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             Introduction

            by Alberto Manguel

         

         
            From time to time, God causes men to be born—and thou art one of them—who have a lust to go abroad at the risk of their lives and discover news—to-day it may be of far-off things, tomorrow of some hidden mountain.

            —Rudyard Kipling, Kim

         

         The great twelfth-century traveler Ibn al-Arabi defined the very origin of our human existence as movement. “Immobility can have no part in it,” wrote Ibn al-Arabi, “for if existence were immobile it would return to its source, which is the Void. That is why the voyaging never stops, in this world or in the hereafter.” With a malicious linguistic twist, Ibn al-Arabi confuses our endless movement through time, from cradle to grave, with a pragmatic movement through space. Certainly, even cloistered in one’s room for the whole of one’s life, one is condemned to travel through the years, hour after hour, each one wounding us, as a sundial motto has it, until the last one kills us. And yet, an opponent of Ibn al-Arabi might have argued movement from one point of this earth to another is merely a succession of moments of being still: our geography exists only in the instant in which we are there, standing on our own two feet.

         This notion of travel as moving through space, but also being in one place at a time, is vividly exemplified in the travel books of Ronald Wright, Cut Stones and Crossroads and Time Among the Maya, and in the history told in Stolen Continents. For several decades now, he has diligently chronicled the ancient civilizations of Latin America, traveling through Peru and Mexico, and rooting himself in a succession of historical moments, visiting not only the present landscapes but also those long vanished, like the courageous Time Traveller imagined by H.G. Wells. Wright witnesses the past from the vantage point of the present and reports back to us.x

         Because of this ability to see what once was in the context of what now remains, his books translate his observations into essays that artfully combine travelogues with archaeological research, and political science with anthropology. The strategies of political power in our time and the weight of a fading tradition, the social memory of past events and the construction of the idea of history, the confused or lost identity of a conquered people and the identities imposed by the conqueror—all these themes weave through Wright’s books forming complex and illuminating patterns that allow the reader to share and begin to understand the crossroads to the past.

         Wright’s writing is not limited to essays; he is also the author of remarkable works of fiction. Aware that, to a degree, the material evidence of his travels curtails the scope of an explorer’s curiosity, Wright decided, a few years after publishing his travel books, to expand his wanderings into the realm of the imaginary. The result was two splendid novels of adventure: first, the prescient and terrifying A Scientific Romance and then Henderson’s Spear with its parallel universes of sea travel and exploration. A Scientific Romance imagines a Britain turned tropical jungle in the climate changes of the not-too-distant future; Henderson’s Spear conjures up the tale of a South Sea voyage undertaken during the Victorian age. Both are also travel books, and the fact that they never took place in reality does not disqualify them from being authentic.

         Authenticity is the essential quality of all travel literature, imaginary or real. The vocabularies of the culture that formed us can distort or make us see a reality that is not that of the land extending before us, unless we place ourselves not in the position of someone who knows the answers but someone who is interested in the questions. Robert Frost’s dictum that “the land was ours before we were the land’s” is lethal to the observant traveler. Authenticity implies giving oneself over to the thing observed.

         And yet, there is a paradox in the art of travel that seems impossible to overcome in order to achieve this required authenticity: that every discovery always entails some measure of recognition. Even as we set out, with unprejudiced eyes, to explore places where we have never been before, we are still incapable of seeing something entirely new if it xiwere to appear suddenly before our eyes. We are all to a certain degree like Christopher Columbus who, during his third voyage to the New World, saw three manatees swimming near the mouth of the Orinoco River and jotted down in his journal, written in the third person, that “today the Admiral saw three mermaids.” (His honesty compelled him to add, “But they are not as beautiful as they are supposed to be.”) Fortunately, it is not how Ronald Wright has traveled.

         When Cut Stones and Crossroads appeared in 1984, it was immediately hailed as a new kind of travel book, made up of personal anecdotes, erudite observations, fragments of conversations, and historical notes. The subtitle, A Journey in the Two Worlds of Peru, prepares the reader for the observation of a schizophrenic culture, half steeped in its Inca past, half suffering from the onslaught of the world of our century. The guide on this journey is an affable, intelligent, humorous Canadian (Wright was born in England) with a profound feeling for the complexities of the land of Peru, an aesthetic and historical appreciation of the ancient culture of the Incas, and a deep respect for the survivors of what was once one of the greatest empires in the history of the world.

         Wright’s generous, erudite mind illuminates the reader’s journey. The reader learns on one page that “missionary evangelism for its own sake was virtually unknown in pre-Conquest American religions,” and on another of the “Latin American belief in the power of architecture to create institutions.” One passage dwells on the fact (incomprehensible in capitalist societies) that “gold and silver had no monetary value to the Incas: they were substances of beauty and religious meaning, the ‘sweat of the sun’ and the ‘tears of the moon,’” another on the qualities of pisco and coca. And reflections like the following, this one on the Runasimi language of the native people of Peru, threatened with extinction, lend universal meaning and particular purpose to Wright’s story:

         
            Languages describe the world; like art styles, they emphasize some facets of reality, ignore others, and create categories of their own for which there may be no “objective” reason and no parallels in another tongue. Languages shape, and are shaped by culture as a whole. When people lose their xiilanguage for another, profound distortions may affect their vision of the world: as if Hieronymus Bosch were suddenly forced to paint in the style of John Constable.

         

         “I want to know everything,” says a character toward the end of one of Wright’s novels, Henderson’s Spear. Conscious that such an ambition is beyond human scope, Wright has chosen to show the vast and complex history of Peru, from its origins to the present, through the scattered fragments observed by a contemporary pilgrim. Wright has an eye for the telling trifle, an ear for the revealing snippet, a taste for the quietly heroic and the little absurdities of life. Like his English masters in the travel-writing genre—Robert Byron, Freya Stark, Alexander William Kinglake—Wright is capable of bringing a certain quality of both measured guesswork and irrefutable logic to what he observes, never allowing his personal experience to color the entire picture. He is present in his story, certainly, as the narrator and the observer, but he never imposes his vision on the landscape, never translates the things he sees into a vocabulary that was invented to name other things. When Wright sees manatees they remain manatees.

         Gustave Flaubert thought travel writing, as a genre per se, to be impossible. “To eliminate all repetitions,” he wrote, “you would have had to refrain from telling what you saw.” Wright avoids the repetitions by judiciously choosing what to tell and leaving the vast rest of the experience to be surmised in brief asides to the reader. Many strangers are met but not all are summoned onto the page; not every ruin, every mountain path, every meal is accounted for. Travel literature, at its best, is selectively revealing. Wright knows that even when we are confronted by the full picture, the eye dwells on details.

         Wright traveled through Peru from Lima to the ruins of Cusco and Machu Picchu, from Chiclayo and Cajamarca in the north to Lake Titicaca in the south. Running like a red thread through his narrative, alongside his observations as an archeologist with anthropological leanings, is the account of a people colonized, underprivileged, left on the margins of our century, but quietly strong and dignified and still proud of their ancient blood, and of the richer nations’ failure to protect them from further exploitation.xiii

         In a series of lectures published in 2004 under the title A Short History of Progress, Wright wrote this:

         
            We are now at the stage … when we have the tools and the means to share resources, clean up pollution, dispense basic health care and birth control, set economic limits in line with natural ones. If we don’t do these things now, while we prosper, we will never be able to do them when times get hard. Our fate will twist out of our hands. And this new century will not grow very old before we enter an age of chaos and collapse that will dwarf all the dark ages in our past. Now is our last chance to get the future right.

         

      

   


   
      xiv
         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      xv
         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      xvi
         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
1
             Cut Stones and Crossroads

         

         1

         CHICLAYO, PERU

         Last night I picked a bad hotel. The rooms were mere plywood cubicles in a large ward, and in the mattress there were leggy things like silverfish. A drunken couple made love noisily for hours; at about two o’clock this morning I heard: “Ay, kiss me, Pedro, kiss me”—long silence—“now the other one.”

         
             

         

         These coastal towns are garish and shabby; they always smell of urine and rotting fish. The rainless climate allows a steady accumulation of filth that dries and shrivels but is never washed away. I forget the bad side of this country between visits, and it makes for hard beginnings.

         Today is my thirtieth birthday. I shall go to Cajamarca by colectivo limousine—damn the expense.

         
7:00   a.m. 


         An hour south of Chiclayo; the driver stops for breakfast at a roadside restaurant in the desert. The air is cool and the smells have not yet woken. Deserts are lovely only at dawn and dusk.

         Yesterday I was in jungle and banana groves, but at the frontier between Ecuador and Peru the climate changes abruptly—as though nature were trying to imitate cartography. Except for some small and widely separated valleys, the Pacific littoral from here to Chile is a naked beach on which nothing grows, nothing decays, and 2nothing moves but dunes and the dilapidated trucks that ply the Pan-American Highway.

         The men at the service station fuss over the old Dodge and call our driver “gringo” because of the European cast to his features. In Mexico that word would start a fight, but in race-conscious Peru it is taken as a compliment. Nobody is called indio except as the gravest of insults; however, a person with Indian looks can be nicknamed chino (Chinaman) without offense.

         chino, el pueblo esta contigo! (“Chino, the people are with you!”) has not yet faded from a wall: President Velasco, who died two years ago, was a chino.

         Another hour southbound on the Panamericana (rippled asphalt; width, twenty feet; length in Peru, two thousand miles) and the colectivo turns east toward the mountains, on a road that follows the Jequetepeque River to its source. The road is shimmering in the heat like a strip of celluloid. The driver overtakes a truck and almost fails to see an approaching car half hidden in a mirage. I’m glad now to be sitting in the back. (I had wanted a front seat beside the slender girl, but instead I have her mother—large and sweaty—for company.)

         The irrigation here is impressive. The whole valley floor is leveled in terraced rice paddies and maize fields. By careful management a vast area is fed by a rather meager flow of water. The system must have ancient origins: when our road left the Panamericana we passed the extensive mud ruins of Pacatnamú, where the Mochica and Chimú kept large populations before the time of the Incas.

         
11:00    a.m.  


         The irrigated valley has narrowed to a rocky gorge, and we are leaving the desert. The hills are sparsely clothed in cactus and scrub sustained by the moisture of clouds that sometimes form here in the night.

         The air is cold now; icy drafts from beneath the ill-fitting door stab my legs; the señora is delightfully warm.

         Just before the pass, at about thirteen thousand feet, the paving ends. The car jounces and an exhaust pipe clatters onto the road. We get out while the driver repairs it unconvincingly with a piece of wire 3found in the ditch. I am feeling soroche (altitude sickness)—a wringing headache and a fragile sense of reality, like a tequila hangover.

         The señora produces a hip flask from somewhere on her person:

         “Have some pisco for the cold, mister?”

         “No, thank you. Very kind.” Until one is accustomed, alcohol has triple its usual effect at these heights, and pisco (raw grape spirit) is an unsubtle drink at the best of times.

         2

         CAJAMARCA—9,000 FEET

         From four years ago, I remember a white city in green countryside, but now the hills are brown and gray, and only the valley floor is lush. It is the beginning of the wet season; the rains are late.

         
             

         

         This hotel is better: a proper room and private bath. But the walls need painting—there are vertical snail tracks beside the bed: I wish Latin Americans wouldn’t spit. “Hot water at all hours,” claims the management, but only a chill trickle runs from the shower. Fortunately, in Cajamarca there’s an alternative.

         Twenty minutes on a minibus caught in the plaza and I am at the Baños del Inca (Inca’s Baths) hot springs. An attendant takes me down a steamy corridor which has rows of doors on either side. Laughter and splashing can be heard. There is no communal pool but the private rooms are large enough for parties.

         My room has tiled walls, a window up high, and a sunken tank occupying most of the floor. The water is hot and abundant, slightly sulphurous; I fill the tank to a depth of three feet and float. Bliss. I left Canada only two weeks ago; already a tub (unattainable on this continent of dank showers) has become a luxury.

         In a run-down older section of the spa is a tank exhibited as a genuine Inca bath. It is about ten feet square, crudely made of rough stones and cement, and quite unlike any Inca work I have seen. Perhaps it dates from a different ancient period; most likely it’s a modern fabrication.4

         Pizarro’s secretary saw Inka Atau Wallpa’s establishment at the hot springs and has left this description:

         
            It consisted of four rooms built around a courtyard in which was a tank fed by water from a pipe. This water, which was so hot that it burnt the hand … was joined on the way by cold water in another pipe, the two running into the tank together…. The pipe was large and made of stone….

