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These days zoos don’t send out animal collectors on quests to bring ’em back alive. And quite right too. The natural world is under more than enough pressure as it is, without being robbed of its most beautiful, charismatic and rarest inhabitants. Now most of a zoo’s crowd-attracting species – lions, tigers, giraffes and rhinoceros, even lemurs and gorillas – have been born in zoos and kept track of in stud books, so that individuals can be exchanged internationally without incurring problems of in-breeding. They can then play a valuable part in familiarising visitors with the splendours of the natural world and in explaining the importance and complexities of conservation.


But it was not always so. London Zoo was founded in 1828 by men of science who were, at that time, still concerned with the important but almost impossible task of compiling a catalogue of all the species of animals alive today. Some were sent to it from distant parts of the world as dead specimens. Others arrived alive and were put on display in the Society’s gardens in Regent’s Park. But both kinds ended up as well-studied anatomical specimens and carefully preserved. Needless to say, special attention was paid to finding species that no other zoo had ever possessed, and that ambition, to some extent, still lingered on even in the 1950s when I visited one of the Zoo’s curators with an idea for a new kind of television programme.


Television then was also very different from what it is today. There was only one network, produced by the BBC, which could only be seen in London and Birmingham. All its programmes came from two small studios in Alexandra Palace, in north London. They were the same studios and indeed the same cameras that in 1936 had provided the first regular television service in the world. Transmissions were suspended in 1939 on the outbreak of the Second World War, but then resumed as soon as peace was declared in 1945. So when, in 1952, I got a job as a trainee producer, British television had only ten years of practical production experience.


The programmes were almost entirely live. Electronic recording was still decades away, so the only way we producers had of supplementing the pictures from the studio was with film. That cost money and we were seldom given enough to enable us to do so. This was not regarded as much of a limitation. On the contrary, both viewers and producers thought that the ‘immediacy’ was the medium’s main attraction. The events appearing on the screen were actually happening as viewers watched them. If an actor forgot his lines, then the prompt was audible. If a politician lost his temper, then all saw him do so and there was no chance for him to have second thoughts and insist that his incautious words were edited out.


Animal programmes were already established in the schedules when I first started. They were presented by George Cansdale, the Superintendent of the London Zoo. Week after week, he transported some of the more reasonably-sized and amenable of his charges from Regent’s Park to Alexandra Palace and put them on a table covered with a doormat, where they sat blinking in the intense lights of the studio, while Mr Cansdale demonstrated their anatomy, their bravery and their party tricks. He was an expert naturalist, marvellously adept at handling animals and persuading them to do what he wanted. Even so things did not always go as he might have wished. That was part of his popularity. They regularly relieved themselves on the doormat or, with luck, over his trousers. Occasionally they escaped and had to be fielded by one of the uniformed zoo keepers lurking in the wings ready for such an eventuality. Once a small African squirrel leapt from the demonstration table on to the microphone, hanging on a boom directly above. From there it scampered across the studio and found refuge in the ventilation system. It lived there for days, making occasional appearances in the dramas, variety shows and epilogues that continued to come from its studio. On a few memorable occasions an animal even managed to give Mr Cansdale a nip. Such a moment was not to be missed and when he produced a particularly dangerous creature, like a snake, the nation held its breath.


Then, in 1953, a new kind of animal programme appeared. A Belgian explorer and film-maker called Armand Denis, together with his glamorous British-born wife Michaela, came to London from Kenya to publicise a feature-length documentary they had made for the cinema called Below the Sahara. They had put some of the footage they had not used in the film into a half-hour programme for television. It showed elephants, lions, giraffe and much of the rest of the famous and spectacular big game of the east African plains. It was a huge success. For many viewers it was the first time they had seen moving pictures of such creatures. Although the images did not have the live, titillating unpredictability of those produced by Mr Cansdale, people could see how marvellous and majestic the animals were in their proper setting.


Viewers responded with such enthusiasm to this new kind of animal programme that the television planners immediately asked the Denises for more. Why not a whole series that could run week after week? The Denises, who had been filming in Africa for years and had a vast library of animal footage, saw the possibilities and needed little persuasion. So the first On Safari series began.


For me, a twenty-six-year-old novice television producer with two years’ broadcasting experience and an unused zoology degree, anxious to make animal programmes myself, it seemed that each of these formats had its own particular attractions – and its own limitations. Mr Cansdale’s had the undeniable thrill of watching living unpredictable animals, but since the animals were always in an alien studio environment, they looked, more often than not, bizarre oddities. The Denises’ animals, on the other hand, appeared in the natural surroundings to which they were perfectly adapted, but they lacked the spice of live unpredictability. Surely, I argued to myself, it should be possible to combine the two styles in one programme and get the benefits of both. I had already, as a jobbing producer, directed music recitals, archaeological quizzes, political discussions and ballet performances. Most recently, I had devised a series of three programmes about the meaning and purpose of animal shapes and patterns. They had been narrated by one of the great scientific figures of the times, Sir Julian Huxley, and, to illustrate his words, I had borrowed some of the animals from Mr Cansdale’s London Zoo. And in doing that I had met the Zoo’s Curator of Reptiles, Jack Lester.


Jack, from his earliest days, had had a passion for animals, but lacking any formal training, he had first taken a job in a bank. However, he soon persuaded his employers to send him to a branch in West Africa, and there he was able to indulge his enthusiasm for collecting and keeping reptiles. When the war came he joined the Royal Air Force, but after it was over he got a job in a private zoo in the west of England. From there he had come to Regent’s Park to care for the Zoo’s large collection of reptiles. His office was a small room in the Reptile House, heated, like all the showcases, to a suffocating tropical temperature and filled with all kinds of cages containing his particular favourite creatures that were not needed for public exhibition – dwarf bush babies, giant spiders, chameleons and burrowing snakes. He had been a great help in selecting animals for the Huxley series, and I went there to discuss what more programmes we might do together. I thought I had an idea that might interest him, because it would get him back to his beloved West Africa – and I with him.


My plan was simple. The BBC and the London Zoo should mount a joint animal-collecting expedition on which we should both go. I would direct film sequences showing Jack searching for and finally capturing a creature of particular interest. The sequence would end with a close-up of the animal in his hands. The picture would then dissolve into a similar shot of the same creature, but this time live in the studio. Jack would then demonstrate, in the Cansdale manner, the particularly interesting aspects of its anatomy and behaviour. If there were a few unavoidable incidents, such as an escape or a bite, then so much the better. Viewers would then be returned, by way of film, to Africa and another search and capture.


