




































































































































































































































































































































































THE RACE TO THE AMAZON 

had taken passages on the steam launch in prefcrence to the 
Syrian's. They were an unattractive lot, and from the first our 
relations were a little strained, owing to their refusal to pay their 
share of the extra eighty milreis for night-loading, which I had 
made a condition of their coming with us. Luckily this did not 
matter, as we had the money - ali except five milreis, which I 
borrowed from Osear. (To this day 1 am not quite clear how 
we managed to make our original capital of 600 milreis last for 
four weeks and 1000 nliles. We must have been very lucky.) 
But a tendency to default was not the worst trait in our fellow­
passengers; their conduct in other respects, as you shall hear, 
cruelly reduced our slender chances of success. 

The Brazilians are in many ways a likeable people, and 
1 do not claim to know very much about them, I had 

first hand experience of three different classes (in so far as 
classes may be said to exist in that democratic country). First, 
there was the aristocracy, represented by Osear and Cassio. It 
would be hard to find two nicer people anywhere. Their 
manners and their good humour withstood far better than ours 
did the occasionally severe tests of tf..at interminable journey. 
To the last, they were charming, courteous, and unselfish. But 
they were woefully ineffective. Like children, they would be 
fired with enthusiasm for sorne projcct, would even set about 
implementing it; and then something would crop up- an 
obstacle or a diversion - and they would allow themselves to 
be sidetracked into a complete oblivion of their scheme. They 
had a kind of irresponsible fatalism; their situation had to be 
desperate indeed before they took steps to improve it. · They 
had ability, but they wasted themselves; the gulf between 
ambition and performance was far wider than it need have 
been. 

Then, at the other end of the scale, you had the common 
people, the labourers: the men who rowed for us, the loaders of 
nuts, the boys who drove cars or looked after ·ponies. These 
were almost all of mixed blood - white and black, or white 
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and lndian, or a combination of ali three. They had a tre­
capacity for hard work, though they did not indulge 

tt unl.ess they had to; they were a rough, violent, friendly people, 
and 1f they slacked and stole and drank whenever you gave 
them.the opportunity, they did not let you down if they could 
help 1t. They belonged to a low type, but they did not have 
about them that shoddy baseness which distinguished their 
immediate social superiors. 

These were the people of the small shop-keeper class. I saw 
a great deal of them during the last fortnight of our journey, 
and them not at all engaging. They were expansive, 

co"':'ardly, and unreliable: grasping, self-important, 
insular, and d1rty. They were full ofpromises, which they never 
kept. They did nothing at all except talk; three-quarters of 
what they said was un true, and the rest was nonsense. They were 
altogether in bad taste. 

But Brazil is a h.uge. country, and I ha ve no reason to suppose 
these generahzations hold good outside that primitive and 

part of her interior through which I travelled. 
They should accordingly be taken seriously only by those who 
contemplate the descent of the Araguaya-Tocantins. To this 
minority of my readers they will prove of considerable value. 

There were no ahead of us, and we made a good 
steady run that day. The ltttle wood-burning launch had no 
great turn of speed, but the commandante insisted that if we 
had 11;.lck there was a decent chance of our reaching Pará on the 
morn1ng of the 4th. My·confidence in him increased fast and I 
remember with gratitud e affection: he was the only 
completely rehable man 1 met 1n Brazil. 

There were no incidents that day, except that we rather un­
met an Archbishop. What he was Archbishop of I 

am not quite clear; but there he was, a tall, disconsolatc man in 
a long b1ack robe, violet stockings, and a kind of Gothic bowler 
hat with a sprig of green stuff tucked jauntily into the band. 
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We thought he looked very queer; God knows what he thought 
about us. He was going on a tour of his archdiocese in a big 
double-decker launch; we tied up alongside it ata little landing­
stage where we called for wood. It was in many respects one 
of the most remarkable vessels I have ever seen. The upper 
deck, which was covered with an awning, was occupied by an 
altar, several deck chairs and two extraordinarily pretty girls, 
of a markedly non-episcopal appearance. The lower deck, 
between the engine-room and the crew's quarters, was heaped 
high with thé gifts of a devout flock: bananas, oranges, coco-nuts, 
pumpkins, melons, slabs of dried piraracú, maize, honey, a 
sprinkling of poultry, and one enornious black and white cow, 
in whose eyes was to be observed that look of rather distrait self­
analysis peculiar to those who believe themselves to be good 
sailors but are not quite sure. Most of our passengers made 
haste to board this floating Harvest Festival - not, as 1 at first 
supposed, to ask for the Archbishop's blessing, but to purchase 
at an exorbitant price the Archbishop's iced beer. Having no 
money at all, we were not in a position to enter the market for 
this commodity. 