            The apartment in which Atahuallpa spent the day was a gallery looking down on a garden, and beside it was the room in which he slept, which had a window facing the courtyard and the tank…. The walls were plastered with a red bitumen finer than ochre, which was very bright. The wood used for the roofing of the house was stained with the same dye. The other room in front consisted of four bell-shaped vaults joined into one, and was washed with snow-white lime.

         

         The Inca was fasting here and nursing a war wound in the waters when he received disturbing news. Waman Puma, a sixteenth-century native chronicler, recorded how the foreigners were first described to the ruler of Peru:

         
            There are [coming] men who never sleep and who eat silver and gold, as do their beasts who wear sandals of silver. And every night each of these men speaks with certain symbols; and they are all enshrouded from head to foot, with their faces completely covered in wool, so that all that can be seen are their eyes.

         

         It was November 1532.5

         3

         6:00 a.m.

         With morning comes the prehistoric sound of flutes and drum. Above a lilting melody a trumpet wails. Louder. A parade?

         From the window I can see a dozen Indians, traditionally dressed in ponchos and homespun breeches, advancing solemnly up the street. One has a large drum, others flutes; two are carrying extraordinary cornetas—bamboo tubes twelve feet long, flared with tin at the ends. The sound of these is somewhere between that of a bugle and of an alpine horn. A man without an instrument is lighting and scattering powerful fireworks, which echo like gunshots in the narrow street.

         The men seem oblivious of the waking town around them. They march like ghosts, with a compulsion that may date from when Cajamarca was an Inca city. I half expect to see them disappear or pass through a wall. Their self-absorption tells me this is not a parade for spectators. I am witnessing a private ritual: the twentieth century intruding on the sixteenth.

         
             

         

         Something more familiar wakes me a second time an hour later: She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah … Beatles in Cajamarca?

         The teenage boy mopping the passage outside my room is singing along: “Chi lub yo …”

         What was the procession, I ask.

         “Those were Indians from the hills. They come here sometimes.” “What were they celebrating?”

         “A fiesta.”

         “Which fiesta?”

         “I don’t know”—as if to say: I don’t want to know; don’t ask me; I’m not an Indian from the hills.

         “Chi lub yo …”

         And then, worst of all, the station break: In Cajamarca, you are listening to … Radio Atahuallpa!

         Breakfast, always a problem in Peru: a greasy fried egg in a stale bun and weak, tepid coffee at a café on the square.

         Cajamarca’s plaza is one of the most delightful in South America. 6Tall, leafy trees shade benches amid flower beds tended meticulously in the English way. There are ornamental shrubs and hedges cut in striking shapes: a man riding a llama, a Peruvian shield, a whole family of llamas, and, most surprising of all, huge bushy heads cut in imitation of stone originals from the ancient ruins of Chavín: grotesque leering faces, wizened and with feline fangs, rendered oddly charming in the well-trimmed shrubbery. A tranquil place, hard to reconcile with the violence that took place here on the evening of November 16, 1532, when several thousand unarmed retainers were killed in cold blood and Atau Wallpa was pulled from his litter by the hair.

         The only injury on the Spanish side was a cut suffered by Pizarro himself as he parried another Spaniard’s blow intended for the Inca

         There is no commemoration of these events in the Cajamarca of today. No statue recalls Atau Wallpa, no plaque the thousands who died. It is as though nothing happened.

         A comparison is in order: in Tlaltelolco, Mexico City, where the Aztec nation fell, this inscription has been erected near the ruins of a pyramid:

         
            13th of August 1521

            Heroically defended by Cuauhtémoc, Tlaltelolco fell into the power of Hernán Cortés. It was neither triumph nor defeat, but the painful birth of the mixed people which is the Mexico of today.

         

         Peru, unlike Mexico, is still a nation divided: a land of conquered and conqueror. There is no such philosophical view of the past. Pizarro’s statue still stands in the center of Lima (despite efforts to remove it during the Velasco regime) and his shriveled remains in the cathedral are still venerated by many criollos, Peruvians of Spanish descent.

         Meanwhile in the mountains, on certain days, the Indians remember their dead Inka—their king—in orally transmitted poems and plays about the Conquest. These lines in Runasimi (the Inca language, also known as Quechua) are from Atau Wallpa Wañuy (The Death of Atau Wallpa), an epic lament first written down in the eighteenth century:7

         
            
               

	Phuyu phuyulla
            
                        
                        	Like a great cloud



	Wiraqochami
            
                        
                        	
The Wiraqochas [Whites]



	Qorita nispa
            
                        
                        	Demanding gold



	Tunt’arirqami.
            
                        
                        	Have invaded us.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	Inka Yayata
            
                        
                        	After seizing



	Hap’ikuchispa,
            
                        
                        	Our Father Inca,



	Siripayaspa,
            
                        
                        	After deceiving him,



	Wañuchirqami.
            
                        
                        	They have put him to death.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	Puma sonqowan,
            
                        
                        	He with the heart of a puma,



	Atoq makiwan,
            
                        
                        	The powers of a fox,



	Llamata hina
            
                        
                        	They have killed



	Tukuchirqami.
            
                        
                        	As if he were a llama.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	Runtuq urmaspa,
            
                        
                        	Hail is falling,



	Illapantaspa,
            
                        
                        	Lightning strikes,



	Inti haykuspa;
            
                        
                        	The sun is sinking;



	Tutayarqami.
            
                        
                        	It has become forever night.






         

         Not far from the plaza is the so-called Ransom Room, which Atau Wallpa supposedly filled with treasure in a futile bid to buy his freedom from the men who “eat gold.” The Incas, with no concept of money or private wealth, did believe at first that the Spaniards ate precious metals, or were suffering from a disease for which gold was the only cure. No other explanation seemed to justify the lengths to which the invaders were prepared to go in order to obtain it.

         The room is all that remains of the once extensive Inca buildings in Cajamarca. It is well made of stone blocks fitted precisely together without mortar in the classic imperial style. The walls slope inward, strengthening the corners against earthquakes by applying a slight preload, and giving the building a characteristically squat, massive appearance. This perspective is skillfully turned into a virtue by being echoed in the trapezoidal form of the doors and niches—the leitmotif of Inca architecture.8

         The Ransom Room has survived because it belonged during the colonial period to the Astopilco family, kurakas (native nobles in the Spanish administration) who were loath to pull down their ancestral buildings.

         But it has suffered over the years: three doorways have been rudely hacked through one of the walls, and a line reputed to show the height of the treasure pile has been painted, or at least retouched, around the inside.

         In fact, there is no evidence that this was the treasure chamber, though it may have been where Atau Wallpa himself was kept.

         There is a little garden in the courtyard outside the room, with a tall San Pedro cactus and other local plants. I imagine the Inca here, a fallen eagle, but an able and resourceful man who spent his captivity learning what he could about the strange people who had overthrown him. Alonso de Guzmán recalled:

         
            Atahuallpa was so intelligent that in twenty days he understood Spanish and learnt to play chess and cards…. He learnt many things…. He was greatly astonished at the Christian way of communicating by writing [and] asked a man to write down certain words at his dictation, and then asked another man privately to read them, and thus he learnt to understand this marvel.

         

         When the time came to get rid of the Inca, and he was confronted with the trumped-up charges to justify his execution, Pizarro’s secretary records the following exchange:

         
            The Governor [Pizarro] then spoke to Atahuallpa: “What treason is this you have been plotting against me? I have treated you honourably as a brother and have trusted your word.”

            “Are you mocking me?” Atahuallpa replied. “You are always making jokes at my expense. How can I and all my people possibly cause any anxiety to valiant men like you?”

            The readiness of his wit surprised those Spaniards who 9heard his conversation in captivity. They were amazed to find so much intelligence in a savage.

         

         A gloom has settled on me in this place. I leave to see the last station on Atau Wallpa’s Calvary.

         At the ruined church of Belén (Bethlehem) two teenage girls point out the woman with four breasts. There she is, prominent in the riot of Indo-Baroque sculpture, her naked bust with four pendulous breasts, one pair below the other. I can’t decide whether the carving is humorous or shows a snickering fascination with deformity. The girls don’t know its history, but their laughter lifts my mood.

         
             

         

         A long flight of formal steps leads halfway up the hill of Santa Apolonia to a fussy Catholic shrine—the basilica of the saint. I am interested in seeing the much older shrine on the summit.

         The steepest part of the hill is climbed by a spiral stair, at least partly ancient, and probably the place where Pedro de Candía lay hidden with the cannon that signaled the start of the massacre in the square below.

         The plaza is visible from here as a patch of greenery and two church towers awash in a choppy sea of terracotta roofs.

         The shrine itself, like so many in Peru, is a natural rock outcrop into which has been carved a bewildering collection of geometrical and curvilinear forms: basins, planes, niches, steps, and channels. The earliest work here is thought to date back to Chavín times (c. 500 b.c.), with modification by the Incas two thousand years later, and some fanciful nineteenth-century tinkering. At the very top is a sculpture resembling a seat, much weathered and defaced. It may have been the bowl of a sacred fountain, or a receptacle for the sacrificial beer beloved by Peruvian deities and priests.

         A small boy offers me “an explanation of the ruins” in the hope of a tip.

         “There’s a tunnel all the way from here to Cusco!” he begins. (Cusco, the Inca capital, is about a thousand miles away.)

         “Oh. Where is the entrance?”

         “Nobody knows. It’s been blocked up. But it goes right under here.” 10He stamps his bare foot emphatically on the hapless Inca’s Seat.

         All over Peru, Ecuador, and Bolivia there are tales of tunnels leading to Cusco or linking ancient monuments. The myth is probably a survival of a seqe (or ceque) system—a web of imaginary lines intersecting the wak’as, the major shrines in the empire, and converging on Cusco. Some seqe systems were actually laid out where terrain permitted; the famed lines of Nazca (Von Däniken’s airfields) in the southern desert are probably a series of such networks superimposed.

         When one combines the seqe concept with the elaborate Peruvian underworld and the fact that some bedrock shrines do have subterranean labyrinths for the placement of offerings, one has all the makings of the modern belief in tunnels to Cusco.

         “There is also gold,” says the boy.

         This belief is far more dangerous: it has resulted in untold destruction by avaricious treasure-seekers. Gold fever has been endemic in Peru since the Europeans arrived; even today, enough small pieces of the metal are occasionally found to cause sporadic outbreaks of the disease.

         “What is this place called?” I ask.

         “The Inca’s Seat.”

         “But what is it in Runasimi?”

         “Inka Kunka.”

         Tiyana is the word for seat, so this is surprising. But then I remember that kunka means neck, and that Atau Wallpa was killed by the garrotte.

         4

         Luis is a Cajamarcan with an interest in cinematography, which he studies in Lima. At the moment he is home on holidays. He is as fascinated by the gringo world as I am by Peru, and invites me to meet his mother, a kindly, devout woman who teaches in a village school. She makes us a sumptuous Peruvian meal: raw fish ceviche; potato soup; a huge mound of rice on which repose the limbs of a roast guinea pig.

         Over the meal, Luis describes a satirical film he made at the Lima 11zoo with his fellow students. The campaign song of a political party—Happiness with APRA, the only solution—was set to footage of a monkey vigorously masturbating. We all laugh. There is no shyness between mother, son, and stranger.

         Luis offers to guide me to the Cumbe Mayo tomorrow.

         
             

         

         Our walk began at the Inca’s Seat, where we met after breakfast, and takes us through the squatter settlement on the hills above the city. The dogs here are fierce and cowardly—always a dangerous combination.

         They used to call these slums barriadas, but now there is a new euphemism: pueblos jovenes, “young towns.” Velasco’s regime couldn’t stem the urban drift but made the best of the situation by granting titles to established squatters and getting them to organize street plans, communities, and eventually basic services. Here they have standpipes for water; the houses are well built of adobe and eucalyptus timber. But the hill is so steep that the roofs of one street are at the level of the doors above. How will they ever put in drains? They are working on one house; a large jar of chicha (maize beer) receives frequent visits from tipsy but enthusiastic builders. Luis says this is a minga.

         Minga has passed into Andean Spanish from Runasimi mink’a; it is what North Americans would call a “work bee.” The beneficiary of the work invites friends and kin to raise a house or plant a field, and repays them, not in cash, but with ample food, drink, perhaps coca leaves, and the obligation to work in return when asked. In ancient times, mink’a was fundamental. It formed the basis of the moneyless economic system that Western writers have variously (and inaccurately) described as “socialist,” “totalitarian,” or “utopian.” The best word is “reciprocal.”

