went around it,” he 
answered. “As a matter of fact, the fire was his idea.” 

 
 
“I hope you’re right,” I said fervently, thinking about Kamalkeiri’s twelve 
young wives back at the village. 

 
 
The air was still filled with a heavy pall of black smoke, through which we 
could still see the receding wall of flame. 

 
 
“We’d better get moving while the fire’s still burning,” Ken suggested. “The 
trail can’t be too far from here and we’re to wait for Kamalkeiri at the river.” 



 
 
We swung back into the jungle, our minds still filled with the excitement of 
the preceding hours. Now that it was over, I suddenly felt light-hearted, 
almost happy. Within an hour we came to the trail and turned west towards 
the river. As we approached, I heard a high shrill cry, “ieeeeeee... 
ieeeeeee.” It was the familiar war chant of the Campas. Ken broke into 
laughter. 

 
 
“You see, what did I tell you,” he exclaimed happily. “Kamalkeiri’s there 
already.” 

 
 
Sure enough there he was looking just as calm and unperturbed as ever. 
Ken ran up to him and patted him affectionately on the back. I wanted to do 
something, too, to show my gratitude for his having helped us to escape, but 
I was a little hesitant. Any outward demonstration of affection by a 
Campa woman meant that she was matrimonially inclined and that was one 
impression I did not want to convey, especially to Kamalkeiri, so I 
compromised by shaking hands and telling him what a brave warrior he was. 
He accepted the compliment as a matter of fact. He was well aware of it. 

 
 
On the way back to the village he told us what had happened after our 
hasty retreat. The moment the primitive had crossed the stream, Kamalkeiri 
arose from behind the situlli bush and killed him with an arrow. The dying cry 
of the savage which we, too, had heard aroused the other primitives, 
and at least a dozen or more of the savages took off in pursuit. Kamalkeiri, 
following our trail, kept just ahead of his pursuers and then at the last 
moment when they began to gain, he turned off in another direction 
knowing that the primitives would follow him. A little later, Kamalkeiri had 
seen our curtain of fire and knew that we had reached safety. It then 
became a very simple matter for him to outsmart and lose the primitives, 
and once this had been accomplished he headed in the direction of the 
river where we had agreed to meet. 

 
 
 
Late that night, just as twilight was deepening, we came out of the jungle, 
tired and haggard, and entered the clearing. Before us was the Campa 
village. It seemed so serene and peaceful after the torturous day and night 
we had just experienced. I looked forward eagerly to crawling under my 
mosquito net and getting a good night’s rest, even though it meant sleeping 
on the hard pono-wood floor. As we approached, the entire village came 



 

out to meet us. Running far ahead of the others, was Kuchi, my little cross- 
eyed companion. He had a big smile on his face and gave me his dirty 
hand. Much to Kamalkeiri’s delight I picked up the child and kissed him 
fondly on the cheek as the other Campas anxiously gathered around us. 
They had been worried and afraid for our safety Now that we had returned 
they were happy. 

 
 
Carrying Kuchi in my arms and surrounded by my friends, I slowly walked 
back to the village. After a long and fruitful journey I was coming home 



 



 

Chapter 16 
 
 
It had been nearly a week since we returned from our trip to the primitive 
village and Ken and I had been working constantly transcribing his notes 
and observations. 

 
 
My jungle “office,” which was located just outside the Campa village, 
consisted of a huge log, the flat surface of which I used as a desk for my 
typewriter. Because there were no such things as chairs or benches, I sat 
cross-legged on the ground in front of my machine. This, of course, was a 
far cry from the office back in Miami and had my ex-boss been able to see 
me working under such conditions, I’m afraid he would have thought that I 
had lost my mind. But primitive though they may have been I adapted 
myself readily to my surroundings. 

 
 
As Ken dictated he either sat on the log or paced back and forth between 
groups of squatting Campas, whose curiosity compelled them to visit us, 
sometimes for hours on end. They could not comprehend the function of a 
typewriter, but would sit and stare in amazement as the printed lines 
appeared on the paper. Each time the bell signal sounded on my 
typewriter, the Campas would look at each other with disbelief, covering 
their mouths with dye-painted fingers in an effort to suppress their giggles. 

 
 
Ken finally got around to dictating his notes on the primitives, the subject in 
which I was extremely interested. 

 

 
“Because we were unable to live with these people over any length of time, 
to try to classify them in one or another of the prehistoric groups is 
impossible. The pictures that we were able to take will have to tell their own 
story. They were, however, as far as we could observe, of a pre-Stone Age 
culture. I saw nothing that resembled stone implements such as hand axes, 
javelin tips, stone blades or cutting tools. Their only weapon appeared to be 
a crude wooden lance. Their language consisted of monosyllabic words to 
which they added unintelligible grunts. Their animal characteristics were 
perhaps best exemplified by their stooped posture, receding foreheads, 
massive jaws and their keen sense of smell.” Ken lit a cigarette and 
continued. 