At dusk we ate a heavy meal, and washed it down with water 
which, on account of the proximity of the Amazon, was the 
colour of weak tea: though no one seemed to think any the 
worse of it for that. The little covered deck was full of pendant 
Brazilians in their hammocks, so Roger and 1 lay clown to sleep 
in the bows. This was our last _night but one under the stars, 
and we killed most of it with talk. Somewhere (how far?) ahead 
ofus in the darkness was Major ,Pingle. Was the Syrian's launch 
at anchor? Or ~ould he take the risk and run on through the 
black and silent hours down the ever-widening river? We 
debated the point at length, but inconclusively. 
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CHAPTER XII 

A VERY SHORT HEAD 

THERE is something peculiarly satisfying about sleeping on a 
boat, or in a train. When one wakes up in the morning, and 
sees the world slipping past, and reflects that it has been slipping 
past lik.e that ali night, one has a vague but gratifying sense of 
having scored, of having got something for nothing. Progress 
has been achieved without one's co-operation - that co­
operation which, through a long yesterday, one found so tire­
some, and which, though it consisted only in sitting still and 
getting bored and wishing that one was going faster, seemed in 
sorne indefinable way essential to the conduct of the journey. 
Asleep, one has shirked all one's responsibilities, and it has 
turned out to make no diff erence at all. One has escaped a 
penance with impunity. 

When we woke on that morning of October 3rd, twenty-four 
hours before our boat was due to sail, the river was all yellow, 
and much wider than we had known it. W e were very near the 
Amazon. We plunged at once into frantic speculations. Was 
the Syrian's launch still ahead of us, or had we passed her, at 
anchor, during the night? There were no means of telling. 

Towards noon I noticed that the current seemed to have 
turned against us; we were losing speed. The commandante 
looked troubled, and said something about the tide. Very soon 
afterwards he put his helm over; we edged in to a little landing­
stage and tied up. 

At the head of the landing-stage there was a store of sorts, 
and in the dank oppressive jungle around it a cluster of wooden 
huts. These ali stood on tall piles, so as to be out of reach of the 
floods, and they were connected by an intricacy of bridges made 
of rotting duckboards. In the dry season all life was carried on 
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ten feet above the ground level. Huge opalescent butterflies 
drifted around and underneath this q ueer suspended world. 

The commandante was non-committal and appeared anxious. 
We might have to wait here a few hours, he said, on account of 
the tide. I followed him up to the store with trepidation. 

The store-keeper was benign, hospitable, and informative. 
His information was very bitter to hear. The tide was against 
us now, he said, but that was nothing serious: in an hour or two 
we should be able to go on. But it would be wrong for us again 
to-night, and at one crucial point it was Hable to hold up our 
progress for the best part of twelve hours. This point was a 
narrow channel which branched off from the Tocantins just 
above its point of confluence with the Amazon, and made a 
short cut to a smaller river which led directly to Pará. This 
channel had been made in order to save the seldom very sea­
worthy shipping of the river from exposure to heavy weather in 
the great hay of Marajó, which lies between the mouth of the 
Tocantins and Pará. In the dry season the channel was only 
passable at high tide; we should reach it at dusk that night, when 
the water would be low, and we should probably have to wait 
at this end until the early hours ofto-morrow morning beforewe 
could get through. 

With real regret the commandante explained this new de­
velopment to me. There was, he said, only the slenderest of 
chances that we should reach that channel bef ore it became im­
passable. If we did, we should be in Pará early to-morrow 
morning; ifwe did not, we could not arrive before the late after­
noon. He was very sorry, but there it was: a slice of bad luck. 

1 was tired of slices ofbad luck. Was there absolutely nothing 
we could do about it, 1 asked. him? The commandante con­
sidered for a moment; then he said, Y es, there was. We could 
give the channel a miss, go right on clown the Tocantins, and 
round across that stormy hay to Pará; if ali went well, we should 
arrive in the middle of the morning. In such a boat as his, 
which was not built to face rough weather, there was of course 
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a risk; but he had made this journey several times before, 
though his owners discouraged him from doing it. To oblige us, 
he was quite prepared to attempt it now, ifthe other passengers 
were willing. 

'If the other passengers were willing .... ' But of course they 
must be willing, 1 thought. After all, it was our enterprise and 
our money which had made this comfortable and expeditious 
journey possible. Surely there would be no difficulty here .... 
1 hurried back to the launch, where everyone was eating a meal, 
and put the project to them. 

They turned it clown. They turned it clown without hesita­
tion, without shame, without apology. They had no wish te be 
drowned, they said. It was no business of theirs whether we 
caught our boat or not. They were not going to risk their lives 
because four Englishmen were in a hurry; Englishmen were 
always in a hurry. We must learn to have a little patience .... 