         The Inca Empire drew its workers by a system of rotating levies called mit’a—an extension of the mink’a concept to the level of the state. In return for labor, the state fed the worker and his family on a generous diet, usually maize and llama meat—luxury foods of religious significance. The workers’ home communities received security from crop failure and the benefits of imperial public works constructed by their own and others’ mit’a: roads, terracing, and irrigation schemes. All this was in the enlightened self-interest of the Inca rulers—people 12were wealth; there was no profit in undermining the currency by abusing the populace, as the Spaniards later did.

         Mink’a survives in rural areas today because it still has certain advantages: it cements the social fabric and, like barter, is immune to inflation, which is running at 80 percent.

         
             

         

         Beyond the shantytown are eucalyptus groves and small, steep fields of poor soil.

         A cloud of dust is moving slowly across one of these fields. The cloud thins for a moment and I see there is a man inside it, and a pair of oxen dragging a primitive plough.

         “Without rain soon there will be no crop this year,” says Luis.

         “Has the land reform been any help?”

         “The land reform is a fracaso.”

         (Four years ago Velasco’s land reform posters were everywhere, bright syntheses of psychedelia and socialist realism: Peasant, no longer shall the landlord feast on your poverty! The land is for the people who work it: work the soil with your sweat and its fruits shall be yours!)

         “The landlords have gone, but they left the peasants with nothing: no seed, no equipment. So many cattle have been eaten that a pair of oxen like those now costs as much as a tractor.”

         “Luis, you are a pessimist. Land reforms are always like that at first. Give it time.”

         “There is no time. They say the bosses are coming back, now that Velasco is dead.”

         
             

         

         Cajamarca has disappeared below the swell of the hill. We top a rise and suddenly the land levels out. This is the puna, the flat country above twelve thousand feet between the mountain ridges. The soil is dark, rich, and moist, but it’s one of Peru’s ironies that little grows here because of the cold. Only small native potatoes can survive the hail and frosts, and they often need nine months to mature.

         The only llamas in the region seem to be those in the plaza. A pity: everywhere there are spiky tufts of ichu grass, which only the native animals can eat; this is being burned to make way for tamer plants 13suited to the delicate tastes of Old World ruminants. The result is erosion—sheep nibble grass to the roots; cows’ hoofs damage the sod. And all because llama meat is disdained by the urban classes as “Indian food.”

         I am beginning to feel soroche again, and the weather has turned cold. I have a windbreaker; Luis has nothing but his best clothes: shirt, polyester slacks, shiny black shoes—how like a Latin American—but he’s stoic.

         The landscape acquires a trancelike quality emphasized by stark lighting and drifts of mist. We pass below a strange rock formation, a vast mass of gray limestone eroded into spires and chimneys. It would be fun to enter this labyrinth and look for the ancient carving that I’m sure must be here—what a site for a wak’a.

         Luis says no, there is a risk of getting lost and the Cumbe Mayo is still an hour away. He calls this outcrop Los Frailones, The Great Friars, and indeed it looks like a conclave of hooded figures.

         The Andes abound with legends of people turned to stone, and vice versa.

         
             

         

         The ridges have approached on both sides; we are hemmed in by a small valley with boulders and a torrent in the middle. The mist, the rocks, the dull military greens and tiny flowers, remind me of northern Scotland: here are all the colors of a Harris tweed.

         Cumbe Mayo: a corruption of kumpi mayu, “finely wrought water-course.” (Kumpi was the fine vicuña cloth that the first Spaniards thought was silk. Figuratively, the word means anything fine.)

         The aqueduct is hewn into the rock on the right-hand side of the valley at a higher level than the stream. It is cut clean and straight as if by a carpenter’s grooving plane. Where necessary it turns in graceful radial curves. The channel is about thirty inches wide and up to six feet deep; the flat bottom maintains a uniformly descending grade, but the height of the walls varies through undulations in the bedrock.

         Sometimes, inexplicably, the canal makes a sharp right-angled zigzag and then continues straight as before. Luis thinks these discontinuities are to slow down the water, but I am not convinced. Besides being an impressive irrigation work, the Kumpi Mayu was 14clearly of ritual significance. The zigzag, or step motif, is as deeply rooted in Peruvian iconography as the swastika in the East.

         Nearer its source, the canal tunnels under boulders and cuts like a railway through spurs. On its banks there are more and more signs of virtuoso stone carving: a round altar like a huge wheel of cheese; steps and planes; the foundations of a megalithic building. It would be impossible to date such work were it not for the petroglyphs found in several places on the sides of the channel above the waterline. These are certainly not Inca; the crowded cursive designs with feline fangs, claws, and baleful eyes suggest a local variant of the Chavín art style.
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         Next day, at the little museum. Professor Ravines, the curator (who remembers me from an earlier visit), is somewhat furtive: “Oh, it’s you. Come in.” There are three well-dressed young women in his office—students from Lima, I would guess. The professor is unlocking a solid wooden cabinet in the corner.

         “I was just about to show the señoritas, ha ha, the forbidden things.” (I can guess what these are.)

         He straightens himself, sets a pot from the cabinet on his desk, assumes a slightly exaggerated didactic pose: “This is a ceremonial drinking vessel of the Mochica people, who flourished on the coast about a thousand years before the Spaniards came to our country.” The pot resembles a toby jug—a squat human figure designed to hold liquid. But, though no more than eleven inches high, it has a monstrous tumescent penis, lifelike in every detail including size. The Mochica clasps his erection, an immodest smile on his highly mobile face. Across fifteen centuries the message is clear.

         The curator picks up the pot by its appendage and taps the Mochica familiarly on the glans. “Observe how the vessel is made. The phallus is hollow, connected to the main part of the jug, and is pierced with a hole in the usual place at the top.

         “Now, if you were to drink from this vessel, how would you do it?” He indicates a row of holes around the figure’s headdress, just below 15the rim. “The normal way is impossible; the contents would spill. That leaves only the phallus….”

         Other treasures emerge from the cabinet, all in a similar vein: a couple making love; a man copulating with a llama; a man performing fellatio on another. The pieces are exquisite, modeled with the verve and attention to human detail that Mochica artists brought to every aspect of life.

         How to judge what was erotic in another culture? This concerns Professor Ravines. The fellatio scene may in fact be nothing more prurient than a healing ritual. Sucking away illness (not necessarily from the sex organs) is a standard technique of South American shaman-curers. The llamaphilia? Perhaps to ensure a fertile herd. But the grin on the toby jug? Here the Mochica genius for modeling gives them away; it’s just plain bawdy.

         
             

         

         Elsewhere in the museum the exhibits are more decorous but no less fine. The young Limeñas, who remained tight-lipped before the indecent jug, now exclaim over the collection of textiles. These are from the desert, one of the few places in the world where such things survive. For that reason, there are far more weavings today from the Paracas culture of the fifth to third centuries b.c. than examples of the kumpi cloth of the Incas.

         The Paracas people of the southern coast have left few monuments but their simple sandy graves. From these, however, have come textiles that hold world records for the fineness of the weave—hundreds of threads per inch, spun by hand from cotton or vicuña wool on a distaff, and woven on back-strap looms like those in use among the Indians of today. The designs are extraordinary: elongated, rather comical cats; centipedes, sinuous and menacing (Peru has many giant centipedes that are extremely venomous); sea creatures as fantastic as those on ancient maps; fey warriors dangling trophy heads. All in an exuberance of color: rich wine reds, yellow, Wedgwood and navy blues, orange, and grasshopper green, deployed by every cloth-making technique known to mankind and some used nowhere else in the world.

         Were it not for the peculiarities of the Peruvian climate we would 16have nothing of the Paracans but the usual array of pottery and stone that one finds in any archaeological report.

         
             

         

         There is something here from every major branch of Peruvian civilization: Paracas, Nazca, Mochica, Chimú, Wari-Tiawanaku, and, of course, imperial Inca. With some distaste the professor calls the latter Los Cuscos. He has no love of conquerors, native or European. He lingers over Chavín, the parent of Andean art—as fundamental to Peru as the Shang dynasty to China—and over exhibits of the Cajamarca culture, the local tradition influenced but never overcome by the three great horizons.

         The cultural history of Peru is a three-thousand-year tension between regional autonomy and pan-Andean unification. “Horizon” is an apt term for periods when the multiplicity of Peruvian cultures falls under the influence of a single great style—a style generally rather short in duration but widely distributed in space. By adopting such a metaphorical definition archaeologists have avoided unsound assumptions about ancient political structures where evidence is scarce.

         The Early Horizon, the first, is most often called Chavín, after the impressive ruins discovered by Julio César Tello at Chavín de Huantar in the central Andes. From there, influence seems to have spread over all of Peru (except the far south) between 100 and 200 b.c. Because this influence is seen mostly in iconography, some argue that the Chavín Horizon denotes a religious cult, not a state.

         The Middle Horizon had its focus farther south; it has the composite name Wari-Tiawanaku, from a ruined city near Ayacucho and another near the Bolivian shore of Lake Titicaca. There is growing evidence that the Wari portion, at least, was a true state. Between a.d. 500 and 800 it built roads and garrison towns over much of Peru. Wari’s political relationship with Tiawanaku is unclear, but the two seem to share a common art style and religion.

         The Late Horizon is the Inca Empire, Tawantinsuyu, “The Unity of Four Parts,” or “The Four Quarters of the World.” There is no doubt that this, as its name implies, was a highly centralized state ruled from Cusco, the capital, at 11,500 feet in the southern Peruvian Andes. 17Numerous accounts by Spaniards and the Incas themselves describe an exceptionally well-governed empire created by both conquest and diplomacy. The Incas devised a sophisticated nation-building strategy to counter the centrifugal tendencies of the regions, and created a state-run economy powerful enough to produce an astonishing body of roads, agricultural terraces, monuments, and public buildings in the hundred years between the empire’s foundation and its fall. For a remarkable discovery of modern research is that the Inca Horizon, which has left so deep an imprint on Peru, began only one century before the invasion by Pizarro.

         The modern age, beginning with the Spanish occupation, is perhaps a fourth horizon, but it differs from the other three. It ended Peru’s autonomy and imposed an unequal relationship with Spain and Spain’s successors, notably Britain and the United States. The coming of the “fourth horizon” eclipsed the internal rivalries of Inca and pre-Inca times. Now there is just one tension: the semiconscious struggle of native Andean civilization against the incubus from outside its world. And this tension still strains the national fabrics of Ecuador, Bolivia, Peru—those countries that were once the Tawantinsuyu.

         
             

         

         The Cajamarca culture appears after the first horizon and endures until just after the third. Five distinct phases have been recognized from the pottery. The last, Cajamarca V, is contemporary with the Inca Empire; a few late pieces of this ware are daubed with lead glaze of European origin. Cajamarca IV was a period of local autonomy, but III shows influence of the Wari-Tiawanaku Horizon. Cajamarca I and II are entirely local in style.

         Despite changes over almost two thousand years, the beautiful Cajamarca ware maintains the integrity of an unbroken tradition. It is finely painted with cursive designs in black and red on a white or cream background. In the later phases use of a kaolin clay produced vessels that are wonderfully delicate and light. These are the joy of Professor Ravines.

         Not much archaeological work has been done in the region since Henry and Paule Reichlen made a survey in the 1940s, when they dug some test pits on Santa Apolonia hill. The deposits were 18shallow and in a confused state, but there was little doubt that “Chavinoid” pottery was associated with the carved rock now called the Inca’s Seat. Other test diggings enabled them to work out the five pottery phases of the Cajamarca culture.

         But their most remarkable find was on the hill of Chondorco at Otusco.
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         OTUSCO

         The drive out here is delightful. An ancient bus (I can see the drive shaft through holes in the floor) takes me across the rich farmlands of the Cajamarca basin to the hills on the far side. As the hills close in, the bus advances up the tiny Otusco valley, passing beneath bald eminences of rock with hollowed eyes like the sockets in a death’s head. The eyes become more numerous, until the hill is riddled; but there is a regularity to them that reveals the hand of man. Their outlines are more square than round, and often they run in rows like portholes in the superstructure of a ship. They are well named—Las Ventanillas de Otusco, The Otusco Windows.

         Some of these “windows” are small cavities, just large enough to crouch inside. Others are doors to little passages that enter the rock for two or three yards; from these lead smaller chambers like the single ones. There is often a recessed rim to the entrance, designed to accept a stone lid or door, for these were sepulchers.

         The Reichlens were lucky enough to find one burial that had not been disturbed. Its entrance lay sealed beneath several feet of nicely stratified deposit, and inside were two skeletons accompanied by the post-Chavín pottery of Cajamarca I. This proved that the tombs were much older than had been thought, although it was known that they preceded the pragmatic Incas, who cleaned them out and used them for storing grain.