 
 
“Proof of their relationship to the principal known types of fossil men 
including the Pithecanthropus, Sinanthropus, Neanderthal and Cro-Magnon 
cannot possibly be determined until further research is made. The Greater 



 

Amazon Basin undoubtedly will remain a fertile field for anthropological 
studies for generations to come.” 

 
 
The day he finished dictating his notes it began to rain. Just as we reached 
the jefe’s house the light drizzle turned to cloudburst proportions. 

 
 
Looking out at the sky, Ken shook his head dubiously. 

“It’s here,” he said cryptically. 

“What’s here?” I asked, as I watched the rain turn the clearing into a sea of 
mud. 

 
 
“It’s the beginning of the rainy season,” Ken replied. “It starts in November 
and continues until the following May.” 

 

 
“November?” I said incredulously. “But that can’t be. It’s still October.” 

 
 
Ken smiled and shook his head. “You’ve just lost all track of time, and that’s 
easy to do in the jungle.” 

 
 
I looked at Ken in disbelief suddenly realizing that time in the jungle was 
unimportant. One lived from day to day, from sunrise to sunset, without 
calendar or clock. “Do you mean to say that we’ve been gone six months?” 
I asked. 

 
 
“Minus a few days,” he answered. “We left Pucailpa on May 16th and this is 
the 12th or 13th day of November, at least somewhere around there.” 

 

 
A small group of Indian women, their wet black hair plastered against their 
heads and with cushinas dripping, sloshed through the mud in the direction 
of the communal kitchen. The Campas had to eat in spite of the weather. 

 
 
“What happens to the Indians during the rainy season?” I asked. “How do 
they manage to get food?” 

 
 
“They don’t have too much. They live mostly on a diet of dried fish and 
yucca. Oh, occasionally, they’re able to shoot a few birds and now and then 
a deer, but you must remember that the rivers rise at least ten feet and a 
great portion of the land is flooded. No, believe me, Jane,” he concluded, 
“you wouldn’t enjoy life in the jungle during the next six months.” 



 
 
A bolt of lightning suddenly flamed downward and disappeared into the 
dense jungle just beyond the clearing. It was followed by an immediate clap 
of thunder that seemed to shake the ground. I jumped backward. 

 
 
“Wow! That was close!” I exclaimed. I turned and looked at Ken. “Do we 
have to go back to Pucallpa in this kind of weather?” 

 
 
The river, even in the dry season, had been swift and dangerous. I could 
not imagine what would happen to us once it reached its crest, carrying 
with it hundreds of trees and logs, any one of which could sink or overturn 
our fragile canoe. 

 
 
“It isn’t like this all the time,” Ken reassured me. “The sun generally shines 
a part of each day and this is only the beginning of the rainy season. We 
still have a little time and don’t forget we’ll travel much faster since we’ll be 
going downriver.” 

 
 
“Have you decided when we’re going to leave?” I inquired. 

 
 
Ken rubbed his chin with his thumb and forefinger as he looked out into the 
rain. 

 
 
“No, I haven’t,” he answered, “but I think we ought to get started day after 
tomorrow if it clears up by then. I’ll go out and try to find Kamalkeiri,” he 
suggested. “He may be able to tell me something about the weather.” 

 
 
He turned towards me and smiled. “You’d better stay here under cover, no 
use getting soaked.” 

 
 
Ken headed out into the storm, his bare feet sinking deeply into the mud as 
he walked. 

 
 
Now that the moment of departure had arrived, a sense of loneliness 
overwhelmed me. Without a doubt, the pattern of my life had changed. Six 
months ago, I had been a smug, self-centered secretary, giving little 
thought to the welfare or happiness of others. But now I realized that I had 
many new sincere friends among the Campas; girls, women and even 
children who loved me and looked upon me as one of their own. There was 
Kuchi, for example. I had patched his worn out cushma, taught him the 
rudiments of cleanliness, and had almost become a second mother to him. 



 

And Xutsi, the pretty 12-year old Piro Indian girl whom the Campas had 
brought back from one of their raids. Next month she was going to have her 
first baby. I wanted to be there to help her. I knew what would happen. 
When Xutsi’s time came, ‘Ahana would lake her to the circular little hut in 
which all women gave birth. From the hot dark windowless room there would 
come no agonizing cries of terror. Hours, or sometimes days later, she 
would emerge holding her newborn baby high above her head as a symbol 
of victory over death. 

 
 
By morning the rain had ended but the sky was still cloudy and gray. News 
of our impending departure spread rapidly through the village. The Campas 
insisted that we remain with them permanently. Kamalkeiri offered Ken five 
of his wives as an added inducement, an offer which, incidentally, Ken 
politely but firmly refused. 

 
 
After breakfast Ken and a few of the Indian men went down to the river to 
inspect a new canoa which the Indians wanted to give us for the return trip. 
It was about twenty feet in length and exceedingly narrow, about the width 
of one person, but it was fast and with both of us paddling, I felt certain that 
our trip downriver would be swift, if not safe. 