Loathsome creatures! 1 appealed to their' sympathy, to their 
pride, to their sporting instincts. 1 told them that their national 
honour was at stake: that if they refused this risk I would make 
the name of Marabá, through the medium of The Times, a by­
word for cowardice and dishonourable conduct. They laughed. 
It was no good. 1 abandoned blackmail in favour of abuse. 
They went on laughing. 

So w hen at last we were a ble to go on, our hopes were not so 
high as they had been, and the element of suspense had been 
strengthened. We were now virtually certain that we had passed 
the Syrian's launch last night, for nothing had been seen of her 
at the various landing-stages where we had called for fuel. But 
our lead was worth nothing, because the launch, with her 
shallower draught, could get through that channel whatever 
the state of the tide. She was gaining on us even now; it seemed 
likely that she would pass us, impotent and at anchor, while we 
waited at the mouth of the channel. The race would go to 
Major Pingle after all. 

J ust before dusk the tension became acute. We were off the 

359 



THE RACE rro THE AMAZON 

mouth of the channcl now, slanting in haste towards it across a 
wastc of yello'"' waters. A huge black cloud partly obscured the 
beginnings of a sprawling amber sunset; the rising wind sang in 
our scanty and superfluous rigging, ftattening the blue plume of 
wood-smoke at our funnel. A bleak ancl sickly light heralcled 
the storm's approach. The launch ran for shelter, lurching to 
the choppy waves. 

Suddenly, from behind the last heaclland we had passecl, a 
boat appeared, and was identifiecl at once as the Syrian's. Like 
us, she was making for the mouth of the channel with all speed. 
She was not more than half a mile away. In an hour at most 
we should be neck ancl neck. 

The commandante was splendicl. It was not certain, he said, 
that the Syrian woulcl attempt the channel that night, though 
he could get through if he tried. In any case, he would probably 
call first at a little village at the mouth, in search of local 
information and perhaps of petrol. The water was low now; 
but we woulcl push on as fast as we could. If we had luck, we 
might be able to scramble through before morning. Anyhow, 
we would go on till we ran agrouncl. 

We did. Night f ell as we reachecl the mouth of the channel, a 
tiny loop-hole in the high black wall of jungle. · Very slowly we 
gropecl our way on through the clarkness, with the engines 
throttled clown. From the bows carne the voice, no~ dreamy, 
now electric, of a man taking soundings: 'Quatro : .. quatro 
. . . cinco e meia ... tres ... quatro ... cinco ... dois e meio ... 
q uatro. . .. ' The wincl hacl dropped again, and between the 
close ancl towering ranks of trees 'the words hacl the confidential 
urgcncy of words spoken in a small, dark room. 

It was ten o'clock before we stuck finally. We mannecl the 
poles ancl raced the engines, but the launch was fast aground 
ancl would not budge. We must wait for the tide to turn. 1 lay 
clown on the roofof the la un ch, staring in to the blackness astern, 
expecting at any moment to see the light at the Syrian's mast­
head crawl cautiously rouncl the last bend towards us. Fire-
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flies glowed and winked deceptively; time and again 1 could 
have sworn that a light was coming up thc channel behind us, 
a light intermittently seen through crannies in the solid palisade 
of trees. My eyes and nerves ached. Presently I fell aslecp. 

I woke three hours later, and vve were under \vay again, 
sliding very slowly clown a twisting corridor of black water. 
Only a thin column of stars marched above us between the 
overhanging trces; the channel was so narrow that two boats 
coulcl not pass. I stuck my heacl over the edge of the roof and 
askecl anxiously whether the Syrian had passed us yet. Nothing 
hacl passed us, the commandante repliecl; he thought the 
Syrian must have tied up for the night at the mouth of the 
~~nel. · 

But at that inoment a siren screamed impatiently in the dark­
ness behind us, and a triangle of lights - white at thc apex, red 
and green at the base - stood out suddenly in the night, 400 

yards astern. A launch had rounded the bencl behincl us. 
Was it the Syrian's launch? The commandante admitted 

with reluctance that he thought it was. She carne up with us 
steadily, and as the distance between us lessened the beat of her 
engincs, the dimly seen shape of her bow, confirmed my fears. 
It was either the Syrian's boat, or her twin'. It seemed as ifhope 
was really dead at last. 1 set about burying mine: a painful 
business. 

Painful, ancl prolongecl. Our pursuer could not pass us here . 
F ot an hour we thuddccl clown the narrow channel one behind 
the other, until 1 thought that tricol0ur triangle of lights was 
stamped for ever on rny brain. Occasionally she hooted petul­
antly, but \vith the best will in the \vorld we could not have let 
her by. ~1ajor Pinglc, l reftected, must be feeling pleascd. 