         The hill above the sepulchers is rocky and traversed by a hewn aqueduct of uncertain date. A few people live up here in rude huts no bigger than pigsties, made of stones and plastic. They tend stony 19fields and gaze enviously at the valley below: waving eucalyptus trees and lush irrigated pastures, with Cajamarca a spatter of whitewash on the far side. Such land is rare in Peru; it lies like a polished emerald in a setting of folded rock. (Of Peru’s 500,000 square miles, total arable and pastureland covers only 2.2 percent. Population on this good land is 1,558 persons per square mile, while for the country as a whole the average is only 34 persons per square mile.)

         The higher I climb, the more mountain ranges appear, one behind the other, until it seems that this valley is the only flat land in the world, the only spot of calm in a violent ocean of stone and ice. This is the real treasure of Cajamarca: the prize that has attracted conquerors throughout the ages since people learned to farm.

         Up here the sun and wind vie to cause discomfort. In Peru it seems one is always too hot or too cold, often both at the same time; but the view is too grand to be abandoned in a hurry.

         Ragged Indians approach with fragments of pottery to sell. It is genuine, but I have no wish to drag around a shard collection on my travels. When they see I won’t buy, they tell me they are hungry; there has been no rain and it is long past seeding time. Dry ditches and fields confirm what they say. I give them a little money and we talk. I ask if they speak Runasimi. They look ashamed and say no, but the way they speak Spanish gives the lie.

         “Imatam sutiyki?”

         “Pedro Alvarez.”

         “So you do understand!” I say.

         “Only a little; my grandparents speak it.”

         Now that I have spoken Runasimi they are less reticent. They teach me a few phrases:

         “Rishaq Cajamarcatataq,” says a boy. “That means ‘I am going to Cajamarca.’” I write it down.

         “Do you learn Runasimi in school?”

         “No. They want us to speak only Spanish.”

         “But Runasimi is now an official language of the country.”

         “Yes,” the boy says politely, with a look of Who is this crazy gringo? Obviously, Velasco’s language reforms have not reached the one-room school in Otusco.20

         
             

         

         Rishaq Cajamarcatataq. The return bus is even older than the one that brought me here; there is no glass in the windows and the seats are wooden planks. Miraculously, it is almost empty and I can see out.

         Great gnarled eucalyptus with trunks thicker than oil drums shade the road. Younger ones with silvery leaves glint in the sunlight filtered by the giants. Above, the sky is blue, bluer than it ought to be—the kind of blue one sees from plane windows because of the altitude. It is now late afternoon; colors are deepening. Whitewashed walls are turning gold; ungainly Jerseys leave the shade of trees and amble toward the milking sheds.

         It is hard to equate this pastoral scene with violence, yet violence has been here. There is an outworn phrase from the sixties: “the violence of the capitalist system.” A piece of cant, perhaps. But here in Cajamarca it has some meaning for me. Land reform or no, the people who once owned this land are starving in the hills.
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         CAJAMARCA

         There remains one thing I want to investigate here. In 1968, the University of California Press published a book that made the rare transition to a bestseller. The book soon had a sequel, then another, until five or six volumes were published in numerous editions. Their author became a celebrity and appeared on the cover of Time. Before long he was one of only two anthropologists (so far as I know) ever to become millionaires from their work.

         Each book was more readable—but less credible—than its predecessor. By the time the third volume appeared, few scholars still thought that genuine fieldwork was being described, or that the central character, a Yaqui Indian, really existed. The first book was called The Teachings of Don Juan: A Yaqui Way of Knowledge. The author calls himself Carlos Castaneda and describes his topic as “sorcery.”21

         In 1976, Richard de Mille published a critique of the Don Juan books entitled Castaneda’s Journey: The Power and the Allegory, in which Carlos and his fellow sorcerers are exposed to ridicule and confronted with serious internal inconsistencies. Most damning of all is the disclosure of suspiciously close parallels between earlier work published in obscure journals by other ethnologists and Castaneda’s “fieldwork.”

         De Mille had considerable difficulty in clarifying the biographical details of Castaneda’s life. The mysterious brujo had put out different tales of his age and origin, although he usually admitted to being from South America, most often Brazil or Argentina. By checking arcana such as United States immigration records, de Mille established that one Carlos Arana Castañeda was born in Cajamarca, Peru, in 1925.

         This person entered the United States in 1951. He became known as Carlos Castaneda, taking his mother’s maiden name, without the tilde, for a surname. In 1959 he enrolled at U.C.L.A., and received a Ph.D. in anthropology in 1973. By that time three of his books had been published, and he was already rich and famous.

         Castaneda continues to write more books and so does de Mille. The latter’s iconoclastic bloodlust unfortunately leads him into a gratuitous and academically unsound attack on the Incas (simply because they, like Castaneda, are associated with Cajamarca), but his analysis of the Don Juan books leaves Castaneda’s factitious mystique in shreds. Anyone still seduced by Don Juan and the ingenuous apprentice should read A Yaqui Life by Moisés, Kelley, and Holden. In this book a real Yaqui talks to a real anthropologist; the difference is self-evident.

         
             

         

         Luis has never heard of the Don Juan books, but he does know a Carlos Castañeda. I wonder for a moment if the notorious sorcerer has not perhaps flown home to roost: “What does he look like, Luis?”

         “Tall, big, like a gringo.” (No, it can’t be the writer—according to de Mille he is five feet five and looks like a Cuban waiter.)

         Carlos Castañeda is indeed a “gringo”: handsome European face, muscular build, thirtyish, well over six feet—more like a Canadian 22footballer than a Peruvian. Beside him Luis looks tiny and very Indian—like Cipriano beside Ramón Carrasco in Lawrence’s Plumed Serpent. I am pleased that these two can be friends in a society such as Peru.

         Like all colonial mansions in the Andes, the Castañeda house presents nothing to the street but an expanse of whitewashed adobe wall with a few windows, well shuttered and barred. Above the upper story, ragged Spanish tile hangs three feet over the pavement. (The large overhang is needed to keep rain from the mud walls.)

         We enter through an arched doorway to a patio full of washing lines and potted plants. Carlos takes us up some wooden stairs on the outside wall, and along a flimsy-looking wooden balcony that gives access to the upper rooms.

         The reception room does not seem to be used much by the family: a formal space, large, spare, slightly neglected, where guests are received. The walls are washed a faded blue, their only decoration some old photographs and religious pictures. The lofty ceiling has exposed beams like those of English timber-frame houses of about the same period. But while an English house would be lit generously by mullioned windows, the life of the Spanish colonial residence turns in on itself, away from ruffianly streets and the fear of Indian attack. This place has the moist gloom of a castle, but it is peaceful, and how preferable to the “colonial” Hollywood bungalows of the coastal rich.

         At the far end of the room are three chairs and a sofa in typical Latin taste: red vinyl with transparent plastic covers like those used to protect the upholstery of new cars. They are more comfortable than they look.

         “Yes, I have heard of him. Actually, he’s not closely related to me. He comes from another branch of the family. They live now in San Pedro de Lloc. You know where that is? I did hear that one of that family went to the United States and became a famous writer about witchcraft.” San Pedro de Lloc is a small dusty town in the Jequetepeque valley—I passed through it on the way to Cajamarca. I wonder if it’s worth going back there. But then I’m not really that interested in Castaneda’s family life. What concerns me are the antecedents of his “anthropology.”23

         “Of course, this part of the world is full of San Pedro shamans. Everybody knows them. I myself have seen inexplicable things.”

         “What kinds of things?”

         “Objects flying around the room. Remarkable cures. That sort of thing. And bad magic, of course, curses and so on; though luckily that’s quite rare. Most of these shamans work for the good.”

         The north coast of Peru is the homeland of a shamanistic healing cult based on the psychotropic cactus called San Pedro or gigantón in Spanish; wachuma in Runasimi (botanical name Trichocereus pachanoi). I did not know until now that the cult is also active in highland valleys like Cajamarca. Whether Castaneda (the writer) had lived in Cajamarca or San Pedro de Lloc, he would have been in the heart of country populated with real-life sorcerers and users of hallucinogens. And he would not have been isolated from this cult by his family’s social standing (middle-class artisans, according to de Mille), because knowledge and belief in its rituals have penetrated Hispanic-mestizo society to a remarkable degree. Although the cult’s grassroots following is the coastal peasantry and proletariat, who have scant access to modern medicine, the prestige of some San Pedro curers is such that members of the middle and upper classes—even, it is said, at least one president—consult them. And from what Carlos has told me, it is obvious that the whereabouts of shamans and details of their rites are common knowledge.

         The anthropologist Douglas Sharon has worked for many years with one of these practitioners, a man named Eduardo, from the coastal city of Trujillo. In several books and scholarly articles, Sharon traces the origin of the cult to Chavín times: sculpture and pottery from that period show fantastic figures clasping large pieces of the cactus. The rite of Eduardo, as befits his coastal mestizo milieu, contains elements from Catholicism and European witchcraft; but the structure and basic mode of operation is undoubtedly native Amerindian.

         Eduardo himself is an exceptional man, a skilled potter and fisherman who has also studied fine arts in Lima and taken correspondence courses in medicine. He does not hesitate to use modern 24remedies when he feels they are more appropriate. He is equally at home prescribing pharmaceuticals or battling sinister forces and supernatural animals from the “other world.” Eduardo:

         
            San Pedro has great power … as it is “accounted” with the saints … with all the hills, ancient shrines, lakes, streams, and powers…. I salute the ancients, the powerful ones, men who lived in antiquity … for their intellectual force, their power, their magnificence….

         

         Eduardo’s system of belief stresses the difference between “looking” (everyday perception) and “seeing”—the ability to perceive the inner nature of things with the aid of the cactus.

         It took Don Juan years to teach Carlos Castaneda to “see,” and in fact it is never quite clear if he succeeded. But I think I can see—in Eduardo and the shamans like him whom Carlos Arana Castañeda must have known—the inner nature of the world’s most famous “Yaqui” sorcerer, mentor of the world’s richest anthropologist.
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         Mary is here from Canada. She has a month’s holiday; we plan to visit Celendín, Chachapoyas, and the jungle.

         Luis has come to the bus station to see us off. Co-operativa de Omnibuses Atahuallpa: I wonder which the ghost of poor old Atau Wallpa dislikes more, the bus company or the radio station? In Mexico they named a brewery after Moctezuma. What do we do with our English monarchs? Of course: pubs. Mary says, “That reminds me of a shop that sells ‘slightly imperfect merchandise.’ It’s called Henry the Second.”

         On either side of the entrance to the Atahuallpa bus company is painted the symbol of the co-ops that Velasco encouraged—two pine trees in a circle. The buses in the yard are sleek new Volvos; these must be for the Lima run. Any minute I expect to see the usual junk come rattling into the station to take us over the mountains to 25Celendín. I dread these contraptions with their tiny seats and broken windows—it’s years since I thought them picturesque.

         I am wrong: the boy on the roof of one of the Volvos is shouting for the luggage to Celendín.

         Luis gives us both a warm abrazo. Inhibited Anglo-Saxon that I am, I find these Latin embraces rather awkward. I hope Luis does not mistake my bungled effort for lack of sincerity. He has been a good friend.

         
             

         

         The bus follows the asphalt road to the Baños del Inca. On the right we pass the buildings of the strike-bound university—abandoned concrete cubes with shattered windows. Every stripe and color of political graffiti are daubed on walls that look like Jackson Pollocks. Someone has painted a lot of signs for APRA (Alianza Popular Revolucionaria Americana); someone else has changed them all to CABRA, which means “nanny goat.” It’s a concise history of the party. In the 1930s APRA was a radical movement, soon banned for trying to help workers and Indians. The party was never communist, though it freely borrowed Marxist ideas, and at times there was an element of lumpen national socialism. After the Second World War, APRA purchased respectability by selling out its more progressive ideals. By the time it was allowed to share power in the early sixties, APRA was a bourgeois party of old men worn out by too many compromises. The last years of the leader, Victor Raúl Haya de la Torre, were spent opposing Velasco, who was implementing many of the programs that Haya himself had once championed.

         Beyond the Inca Baths we climb back into the world of mountains. Gray cloud banks are scudding across a fickle sky; I hope the Indians will get the rain they need. Seen from this height, their fields lie among the rocks like wrinkled brown garments put out to dry.