Jack agreed that the idea was a good one. The only problem was that the Zoo at the time had no intention of sending out a collecting expedition. Nor had the BBC any intention of embarking on the highly specialised and certainly expensive business of making natural history films. That minor difficulty, however, might be overcome with a single properly stage-managed lunch at which bosses from both the Zoo and the BBC would meet, under the impression that the other already had such a scheme in mind.


The lunch duly took place in the Zoo’s restaurant. Jack and I were there to prompt and steer our seniors. Both bosses left after coffee, each convinced that his organisation had a lot to gain from joining in the other’s plans, and to our incredulous delight the very next day we were both told separately to go ahead.


We agreed on the jungle without any difficulty. Jack’s bank had been in Sierra Leone. He knew the country and he knew the fauna. He still had a lot of friends there who could give us help. I was convinced, however, that if the television programmes were to be a success, the expedition should have one particular objective – a rare creature that, since the Zoo was excited by such things, had never been seen in any zoo anywhere else in the world; an animal so romantic, rare and exciting that the quest for it would keep viewers watching programme after programme until in the last the animal was finally found. We could call the series ‘Quest for …’ something … But what?


It was a difficult bill to fill. The only animal that Jack could think of in Sierra Leone that might remotely qualify was a bird called Picathartes gymnocephalus. It seemed to me that rousing the British public into a frenzy of excited anticipation to see a creature with such a name might be difficult. Had it not got another, more romantic one? ‘Yes, indeed,’ Jack said helpfully, ‘its English name is Bare-headed Rock Fowl.’ Even that, I thought, would scarcely do the job. But Jack could think of no other. So Picathartes became our ultimate target and I decided to call the series simply Zoo Quest.


There was a further issue to be settled. The film used by television at that time was 35 mm wide, the same as that used by the feature-film industry. A single roll was about the size of a flattened football, and the camera that used it was as big as a small suitcase. In normal circumstances it needed to be mounted on a tripod with two people to handle it. Armand and Michaela Denis had used a much smaller piece of equipment that used 16 mm film, and I wanted to do the same.


The head of the television film department was outraged: 16 mm, he said, was for amateurs. Professionals despised it. Its pictures were unacceptably fuzzy. He would rather resign than agree to such lowering of standards. A meeting was called by the head of television programmes. I put my case. I could not get the shots I needed, I explained (with the confidence of having never done anything of the kind), unless I used the much smaller, more easily handleable equipment.


Eventually the argument went my way. But in accepting the decision, the head of films had a proviso. Television at that time was black and white. The 16 mm film we should use, however, should not be black-and-white negative from which positive prints could be taken, but colour negative. This was not as sensitive as some black-and-white stocks, but black-and-white prints taken from it had much better resolution. I accepted and agreed that we would only use black-and-white negative in very exceptional circumstances where the light was extremely dim.


None of the BBC’s staff cameramen, however, would agree to use 16 mm equipment. I would have to find a cameraman for myself. I made a few enquiries and discovered that a man of my own age had just returned from the Himalayas where he had been the assistant cameraman filming an expedition looking (unsuccessfully) for the Abominable Snowman. His name was Charles Lagus. We arranged to meet in a pub close to the studios where television people habitually met. We drank a little beer. We laughed at the same jokes. He thought the trip sounded fun and after a second drink, he agreed to come. Jack too enlisted a recruit, Alf Woods, a wily and sagacious head keeper who was then in charge of the Zoo’s Bird House. He would have the job of caring for the animals as they were caught. So, in September 1954, the four of us departed for Sierra Leone.


After a few days in Freetown, the country’s capital, we set off for the rainforest. Neither Charles nor I had ever been in such a place before. It was extraordinarily dim. Charles gloomily took out his light meter. ‘The only way we can get enough light to shoot colour neg. here,’ he said bitterly, ‘is to cut down a couple of trees.’ It was a serious blow. If we were going to work in the forest, we would have to use the black-and-white stock and we had a very little of it.


Could we perhaps persuade Jack, once he had caught something in the forest, to release it in a suitably sunny clearing and then catch it a second time? Jack gallantly agreed to do so. And Charles and I, instead of trying to film troops of monkeys gambolling through the branches or waiting in hides for a shy forest antelope to appear out of the gloom, would limit ourselves to those small creatures which we too could take out into the light – chameleons, scorpions, mantises and millipedes.
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Alf Woods (right) and Jack Lester feeding the Picathartes chick


Picathartes would remain our main target. Jack had brought with him a small watercolour drawing of it that an artist had made from a museum specimen, and wherever we went he showed it to people asking if they had ever seen anything like it. People looked at it in bafflement, but eventually we found a villager who recognised it. The bird, he said, built mud nests, rather like those of swallows only very much larger, which it attached to the flanks of great stone boulders buried in the forest. They could hardly be moved into the light. Nor did we try to improve our chances by felling a few nearby trees. Instead we used our precious hypersensitive black-and-white film and at last succeeded in getting the first pictures ever taken of a living Picathartes gymnocephalus.


The first programme reached television screens in December 1954. Jack showed the animals in the studio and I directed the cameras and cued the film sequences from the control gallery. But there was a great sadness. The day after the transmission, Jack collapsed and was taken to hospital. The series was, of course, live. So the following week, someone else had to take his place. The head of television instructed me to do so. ‘You are on the staff,’ he said, ‘so there will be no extra fee.’ The following week I did my best to take Jack’s place, handling the animals, while one of my director friends sat in the control gallery directing the cameras.


The Africa we showed was very different from the one presented by the Denises. Potter wasps building their astonishing cup-shaped nests and columns of army ants attacking a scorpion were much smaller than the big game of east Africa, but Charles, with his skilful photography, had made them look extremely dramatic and the series attracted a remarkably big audience. My bosses were delighted.


A month or so after the series finished, Jack had recovered sufficiently to be discharged from hospital. He and I got together again and decided that we should propose another series while our respective bosses still remembered that the first had been a success.


So we did and – rather to our surprise – in March 1955, a mere eight weeks after the last West African programme had been transmitted, we set off again, this time for South America and what was then called British Guiana.


But soon after we had arrived there Jack’s illness returned, and he had to fly back to hospital in London. So, once again, I had to take on his role, this time as an animal collector, and another head keeper from the Zoo came out to look after the animals as the collection grew.


Jack had still not properly recovered by the time we got back and I once again presented the series. It, too, was a success so we proposed a third trip. This time we decided on Indonesia where our main target would be the Komodo dragon, the largest lizard in the world, that then had never been seen on television. Jack would plainly not be fit enough to travel, but he urged us to go without him. So we did. He died while we were away at the tragically early age of forty-seven.