At the end of an hour the channel debouched into that other, 
smaller river which led directly to Pará. Here there was plenty 
of room to pass, and 1 prepared once more to admit defeat: The 
sympathetic commandante crowded on steam; our boat trembled 
and gathered speed. But thc launch bchind us gathered more. 
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Smoothly she overhauled us: drew level, not twenty feet away: 
and slipped ahead. 

She was a boat 1 had never seen before. She was not the 
Syrian's launch. 

That was a moment of exquisite relief. Amidships, on her 
covered deck, four men sat round a table playing cards. 1 can 
see them now. A hurricane lantern hung over their heads; the 
glass of it was dirty with smoke, and 1 remember how the flame 
inside it trembled to the pulsing of their motor. They all looked 
across at us and waved, with abrupt, preoccupied gestures: all 
except the one who sat on the far side, facing us, the one 
who had only to raise his eyes from his cards to acknowledge 
our presence, but who did not raise them. He was a thin 
wolfish-looking man; his ch,eek-bones stood out sharply in the 
lamp-light which fell on his head from above. 

Very soon the night had swallowed up that stranger boat. 
There were only three hours to go till dawn. 1 fell asleep. 

It was ten o'clock the next morning. The sun shone hotly on 
the coloured water. Rich foliage hung heavily along the river's 
edge. Only the babasst1 palms stood up proudly, refusing to wilt. 
Pará was in sight. 

Pará was in sight. On the horizon a huddle of red and white 
and grey roofs had somehow slipped in between the eternal river 
and the eternal forest. The sky-line bristled with masts and 
funnels. Our journey was atan end. 

Or nearly at an end. W e should arrive in two hours, at noon. 
Would the Paneras be there? Or had she duly sailed an hour 
ago? 

1 am (the observant reader may have guessed as much) an 
optimist. My instincts told me that she had not; it would be 
grossly unfair if she had. But 1 had learnt to know better than 
my instincts; and to appeal to fate (in Brazil, at any rate) for 
justice is like appealing to the law of averages for a system at 
roulette. 1 pointed out to the others at sorne length that there 
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would be a great though perverse satisfaction in having missed 
our boat by so tiny a margin. We prepared assiduously for the 
worst. To have won our race, we reminded each other, was 
after all the great thing. 

The voracious launch needed· a last consignment of fuel. We 
swerved out of our course and. made for one of the familiar land­
ing stages, backed by a store, a bar, and a cluster of huts. We 
tied up, and Roger and 1 bounded ashore on the heels of the 
commandante. We might get news of the Paneras at this 
frequented place. 

'1 don't believe you,' 1 said, five minutes later, in a very firm . 
vo1ce. 

The commandante smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 
'Very well. Read that. It is certain. It is official.' He held 

out a newspaper, folded with the shipping intelligence upper­
most. The newspaper was dated October 4th. 

1 took it, and read: 'The departure of the Paneras has been 
postponed. She will sail at noon to-morrow (October 5th).' 

It was too good to be true. 1 handed the paper to Roger in 
silence and stared in a kind of numb ecstasy at a pile of tanger­
ines on the counter of the store. 1 was dimly aware that our 
fellow-passengers were embracing each other and ordering 
drinks with much more than their customary abandon. It was 
sorne time before 1 connected this with the headlines on the 
front page which announced that the revolution had ended 
overnight; for it seemed to me only natural that the whole 
world should be rejoicing at our luck. 

W e had brought it off, after all. W e had struggled for a month 
to beat Major Pingle and to catch that boat; and now we had 
done both, with a.f ew hours in han d. I t would indeed, 1 reflected, 
be hard to find two achievements more intrinsically valueless 
and more absolutely satisfying .... 

From now on there was no more need to hurry. One could 
return to a reasonable life. There would be books, and food, 
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and sheets to sleep in, and decent tobacco, and newspapers: no 
more uncertainty, no more delay, no more discomfort. 

But it had been a good race, ali the same. My ecstasy \.Yore off 
very suddenly. What a minute ago had seemed too good to be 
true was now too true to be any longer good. It was all ovcr 
now. The bright world seemed flat and empty and unreal, like 
something under a glass case. Probably the glass case had been 
there all along, only we had had no time to notice it .... 

Roger and I walked back to the launch in silence. 