         As we reach the puna it does rain; then hails; then snows, all in the space of an hour. Then the sun bursts out as the clouds drop suddenly below, and the bus for a moment is a soaring glider. The land has disappeared, except for a few distant peaks, and its place has been taken by a rolling fleecy landscape like a child’s idea of heaven. We have almost reached Cumullca pass and will not see thirteen 26thousand feet again until half an hour down the far side. Mary is silent from the altitude; the air in the bus has become thin and intoxicating. As we re-enter the clouds I decide to read. There is plenty of light, as bright and diffuse as the glow from a fluorescent tube. Co-operativa Atahuallpa seems the right place to open The Peruvian Experiment: Continuity and Change under Military Rule, a good collection of essays on Velasco’s reforms and his quest for a middle way between communism and capitalism.

         While a Marxist administration in Chile was drawing the attention of the world—and the CIA—the Peruvian “Revolutionary Government of the Armed Forces” quietly followed its own program of reforms, reforms that ultimately proved more far-reaching and durable than those of the short-lived Allende regime.

         When Peru’s army took power in October 1968, most observers assumed that talk of revolution and reform was simply that: talk, as it had been so many times before. Surprise followed as foreign petroleum and sugar interests were nationalized. Within nine months a radical land reform was launched spectacularly by General Velasco in words ascribed to the last Inca leader, Tupaq Amaru: Peasants, no longer shall the landlord feast on your poverty! Tupaq Amaru became the symbol of a revolution in values that was intended to replace the old ghettos of race, culture, and class with a “new Peruvian man.” And this was to be achieved, in the good Inca tradition of paternalism, by a long-overdue expansion of government into every area of national life. At that time the Peruvian state was one of the weakest in South America, virtually unable even to collect its own taxes, let alone exert any control over the feudal oligarchy of a dozen white families who ran the country much as they had since the days of the conquistadors.

         The cooperative ideal was central to the Velasco reforms. Expropriated sugar estates were turned into co-ops, and the same model, with modifications, was applied to the old sierra haciendas. It seemed the perfect solution: neither capitalist nor communist, and with a respectable Peruvian precedent in the mink’a system of the Indians.

         In industry, Velasco envisioned a pluralist economy. Small-scale private enterprise would coexist with two other categories: reformed 27private firms, and worker-controlled “social properties.” (It was hoped that the unreformed private sector would atrophy as the new Peruvian man evolved.)

         In reformed private firms, a percentage of the company’s profits was used to buy shares in the name of the workers. These shares were supposed to accrue until labor owned 50 percent of the stock. Companies formed under the “social property” law were to consist exclusively of workers. They were to borrow the capital they needed from state agencies and, with some guidance, participate fully in all functions of their firm, including management. All very fine on paper. But the social property sector, intended to predominate within fifteen years, was to be almost wholly composed of new firms. This would have required massive amounts of capital and expertise, neither of which was notably abundant in Peru.

         Before these inherent problems had time to show themselves, the Peruvian economy was already in serious trouble, for reasons not all of its own making, and Velasco, the force behind the more ambitious programs, was a sick man.

         In August 1975 Velasco was forced to resign and was replaced as president by Morales Bermúdez, one of the architects of the land reform. Morales Bermúdez, however, was a fiscal conservative. Before long, the wreckage of the Peruvian revolution was in the unsympathetic hands of the International Monetary Fund.

         
             

         

         Reading on the mountain road has given me a headache, or perhaps it’s the music blazing from a loudspeaker above my head. Sometimes I curse the arrival of cassette players in Peru. When I first traveled here, bus drivers used to tune their radios to the little mountain stations. In the heyday of the cultural reforms these played the beautiful indigenous music of the Andes: tinkling waynos with the Oriental sound of a young girl’s high-pitched voice, or more rarely the harawi, a lament derived from the court music of the Incas. But professional drivers everywhere are inclined toward the meretricious; in Peru this means a predilection for the baser trappings of mestizo culture. The last thing a mestizo will listen to is Indian music.28

         I think I can blame my headache on the preceding half hour of música tropical, fatuous Afro-Latin ditties from the Brazilian brothel school of music, as welcome in the sierra as tangos at an eisteddfod. And this is now being followed by a tape of canción criolla, romantic harmonized singing in the Spanish style of the coast with words that make country-and-western ballads seem deep by comparison.

         Now the driver switches to Mexican mariachi songs; at least they have a raucous honesty lacking in the other pap.
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         CELENDÍN, 4:00 p.m.

         A gray tide of uniformed schoolchildren swirls around the bus and runs behind it shouting. A demonstration?

         No, it is simply that school is out and the arrival of the bus is one of the day’s events. Mary and I get out and wait for our things to be handed down from the roof. We are surrounded by precocious boys wanting to show us a hotel and their English:

         “Mister! You go to Chachapoyas? I know a truck.”

         “Quiere hotel? I chow you!”

         “I carry you bag, OK, mister?”

         Celendín is a children’s town; they seem to outnumber adults ten to one. Those I ask all have eight or ten siblings. At seventeen million, the Peruvian population is not so large, but the growth rate of 3 percent is far too high for a country with so little arable land. The basic education that these young Celendinos seem to be getting will do little more than equip them for the drift to the top-heavy metropolis, where they will join the other six million in the Lima-Callao conurbation. There, the lucky ones will work long hours for low pay in Dickensian conditions; the rest will have to live by selling lottery tickets, newspapers, roadside snacks, or cheap toys. Some will be forced into crime: like old London, Lima is alive with pickpockets, prostitutes, and confidence tricksters.

         There are only two hotels in Celendín, neither of them good. A boy shows us a dark, musty room with sagging beds. In one corner, behind 29a partition, is a foul-smelling bathroom. I glance at the lavatory; three large fresh turds insolently return my gaze.

         “How about cleaning the bathroom?” I ask the boy.

         “But it has been cleaned, señor.”

         “Well, it needs cleaning again.”

         The boy returns with a filthy cloth, flushes the lavatory, wipes the top of the bowl (there is no seat), and then wipes the washbasin with the same cloth.

         
             

         

         Before I left Cajamarca, Professor Ravines showed me some photographs of archaeological sites. I told him I was leaving soon for Chachapoyas via Celendín.

         “Then you must visit the ch’ullpas of La Chocta near Oxamarca. No one ever goes there. It is ten years since I was there myself.” He held out a picture. On a hilltop fogged with cloud stood a cluster of stone towers. “Chavín period,” he breathed, “a thousand years before Christ.” (Chavín haunts him the way the Incas do me. Luis said that the archaeological topiary in the plaza is the work of Professor Ravines.)

         “From Celendín you can catch a bus to Sucre. There you will have to rent horses and ride for half a day to Oxamarca: there is no road; just a trail.”

         Mary is keen to go to Oxamarca but I don’t like Celendín and am afraid of being stuck here. I go to the plaza to ask about transport to Chachapoyas, where the ruins of Kuélap await us. Somebody called Díaz Díaz is leaving tomorrow, I am told.

         
             

         

         Díaz Díaz is a pompous man in a wrinkled suit. His dictator-style moustache is gray, and he talks with a peculiar singsong inflection that may be an accent, but I’ve never heard anyone else speak this way. Like his name, he repeats himself a lot: “My truck has not arrived from Cajamarca yet. Should have been here today. Very worrying. Very worrying.”

         “Can you keep us two seats in the cab?”

         “Most certainly, señores, most certainly. Rómulo Díaz Díaz at your service.” We shake hands elaborately. “But I will not be leaving until the day after tomorrow.”30

         “That leaves us time for Oxamarca,” Mary says in Spanish.

         “To Oxamarca! Why?” asks Díaz Díaz.

         “To see the ch’ullpas.”

         “Ah … the ruins of La Chocta. It is far. Very far. But you gringos are so strong”—feeling my arm like a buyer at a slave market—“you will succeed where we Peruvians fail. You gringos are so strong; that is why you rule the world!”
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         This morning we took the packs and camping gear, but left the rest of our things in the care of Señor Topa, the hotel factotum. His name is a form of Tupaq, an Inca title meaning “royal” (Tupaq Amaru, Royal Serpent). Perhaps his ancestors once ruled this land, but poor Topa’s work is never done: he lives and sleeps behind the hotel desk. His explanation for the success of gringos: “We Peruvians have too many children.”

         The small bus to Sucre makes a run every day at “half past eight.” At half past nine the driver appears. Then—and this is typical—another half hour is spent driving up and down streets with the conductor leaning from the door shouting “Sucre! Sucre!” There is no need for this. Everyone in Celendín knows the bus and its schedule, but this piece of theater satisfies (as a psychiatrist would say) the driver’s ego needs.

         At last we grind up the hill out of town; then, infuriatingly, stop at some outlying huts ten minutes later.

         “Is there gasoline?” the driver shouts.

         Mary laughs: “What if there isn’t any?”

         “Sí!” comes the reply. The conductor fuels the vehicle with a funnel and a battered tin. We are off.

         It can only be twelve miles to Sucre, but it takes an hour and a half. The bus’s main function is that of a milk truck. Before long the aisle between the seats is filled with slopping churns. A dozen white trickles run along the floor and out through rusty holes in the steel.31

         SUCRE

         It is still the nineteenth century here. The town reminds me of E. George Squier’s engravings. He never came here, but he drew many places like it when he toured Peru in the 1860s.

         The houses are whitewashed, their walls splashed red at the bottom from the muddy sidewalks. There are patches of cobbled paving on some streets, and drains down the middle as in Inca times. Dogs nap on doorsteps, pigs in the drains. Here and there a tethered donkey is dozing on its feet.

         It has rained during the night and the air is fresh; but a hard sun now burns from a deep blue sky and draws vapor from the earth.

         Nobody wants to rent horses. Mary asks me: “Would you rent your car to foreigners who appeared from nowhere and wanted to drive it over mountain roads?”

         NOON

         Lunch in a tiny “restaurant.” The woman apologizes for not serving rice. Potatoes are considered infra dig by whites and mestizos. She thinks we are being polite when we say we prefer potatoes. (Peruvian rice is terrible.)

         1:00 p.m.

         We are directed to Señor Avila, a prominent local citizen. His horses, he says, are up on the jalca, another name for the puna. But he’s anxious to help and takes us to see a friend who has “beasts.”

         Twenty minutes of entreaties from Señor Avila and the beasts are ours.

         2:00 p.m.

         The tiny animals—no more than ponies, really—are finally saddled. Several nails protrude from my saddle, a Spartan affair of wood and leather with no padding.

         The road becomes a track, then a path, and turns into a rocky cleft as it drops out of sight downhill. Just when we are sure we are 32lost, an Indian comes briskly along behind a loaded donkey: “Yes, to Oxamarca. But you must hurry or night will fall before you arrive. Use the whip on those brutes.”

         “Just where is Oxamarca?”

         “From here you can’t see it. It’s about half an hour beyond that ridge.” He points up at a sugarloaf looming above a chasm. The ridge is perhaps only three miles away as the condor flies; but to get there we must drop two thousand feet into a ravine, cross a river, and then regain the lost altitude plus half as much again.

         The trail has become steep as a flight of stairs, but instead of steps there are only loose pebbles and rocks. Sensing our inexperience, the horses often refuse to move; I have visions of my brain splattered like a dropped egg on the rocks. It amuses passing riders to see us dismount and drag our beasts along. The locals bounce by at a trot, with frequent applications of the whip at the most dangerous places. No European horse could tackle this, I am sure. Centuries of breeding in the Andes have produced a creature that is at least half goat.

         3:00 p.m.

         We are little more than halfway down. The horses are slowing us: we would have been better off hiking.

         4:00 p.m.

         We have reached the river. Down here the climate is tropical. A few banana trees grow wherever the lie of the land allows. We cross on a stone bridge that looks absurdly well made for the trail it serves. A fallen log was what I expected.

         On the other side my spirits rise with the ascent. The road seems better, the fear of falling headlong has gone, and the saddle has shifted its sadistic attentions to different areas of flesh.

         As the animals pant gamely up the hill the views are ever more magnificent.33

         6:30 p.m.

         Darkness has come suddenly. Before it left us, the sun illuminated the winding gorge below with horizontal shafts of golden light. In this terrain, so near the equator, you can see the world revolve: in minutes the planet rolled away and the abyss filled with gloom.

         We reach the ridge in the last of the visibility and are challenged by a youth. He points to a scattering of feeble lights in the distance: Oxamarca.

         We are on foot now, leading the horses, I in front with a pocket flashlight. Nowhere is there a scrap of flat ground big enough for the tent. Señor Avila mentioned a name in Oxamarca; we can only press on and beg for hospitality.

         I walk off the edge of the trail, but am saved by the reins in my hand. Now Mary is regretting the trip.

         We are wondering if we have passed the village, when I see a woman ahead. The glow from the flashlight reveals a squat outline with a long braid down her back.

         “Good evening,” I say. No reply.

         “Good evening. Can you direct me to the house of Señor Pérez?” Silence. The woman keeps the same distance ahead.