After the Guiana trip I wrote an account of our experiences and I did so after each of the others that followed annually for the next few years. This book contains the first three, slightly abbreviated and updated from the originals.


The world has changed a great deal since they were written. British Guiana has become independent and taken the name of Guyana. The Rupununi savannahs where we went to look for giant anteaters that then seemed so wild and remote to us are now served by a regular air service and have easy communications with the coast. In Indonesia, the great Javanese monument of Borobudur, which then was romantically falling into ruin, has now been completely dismantled and reconstructed; Bali, which we could only reach by sea and where we only saw one other European face, today has an airfield where giant jets daily bring thousands of holidaymakers on their journeys between Australia and Europe; and Komodo which we reached with such difficulty in 1956 is today on the tourist route and parties of visitors are taken daily to view the dragons. And television itself since those days at last transmits its images in colour.


In 2016, however, an archivist, sorting through the contents of one of the BBC’s film vaults, discovered a few rusting cans labelled ‘Zoo Quest – Colour’. Puzzled, she opened them and discovered rolls of the original colour negative which, until then no one, including myself, had ever viewed in colour. So they were at last printed in colour. Those that viewed them decided that, after their sixty-year hiccup, they had such vividness that they should be shown on air. I hope the pages that follow may achieve a similar sort of thing.


David Attenborough, May 2017
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Zoo Quest to Guyana
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1


To Guyana
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South America is the home of some of the strangest, some of the loveliest and some of the most horrifying animals in the world. There can be few creatures more improbable than the sloth which spends its life in a permanent state of mute slow motion, hanging upside down in the tall forest trees; few more bizarre than the giant anteater of the savannahs with its absurdly disproportionate anatomy, its tail enlarged into a shaggy banner and its jaws elongated into a curved and toothless tube. On the other hand, beautiful birds are so common as to become almost unremarkable: gaudy macaws flap through the forest, their splendid plumage contrasting incongruously with their harsh maniac cries; and hummingbirds, like tiny jewels, flit from flower to flower sipping nectar, their iridescent feathers flashing the colours of the rainbow as they fly.


Many of the South American animals inspire the fascination which comes from revulsion. Shoals of cannibal fish infest the rivers waiting to rip the flesh from any animal which tumbles among them, and vampire bats, a legend in Europe but a grim reality in South America, fly out at night from their roosts in the forest to suck blood from cows and men.


I had no doubt that, since we had visited Africa for our first Zoo Quest expedition, South America was the obvious choice for our second. But which area in such a vast and varied continent should we visit? Eventually we selected Guyana (then known as British Guiana), the only Commonwealth country in the whole of the South American continent. Jack Lester, Charles Lagus and I, who had been together in Africa were to go again, and we were to be joined by Tim Vinall, one of the overseers in the London Zoo. His current responsibility was the care of the hoofed animals, but during his long career in the Zoo he had looked after many other types of creature. His was to be the back-breaking and thankless task of remaining at our base at the coast and looking after the animals as we caught them and brought them to him.


So in March 1955, we landed in Georgetown, the capital. After three days of obtaining permits, clearing our cameras and recording apparatus through customs, and buying pots and pans, food and hammocks, we were itching to begin our collecting in the interior. We had already decided on an approximate plan of action. From the map we had seen that most of Guyana is covered by tropical rain forest which extends northwards to the Orinoco and southwards to the Amazon Basin. In the south-west, however, the forest dwindles and gives way to rolling grass-covered savannahs, and lining the coast is a strip of cultivated land where rice fields and sugar plantations alternate with swamps and creeks. If we were to assemble a representative collection of the animals of Guyana, we should have to visit each of these areas, for each harbours creatures which are not to be found elsewhere. We had little idea, however, where we should go in each of the districts and in what order to visit them, until on our third evening we were invited to dinner with three people who could give us expert advice: Bill Seggar, a District Officer in charge of a remote territory in the forests near the far western frontier, Tiny McTurk, a rancher from the Rupununi savannahs, and Cennydd Jones, whose work as doctor to the Amerindians took him to every corner of the colony. We sat up until early in the morning looking at photographs and films, poring over maps and excitedly scribbling notes. When we finally broke up, we had decided upon a detailed campaign, visiting first the savannahs, next the forest, and finally the coastal swamps.


The following morning, we walked into the Airways office to inquire about transport.


‘The Rupununi for four, sir?’ said the clerk. ‘Certainly. A plane is leaving tomorrow.’
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Charles Lagus with a matamata turtle


It was with a sense of great excitement that Jack, Tim, Charles and I clambered into the plane which was to take us there. Nevertheless, we did not expect to find our hearts in our mouths as soon as we did. Our pilot, Colonel Williams, had pioneered bush flying in Guyana and it was largely through his daring and imagination that many of the remoter parts of the country had become accessible at all. As we took off, however, we discovered that the Colonel’s flying technique was very different from that of the pilot who had brought us from London to Georgetown. Our Dakota thundered down the airstrip; the palm trees at the end loomed nearer and nearer, until I thought that something was wrong with the machine and that we were unable to leave the ground. At the very last moment we surged into the air in a steep climb, missing the tops of the palm trees by feet. We all exchanged ashen looks, and after shouting our doubts and worries to one another, I went forward to ask Colonel Williams what had happened.


‘In bush flying,’ he yelled, out of the corner of his mouth, tapping his cigarette into the tin ashtray tacked on to the control panel, ‘in bush flying, I reckon the most dangerous time is at take-off. If one engine fails then, when you are needing it most, you land with a crash in the forest and there’s no one there to help you. I always reckon to get up so much speed on the ground that my momentum is enough to take me up on no engines at all. Why, boy, are y’all scared?’


I hastily reassured Colonel Williams that none of us had been in the least bit worried; we were merely interested in the technique of handling aircraft. Colonel Williams grunted, changed the short-focus spectacles that he had worn for the take-off for a long-focus pair, and we settled down for the flight.


Beneath us stretched the forest, a green, velvet blanket spreading as far as we could see in all directions. Slowly it began to rise towards us as we approached a great escarpment. Colonel Williams flew on without altering height until the forest came so close to us that we could see parrots flying above the trees. Then as the escarpment fell away, the forest began to change character. Small islands of grassland appeared and soon we were flying over wide open plains veined with silver creeks and freckled with tiny, white termite hills. We lost height, circled over a small cluster of white buildings and shaped up for a landing on the airstrip – a euphemism for a stretch of the savannah which seemed to differ from its surroundings only in that it was clear of termite hills. The Colonel brought the plane down gracefully, and bumpily taxied towards a little knot of people awaiting the plane’s arrival. We clambered over the piles of freight lying lashed on the floor of the Dakota and jumped out, blinking in the brilliant sun.