 
 
While I was packing my few belongings the Indian women came in groups of 
twos and threes, each of them bearing some little gift. Within a few hours I 
was literally snowed under with presents of pottery, a great variety of 
fruits, two smoked monkeys, great quantities of dried fish, necklaces made 
of alligator and jaguar teeth and many other gifts. Xutsi brought me a 
beautiful new white cushma which she had just finished weaving. I felt 
miserable because I had very little to give in return, but knowing the Campa 
women as well as I did, I realized that their greatest enjoyment came from 
giving and not receiving. They were completely unselfish, as is char- 
acteristic of most savages. 

 
 
When Ken returned, he was staggering under the weight of presents which 
the men had thrust upon him. There were bows and arrows, cushmas, and 
huge stalks of yellow and pink bananas. Altogether, it would have taken at 
least four boats to carry the gifts back to Pucallpa. Ken advised me that the 
Indians were having a big party for us that night and slyly suggested that 
we get rid of most of the food at the “banquet.” 

 
 
Later that afternoon, I noticed that all of the women had quietly 
disappeared. Wondering what they were up to, I donned my new white 



 

cushma and walked over to the communal kitchen. As I approached, I heard 
the murmur of many voices. Pushing open the bamboo door, I saw that the 
room was filled with Campa women and as I came in they suddenly stopped 
talking. I noticed at a glance that they were recklessly delving into their 
diminishing store of supplies to give Ken and I a farewell party that would 
long be remembered. I wanted to go in and help but Tsátsa laughingly 
barred my way, telling me that I was not to see what was to come, which 
was her way of saying that this was to be a surprise party. I smiled 
knowingly and left the kitchen as a wave of laughter and excited 
conversation continued. 

 
 
No banquet of pagan Rome could have excelled our last meal with the 
Campas. As usual, I sat in a circle of women while Ken ate with the men. 
Our first course was a thin clear soup made from boiled alligator tail. This 
was followed by huge steaming pots of stewed canari, baked leg of deer 
and the inevitable fish stew. There were bananas of every type and color, 
boiled, baked and fried, and pots of creamy white mashed yucca. The meal 
was topped off by copious quantities of masato. This being my last night I 
tossed caution to the wind, downing three or four swallows before taking 
the gourd from my lips. Almost instantly I mellowed to the point of 
indifference. 

 

 
After gorging themselves, the Campas remained in their circles carrying on 
light conversation, punctuated by loud burps. Later three or four girls came 
in with brooms made from the twigs of trees and swept out the scraps of 
food which littered the floor. I found myself beginning to yawn and Ken told 
me that it was after ten o’clock, almost three hours past my usual bedtime. 
This jungle nightlife was killing me! After one more round of masato the 
party finally broke up and the Indians quietly disappeared into the darkened 
seclusion of their huts. 

 
 
Lying contentedly under my net I relived the two exciting months I had 
spent with the Campas and I began comparing their lives with those of 
civilized people, but the two were so entirely divergent that I could find no 
common denominator. The complexities of civilization had entirely missed 
the Campas and they were happy and unspoiled, unfettered by the rules, 
laws, regulations and frustrations of the modern world. Their lives were 
simple. They had food, clothing, shelter and love. Nothing else mattered. 

 
 
Just before I fell asleep I wondered about our return trip. I was hungry for 
the United States and most of all, one good meal! 



 
 
It was still dark when Ken awakened me from a sound sleep. “I hate to 
wake you up, but I want to get an early start,” he said apologetically. 

 
 
I turned and looked through the thin muslin of my mosquito net towards the 
east. The sky was just beginning to take form. The low hanging white clouds 
were suffused with delicate shades of pink and purple, a sign that the storm 
had passed and the day would eventually be bright and clear. 

 
 
“What time is it?” I asked, stifling a yawn. 

 
 
I saw Ken look at his watch. “I can’t see very well, but it looks like 4:55,” he 
replied. “The sun ought to be up in a half hour. It’s going to be a good day,” 
he added. 

 
 
I sat up, my head just clearing the top of my net, and looked around the 
small confines of my jungle “apartment.” So it’s almost over, I thought. It 
gave me a strange sense of elation. No more pono-wood floors, no more 
cushmas and running around barefooted. This was the beginning of my 
return to normalcy. 

 
 
Using my flashlight I found my clothes. After carefully shaking out what was 
left of my boots to make certain that no tarantulas or other insects were 
hiding inside, I put them on. They felt damp and heavy. As I crawled out I 
saw that Ken had already taken down and rolled up his net. 

 

 
“Want me to help?” he asked, as I began rolling up my blankets. 

 
 
“I’ve done this for six months,” I said. “A few more times won’t hurt me.” 

 
 
I untied the strings from the front and back of the net and after shaking it 
out, quickly rolled it up. Looking around the house I noticed that most of the 
Indians were already up and gone. Taking our towels and toothbrushes, Ken 
and I walked down to the river. 