EPILOGUE 

HOME SWEE T HOME 



DO VER 

'ANYTHINO to declare?' 
'No.' 
'No spirits, no perfumes, no jewellery?' 
'No.' 
'No musical instruments ... ?' 
'No.' 
'No tea, coffee, clocks ... ?' 
The official droned on. He was, as they say, exploring every 

avenue. Or was he perhaps trying to be funny? Before him 
lay two indescribably filthy linen bags full of old clothes: one 
rucksack containing the small stage properties of aboriginal life 
(now on view in the British Museum) : anda long, lethal bundle, 
swathed in puttees, of spears, clubs, and bows and arrows .... 
Musical instruments? Perfumes? Come, come, my man . ... 

At last he was satisfied. Chalked crosses sanctioned the 
import into Great Britain of our battered and outlandish gear. 
One porter managed the lot with ease. As he swung the dingy, 
bloodstained sacks over his shoulder I had a momentary vision of 
that lorry which, five months ago, had panted down to Tilbury 
with the expedition's impedimenta - the theodolite: the wire­
less set: the bows with a fifty-two-pound pull and the highly 
varnished arrows which were to have armed our native guides: 
the labels bearing the name of the expedition with which every­
thing had been plastered: the automatic shot-guns: the tear-gas 
bombs: the bull-mastiff .... That had been a long time ago. We 
were travelling lighter now. 

Roger and I had left the Paneras at Lisbon. Though in many 
ways a splendid ship, she is none ofyour Ocean Greyhounds; by 
finishing our journey overland we had saved severa! days. We 
walked now with a certain diffidence among the dapper dis-
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charge of the Channel boat. In Pará limited funds and limited 
time had prevented us from making good the deficiencies in a 
wardrobe which the non-appearance of our luggage from Sao 
Paulo had rendered gravely inadequate to the demands of 
civilized life. We were hatless. We were clearly the wrong 
colour. Our clothes bore what the police call Signs of a Struggle. 
We were regarded on all sides with suspicion. 

But there was no denying that it was nice to be back. As we 
f ollowed our porter through the crovvd - an easier task than 
usual, for those spears had aroused in him, as in his colleagues 
of Portugal, Spain, and France, something of the long dormant 
spirit of the medieval tiltyard - we felt an absurd impulse to 
congratulate everyone who was wearing a bowler hat, or read­
ing the Daily Express, or talking about the weather. At the sight 
of a poli cernan we could scarce forbear to cheer. 

'Well, anyhow,> said Roger, 'we're all right now. We've had 
all that's coming to us on thisjourney.' 

I agreed. How. comforting, how even luxurious it was to feel 
that we were at last out of reach of delay, annoyance, obstruc-
tion .... 

'Hi !' roared a customs official. 
I stopped. Our porter disappeared in the direction of the 

tra1n. 
'What's that?' asked the customs official, suspiciously. 
I was carrying in my hand a tapering stick of tobacco from 

the Amazon, beautifully wrapped in spirals of fibre. It weighed 
perhaps six ounces. 

'lt's tobacco/ 1 said. 
'Did you declare it?' 
1 said it had been placed with the rest of the luggage for 

examination. 
'Where is the rest of your luggage?' 
I said that it must be on the train by now. 
'lt must he brought back here,' said the official, 'and re­

examined 

DO VER 

It was. Taken in conjunction with our villainous appear­
ance, those six ounces of tobacco had conjured up in the 
official's mind who can say what wild hopes of contraband. 
From South America, too! Bombs, drugs, orchids, perhaps 
even a couple of diminutive White Slaves, might well be hidden 
in those discoloured sacks. Eager hands ransacked them; but 
methodically, with deliberation. The boat train whistled. ~ . . 

It was useless to protest our innocence. It was useless to 
appeal to their compassion, pointing out that we were pardon­
ably impatient to return to those friends and relations with 
whom for five months we had becn denied even postal com­
munication. The officials had a duty to perform, and I must 
say they performed it thoroughly. Nimble fingers explored the 
recesses of old boots thick with mildew. Insanitary relics from 
the pockets of malodorous shirts were scrutinized with gallantry 
and care. The toucan's bill, the skull and horns of a veado, the 
disintegrating copy of Tom Jones, the ancient cartridge belt -
ali our exotic odds and ends were probed, shaken, held upside 
down or turned inside out according to their nature. 

The boat train whistled no longer. It had gone. 
They said there was another in two hours. Receiving with 

an ill grace the cheerful assurances of the officials that they had 
f ound no dutiable article among our personal eff ects, and that 
even on the incriminating tobacco there was nothing to pay, 
I wandered off into the to,vn to huy a pipe. 