         “Good evening” the third time, and I realize I am talking to a cow.

         What I took for a braid is its tail.

         Five minutes later we notice we are in Oxamarca. The trail has become a street with houses on one side. The lights seen from the ridge must have been extinguished. Mary asks directions at the door of a dark house.

         Señor Pérez is not at home, but his wife and daughter question us for several minutes. They are suspicious of archaeologists, and become more so when I mention Julio Tello, discoverer of the ch’ullpas. They say he took gold and mummies to Lima. I assure them we have come only for photographs.

         Once satisfied, they invite us indoors and bring thin coffee and soft-boiled eggs. A single candle lights the one-room dwelling. It is built entirely of stone, against a rock cliff, which forms the back wall. There are no windows and only one door. Most of the floor is occupied by three metal beds. A baby is asleep in a hammock slung diagonally across the room. Except for the furniture, the house is 34identical with those of ancient times. One of the beds is offered for our use, and we roll out our sleeping bags on it.

         Like many Peruvians, they are curious as to why we have no children. (To avoid embarrassment we have been telling people we are married.) Mary tries to explain about birth control; but I am sure they are left with the idea that sleeping in separate bags is the secret of our low fertility.

         Our pretense of matrimony is an unnecessary fiction among these people. Isabel, Señor Pérez’s daughter and mother of the baby, has told us that she and her “husband” are not really married. Perhaps some day. A legal wedding is not considered very important by Peruvian Indians, who still abide by the old tradition of trial marriage known as sirvinakuy, “mutual service.” As the name implies, reciprocal obligations between the couple and their “in-laws” are the true measure of the match. If for any reason the arrangement does not work it can be dissolved after a year or so with no stigma attaching to either spouse. There is room for love in this sensible system: sirvinakuy usually begins with trysts in the fields, and a romantic elopement, at which both sets of “in-laws” (who most likely did the same) pretend to be outraged.

         Isabel’s husband offers to take us to the ruins tomorrow, and will wake us at 4:30 a.m. Curious, how these people use precise units of time, though they have no watches or clocks.

         
             

         

         Last night we slept little. It did not take long for the fleas to work their way up from the mattress. Fleas are a fact of life in the Andes; but their presence is more than compensated for by the lack of bedbugs and cockroaches.

         In the early morning darkness, Wilder (as he is inexplicably called) takes us to the upper story by an outside flight of stone steps. This upper room with a steeply pitched thatch doubles as kitchen and granary. Sacks of grain lean against the low stone walls; the roof is festooned with bunches of multicolored corncobs. There is a wheaty smell of home and plenty.

         We make porridge on our camping stove. Isabel makes breakfast in the Indian way—by blowing through a long tube into a tiny fire of 35twigs beneath an earthenware pot. We offer them some porridge.

         “No, thank you”—big smiles—“we only feed oats to horses.”

         Their morning snack is sweet coffee into which they dunk spoonfuls of barley flour.

         
             

         

         It is time to dispose of the word “Indian.” In Latin America the word is about as polite as “nigger.” Indígena, “native,” is more acceptable, and so is campesino, “peasant” or (to avoid a negative connotation in English) “country person.” Indians who speak Runasimi I shall henceforth call Runa, which is the term they use for themselves (Runa means “The People” or “people” in general; Runasimi, “Language of the People”).

         The class structure of Peru is extremely complex; I would find it utterly baffling had I not grown up in the equally subtle hierarchy of England. To a superficial glance, Peru is a racist nation: people are known as whites (criollos), mestizos, or Indians, in that order of prestige. There are esoteric subgroups such as zambos (Indian-black mixtures) and cholos, between Indian and mestizo.

         But the criteria for defining these groups are predominantly ethnic and cultural. Most mestizos are in fact of almost pure Indian descent; taken as a whole, Peru’s population must be at least 80 percent native in its genetic makeup. Most “whites” (except for recent arrivals from Europe) are of mixed ancestry. Some great criollo families can trace their origins to unions between conquistadors and Inca noble-women—yet they would be outraged if called mestizo. Money whitens; but it bears repeating that the chief criteria are outward, visible manifestations of cultural allegiance. Acquisition of Western dress, Spanish language, and Latin values (for example, criollo pop music, a macho attitude toward women, and shiny shoes) will convert an Indian into a mestizo.

         This “ethnicism” is a far more effective strategy for domination than the crude racism of Anglo-Saxon countries. In South Africa or Canada, a native person can learn English, go to university, and become an effective spokesman for his group. A Canadian Indian is always an Indian. But in Peru there is no such thing as an educated Runa. Since the destruction of the native aristocracy at 36the end of the eighteenth century, there has been no model of the Indian as anything other than a backward peasant. The very process of education (in Spanish, of course) converts the successful Runa into a mestizo: advancement costs him his ethnos. He is co-opted and isolated as surely as the Oxford graduate with working-class origins.

         The Oxamarca people are hard to define. Their way of life is Indian, little changed from Inca times, but like much of northern Peru they have lost Runasimi and replaced it with rustic Spanish. Apart from their ponchos, the dress of the men is Western; that of the women—long skirts, blouses, and shawls—a mixture. The best term must be “campesino,” as this is probably how they define themselves (one can never ask).

         There’s nothing much Spanish about Wilder: his last name, Chupaca, comes from Runasimi, and his first is English. I would love to know how he came to be christened Wilder.

         We leave for the ruins on foot, to give the horses and our rumps a rest. Along the way Wilder points out his fields. It is much wetter here than in Cajamarca; young potatoes are already thrusting through soil very black and moist in the early light. I ask if the land is owned in common or by individuals.

         “By individuals. Once there was a hacendado, but he left years ago.”

         “Before the land reform?”

         “Yes, before that. Then the government sent some people here to organize a co-op, but we got rid of them, too.”

         
             

         

         We have reached a mountain saddle between two peaks. The sun has not yet burned away the cloud that spreads below us on both sides a diaphanous garment gone to holes. The land, half hidden, falls in faint green canyons to the Rio Marañon.

         Rounding a bluff, we pass some shepherds’ huts, and in the distance can see the mushroom forms of towers. They stand on a peninsula rising from a sea of cloud. From time to time, mist blows across like spray driven on a Scottish coast.

         In the 1930s, Tello counted forty ch’ullpas here. Now only a dozen 37or so are left. Regular stones in nearby shepherds’ dwellings tell where the rest have gone.

         Wilder says no one lived here until recently. For more than two thousand years La Chocta was a city of the dead, which the living were loath to visit. But now land hunger has brought settlers who do not have many qualms about destroying the monuments. The buildings, they say almost with a shudder, are the work of “gentiles.” The people have lost their language and a sense of kinship with the past. Only the towers farthest from the settlement are standing. The best one rises more than twenty feet. Its walls are vertical and only ten inches thick, well made from slabs of cut stone joined with lesser stones and mortar. Two simple cornices divide the square shaft into thirds, at the levels of the floors inside. Each story consists of a single chamber about eight feet square and six feet high. There is no access from one chamber to the next; instead, each has a small door to the outside.

         The roof is the most distinctive feature: a gently pitched gable of cut stone slabs which overhang the walls in a heavy cornice. The triangular pediments thus created on two sides remind me of Classical Greek architecture. But in place of sculpture, the apex of each pediment is decorated with a single small round stone—most likely a ridgepole lingering in skeuomorph. Traces of red stucco can still be seen in these protected spots, and it is quite possible that the whole building was once painted bright red.

         These ch’ullpas have a lightness and delicacy rare in Peruvian architecture. Such a high proportion of interior space to masonry was seldom attempted in this land of earthquakes. Somehow they have survived millennia of natural assaults; but now their chief enemy is man. The doors, once sealed, have all been rudely opened. Scattered pottery and human bones testify to the “mummies” who resided here. Near the ch’ullpas are the remains of a much larger building, which Wilder calls the Fortress. It is in ruins, but a series of rooms and courtyards can be made out. On one side, the solid masonry platform is pierced by a long tunnel. This suggests a relationship with Chavín de Huantar, where the temples are riddled with subterranean labyrinths.38

         
             

         

         On the way back to Oxamarca, the clouds part briefly to reveal a strange sight half a mile below us on a terrace. A team of horses is rushing round and round in a tight, fast circle; in the middle stands a man cracking a whip and shouting like a circus ringmaster.

         “Threshing barley,” Wilder explains.

         Our rested horses need no encouragement to return home. At places along the road I see the remains of stone steps, enough to show that this was once a step-road of the Incas or an earlier people. After the Conquest much of the paving was torn from the old roads because the Spaniards found that the hard surface wore out their horseshoes too quickly. Maybe this happened here, or perhaps time accomplished the same end: in places the track has worn so far into the softer rock below that we squeeze through miniature ravines and pass traces of old paving at eye level.

         Near Sucre the horses break into a trot, led by the mare, who has left her foal behind. I haul desperately on the reins to try to save what’s left of my rump.

         The foal comes rushing out to greet his mother. There is a touching scene as the two rub necks and whinny. But then he gets too greedy at her nipples, and she kicks him smartly in the side.
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         CELENDÍN

         In the courtyard of the hotel two gringos are sitting in the lotus posture, one behind the other.

         “Hi,” says Frank. He is smoking an Inca brand cigarette (which smells like burned feathers) while Greg combs his (Frank’s) hair.

         “You going to Chachapoyas?” Frank asks.

         “Yes.”

         “Don Rómulo was just here.”

         “Díaz Díaz?”

         “The same. His truck hasn’t come yet. He says he’s leaving Friday.”

         Frank is big, thirty-five, and hyperthyroid. It shows in his red face and enlarged fingertips like those of a tarsier. He talks a lot: about India; 39Nixon; his radical days in the SDS (Students for a Democratic Society).

         Greg is eleven years younger, Australian, mild-mannered, with eyes the color of crushed bluestone. He wears a jaunty peaked cap, like a cabbie’s, which he “found in the road in Ecuador.” Beneath it, a thick blond braid shows briefly and disappears inside his collar.

         TWO DAYS LATER

         Of course, we have not left. Mary has gone to draw an adobe church. I spend the day wandering around town, buying a few books, including a new Runasimi grammar, and talking—or, rather, listening—to Greg and Frank. They have been on the road a long time: three years in India (six months of that in jail for traveling on expired visas) and now a year in South America. Each wears a single earring, and people often call them maricones. Despite this some Ecuadorian girls tried to hire their services as studs. It was Greg’s eyes that did it, I think: ojos de gato they call them here, “cat’s eyes,” which in South America is meant as a compliment.

         
             

         

         The truck has arrived. It is a two-ton Dodge with its name, El Amigo del Oriente, painted across the box above the cab. (Oriente means the selva, or jungle.) The motor needed a complete overhaul in Cajamarca—hence the delay. A quick inspection of the vehicle does not bode well for the trip: leaking radiator, two bald tires, the spare flat.

         Díaz Díaz is effusive: “Doña María! Don Ronald! Qué tal?” (He calls everyone “Don”; we are doing the same.) “You went to La Chocta?”

         We tell him about the state of the ruins.

         “I will write personally to my very good friend, the Mayor of Celendín. Something must be done!” He clutches my arm and gazes at us in admiration: “But you are the only gringos ever to go there. Qué valientes!”

         Don Rómulo is proud of his new engine (“Qué motorazo!”), but broke. Frank refuses to pay the fare in advance: “I don’t like this guy. He’s trying to cheat us. We always pay at the end.” His face is twice as red as usual, and so is Don Rómulo’s. Eventually they agree on half now, half later.40

         Mary and I ride in the cab with the driver, a shy, likable man called Don Segundo. Díaz Díaz, three other Peruvians, Frank, Greg, some freight, and a live turkey all ride in the back.

         The road from Celendín climbs over some hills and then makes a long descent through extremely dry country to Balsas at only four thousand feet, where there is a bridge across the Marañon, parent of the Amazon. This watershed is the setting for one of Peru’s great novels, La Serpiente de Oro by Ciro Alegría. Northern Peru is rich in writers. Besides the dubious honor of producing Castaneda, the department of Cajamarca is the birthplace of Alegría (from Cajabamba) and the poet César Vallejo (from Santiago de Chuco). The other major literary figure, José María Arguedas, was born at Andahuaylas in the southern Andes. I am sure it is no mere coincidence that Peru’s great modern writers are from the sierra: the tension between native and hispanic culture has stimulated all her best fiction.

         Balsas lies at the bottom of a rainless rocky gorge as if thrown there. The heat is stifling; dusty phallic cacti and purple-flowering acacias the only vegetation.

         Lunch is unspeakable: a thin dirty soup containing what we have come to know as UFOs, unidentified floating organs. Díaz Díaz is busy drinking beer and embracing people who look as though they scarcely know him.