A cheerful, bronzed man in shirt sleeves and sombrero detached himself from the onlookers and came over to meet us. It was Teddy Melville, who was to be our host. He came from a famous family. His father was one of the first Europeans to settle on the Rupununi and begin ranching the cattle that were now thinly spread throughout the district. He arrived at the turn of the century and married two Wapishana girls who each presented him with five children. These ten men and women now occupied nearly all the important positions in the district; they were ranchers, store keepers, government rangers and hunters. We soon discovered that, no matter where we went in the northern savannahs, if the man we met was not a Melville, then as like as not he was married to one.


Lethem, where we had landed, consisted of a few white concrete buildings, untidily scattered round two sides of the airstrip. The largest of them, and the only one to have an upper storey, was Teddy’s guest-house – a plain rectangular building with a veranda and gaping glassless windows, which was graced by the title of Lethem Hotel. Half a mile away to the right, on the crest of a low rise, stood the District Commissioner’s house, the post office, a store and a small hospital. A dusty red-earth road ran from them to the hotel and continued past a group of ramshackle outhouses into a parched wilderness of termite hills and stunted bushes. Twenty miles beyond, jutting abruptly from the plains, rose a line of jagged mountains, reduced by the heat-haze to a smoky-blue silhouette against the dazzling sky.


Everyone for miles around had come to Lethem to meet the plane, for it brought with it long-awaited stores and the regular weekly mail. Plane days therefore were always great social occasions, and the hotel was crowded with ranchers and their wives who had driven in from outlying districts and who remained after the plane had left to exchange news and gossip.


After the evening meal was over, the bare deal tables were cleared from the dining-room and long wooden benches set in their place. Harold, Teddy’s son, began setting up a film projector and a screen. Gradually the bar emptied and the benches were filled. Wapishana cowboys, known as vaqueros, bronzed with straight blue-black hair and bare feet, trooped in and paid at the door. The air was filled with rank tobacco smoke and expectant chatter as the lights were put out.


The entertainment began with some sensibly undated newsreels. These were followed by a Hollywood cowboy film about pioneering the wild west, during which virtuous white Americans convincingly slaughtered great numbers of villainous Red Indians. Hardly tactful one would have thought, but the Wapishana sat watching their North American cousins being exterminated without any emotion on their impassive faces. The story was a little difficult to follow for not only had lengthy sequences been excised during the copy’s long life, but it seemed doubtful whether the reels were projected in their correct order, for a tragic and beautiful American girl who was savagely murdered by the Indians in the third reel, reappeared in the fifth to make love to the hero. But the Wapishana were an accommodating audience, and a pedantic detail of this kind did not spoil their obvious enjoyment of the big fight scenes, which provoked rounds of enthusiastic applause. I suggested to Harold Melville that the film was perhaps an odd choice, but he assured me that cowboy films were by far the most popular type of any they showed. Certainly one could believe that Hollywood bedroom comedies would seem even greater nonsense to the Wapishana out here.


After the show, we went upstairs to our room. In it were two beds equipped with mosquito nets. Two of us obviously had to sleep in hammocks, and Charles and I claimed the privilege. It was an opportunity which both of us had been thirsting to seize ever since we had bought our hammocks in Georgetown. With a highly professional air we slung them from hooks fastened in the walls. The results however, as we realized after a few weeks of experience, were hopelessly amateur. We had hitched them far too high and had tied them with enormously elaborate knots that were going to take a considerable time to loosen in the morning. Jack and Tim stolidly climbed into their beds.


The next morning there was little doubt as to which pair of us had spent the more comfortable night. Charles and I both swore that we had slept like logs and that sleeping in hammocks was second nature to us. But it was hardly true, for neither of us had then learnt the simple technique of lying diagonally across the stretcherless South American hammock. I had spent most of the night trying to lie along the length of it, with the result that my feet were higher than my head and my body was slumped in a great curve. I had been unable to turn without breaking my back, and I got up that morning feeling that I should be afflicted with a permanent curvature of the spine.


After breakfast, Teddy Melville came in with the news that a large party of Wapishana had started fishing in a nearby lake by the traditional method of poisoning its waters. There was a chance that in the process they would come across other animals which might be of interest to us, and Teddy suggested we should go over to have a look. We got into his truck and set off across the savannahs. There was little to prevent us from driving wherever we wished. Here and there were tortuously weaving creeks, but they were easily avoided; we could see them from a considerable distance away, their banks being fringed by bushes and palm trees. Otherwise the only obstacles in our way were clumps of stunted sandpaper bushes and termite hills – tall, crazily spired towers, sometimes standing singly and sometimes concentrated in groups so dense that at times it seemed we were driving through a giant graveyard. A few well beaten tracks across the savannahs linked one ranch to the next, but the lake we were to visit was isolated and before long Teddy branched off the main trail and began threading bumpily between the bushes and the termite hills, following no track but simply relying on his sense of direction. Soon we saw a belt of trees on the horizon marking the site of the lake we were to visit.


When we arrived, we found that a long arm of the lake had been dammed with a barricade of stakes. Into it the Wapishana had crushed special lianas which they had gathered many miles away in the Kanuku mountains. All around were fishermen with bows and arrows at the ready, waiting for the fish to become stupefied by the poisonous sap of the lianas and float to the surface. The Wapishana clung to branches of trees overhanging the lake’s margin; they perched on specially built platforms in the middle of the water; some stood on small improvised rafts and others patrolled up and down in dugout canoes. In a clearing on the bank the women had lit fires and slung hammocks and now sat waiting to clean and cure the fish as soon as the men brought them in; but nothing so far had been caught and the women were getting impatient. Their menfolk had been foolish, they said scornfully: too big a section of the lake had been dammed and too few lianas had been gathered in the forest, so that the poison was too weak to affect the fish. Three days of hard work in damming and platform building had been wasted. Teddy talked to them in Wapishana and gathered all this information as well as the news that one of the women had seen a hole in the bank on the other side of the lake, which she said was occupied by a large animal. What kind of animal it was, she was not sure; it might be either an anaconda or a caiman.