I t was late October. The streets were grey and dank. Over 
the harbour gulls hovered and incontinently dipped against a 
steady wind. Outside little shops the battle-cries of Beaver­
brook and Rothermere rustled in moist unison. A film was 
announced on a poster as 'A Jungle Epic .... ' 

A Jungle Epic? Whatever those words may mean, they can 
hardly be applied (I reflected) to this journey which is now so 
near its end. The spirit of burlesque had been our tutelar deity. 
A J ungle Lampoon, perhaps .... 

As I walked slowly through the bleak autumn streets, memory 
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paraded for my benefit inconseq uent, staccato excerpts from 
the comedy, like cuttings from a News Reel. I remembered 
the portentous improbabilities with which we had juggled so 
confidently in London. I remembered the disillusioned buzz 
emitted by those stationary bicycles on which we had pedalled 
across so great a portion of the South Atlantic. I remembered 
the comic waiter in Rio who over-estimated his command of 
English and offered us Wild Kidney when he meant Wild 
Duck. I remembered the sow which had invaded our sleeping 
quarters on the road up country. I remembered the heat 
dancing on that barricaded bridge, and the spittoon in the 
palace of the Interventor of Goyaz, and our first sight of the 
Araguaya, a crimson sunset river .... 
. These were all isolated pictures. They were succeeded by a 
JUmbled sequence of the small, diurna! things which various 
stages of our journey had stamped many times upon my mind. 
The hot sand squeaking as we plodded through it: the plaintive 
whiffiing of the little otters: the cry of a certain bird at night, 
the very accent of a gentle disillusionment: Roger scowling at 
the compass: the taste of raw farinha: the smell of Carajas: the 
familiar play of muscles in the paddlers' backs: the unremitting 
protests of the parrot: the back of Oscar's head, a study in 
abstruse contrition: rain on the roof at Marabá: the taste of 
too many bananas. 

It had been great fun, and very funny. Reality is a com­
modity hard to come by: and, when found, not always easily 
recognizable. One gropes for it through a fog of preconceptions, 
misled by other people's Iabels; the highest authorities have 
perhaps pondered the subject too deeply to be of service here. 
No one can say with certainty, 'I found reality at such a place 
and such a time'; but there are days and circumstances in 
which, when one looks back on them, it seems as if reality was 
not so far away as usual. Forme, at any rate, sorne of the days 
and sorne of the circumstances which I have described were 
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of that sort, in spite of their strong flavour of the ludicrous and 
the fantastic. 

But I have written clown the word reality four times on a 
page, and that is as much as it will stand. Too many leader­
writers, too many shaggy women overheard in small res­
taurants, too many of the starker authors have sapped the 
word's vitality. It should be subjected as seldom as possible to 
the strain of a public appearance. 

In the last analysis, it had been comedy that 1 looked for 
from Brazil, and comedy had been forthcoming - comedy with 
a faint but stimulating tang of melodrama. I thought of Majar 
Pingle, and sa w again that tall, dilapidated figur~ furiously 
decimating its moustache. Poor Major Pingle! 1 recalled him 
with gratitude, if not with affection. I had a lot to thank him 
for. How dull it would all have been without Major Pingle! 
How drearily those last thousand miles would have passed but 
for our race with him! Our wide, ·though .perhaps no longer 
very useful knowledge of the river-folk, our command of a 
bastard Portuguese, the paddling muscles in our shoulders -
all these we owed to Major Pingle.'s efforts to extricate himself 
from the delicate position in which his good nature had landed 
him. The Wicked Uncle had turned out to be the Fairy God­
mother in disguise. Poor Major Pingle. . .. 

A train whistled. It was time to return to the station, to 
step back into a former life. The interlude was over. The blue 
and green scenery must be stored away, the plot condensed to 
meet the exigencies of conversation. In these demure streets, 
where regular lamps burnt palely in the dusk, it was all, even 
now, a little difficult to believe. Soon it would be hard to 
remember. 

A light suddenly turned on in a parlour window projected on 
to the yellow blind the outline of an aspidistra. I took it as a 
hint. I said good-bye to the jungle. I bought an evening 
paper. 
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GLOSSAR Y 

Arara A macaw. 
Banzeira A local name for the north wind. 
Bataloa A four-oared, clinker-built boat, 20 to 30 feet long. 
Boiadeiro Cowboy. 
Capivara A kind of water guinea-pig, about the size of a sheep. 
Cerva A big deer. 1 believe their weight runs up to 20 stone, but 

the heads are poor. 
Facílo A big knife, like a cutlass, and usually carried in a sheath; 

similar to, though in my opinion less serviceable than, the 
machete of Central America, which is heavier and better 
balanced. 

Farinlza A coarse flour made from the mandioca root. 
Fa;:,enda A farm. 
Feijoa Rice and black beans. The nacional dish. 
Iguana A big lizard. 
Inhuma A mysterious bird, bigger than a cock capercailzie, and 

said to have talons on its wings. An object of sorne sort of 
superstition among the Carajas. 