 
 
In the early morning, the jungle takes on an aura of peaceful tranquility and 
deceptive beauty. The haze which covered the river was gradually lifting 
and in spots the water reflected the azure blues and strong reds of the sky. 
Dozens of kingfishers and terns skirted gracefully over the water in search 
of an early breakfast. 



 

Crouching at the water’s edge I dipped the end of my towel into the water 
attracting hundreds of multicolored minnows. The water felt cold and 
refreshing against my face. Towards the center of the river a golden durado 
suddenly leaped skyward in an effort to snatch a tempting insect. 
Downstream, a group of Campa girls were filling huge clay pots with water 
which they carried on their heads back to the village. I dried my face 
briskly, trying to remove the remainder of the paint which still clung 
tenaciously to my skin. One of my biggest worries was the thought of 
having to go back to Lima looking like a Campa Indian. 

 
 
“I’ll go up to the kitchen,” I told Ken, “and get us something to eat. How 
would you like your coffee?” I asked jokingly. “With or without cream?” 

 

 
He stopped washing for a moment and laughed. “You know, that’s a sore 
spot with me,” he confided. “I think I’ve missed coffee more than anything 
on this trip. When I get back to Lima I’m going on a coffee binge. That I 
promise!” 

 
 
After a hasty breakfast of fried fish and papaya, we began loading our boat. 
A great portion of the food which the Campas had given us had to be left 
behind, but Ken and Kamalkeiri together with several other Indians 
carefully packed the gifts in the center of the canoa making certain that an 
even balance was maintained. When we were ready to leave, Ken and I 
climbed to the bank where all of the Indians were standing and solemnly 
shook hands with each of them. 

 

 
Little Kuchi was last in line and when I came to him I picked him up, kissing 
him fondly. He hated to see me go. I could see that he was fighting to hold 
back his tears. 

 
 
“You be a good boy,” I told him, “and one day I’ll come back again.” 

 
 
It was a strange parting. None of the Campas, with the exception of Kuchi, 
showed any emotion but I realized that was their nature and I knew that our 
leaving was just as sad for them as it was for us. I took my position in the 
back of the boat. Ken pushed the canoa into the water and climbed aboard. 
In just a matter of seconds we were carried downstream in the current and 
our return trip had begun. 



 

Looking back I saw the Campas still standing on the bank. Before I had a 
chance to wave, we suddenly turned a bend in the river and they were lost 
to view. 

 
 
 
Paddling downstream proved to be comparatively simple. I used my paddle 
mainly as a rudder while Ken in the forward position had nothing more to 
do than keep our canoa in a straight line. We were actually traveling faster 
than we had been when we were using our outboard motor at the 
beginning of our journey. The swiftness of the water had its ever-present 
dangers. At times we had to work feverishly to keep the boat off sandbars 
and from striking snarled tree trunks that fouled up the channel. There were 
times, too, when heavy intermittent rains completely blotted out our vision 
and forced us to seek shelter along the banks of the river. 

 

 
We passed the Shipibo village about noon of the third day and while Ken 
was all for stopping and renewing friendships and picking up the jaguar 
skins, I persuaded him to keep on going as we would have had to remain 
with them for several days, at least. 

 
 
We did stay overnight with the Piros, however, but the butterflies had 
disappeared and the village had a deserted look. We left early the next 
morning. 

 
 
Arriving at Bolognesi, we were happy to learn that the village had acquired 
a new supply of gasoline during our absence. We found our boat still 
moored at the waterfront and our Johnson motor was just where we had 
left it, in the office of the Guardia Civil. Hiring a few of the natives, we 
transferred our cargo into the larger boat and after filling one of our two 50- 
gallon drums, took off down the river. The motor purred like a giant tomcat 
and we fairly leaped over the water. I took my old position in front of the 
boat watching the river for floating logs and other debris. 

 
 
It was almost a week after leaving the village of the Campas that we 
returned to Pucallpa. We docked our boat near the hotel and after hiring a 
young Indian boy to guard our possessions, we walked down the hot dusty 
road to the airport. Señor Roger Mori, a former aerial photographer for the 
Peruvian Air Force and now Station Manager for Faucett, greeted us 
warmly and made reservations for us for the following day. 



 

We then returned to the hotel and after shaking hands with all of the 
employees were assigned rooms for the night. Later we had the motor and 
our personal possessions brought to the hotel. The three little outhouses 
were still perched precariously on the river bank and after having spent six 
months in the jungle, even their native simplicity seemed almost luxurious. 

 
 
We left Pucallpa the next morning at ten o’clock and after an uneventful trip 
over the Andes, arrived at Limatambo Airport about noon. As we left the 
plane I was tempted to kiss the ground, but decided to withhold my emotion 
until I had safely landed at Miami. We were whisked away to the Hotel 
Bolivar where, after taking a luxuriant tub bath, I ordered the biggest filet 
mignon on the menu sent up to my room. 

 
 
That night I came down with my worst attack of dysentery. Such was the 
price I had to pay for returning to civilization! 