         It is a ten-thousand-foot climb from here to the next pass.

         Our reward for patience is a succession of magnificent views enhanced by the chiaroscuro lighting of late afternoon. With altitude, the valleys have grown lush again; the merest haze fills them and catches the last of the sun in a series of transparent cataracts.

         It is almost dark when we reach Calla Calla pass, but there is enough light to show the character of the place. Sleet is blowing across a tundralike landscape in which a few optimists have planted small potato plots.

         The name can be translated as “a beginning place, where water is driven before the wind.”41

         LEIMEBAMBA

         The journey has not been pleasant for those in the back. It was bitterly cold, and a fuel drum fell down and severed the turkey’s foot. “Blood and shit all over the place,” according to Greg.

         Díaz Díaz decides we must go to the control. These are checkpoints manned by the Guardia Civil on all the highways of Peru. Travelers are routinely entered in a log.

         The control here is down a muddy side street for some reason, and could easily be avoided. But Don Rómulo insists—wanting to show off his gringos, I suspect.

         Two junior constables are playing cards and drinking pisco. Obviously they do not expect visitors at this time of night and do not enjoy the interruption. Nor do they have the faintest idea what to do with our passports. Seeing the stamps on the inside pages, the policeman lays them out open on his desk and produces an enormous rubber stamp.

         I have to stop this: “Just a minute. They are only supposed to be stamped at international frontiers.”

         “Oh. Then what’s this one here: Aguas Verdes, Peru?”

         “That’s the border town with Ecuador. If we got stamped at every control in Peru, we’d need new passports every fortnight.”

         Luckily he believes me; we leave quickly (practically dragging Díaz Díaz) before he can change his mind.

         An hour later, the truck stops for the night in a small unlit town. Don Rómulo finds us a place to stay—a small storeroom with rusty cans piled on shelves and several posters for Inca cigarettes on the walls.

         Greg eyes the concrete floor: “A bit ’ard, innit?”

         “It’ll just have to do,” Frank says. “I’m going for a stroll while you make the bed.”

         Greg does his best, neatly unrolling the blankets they bought in Asia, and making a double bed with them. Their jackets serve as pillows. Mary and I are glad of our sleeping bags and small foam rubber pads.

         In the middle of the night I hear a splash and a petulant Frank: “Greg! Where’s this water coming from?”

         “It smells soapy.”42

         “Goddammit, someone upstairs must have tipped over a basin.”

         “Good thing it wasn’t a piss-pot.”

         
             

         

         Next morning we make rapid progress downhill, following the Utcubamba (Cottonfield) River in spate: a brown fury sometimes no more than a foot below the truck’s wheels. In places there is room only for the river and the road between perpendicular rock walls.

         The Kuélap ruins are above the village of Tingo, a few miles before Chachapoyas. (There are many Tingos in Peru; the word means “where rivers meet.”)
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         TINGO

         There is a small hostel here, so we have been able to escape from El Amigo del Oriente and Díaz Díaz, but not from Frank and Greg.

         The proprietor is a theatrical man from Lima. He has decorated the place with posters of Machu Piqchu and buxom girls in wet T-shirts. Otherwise it is tasteful: whitewashed adobe walls, rustic furniture made of rushes and rough-sawn planks.

         Greg and the owner are kindred souls in parsimony. I hear the following antiphon, one side in a lispy Lima accent and the other in a Spanish that has not strayed far from Sydney:

         “Cuánto vale una cama?” (“How much is a bed?”)

         “Barato.” (“Cheap.”) The word is drawn out with an eloquent toss of the hand.

         “Cuánto es ‘barato’?” (“How much is cheap?”)

         “Barato … baraaato.”

         This does not amuse the owner’s mother. She seems to do all the hard work and looks as if she has chronic hepatitis. Her face is a yellowed mask of old newsprint; her eyes two small pieces of raw meat. If she sits for a moment she’s asleep.

         
             

         

         A policeman has come to accompany us. Apparently nobody has been allowed to visit the ruins without a guard since some French 43were found digging there illegally. He orders pisco while we get ready for the hike.

         A sign in the village says it is eleven kilometers to Kuélap. The path is a cow trail up a precipitous hillside covered in cactus and thorny scrub. Soon, Greg and Frank are a long way behind. Their shoes are remarkable: heels flapping, bare toes visible beneath visors of wrinkled leather. I wonder how they can use such footwear without finishing it off in a day.

         The answer is, they never walk faster than a geriatric stroll.

         The policeman walks at the brisk trot used by mountain Peruvians to dispose of long distances in a surprisingly short time. He has a leather satchel, which I presume contains his lunch. Mary and I struggle to keep up and make conversation between gulps of air.

         “They are father and son?” he asks.

         “No, amigos.”

         “They walk like old women.” From the satchel comes its only occupant, a large bottle of pisco. “Very good for energy.”

         The trail makes several steep ascents punctuated by relatively flat “pampas” where there are a few huts and fields. We climb about three thousand feet from Tingo before the ruins can be seen: a jagged crown of stone walls circling a hilltop. Above the crown, exotic greenery sprouts like an unruly shock of hair. Although we are now over ten thousand feet, tropical vegetation is supported here by the moisture of clouds. Peruvians call the cloud forest ceja de la selva, “the jungle’s eyebrow.”

         From a distance the walls seem low, but that is only in relation to their length. As one draws near, the city’s true size becomes apparent. The best-preserved parts of the outer rampart (more accurately a terrace rather than a free-standing wall) are sixty feet high; nowhere is it less than twenty-five.

         We enter by the south gate, a dark cuneiform slit with the same proportions and construction as the sharp corbel vaults in the facade of the Governor’s Palace at Uxmal in Yucatan, but far higher. The lofty tunnel, partly collapsed, opens into a long corridor running between thirty-foot walls and watchtowers. The corridor winds slightly, with the sinuosity of a medieval street; I have seen few 44pre-Columbian sites so obviously built for defense. The curving lines, the roundness, and the coursed granite masonry remind me of the great kraal at Zimbabwe.

         Inside, a riot of gangling trees and undergrowth confines us to the paths worn by cattle sometimes driven here to browse. The jungle is cool, moist, silent.

         Near the north gate, which overlooks a precipice and an opulent view, we disturb some wild turkeys. The policeman praises their flesh as if it were a woman’s, and stalks them with a child’s catapult. But they are much too wary.

         Turkeys abandoned, our guard gives us a tour of the ruins. His pride in the place is stimulated by our interest, and he conscientiously shows us everything significant. There are about three hundred round stone houses arranged on broad terraces. Their interiors are relieved by niches; the finest dwellings have chevrons and other geometrical designs in friezes around the outside. Near the main entrance is an odd-shaped tower. It, too, is round but flares outward as it rises, like the inverted stem of a champagne cork. One side is damaged and gives us access to the top. In the center of the flat roof (or what remains of it) is a hole leading to a beehive-shaped cavity occupying most of the tower’s interior. It is hard to imagine what the chamber might have contained since it has no outlet at the bottom. Most likely it was a tomb or dungeon.

         Someone has put a long thin tree trunk down the hole, at an angle like a straw in a bottle. But the idea of scrambling down it appeals to none of us.

         The roundness of Kuélap is enchanting: a very different vision of architecture from the formal squares and parallelograms of most other Peruvian cultures. Kuélap grows from its hilltop in a great ellipse, about two hundred by eight hundred yards on its axes. The impression is something like the lines of a ship with a rounded bow. At the eastern end rises an acropolis, like a superstructure on the stern of a tanker. Its walls are as massive as the outside rampart, built of granite blocks about a foot thick by a yard long. I counted forty courses. The acropolis has more round buildings, and a lookout atop three terraces. From here the view is commanding in every direction: 45the countryside is focused and controlled as by the keep of a medieval castle. But the wildness and amplitude of this landscape are on a scale never seen in Europe.

         The first outside visitors reached Kuélap in 1843, but no archaeological work of consequence was carried out until more than a century later, when the Reichlens, having finished at Cajamarca, dug some test pits near the south entrance. Their work was hampered by lack of time and difficulty in hiring labor, but they managed to discern two epochs in the pottery. The builders of the city made an unpainted ware of “somber color,” decorated by incision and application. Fortunately, a few shards of Cajamarca III were associated with this, giving a date of A.D. 1000 or earlier. The second period produced painted ware of the Chipurik culture, which flourished here until the Inca occupation under Tupaq Yupanki (Atau Wallpa’s grandfather) in the fifteenth century. The Chipurik people are best known for their anthropomorphic clay mummy cases. Many of these still gaze eerily from inaccessible cliff ledges throughout the region.

         At the modern village of Wanka there are also remains of round houses on terraces, and the villagers make a painted pottery much like that of the first period of Kuélap. They are thought to be descendants of the Chachapuya, builders of the ancient city and namesakes of the modern.

         
             

         

         The guard takes us back to Tingo by a different path. Descending, we leave the cloud forest for the dry country of the valley, but in the acacias are small green parrots, and on the ground we startle tawny puku doves. When he is far ahead the policeman plucks a leaf and plays waynos to himself by cupping it between the hands. The sound carries well in the thin air, but we make the mistake of complimenting him; he becomes self-conscious and does not play again.

         At Tingo we offer him a tip, for being not a guard but a guide. He refuses, saying, “This is just my job.”

         Mary, who grew up in Argentina, is impressed.46

         TINGO, THREE DAYS LATER

         We are stuck here because of progress. A road is being built to Kuélap, and there are plans to clear the jungle from the ruins. Local entrepreneurs hope to create a Machu Piqchu of the north. The trouble is, the new road passes above the main route to Chachapoyas, and blasting has caused landslides below. They say they will have it clear tomorrow.

         Yesterday, the Ministry of Health was active in town. Two men went from house to house with sprayers and tanks on their backs. Killing bugs with DDT, I was told. Later I saw them cleaning their tanks in the smaller of the two rivers. A hundred yards downstream a woman was washing lettuce.
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         There is no need to go into Chachapoyas itself; we can catch a short ride in a pickup truck to the crossroads where several routes converge like rivers and run down to the jungle: Moyobamba, Tarapoto, and Yurimaguas. From Yurimaguas there are boats to Iquitos on the Amazon.

         Parsimony separates us from Frank and Greg. After two hours of waiting at the crossroads, a large luxurious bus appears. Incredibly, it is almost empty: the first run of a new service, explains the driver. He offers us tickets to Moyobamba (a ten-hour trip) for the equivalent of two dollars, but this is too much for the others; they think they can do it for half the price if they wait for a truck. It’s a relief to be by ourselves again. We are no longer inevitably taken for hippies by association.

         The road is blasted from the gorge in a daring way to form a three-sided tunnel: there is rock below us, rock above, and rock on the right; but where the other side should be it is open to the river. The effect is like those tunnels against glass made by the earthworms in a terrarium I kept as a child.

         As we leave the Utcubamba canyon, the landscape opens into a panorama of wild hills. The semidesert has been replaced by a dark green fleece that is almost oppressive. But the excess is relieved by a 47few bright plantings of young maize, by waterfalls and limestone cliffs garlanded with vines.

         After dark, the bus descends a flight of corkscrew bends so rapidly that sharp pains stab my ears; then we level out on the warm clammy plains of the selva, and I can hear the orchestral buzz of frogs and insects when the driver stops to check his tires. Two hours later we are in Moyobamba.

         MOYOBAMBA

         The hotel here has separate cabins like a North American motel. It is good, and cheap thanks to the feeble sol.

         Daylight reveals a quiet, pleasant place. The whitewashed buildings and shaded plaza with surrounding colonnades belong to a sierra town: Moyobamba must date from the early wave of jungle colonization between the world wars.

         As a substitute for land reform, mountain peasants were urged to settle in the lowlands. Many found the physical and cultural adaptations too difficult and returned to their crowded Andean villages. But some stayed, living in settlements with names like New Cajamarca, gradually becoming acclimatized to the heat and the hispanic way of life.

         The mestizo character of Moyobamba shows in its large Coliseo, the cockfight arena. I have always found this sport offensive, not just because of the senseless cruelty, but because it seems to typify the ignoble obsession with machismo that is one of the more distasteful attributes of Latin culture. However, the Peruvians are guilelessly practical: attached to the Coliseo is a chicken restaurant, where the losers make their last appearance.

         1:00 p.m.