The caiman belongs to the same group of reptiles as the crocodile and alligator, and to the layman all three animals look very much alike. To Jack, however, they were very different, and though all three are found in the Americas, they each have distinctive habitats. Here on the Rupununi, Jack said, we could expect to find the black caiman, the largest species in its own group, which is reputed to grow up to twenty feet long. Jack admitted that he would rather like a ‘nice big caiman’ and, come to that, he would also be quite glad to catch a sizeable anaconda. As the animal in the hole might turn out to be one or the other, he felt we really should try to catch it. We all climbed into dugout canoes and paddled across the lake with one of the women to guide us.
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Shooting fish


On investigation, we found that there were two holes – a small one and a large one, and that they were connected with each other, for a stick pushed down the smaller one provoked splashes from the other. We barricaded the smaller hole with stakes. To prevent the unknown creature from escaping through the larger one and, at the same time, to allow it enough space to emerge and be caught, we cut saplings from the bank and drove them deep into the mud of the lake bottom in a semicircular palisade around the entrance. We had not yet seen our quarry and no amount of prodding through the smaller hole would drive it out, so we decided to enlarge the big hole by cutting through the turfy bank. Slowly we hacked away the roof of the tunnel, and as we did so the bank shook with a subterranean bellow that could hardly have been produced by a snake.


Cautiously peering through the stakes of the palisade into a gloomy tunnel, I just distinguished, half submerged in the muddy water, a large yellow canine tooth. We had cornered a caiman, and judging from the size of the tooth, a very large one.
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Digging out the caiman


A caiman has two offensive weapons. First and obviously, its enormous jaws; and second, its immensely powerful tail. With either it can inflict very serious injuries, but fortunately the one we were tackling was so placed in its hole that we only had to pay attention to one end at a time. Having had that momentary glimpse of its teeth, I knew which end was uppermost in my mind. Jack was paddling about in the muddy water inside the stakes trying to work out how the caiman was lying and how best to tackle the job of catching it. It seemed to me that if the beast elected to come out in a hurry, Jack would have to jump very quickly to avoid losing a leg. For my part, I felt I was quite near enough to danger wading thigh-deep farther out in the lake, manoeuvring Charles in a canoe at a sufficient distance to get good film shots of the proceedings. In the event of the caiman making a lunge at Jack, I was quite sure that it would come with such a rush that it would knock our flimsy palisade flat, and whereas Jack could leap for the bank, I should have to wade several yards before I reached safety. I was in no doubt that the caiman, in such a depth of water, would be able to move faster than me. For some reason or other – perhaps my nervousness showed itself more than I imagined – I seemed unable to keep the canoe steady enough to make it practicable for Charles to work, and after I had given it a particularly violent lurch, which nearly threw him and his camera into the water, he decided that his apparatus would stand less chance of getting wet if he joined me wading in the lake.


Meanwhile, Teddy had borrowed a rawhide lasso from one of the Wapishana, and he and Jack, kneeling on the bank, were dangling it in front of the caiman’s nose in the hope that it might lunge forward towards Charles and me and, in doing so, thrust its head through the noose. It roared and thrashed the sides of its tunnel so violently that the whole bank quivered, but very sensibly it refused to come out any further. Jack cut more of the bank away.


By now there were some twenty locals watching the proceedings and offering suggestions. To them it seemed incomprehensible that we should wish to catch the creature alive and unharmed. They were in favour of despatching it there and then with their knives.


At last, with the aid of two forked sticks to hold the noose wide open, Jack and Teddy coaxed the lasso round the caiman’s black snout. This plainly infuriated the beast and with a twist and a roar it shook the noose off. Three times the rope was on and three times it was shaken off. It went round a fourth time. Slowly, with the sticks, Jack eased it up towards the caiman’s head. Then suddenly, before the reptile realized what was happening, he drew the noose tight and the dangerous jaws were secured.


Now we had to guard against a blow from its huge tail. The situation began to look more alarming from where Charles and I were standing, for, having tied another noose round the caiman’s jaws for safety, Teddy told the Wapishana to uproot the palisade. There was nothing now but open water between Charles and me and the caiman which lay with its long head projecting out of the hole, glaring at us malevolently with yellow unblinking eyes. Jack, however, jumped down from the bank into the water immediately in front of the hole, taking with him a long pole he had cut from a sapling. Bending down, he pushed the pole into the tunnel so that it lay along the reptile’s scaly back, and reaching inside he secured it by tying a half-hitch round the pole and under the animal’s clammy armpits. Teddy joined him and, inch by inch, they drew the caiman out of its hole, tying half-hitches around its body and on to the sapling as it emerged. The back legs, the base of the tail, and finally the tail itself were securely tied and the animal lay safely trussed at our feet, the muddy water lapping round its jaws. It was just ten feet long.


It now had to be ferried across the lake to the trucks. We hitched the front end of the pole to the stern of a dugout canoe, and towing the caiman behind us we paddled back to the women’s encampment.


Jack supervised the Wapishana as they helped us to load the caiman on to the truck and then he methodically inspected its bonds one by one to see that none was chafing. The women, having no fish to cure, gathered round the truck, examining our capture and trying to decide why on earth anybody should value such a dangerous pest.


We drove off back across the savannahs. Charles and I sat on each side of the caiman with our feet within six inches of its jaws, trusting that the rawhide lassoes were as strong as they were reputed to be. We were both jubilant at having caught such an impressive creature so early. Jack was less demonstrative.


‘Not bad,’ he said, ‘for a start.’
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Tiny McTurk and Cannibal Fish
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After a week on the savannahs we found, rather to our surprise, that we had assembled quite a large menagerie. We had captured a giant anteater, the vaqueros had brought us many kinds of animals and Teddy Melville had contributed by giving us several of the pets that roamed about his house – Robert, a raucous macaw, two trumpeter birds which had been living semi-domesticated lives among the chickens, and Chiquita, his capuchin monkey, who, though very tame, had the trying habit of slyly stealing things from our pockets when we were innocently playing with her.


With our collection of animals well established in Tim’s care, we decided to extend our search beyond the immediate neighbourhood of Lethem, and to visit Karanambo, sixty miles away to the north. Karanambo was the home of Tiny McTurk, the rancher who had invited us to stay with him when we had met him on our third day in Georgetown. We said goodbye to Tim, climbed into a borrowed jeep, and set off.


After three hours’ driving through the scrubby featureless savannahs, we saw on the horizon a belt of trees lying across the line of the trail we were following. There was no sign of a gap or clearing to suggest there was a way through and it looked as if the track must dwindle and peter out. We were sure that we had lost our way, but then we saw that the path plunged straight into the trees, down a narrow gloomy tunnel just wide enough to admit our jeep. The tree trunks on either side were interwoven with small bushes and lianas, and branches met overhead to form an almost solid ceiling.