 



 

Chapter 17 
 
 
Lima, in mid-November, was at its Springtime loveliest. The lawns and 
gardens were full of color and the weather was balmy. Unfortunately, I was 
in no mood to appreciate it. I had lost so much weight that my clothes hung 
like burlap bags on my body and, even worse, I had completely forgotten 
how to walk in high heels. 

 
 
Looking at myself in the mirror, I came to the sad but inevitable conclusion 
that I was a mess. To add to my woes, small blisters broke out at the tips of 
my fingers and under my nails. This worried me even more than my 
personal appearance. When I showed my hands to Ken he looked perturbed 
and immediately insisted that I go with him to the Clinica Anglo- Americana, 
a hospital under the supervision of American doctors. 

 
 
We took a taxi out to San Isidro, a suburb of Lima where the clinic was 
located and after a thirty minute wait I was sent into the office of a Dr. Letta, 
a Peruvian who had acquired his medical education in the United States. 
After learning that I had been in the jungle for over six months he gave me 
a complete physical examination and advised me that the blisters on my 
fingers came from a tropical fungus which I had picked up in the jungle. 
The way he explained it I could very easily have it the rest of my life. “A 
fungus of this nature will eventually clear up,” he said, “but don’t be 
surprised if it comes back.” (He was right. I still have it!) 

 
 
To make matters worse, I found that I also had intestinal parasites. The 
doctor gave me two pills the size of marbles and said that I would lose the 
worms inside of forty-eight hours. Perhaps I did, but the experience was 
one I will never forget. 

 
 
Sorely disgusted by the turn of events, I could hardly wait to make my 
plane reservation for the States. Just the thought of Miami and of Biscayne 
Boulevard made my remaining hours in Lima almost unbearable. My only 
ambition now resolved around a nice quiet office, a desk and a typewriter. 
To me, that became the epitome of permanency, the height of success. I 
wrote to Miss Gish and asked her to hold my old room. I wanted to write to 
Mr. Farrow about a job but decided against it. He had not been happy 
about my leaving. But I wasn’t worried. Miami was a big city and good jobs 
were plentiful. 



 

On the day before my departure Ken took me down to the Chase National 
Bank in Lima and paid my accumulated salary in American dollars. It 
amounted to more money than I had ever had at one time. Promising to 
meet him at the Bolivar for tea, I left the bank and walked over to Callé 
Union and went on a shopping spree. I bought three beautiful angora 
sweaters, one pure white, another cardinal red and the third a bright yellow. I 
also bought a heavy gold and silver filigreed bracelet of Inca design and 
earrings to match. They were so beautiful that I bought a second set for my 
mother. I looked at suits and dresses but most of them had been imported 
from Italy and lacked smartness. I decided against buying clothes until I 
returned to Miami. On the way back to the hotel, I stopped in at the 
Panagra office and picked up my ticket and passport. 

 
 
At three o’clock I met Ken and we went into the dining room for tea. Now 
that I was down to a mere 113 pounds, I threw caution to the wind and 
ordered not one strawberry tart but three. 

 
 
The afternoon sun streamed down through the huge stained glass dome, 
painting the people with all the colors of the rainbow. They looked like so 
many baubles on a giant Christmas tree. From a small balcony just over 
the corridor leading to the bar, a small five-piece orchestra began playing a 
typically long-haired version of the Viennese Waltz. 

 

 
I told Ken about my shopping tour and showed him my air ticket. 

 
 
“Looks as though you’re all set, doesn’t it?” he said between sips of tea. 

 
 
I nodded happily. “I just can’t wait until tonight,” I exclaimed. I made a quick 
calculation on my fingertips. “Exactly eight more hours....“ I sighed happily in 
anticipation. 

 
 
Ken smiled. “You know,” he said as he toyed with his spoon, “I really hate 
to see you go, Jane.” He paused for a moment, his eyes searching my face 
and then continued, “I’d hoped that you would... well, you would grow to 
like adventure and that.… 

 
 
I shook my head decisively. “And get more fungus, I suppose, pick up 
some lovely new intestinal parasites - probably one of those incurable skin 
diseases...? Oh, no!” I said emphatically. “From now on I intend to lead a 
quiet sedate life.” 



 

“Going to live in Miami?” Ken asked. 

I nodded. 

“Well, I suppose you’ve made up your mind,” he said, taking a letter from 
inside his coat pocket which he handed to me. “But anyway, here’s a letter 
of introduction to a friend of mine in Chicago. His name is Gene Hines. 
He’s a classmate of mine from Notre Dame and he’s in the legal 
department of the Sinclair Refining Company. I’m sure he’ll give you a good 
job if you want it.” 

 
 
He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess there’s not much sense in giving it to 
you, but take it anyway.” 

 
 
I didn’t want to hurt Ken’s feelings so I took the letter and slipped it into my 
purse. 

 
 
“What about you, Ken, aren’t you ever going to settle down? You can’t be a 
jungle bum all your life. Traveling around once in a while could be a lot of 
fun, but you seem to be making a profession out of it.” 