Jaburú A white stork with a black head and a red neck, standing 
nearly five feet tall. 

]acaré Alligator. 
Jacú A foolish, peering, dark-brown bird, which we called a 

pheasant. 
Jacuba A mixture of farinha, rice, and water. 
Mandioca The cassava root. Tastes like a disheartened potato. 
Mareca A wild duck something like the canvas-back. 
Mataburro A primitive form of bridge. 
Montaría A kind of clinker-built canoe. 
Mutum The curassow bird: a wild turkey. 
Nada Nothing. 
Pato The biggest wild duck in the world. Very handsome in black 

and white, and excellent eating. 
Pens8o An inn. 
Pinga A spirit made of fermented sugar-cane. 
Piraracú Possibly the biggest freshwater fish in the world. 
Praia A sandbank. 
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GLOSSAR Y 

Ra/)adura A substance likc toffec n1ade fro1n . sugar and sold in 
bricks. 

S~rta~ T~e I11tcrior. A \Vord with wild and ·wooJly connotations. 
S1 /J ios quu.e 'If Go<l \vills.' An indispensable rider to all Brazilian 

statements about the future. 
1oldo An av.1ning, a nd hence a cabin on a boat. 
Ubá A dug-out canoc. 
Urubú A ~ulturc. 
Veado A li ttle deer thc size of a roe. 
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PENG U IN TRAVEL LIBRAR Y 

A selection 

Maní 

PATRICK LEIG H FERMOR 

The Mani is a remo te and untouched region of the Greek Peloponnese, 
and its inhabitants one of the wildest and toughest peoples. Patrick 
Leigh Fcrmor's rcmarkable account of his journey through the penin­
sular unlocks the secrcts of a people and culture whose roots stretch 
back to Byzantium. 

'Thc mastcrpicce of a traveller and scholar' - Illustrated London News 

A Reed Shaken by the Wind 

GAV I N MAXWELL 

Between Baghdad and Basra lies 2,000 square miles of unexplorcd 
marshland waste, inhabitcd by the Ma'dan, a tribe whose primitive 
way of life has remained unchanged for thousands of years. Gavin 
Maxwell went to live among these people and describes thcir strange 
existence in this classic travel book. 

'He writes so well and effortlessly that his experiences becorne our own' 
- Sunday Times 

'A work of art' - Spectator 
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PENGUIN TRAVEL LIBRAR Y 

A selection 

The Worst Journey in the World 
Antarctic 1910- 13 

APSLEY C HERRY-GARRARD 

Comparable to any story of adventure in the world, Scott's last Antarc­
tic expedition is unforgettably described by a survivor whose book is a 
record of the faith and couragc of his friends. The author was in the 
party which found the bodies of Scott, Wilson and Bowers on 12 

November 1912 and buried them 'in a grave which kings must envy'. 

' lt is told without the slightest literary affectation or artificiality, and is 
thus - what few travellers' tales are - absolutely and convincingly 
credible' - George Bernard Shaw 

The Hill of Devi 
E. M. FORSTER 

An account of two visits E. M. Forster made to the state of Dewas 
Senior, wherc he was secretary to the Maharajah - 'certainly a gcnius, 
and possibly a saint, and he had to be king'. Consisting largely of 
letters writtcn home, The Hill of Devi portrays as vivid and immediate 
impressions many of the details which were to recur in A Passage to 
India. 

'A classic account of a vanished side of India that has never before 
been so graphically painted' - Raymond Mortimer in the Sunday Times 

PENGUIN TRAVEL LIBRARY 

A selection 

Hindoo Holiday 
J· R. ACKERLEY 

J. R. Ackerley's classic journal of his experiences as companion to the 
Maharajah of Chhokrapur is, said Evelyn Waugh, 'a book difficult to 
praise ... temperately'. Marvellously obseIVed and extremely funny, it 
extracts the irony, absurdity and farce of life in India in the twenties, 
as well as the dignity and richness of an ancient culture. 

'His humour is the humour of pity and love. He is an artist in under­
standing' - V. S. Pritchett 

M aiden V <ryage 
DENTON WELCH 

'After 1 had run away from school, no one knew what to do with me' 

Maiden Vqyage, Denton Welch's first book in a remarkable, if brief, 
liter~ry career, is a semi-novelistic portrayal of his early life. lt begins 
with an account of his last term at public school (Repton) from which 
he absconded. As a result, his father asked Denton to join him in 
Shanghai; there he involved himself in every variety of expcrience and 
adventure. 