Then unexpectedly, sunshine flooded down on us. The belt of bush ended as suddenly as it had begun and in front of us was Karanambo: a group of mud brick and thatched houses, sprinkled around a wide, gravelled clearing and interspersed with groves of mangoes, cashews, guavas and lime trees.


Tiny and Connie McTurk had heard the jeep and had come out to greet us. Tiny was tall and fair and dressed in an oily khaki drill shirt and trousers, for we had interrupted him in his workshop where he was fashioning new iron arrowheads. Connie, shorter, slim and neat in blue jeans and a blouse, greeted us warmly and showed us into the house. We then entered one of the most curious rooms I have ever visited. It seemed to contain a world of its own, the old and primitive, and the new and mechanical – a microcosm of life in this part of the world.


Room, perhaps, is not an entirely accurate word, for on two adjoining sides it was open to the sky, the bounding walls being only two feet high. Straddling the top of one of them was a leather saddle, and just outside a long wooden rail carried four outboard engines. Behind the wooden walls on the other two sides of the room lay the bedrooms. A table against one of these walls was covered with radio apparatus, with which Tiny maintained contact with Georgetown and the coast, and by the side of it stood a large set of shelves crammed with books. On the other wall hung a large clock and a barbaric assortment of guns, crossbows, longbows, arrows, blowpipes, fishing lines and a Wapishana feather headdress. In the corner, we noticed a stack of paddles and an Amerindian earthenware jar full of cool water. In the place of chairs there were three large gaily-coloured Brazilian hammocks slung across the corners of the room, and in the centre, its feet embedded deep in the hard-packed mud floor, stood a giant table about three yards long. Above us, on one of the beams, hung a line of orange-coloured maize heads, and, here and there, stretching across the beams, a few planks provided a spasmodic semblance of a ceiling. We looked around admiringly.


‘Not a nail in the place,’ said Tiny proudly.


‘When did you build it?’ we asked.


‘Well, after the Great War I messed about in the interior, washing for diamonds in the north-west, hunting, digging for gold and that sort of thing, and then I thought it was time I settled down. I had already made one or two trips up the Rupununi River. In those days, we did it by boats up the rapids, and it took us sometimes a fortnight and sometimes a month according to the state of the river. I thought it was a nice sort of country – not too many people, you know – and I decided to make it my home. I came up the river looking for a place that was on high ground – so that I should be above the kaboura flies and wouldn’t have difficulties with drainage – and which was also near enough to the river to enable me to bring all my stores and things up from the coast by boat. Of course, this house is really only a temporary one. I put it up in rather a hurry while I was laying out the plans and getting up all the materials to build a really fancy residence. I have still got all the plans in my mind and all the materials in the outhouse and I could start building it tomorrow, but somehow,’ he added, avoiding Connie’s eye, ‘I don’t ever seem to get started on it.’


Connie laughed. ‘He’s been saying that for twenty-five years,’ she said, ‘but y’all will be hungry, so let’s sit down and eat.’ She moved over to the table and motioned to us to sit down. Around the table there were five up-ended orange boxes.


‘I apologize for those terrible old things,’ said Tiny. ‘They’re not nearly as good as the orange boxes we used to get before the war. You see, we once had chairs, but this floor is rather uneven and the chairs were always breaking their legs. Boxes haven’t got any legs to break, so they last much longer, and really they are just as comfortable.’


Meals with the McTurks were rather complicated. Connie had the reputation of being one of the finest cooks in Guyana and certainly the meal she put in front of us was magnificent. It started with steaks of lucanani, a delicate-tasting fish which Tiny regularly caught below the house in the Rupununi River. Roast duck followed – Tiny had shot them the previous day – and the meal ended with fruit from the trees outside. But competing for the food were two birds; a small parakeet and a black and yellow hangnest. They flew on to our shoulders begging for titbits, and as we were slightly unsure as to the correct way of behaving under these circumstances, we were a little slow in selecting morsels from our plates for the birds. The parakeet therefore decided to dispense with ceremony, perched on the rim of Jack’s plate and helped herself. The hangnest adopted a different procedure and gave Charles a severe peck on the cheek with her needle-sharp bill to remind him of his responsibilities.
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Recording Tiny and Connie McTurk


Connie, however, soon put a stop to this, chased the birds away and provided a specially cut-up meal for them in a saucer at the far end of the table. ‘That’s what comes of breaking rules and feeding pets at the table. Your guests are pestered,’ she said.


As dusk fell towards the end of the meal, a colony of bats began to wake in the store-room and, leisurely and silently, flit across the living-room and out into the evening to begin hawking for flies. There was a scrabbling noise in the corner. ‘Really, Tiny,’ said Connie severely, ‘we must do something about those rats.’


‘Well, I did!’ replied Tiny, a little hurt. He turned to us. ‘We had a boa-constrictor living in the passage which used to keep the place absolutely free from rats and then just because it once frightened one of the guests Connie made me get rid of it. And now look what’s happened!’


After the meal, we left the table and settled down in hammocks to talk. Tiny told us story after story as night fell. He spoke of his early days on the savannahs when there were so many jaguar around Karanambo that he had had to shoot one a fortnight in order to preserve his cattle. He remembered how a party of outlaws from Brazil used to cross the border on horse-stealing raids, until he went over to Brazil himself, held up the gang at pistol point, took away their guns and burnt down their houses. We listened fascinated. The frogs and crickets started calling; the bats fluttered in and out, and once a large toad wandered in and sat blinking owlishly in the light of the paraffin lamp slung from the roof.


‘When I first came up here,’ said Tiny, ‘I hired a Macusi Indian to come and work for me. After I had given him an advance, I found out that he was a piaiman or witch doctor. If I had known that before, I wouldn’t have hired him because witch doctors are never good workers. Soon after he had taken the money, he told me that he wasn’t going to work any more. I said that if he tried to go away before he had worked off the money I had given him, I would beat him up. Well, he couldn’t allow that to happen because he would lose face and then he wouldn’t have any power among the other Macusi. I kept him until he had stayed long enough to clear off his advance and then I told him to go. When I did so, he told me that if I didn’t pay him some more money he was going to blow on me, and if he did that, my eyes would turn to water and run out, I would get dysentery and all my bowels would drop out, and I would die. So I said “Go ahead and blow on me”, and I just stood up and let him blow. When he had finished I said, “Well I don’t know how Macusi blow, but I have lived a long time among the Akawaio and I am going to blow on you, Akawaio style.” So I puffed myself up and jumped around him and blew. As I blew, I told him that his mouth would shut up and he wouldn’t be able to eat anything; that he would bend backwards until his heels and his head touched and that then he would die! Well, I then dismissed him and I never thought any more about it. I went up into the mountains hunting, and it was some days before I returned. Soon after I arrived, my head Indian came in and said, “Massa Tiny, the man’s dead!” I said, “There’s plenty of people dead, boy. What man are you talking about?” “That man you blow upon, he’s dead,” he said. “When did he die?” I asked. “The day before yesterday. His mouth shut up the same as you said it would, he started to bend backwards and he died.”