 
 
“Quite frankly,” he said, “I wouldn’t do anything else. As long as there are 
still some places left in this world that haven’t been explored, I want to see 
them.” 

 
 
I looked at him incredulously. “Don’t tell me you plan on leaving Lima for 
another expedition?” I asked. 

 
 
“No, but it won’t be long. I’m going to stay here until after Christmas and 
then I’ll be off again. This time for at least a year.” 

 

 
“More jungle?” I queried. 

 
 
He lit a cigarette and carefully deposited the match in the ashtray. “Uh-uh - 
not this time.” 

 
 
He leaned forward, his face intense. “There’s a place called Navarino 
Island in the Beagle Straits off the coast of South America. As a matter of 
fact,” an excited look came into his eyes, “it’s the last land mass between 
Chile and the South Pole, a desolate country.” 



 

“What could possibly be down there that’s so interesting?” I asked him. 
 
 
He laughed. “Many things. It’s a land of icebergs, snow and fog, but most 
important, there’s a race of primitives down there who are on the verge of 
extinction. I understand they subsist on fish and wear only the skins of 
animals to keep from freezing. Yet in spite of these almost insurmountable 
difficulties, they’ve managed to survive.” 

“I guess you’re hopeless,” I said softly. “You’ll never, never change.” 

He shook his head slowly. “I don’t suppose I will,” he admitted. “Some 
people climb mountains, some like the desert and others, the jungle. It’s an 
unconquerable urge, maybe a disease, for all I know,” he added laughingly. 
“But perhaps the best answer I can give you is to quote the British 
mountain climber, Mallory, who lost his life in an attempt to climb Mt. 
Everest. When someone asked him why he climbed mountains, he an- 
swered, ‘because they’re there.’ Well, that’s the same way with a lot of us. 
As long as there are still new horizons, man will always want to explore 
them. By the way,” he added, “I almost forgot to give you this.” 

 
 
He put his hand into his pocket and brought out a small neatly wrapped 
package. “It’s sort of a going away gift,” he remarked as he watched me 
open it. 

 
 
It was a beautiful square-cut aquamarine of about twenty-two carats, set in 
a platinum band with a cluster of small diamonds on either side. It was so 
beautiful that I gasped with pleasure. 

 
 
“Oh, it’s lovely!” I exclaimed, putting it on my finger. The pure blue stone 
sparkled brilliantly as it caught the reflected lights of the room. 

 
 
“Like it?” he asked. 

 
 
For once I was speechless and could only nod, “You shouldn’t have done 
it,” I told him, “but I love it!” 

 
 
Ken called the waiter and paid the check. “You’d better go up and finish 
packing,” he suggested. “I’ll pick you up about nine o’clock and take you 
out to the airport.” 



 

My flight left at eleven o’clock that night and Ken got special permission to 
walk with me to the plane. “If you see my friend, Gene, be sure and give 
him my regards,” he said. 

 
 
I looked at him in amazement. “But, I’m not going to see him,” I said, “I’m 
going to Miami, remember?” 

 
 
“Sometimes people change their minds,” he said cryptically. “You never 
know.” 

 

 
Just before boarding the plane we kissed each other good-bye. It was the 
end of the most thrilling phase of my life. I was happy and excited, but 
underneath it all there was a lingering feeling of sadness. I eagerly an- 
ticipated Florida but vividly remembered the happy months I had spent in 
the jungle. As any psychiatrist would have told me, I was confused. 

 
 
The motors roared into life and the plane slowly taxied to the end of the 
field. The long veranda was filled with people most of them waving their 
handkerchiefs. Somewhere in that mass of humanity was Ken, but I was 
too far away to recognize him. The plane roared down the runway and took 
off. Soon Lima was just a myriad of twinkling lights far below and then there 
was nothing but darkness - darkness and a million lonely stars. 

 
 
I arrived in Miami the next morning at eleven o’clock but long before then I 
had come to a momentous decision. For some unexplainable reason I had 
decided to go on to Chicago. Ken evidently knew me better than I knew 
myself. Had I succumbed to the lure of adventure? I did not know. I only 
knew that I did not want to return to Miami and pick up the threads of my 
old existence. 

 
 
Leaving the plane I entered the airport and learned that a flight to Chicago 
was due to leave within the hour. I called Mr. Farrow and told him briefly 
about my trip but for some unknown reason I felt like a stranger. Just too 
much time had elapsed and too many things had happened. 

 
 
As I cradled the receiver at the end of our conversation I realized only too 
well that my life in Miami was now an old chapter, one that could not be 
revived. 

 
 
By the time I had purchased my ticket and picked up several magazines, 
the departure of my plane was announced. 



 
 
I liked Chicago. It was big, ugly and windy but the people were friendly and 
warm-hearted. I stayed at the Drake Hotel, an ultra-fashionable hostelry on 
Michigan Avenue, until I found time to locate permanently. The near north 
side particularly appealed to me. They called it the Gold Coast district and it 
was only ten minutes by bus from the Loop, the heart of Chicago’s 
sprawling business center. 