Whether recording his impressions of the Temple of Heaven in Peking, 
his venture into the interior, the surreptitious antique trade, che tenaci­
ous corners of British colonialism, or the effects of internal upheaval 
and war, he reveals his unique gift for observation coupled with a 
brilliantly idiosyncratic appreciation of China's beauty and richness. 



PENGUIN TRAVEL 

A Pattern of lslands 

ARTHUR GRIMBLE 

LIBRARY 

Stranger and funnier than fiction - the true story of an English1nan in 
thc Pacific Islands 

As an ad1ninistrator in the Gilbert and Ellice Islands, Arthur Grimble 
lived among fishermen, sorcerers, fighters and poets - fascinating and 
lovable islanders who claimed dcscent from the Pandanus tree of thc 
Lord. Describing their dances and legends, spells, rituals and ways of 
life, recounting his adoption into the Sun clan, fishing for tiger-sharks, 
grappling - as human bait - for octopus, and an encounter with black 
magic; Arthur Grimble has given us a popular classic - a warm, 
humorous autobiography, a weird and wonderful adventure story. 

'He is a born raconteur' - Daily Mail 

'His pages are enlivened with a gleaming humour which enhanccs the 
book's overwhelming attraction. A triumph!' - Daily Telegraph 

A Time oJ Gifts 

PATRICK LEIGH FERMOR 

Winner of the 1978 W. H. Smith 
Literary Award 

In 1933, thc ycar when Hitler carne to power, adventure beckoncd and 
youth was golden for Patrick Leigh Fermor, as he tramped up the 
Rhine and down the Danube towards the mysterious beginnings of the 
East: sleeping now in barns, now in fairy-tale castles, losing his pos­
sessions herc, showered with gifts there. -aut there was n1ore to discovcr 
on his picaresque wanderings than the freedom and camaraderic of the 
road: the languages, arts, landscapes, religions, histories and, abovc all, 
thc people of a dozen civilizations unfolded before his hungry young 
mind, sharply outlined before the gathering storm. 

' .Nfore than just a Super-travel-book ... it is a reminder that the 
English language is still a superb instrument in the hands of a writcr 
who has a virtuoso skill with words, a robust aesthetic passion, an 
indomitable curiosity about people and places; and a rapturous hiswr­
ical imaginaúon' - Philip Toynbee in the Observer 

'Nothing short of a masterpiece' - Jan Morris in the Speclalor 

PENGUIN TRAVE L LIBRARY 

Siren Land 

NORMAi' DOUGLAS 

H edonistic, charming, witty and vastly learned , Norman Douglas was 
one of this century's great travellers in Italy. 

Hcre, rclating the ancient Siren myth to the landscape and history of 
the Bay of Naples, he gives us a feast of scholarship and colourful 
speculation - on the character of Tiberius, on the winds and their 
folklore, on the Blue Grotto, on the local ghosts, saints, wincs and 
caves. 

'Enchantingly cntertaining ... onc of the most memorable (books) of 
its gcnrc. lrradiated by sunshine and somctimes bathcd in thc dcwy 
haze of myth, it is as strong as rock, as sparkling as water, as real as 
daylight' - from the introduction by Mark Holloway 

The Marsh Arahs 

W I LFRED THESIGER 

At the junction of the Tigris and the Euphrates, Wilfred Thesiger dis­
covcrcd a water-garden of Edcn. 

In this marvcllous book he describes how, ovcr severa! ycars, he gradu­
ally madc friends with sorne of the marsh people - tribal Arabs who 
inhabit a diffcrcnt kind of desert, living completely watcr-clominated 
livcs: fishing with spcars, eating rice bread and water-buffalo milk, 
building islands ar~d intricate stilt houses from the gigantic rceds, and 
lcarning to paddle canocs before they can walk. 

Blending an explorer's eye with splendid literary gifts, Wilfred Thesigcr 
has written (and illustrated with his own photographs) a remarkablc 
account of a way of life thal had remained miraculously unchanged 
for five thousand years. 

' lt is onc thing Lo tell the story of an expedition ... it is quite another 
to convey the a tmosphere ... vVilfred Thesiger succeeds magnificently 
... this is a richly rewarding book' - Gavin Yfaxwell in thc Observer 



, 

Also by Peter Fleming 

One's Comparry 

Packed with classic incidents - brake-failure on the Trans-Siberian 
Express, the Eton Boating Song singing lesson in ~anchuria - One's 
Company is Petcr Fleming's account of his journey to China as Special 
Correspondent to The Times in 1933. 

'Original and impressive ... As a journalist he is modernity itself; as a 
traveller he has about him an Elizabethan aroma, being both cruel and 
amused' - Harold Nicolson in the Daily Telegraph 
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