         About halfway between Moyobamba and Tarapoto we are stranded by a breakdown. There is nothing to do but drink warm cola and play a local game that involves flicking bottle caps into the gaping mouth of a large bronze frog.48

         We got this far in a more typical bus: crowded and decrepit. It needed frequent substitutions of one ignition coil for another, also defective. As soon as one coil became hot it would begin to fail, but the cold one would allow the bus to run for a further half hour or so. As the heat rose toward midday the rejections became more frequent, until the bus finally expired like the unsuccessful recipient of an organ transplant.

         At the hottest time of afternoon we transfer to a passing truck (after a squabble with the bus driver concerning a refund for the uncompleted part of the journey). There is no shade at all; by the time we reach Tarapoto Mary is collapsing from thirst.

         TARAPOTO

         While Moyobamba is sleepy and understated, Tarapoto has the brash hustle of any boom town. Oil money has produced a settlement whose architecture shows all the color, taste, and permanence of fairground scenery. Air conditioners and scratchy jukeboxes blaring the syncopated monotony of musica tropical have banished the vociferous jungle creatures.

         There are refrigerators in the shops here for a thousand dollars each. Listless young girls in sweat-stained cotton shifts are also for sale.

         People walk only on the shaded side of streets that smell of rotting mangoes, alcohol, and urine.

         
             

         

         The usually reliable South American Handbook recommends a chifa (Chinese restaurant) here. I salivate at the thought of Chinese food after the congealed potages of the sierra.

         In Chifa Chang a moronic boy emerges from the “kitchen”—a cooking area behind a greasy sheet.

         “What’s on the menu today?”

         “There’s sopa. There’s segundo.” Soup and “second course”: this is what I’ve been hearing for weeks. (If you ask what the meal consists of it is taken as a stupid question: there is what there is. Peruvians have much the same attitude to food as the English—food is fuel for the body; flavor, temperature, and preparation are of minor importance.)

         “Haven’t you got anything Chinese?” I persist.49

         The youth leaves with a blank stare and returns with the owner. “I can make you chicken with vegetables if you like.”

         “Terrific. I’ll have that.”

         Mary more wisely opts for the set meal of sopa and segundo. When my “chap suey” (as the local spelling has it) arrives there is a distinct whiff of rancid fat; but I am too hungry to be deterred.

         
             

         

         For three days I have food poisoning, courtesy of Chifa Chang. Anything I consume takes only fifteen minutes to speed through my innards and emerge in liquid form. Mary is keeping me from dehydration—the main danger—by plying me with bottled mineral water. There are two kinds: Selva Alegre (Happy Jungle) and Agua Jesus. Jesus is better, but hard to find.

         We have decided to forgo Iquitos. Mary hates the heat, and I am feeling too weak to face a river trip. Instead we shall fly to Tingo María, where there is supposed to be a pleasant hotel.
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         TINGO MARÍA

         It is still tropical here, but cooler because of a two-thousand-foot gain in height from Tarapoto. The mountains are reassuringly close—Huánuco, in the sierra, is only a few hours away by good road.

         The State Tourist Hotel is a collection of wooden buildings raised on piles amid mature gardens of exotic plants (exotic, that is, to us, not the area). Thanks to the sol, we can afford to stay here. From the dining room there is a fine view of the Huallaga. Sheer hills on the far bank of the river are a rich bottle green, but the water is carrying so much lateritic silt that it is almost orange.

         The Canadian writer George Woodcock stayed here with his ailing wife in 1956. (She, also, was suffering from a bad stomach.) He described the place then as already run-down. In those days, gringo mining engineers from the Cerro de Pasco Corporation would come down from the mountains to escape the terrible bleakness of the puna their company was poisoning. The gringos are gone now because of 50nationalization, but twenty years have not invalidated Woodcock’s impressions. The place is still run-down, but not abandoned: there is a genteel state of what my first dentist called “arrested decay.” It is as if a truce exists between the termites and the management, who have concealed the former’s activities beneath many layers of dark brown varnish and green paint.

         
             

         

         A political convention has arrived from Huánuco. The delegates drink beer all day beside the swimming pool and occasionally push each other in. One of them is making a point of talking to us.

         “You are Americans?”

         “No.”

         “You speak English?”

         “Yes.”

         “I speak English!”

         “Where did you learn it?”

         “I study medicine four jears in California. I lov United Stays!”

         “But you have come back here.”

         “Yes, I come back because I see what things I want to do for my Peru.”

         “What kind of things?”

         “We must build roads to the ruins. Good roads. With roads come tourists, and tourists bring money.”

         “Tourists create a nation of bellboys. Look at Cusco—swarms of tourists but only a handful of Peruvians get rich.”

         “In Huánuco nobody is getting rich!”

         “Nobody is rich?” I glance at the hairy potbellies, now mostly supine, around the pool.

         The aspiring politician changes the subject: “We celebrate today because I am chosen candidate by my party. I think I will win because the people love me!”

         “Which party is that?”

         “PPC.”

         In the Constituent Assembly called this year to draw up a new constitution as a prelude to elections, the PPC (Popular Christian Party) has been campaigning hotly against universal suffrage.51

         Under the old constitution, a literacy requirement prevented half the population—the poor half—from voting. “Literacy” of course meant literacy in Spanish, so the voting rules were yet another case of cultural discrimination against Runa. The PPC want things to stay that way: they are afraid of the Runa vote going to Hugo Blanco, a former guerrilla leader from Cusco. In recent Lima municipal elections, Blanco’s FOCEP (Front of Peruvian Workers, Students, and Peasants) was supported by a third of the electorate.

         We have heard no politics around the pool; but that is not to say that there hasn’t been heated debate. The delegates are exercising themselves over the possible outcome tonight at the cockfight arena. Those with “candidates” of their own have been solicitously feeding and grooming the birds tethered outside their rooms.
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         HUÁNUCO

         The road has brought us up from Tingo at twenty-five hundred feet, over the ten-thousand-foot heights of Carpish and down to New Huánuco at six thousand. There is an Old Huánuco on a great puna more than twice as high, but the Spaniards moved the city down here to escape the icy winds and, more important, to dominate the coca plantations of the lowlands. Cocaine still makes a lot of Huanuqueños rich today, besides more legitimate products such as sugar and rum.

         In contrast to the nearby selva, this valley is uncommonly dry—one of the stark climatic anomalies that continually surprise the traveler in Peru. Candelabra cactus and acacias dot copper hills more Mexican than Andean; haze and reflected light make for an impure sky, bronze above the hills, fading to platinum at the zenith. Huánuco is a windy city: dust stings the eyes along the narrow streets, and unsilenced vehicles are answered from above by tin roofs flapping on half-completed buildings.

         The few colonial monuments have been clumsily restored; there is an air of cheap modernity, like that of a coastal town. But an hour’s walk up the valley of the Higueras (Figtree) River brings one to the 52Temple of the Crossed Hands, whose cult flourished more than thirty centuries before the first Inca received his mandate from the Sun.

         A Japanese archaeological team that dug here in the late 1950s left a steel-cable suspension bridge (like many in Peru, of Inca design but modern materials) to give access to their site on the far bank of the river. Unfortunately, a change in the river’s course now means that anyone using the bridge will simply walk the plank to a watery destination: the far pier now stands in the deepest part of the flow. Mary and I cross on a fallen log leading to some huts near the ruins.

         The mound reveals a series of occupation levels in much the same way as a Near Eastern tell. By 1960 the excavators had removed more than ten tons of potsherds and were well into levels older than the Chavín Horizon. The real excitement came when they stopped finding pottery and began to uncover a sophisticated building—a structure dating from the preceramic age.

         The archaeology of the Old World has been classified by members of our technological culture into periods defined by technology: Stone Age, Bronze Age, Iron Age, and so on. In the Americas this scheme has very little usefulness because American man progressed culturally and intellectually without much interest in metals and gadgetry. The Classic Maya, or instance, developed an arithmetic that puts the Greeks to shame, and an astronomy unrivaled in many respects until the European Renaissance; but technologically they were a “Stone Age” people. The Aztecs had wheeled toys but never built a cart; and the Incas ran one of the world’s most efficient administrations without writing (though they had a substitute in the khipu, a complex system of knots and cords which is not well understood).

         Here at Kótosh, a people who had not invented pottery built a temple with a grasp of aesthetic design that impressed the exacting Japanese as achieving “harmony.” And it is, I think, appropriate that Peruvian civilization should have been precocious in architecture—its genius for the handling of stone and space is consistently the great material achievement of Andean man.

         The temple is a square room built of stones set in mortar. Originally the walls were smoothly plastered and painted gray. At the midpoint of each wall a tall trapezoidal niche extends up from the 53floor. These large recesses are flanked on either side by two smaller ones of the same shape above a cornice at half the height of the wall. The effect is elegant, and curiously foreshadows the Incas’ use of very similar motifs more than three thousand years later.

         The central part of the floor and the temple’s entrance are also recessed in something like a modern split-level arrangement. In the middle of the sunken area is a hearth supplied with air from subterranean flues. Perhaps a holy flame was tended here—an idea supported by the charred remains of sacrificial llamas and guinea pigs. (Burnt offerings were also common in Inca worship, and are still practiced on a small scale by Runa of today.)

         But the most remarkable feature of Kótosh is the pairs of human hands modeled in high relief below the smaller niches. These are in fact complete forearms, somewhat more than life-size, crossed at right angles at the wrists. Two carvings were found in good condition and wisely removed. Their meaning is a mystery. Nothing comparable has been found at any other site—unusual in Peru, where religious symbols recur again and again in the long parade of cultures.

         Radiocarbon dates put the first Kótosh period between 2000 and 1500 b.c. The temple now revealed was built around 1800 b.c., and there may be an even earlier structure beneath it.

         The remarkable preservation was owed to later Kótosh builders: it was their custom carefully to “bury” or fill in an old temple before building a new one above. Unhappily, the Temple of the Crossed Hands has not fared so well since its exposure. The excavators left the ruins under cover of a metal roof supported on concrete posts; but it seems they underestimated the local weather, and were equally mistaken in the belief that the Huánuco citizenry would lift a finger to care for this New World Çatal Huyuk.

         The shelter has collapsed completely; drunken concrete beams lean heavily against the ancient walls they are supposed to protect, like palace guards after a night of carousing. Among the remains, a few mutilated sheets of corrugated iron flap mournfully in the wind. The rest have flown to a nearby peasant’s roof.54
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         I have been under the delusion that the ruins of Old Huánuco are somewhere near the modern. Today I learn that they are more than eighty miles away, near the town of La Unión—a journey variously described as six to ten hours by bus.

         At the market there is a row of juice stalls where chola matrons produce an extraordinary range of substances from battered blenders. The carrot juice is excellent—much sweeter than one might imagine—but we are not brave enough to try the extracto de alfalfa.

         Outside is the bus to La Unión. It has a fallen look, as if partly melted over its chassis like a Dali watch, and I am not too disappointed that there are no seats available for several days.

         Alternative transport exists in the form of a mixto, which, as its name implies, is the misbegotten progeny of truck and bus. This contraption deserves description. An over-width homemade cab has been built onto a three-ton Ford chassis. Six people are sitting on the front “seat” (an unpadded plank): one passenger outside the driver and four to his right. There are three more benches behind, sagging like thwarts in a Roman galley from a full load of Runa ladies who are as well upholstered as the seats are not. The vehicle’s coachwork is made of planks and staves bolted together with crude but massive iron brackets to support the excessive weight always carried on the roof. Behind the seating area, which occupies about a third of its length, the mixto metamorphoses into a high-sided truck box by omitting the roof.

         A hernia of inner tube is bulging through a cut in the sidewall of a rear tire, and there is an ominous steady hiss of escaping air from one of the front brakes.

         It is called El Andino, The Andean.

         After the usual procedure of looking for passengers and fuel, we stagger out of town by the road past Kótosh. The truck body flexes and creaks like an old barge. Every half mile or so we stop to pick up people, freight, or livestock. By noon we have covered thirty miles. Our lack of progress is made all the clearer by kilometer stones along the road. The back, where we sit, is already crowded and the sun is fierce.55

         2:00 p.m.

         The open part alone now has forty-two passengers, a sheep, a bag of piglets, some wilting guinea pigs in a box, and a man with leprosy. The flesh of his face and hands has receded from the surface like melting snow and left a red tangle of veins in relief. Parts of his nose and upper lip have gone, and there is a hole through one cheek and a nostril. He is standing next to me and I am terrified of contagion; but the truck is too crowded for me to move away discreetly and his hand on the center pole of the tarpaulin sometimes brushes mine. His wife and young daughter cling to him only with love, and they do not seem to be infected. Actually, the disease is probably uta (from Runasimi for “rot”)—a kind of leishmaniasis spread by the bite of a fly and otherwise hard to catch. The Mochica show its victims, in their usual graphic way, on their pots.
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