 
 
North Michigan Avenue, from the Chicago River to Division, is one of the 
most beautiful streets in the world. For the first three or four days I did 
nothing but shop in the exclusive stores which lined either side of the 
famed boulevard. The wind off Lake Michigan was cold and biting and I 
quickly found out why Chicago was known as the “Windy City.” 

 
 
After a week at the Drake, I rented a one-room kitchenette apartment at 
Canterbury Court just north of Division Street on State Parkway. From my 
window I could see two of Chicago’s famous hotels, the Ambassadors East 
and West where, according to the, papers, many of the world’s best-known 
celebrities made their homes while in the city. Three blocks to the east was 
Lake Michigan. State and Division Streets are almost as well-known as 
Hollywood and Vine. 

 
 
The population in my neighborhood was heterogeneous. On nearby Astor 
Street, mink-stoled socialites exercised their blanketed French poodles, 
while on Division Street girls clad in slacks and with mannish haircuts 
chatted amiably with dreamy-eyed long-haired men. Just a block from my 
apartment, Montgomery Ward Thorne, heir to millions, caused world-wide 
publicity by dying under mysterious circumstances in a seventy-five dollar a 
month room. 

 
 
Arriving in Chicago, I had written my mother asking her to visit me. She 
arrived the next day and spent the first few hours upbraiding me for not 
having written to her while I was in the jungle or letting her know that I was 
returning to the States. She did not understand how primitive the jungle 
really was and the utter impossibility of sending mail. She did admit, 
however, that I looked better than she ever remembered and that my newly 
acquired slimness was becoming. After a week, she returned home and I 
promised to spend my next vacation with her. 

 
 
A few days after she left, I took a cab to the Sinclair Refining Company on 
North Wacker Drive and presented my letter of introduction to Mr. Eugene 



 

Hines. After a short interview, he hired me and I stared to work on 
December 7, just ten days after having arrived in Chicago. 

 
 
Mr. Hines turned out to be just as Ken had described him, a very nice 
person and, as far as I was concerned, a wonderful boss. He was of 
medium height, had mischievous blue eyes and just enough gray in his hair 
to give him that debonair man-about-town look. My work was comparatively 
simple and consisted mainly of typing agreements and taking dictation. 

 
 
My boss had an unusual extracurricular interest - the Civil War. Between 
letters he would discuss such historical events as the Battle of Gettysburg, 
the burning of Atlanta and the intimate lives of such war heroes as 
Stonewall Jackson, Robert E. Lee and Ulysses S. Grant. He was also an 
active member of the Civil War Round-table and never missed their lectures 
and luncheons. On more than one occasion he referred to the fact that his 
office was directly over the spot upon which once stood an Indian 
wigwam where Abraham Lincoln had been nominated for the presidency of 
the United States. Each night at five o’clock, with swarms of cavalry still 
galloping through my head, I left the office and walked east to State Street 
where I caught a bus to my apartment. 

 

 
Employees of the Sinclair Refining Company are surrounded amid almost 
overwhelmed with security. Before I knew it, I was a member of the Blue 
Cross, subscribed to the old-age pension fund and fully aware that after a 
year’s service I would receive two weeks vacation with pay. (After 25 years 
of service, my boss told me, this would be extended to one month!) 

 
 
Because I was a stranger in the city, Mr. Hines and his beautiful wife, 
Maudette, introduced me to several of their friends. Nightlife in Chicago 
was exceedingly gay and I dined and danced at such well-known places as 
the Pump Room at the Ambassador East, and the Camellia Room at the 
Drake Hotel. My favorite restaurant was Linn Burton’s Steak House on 
Rush Street. 

 
 
Then, of course, there were the theatre, the opera and many other exciting 
events, all of which kept me busy. On returning to my apartment where I 
had a chance to be alone and think, my thoughts always returned to Lima 
and Ken. The day after Christmas, I remembered his saying, he was to start 
on his new expedition to Navarino Island and he would be gone at least a 
year. Without realizing it, I found myself watching the calendar as each day 
brought me closer to Christmas and the time of his departure. 



 
 
One noon, during my lunch hour, I went over to the public library and, after 
talking to the librarian, withdrew the Handbook of South American Indians 
which I took home with me that night. For some strange reason I wanted to 
learn more about Navarino Island. 

 
 
I read the chapter on the Yahgan Indians who inhabit the island of Tierra 
del Fuego, Navarino Island and other islands in the vicinity and learned 
many interesting facts. The Yahgans are considered among the world’s 
most primitive peoples and live in an area in which icebergs are common 
and where the temperature, even in summer, rarely exceeds fifty degrees 
Farenheit. During the months of January and February, according to the 
author, the sun shines intermittently but the rest of the year the sky is filled 
with clouds and fog. Rain and snow are almost daily occurrences. 