‘And he was right,’ said Tiny, concluding. ‘The man had died, just as I had said he would.’


There was a long pause. ‘But, Tiny,’ I asked, ‘there must be more to the story than that. It couldn’t have been merely coincidence.’


‘Well,’ said Tiny, looking mildly at the ceiling, ‘I had noticed a little sore on his foot and I knew that there had recently been two cases of tetanus in the village from which the man had come. Maybe that had something to do with it.’
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Sharing breakfast with the parrot and the hangnest, we discussed with Tiny our plans for the day. Jack had decided that he should unpack the cages, troughs and feeding bowls before starting to catch any animals.


Tiny turned to us. ‘What about y’all, boys? Interested in some birds?’ We nodded eagerly. ‘Well, come along with me, I might be able to show you a few not far from here,’ he said enigmatically.


Our walk with Tiny through the bush fringing the Rupununi River was an education in forest lore as, during the next half-hour, he pointed out to us a hole in a dead tree trunk trickling sawdust (the work of a carpenter bee), the spoor of an antelope, a magnificent purple orchid and the remains of an encampment where a party of Macusi had come to fish in the creeks. Soon he branched off the main path and cautioned us not to talk. The undergrowth was thicker and we tried to match his silent tread.


The vegetation here was festooned with a creeping grass which covered all the bushes with bright green loops and hung down in veils between them. Ignorantly and carelessly, I tried to brush some away with the back of my hand, but I quickly withdrew it in pain, for the creeper was razor grass, the stems and leaves of which are armed with rows of tiny sharp spines. My hand was cut and bleeding, and I said something louder than I should have done. Tiny turned round with his finger to his lips. Carefully picking our way through the tangle, we followed him. Soon the undergrowth became so thick that the easiest and most silent way of advancing was to wriggle forward on our stomachs, ducking under the razor grass.


At last he stopped and we drew alongside him. He carefully cut a small peephole in the thick blanket of razor grass which hung a few inches in front of our noses, and we peered through. In front of us lay a wide, swampy pond, its surface hidden by floating water hyacinth which here and there was in flower, so that the brilliant green carpet was splashed with small areas of delicate lilac-blue.


Fifteen yards beyond us the water hyacinth itself was obscured by the edge of an enormous flock of egrets which stretched across the centre of the lake and over to the other side.


‘There you are, boys,’ whispered Tiny. ‘Any good to you?’


Charles and I nodded enthusiastically.


‘Well, you won’t want me,’ Tiny continued. ‘I’ll get back for some breakfast. Good luck!’ And he wriggled back soundlessly, leaving the two of us alone peeping through the razor grass. We looked again at the egrets. Two species were mingled in the flock; great egrets and the smaller snowy egrets. Through binoculars, we could see them raising their delicate filigree crests as they squabbled among themselves. Occasionally a couple would rise vertically in the air, sparring frenziedly with their beaks, only to subside as suddenly as they had risen.


Towards the far edge of the lake, we could see several tall jabiru storks standing head and shoulders above the other birds, their black naked heads and scarlet dropsical necks standing out vividly amid the pure white of the egrets. In the shallows on the far left, there were hundreds of ducks. Some were lined up in pert regiments, each one facing the same way with military precision, others floated in squadrons on the pond itself. Close to us, a lily-trotter or jacana trod cautiously on the floating leaves of the water hyacinth, its weight spread over several plants by its enormously elongated toes which made it lift its feet at each step with the action of a man in snowshoes.


Loveliest of all, within a few yards of us we saw four roseate spoonbills. As they dabbled busily in the shallow water, sifting the mud through their bills in search of small animal food, they looked ravishingly beautiful, for their feathers were suffused with the most delicate shades of pink. But every few minutes they lifted their heads to gaze around, and we saw that the ends of their bills were enlarged into flat discs which gave them a slightly comic look, oddly at variance with the grace and beauty of their bodies.


We set up the camera to begin filming this magnificent scene, but no matter where we placed it a small isolated bush in front of us impeded our view. We held a whispered council and decided to risk scaring the birds and advance across a few yards of lush grass to a spot underneath the bush which seemed just large enough to accommodate us both with the camera. If only we could reach it without causing alarm we should have a clear, uninterrupted view of all the birds on the lake – ducks, egrets, storks and spoonbills.


As quietly as possible we enlarged our peephole in the veil of razor grass into a slit. Pushing the camera in front of us, we slowly wriggled out and across the grass. Charles gained the bush safely and I joined him. In slow motion, lest a sudden movement should scare the birds, we erected the tripod and screwed the camera into position. Charles had almost focused on the spoonbills, when I put my hand on his arm.


‘Look over there,’ I whispered, and pointed to the far left of the lake. Sloshing their way through the shallows came a herd of savannah cattle. My immediate concern was that they might scare the spoonbills just as we were in a position to film them, but the birds took no notice. The cows came ponderously towards us, swinging their heads. In front of them walked a single leader cow. She stopped, lifted her head and snuffed the air. The rest of the herd stopped behind her. Then she advanced purposefully towards our little bush. When she was some fifteen yards away she stopped again, let out a bellow, and pawed the ground. From where we lay, she looked a very different animal from the gentle Guernseys of an English pasture. She bellowed again impatiently and brandished her horns at us. I felt very vulnerable lying there; if she charged she would come over the bush like a steamroller.


‘If she charges,’ I whispered to Charles nervously, ‘she’ll scare the birds, you know.’


‘She might also damage the camera and then we should be in a mess,’ whispered Charles.


‘I think perhaps it might be wiser to retreat, don’t you?’ I said, with my eyes fixed on the cow. But Charles was already on his way, wriggling back to our razor grass thicket and pushing his camera in front of him.