 
 
The homes of the Yahgans consist of beehive or dome-shaped huts made 
of sticks, grass, bark or skins. They clothe themselves with the skins of 
animals and go barefooted. A sharp razor-edged mussel shell is used to 
cut their hair and the jawbone of a porpoise or otter suffices for a comb. 
Monogamy is the most prevalent form of marriage although polygamy is 
often permitted. The wedding rite consists in painting the cheeks of the 
couple with three red parallel horizontal lines. These are worn and renewed 
for a week during which time there is feasting and dancing. At the end of this 
time, the newly married couple leave together in their own canoe. 

 
 
Adultery is disapproved of by the Yahgan code and if the act is discovered 
on the wife’s part, she is punished by the husband with sound beatings. 

 
 
In some cases, abortion by mechanical means is resorted to by unmarried 
mothers and a defective newborn infant is allowed to die through neglect. 

 

 
The Yahgans subsist primarily on fish but also eat different types of 
grasses and weeds commonly found in the vicinity. Anthropologists, I read, 
were in agreement that the race is gradually becoming extinct due mainly 
to the rigorous conditions under which they are forced to live. 

 
 
After reading all of this information I nervously began pacing the floor 
wondering how on earth Ken would survive an entire year living under such 
conditions. But I could not find the answer. I tried very hard to push the 
matter out of my mind, but apparently that, too, was impossible. 



 

Mr. Hines must have noticed my anxiety because he asked me whether or 
not I was happy and liked my work. I tried my best to convince him that I 
was perfectly satisfied but I realized that my work was not up to par and 
that, quite suddenly, writing about such things as underground tanks and 
grease pits had become very dull and boring. I knew only too well that in 
spite of the fact that I had an excellent job, a wonderful boss and perfect 
working conditions, I had reverted into my old rut; only now I felt it much 
more keenly than when I had been working in Miami. 

 
 
I tried to think of how it would feel to stay in the office for twenty-five years 
and be entitled to a month’s vacation. I could always visit the Riviera in my 
wheelchair. But I saw the answer in the resigned faces around me. Many of 
the secretaries had started their careers in the flush of youth, had stayed 
on through marriage and now, as grandmothers, had become permanent 
fixtures. The entire cycle of a secretary’s career was to be found in our 
large room which was called the “typists’ pool.” I saw young girls just out of 
college whose lust for life was still undimmed, rubbing elbows with tired 
middle-aged women, most of whom now looked forward to nothing more 
than pay day and a movie. Here was the beginning and the end. Did I want 
to be one of the many faceless women, squeezed dry of dreams and emo- 
tions? 

 
 
I dreaded more than anything else to see Christmas coming closer and 
closer with Ken leaving Lima I knew that my last and only contact with 
freedom would disappear and I would become locked away forever in an 
office with nothing but a desk, typewriter and four bare walls to keep me 
company. 

 
 
Working for Ken had been an extraordinary experience. I thought about the 
hours I had spent at San Marcos University doing research on the jungle 
and about the strange and often primitive conditions under which I had 
compiled the notes and memoranda of our trip. In spite of our innumerable 
hardships we had been engaged in doing creative work. Yes, undoubtedly 
that was it. It suddenly dawned upon me that I had found the answer to my 
own personal sphere of happiness and none too soon. The calendar on my 
desk told me that it was December 23rd. 

 
 
On Christmas Eve there was a party at the office but in the midst of the 
gaiety I slipped into my coat and literally ran to the bus. It was already dark 
when I reached my apartment. On the street a group of carolers were 



 

singing “Silent Night.” A light snow was falling, quickly covering time 
sidewalks with a blanket of white. 

 

 
I hurried up to my apartment and taking off my coat threw it across a chair. 
Then, kicking off my shoes I went into tile kitchen and poured a drink. I 
flipped on the radio and picked up a program of Christmas music. Walking 
over to the window I looked down into the street. 

 
 
A man passed carrying a Christmas tree on his shoulder. Snatches of 
songs and “Merry Christmases” could be heard over the soft purr of 
automobiles and the clanging of streetcars. But in this great city of over 
three million people I felt alone. 

 
 
I raised my glass and said “Merry Christmas, Ken, wherever you are,” and 
then, setting it down at the edge of the table I picked up the telephone and 
put in a long distance call to Ken in Lima. 

 
 
As I was waiting for the call to go through I wondered what kind of clothes I 
should buy for my trip into the Antarctic. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Appendage 
 
 
Today we arrived at Puerto Natales on the southern tip of Chile. It is a cold 
desolate land of rivers, lakes and forests and almost devoid of human 
beings. Tomorrow we are crossing by boat to Tierra del Fuego, our last 
stop on the way to Navarino Island. 

 
 
Everything is still the same, and yet not quite the same. This afternoon Ken 
and I were married in an old, Spanish mission. We are both happy because 
we are doing the things we want to do, and as long as we live we know that 
there will always be new horizons to chase, new dreams to dream – 
together. 

 
 
 
Beyond the east the sunrise, 
Beyond the west the sea, 
And east and west the wander-thirst 
That will not let me be. 

 
 
Gerald Gould 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 