We sat well back in the bushes and felt foolish. To have come all the way to South America, the home of jaguar, venomous snakes and cannibal fish, and then to be frightened by a cow, seemed a little ignominious. We lit cigarettes and persuaded ourselves that for once discretion had indeed been the better part of valour, if only for the sake of our equipment.


After ten minutes, we decided to see if the cows were still there. They were, but they took no notice of us as we lay in our thicket. Then Charles pointed to a wisp of grass in front of us swaying gently in the breeze away from the cattle. The wind had changed and it was now in our favour. Emboldened by this, we once more wriggled out to the small bush and set up the cameras. For two hours we lay there, filming the egrets and the spoonbills. We watched and recorded a little drama in which two vultures found the head of a fish on the margin of the lake, only to be driven from their booty by an eagle, which then became so nervous of a counter-raid by the vultures that it could not settle down to eat the head and finally had to fly away with it. An hour before we had finished, the cows splashed their way back to the savannahs.


‘What a wonderful sight it would be if all these birds took to flight,’ I whispered to Charles. ‘Edge your way out of the bush; I’ll leap out on the other side, then as they take off stand up and film them wheeling against the sky.’ With great care and moving very slowly so as not to startle the flock prematurely, Charles crept from under the bush and crouched by its side clutching his cameras.


‘Right! Stand by!’ I whispered melodramatically and with a shout I leapt from the bush waving my arms. The egrets took not the slightest notice. I clapped and shouted and there was still no movement. This was absurd. All that morning we had crept with infinite stealth through the bush, hardly daring to whisper lest we should frighten these supposedly timid birds, and now here we were standing shouting at the tops of our voices, yet the entire flock appeared totally unconcerned and our silence seemed to have been quite unwarranted. I laughed out loud and ran towards the edge of the lake. At last the ducks nearest to me took off. The egrets followed them and in a great surge the whole white flock peeled from the surface of the lake and swept into the air, their calls echoing over the rippling water.


Back at Karanambo, we confessed to Tiny our fear of cows.


‘Well,’ he laughed, ‘they do get a bit skittish sometimes and I have had to run for it myself before now.’ We felt our reputations had not yet been irretrievably lost.
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The next day Tiny took us to a stretch of the Rupununi River just below his house. As we walked along the banks, he pointed out to us a series of deep potholes which riddled the soft tufa-like rock. He dropped a stone down one and an asthmatic belching echoed up from the pool in the bottom of the hole.


‘One’s at home,’ said Tiny. ‘There’s an electric eel living in almost every one of these holes.’


But I had another means of detecting the eels. Before we left England, we had been asked to record the electric impulses of these fish on our tape recorder. The apparatus needed was simple – two small copper rods fixed in a piece of wood about six inches apart and connected to a length of flex which could be plugged into our machine. I lowered this elementary piece of equipment into the hole and immediately heard on my small earphones the electric discharge of the eel recorded as a series of clicks, which increased in volume and frequency, rose to a climax and then subsided. This discharge is thought to act as a type of direction-finding device, for the eel possesses special sensitive organs all along its lateral line which enable it to detect the changes in electric potential caused by solid bodies in the water, and so to solve the problem of manoeuvring its six-foot length among the rocks and crannies in the murky depths of the river. In addition to this minor semi-continuous discharge, the eel is also capable of delivering an immense high voltage shock with which it is supposed to kill its prey and which, it is said, is powerful enough to stun a man.


We moved on down to Tiny’s landing and climbed into two canoes, powered by outboard motors which drove us steadily upriver, passing on our way a tree colonized by a number of hangnest birds, their nests dangling like giant clubs from the branches. Behind us we trailed handlines baited with spinning metallic lures in the hope that we might catch some fish. Almost immediately I had a bite. Hauling in my line, I found a silvery-black fish, twelve inches long, and began removing the hook from its mouth.


‘Watch your fingers,’ Tiny remarked idly. ‘That’s a cannibal fish you’ve got there.’


[image: Image Missing]


A piranha


I dropped it hastily on the bottom of the boat.


‘Don’t do that, man,’ said Tiny, a little aggrieved, seizing a paddle and giving the creature a clout which stunned it. ‘He might give you a nasty nip.’ He picked up the fish, and to prove his point stuck a piece of bamboo in its open mouth. The rows of triangular razor-edged teeth clashed shut on the bamboo, cutting it as cleanly as an axe-blow.


I watched appalled. ‘Is it really true that if a man fell in a shoal of those things, he would be hauled out a skeleton?’ I asked.


Tiny laughed. ‘Well, I reckon that piranha, or perai as we call them, might make quite a mess of you, if you were silly enough to stay in the water once they started biting. It’s usually the taste of blood that makes them attack in the first place, so I shouldn’t go bathing if you’ve got an open cut. Luckily they don’t like broken water, and so when you get out of a canoe and haul it up rapids you needn’t worry, they are seldom there.


‘Of course,’ he went on, ‘they sometimes attack unprovoked. I remember once getting into a canoe with fifteen Indians. We got in one at a time, and in doing so we had to put one foot in the water. No one except me had boots on. I was last in, and as I sat down, I noticed that the Indian in front of me was bleeding badly. I asked him if he was all right and he said that a perai had bitten him as he got in. It turned out that thirteen out of the fifteen had small pieces of flesh bitten clean out of their feet. None of them had cried out at the time, and no one had thought of warning the men coming afterwards. Still, I suppose that story tells you more about Indians than it does about perai.’
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After several days at Karanambo, we returned to Lethem. Slowly the animal collection grew and when, after two weeks on the savannahs, we flew back to Georgetown, we took with us not only our caiman, lying in a huge tailor-made wooden crate, but a giant anteater, a small anaconda, some fresh water turtles, capuchin monkeys, parakeets and macaws. It seemed a reasonable beginning.
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Charles Lagus flying back from the Rupununi
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The Painted Cliff
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The River Mazaruni rises in the highlands of the far west of Guyana, close to the Venezuelan border. For a hundred miles it winds round three parts of a huge circle before it breaks through the girdle of high sandstone mountains which enclose it and, over the short distance of twenty miles, descends thirteen hundred feet in a series of cascades and rapids which form an impassable barrier to river traffic.


The only land routes into the basin are long and arduous trails over the mountains, the easiest of them involving a three-day march through thick, difficult forest and a climb over a three-thousand-foot pass. The whole area, therefore, was virtually cut off from the rest of the country, and the fifteen hundred Amerindians who lived there had, until a few years before our visit, remained isolated and relatively untouched by the civilization of the coast.


But the arrival of the aeroplane in the country had completely changed the situation, for by amphibian plane it became possible to fly over the mountain barrier and land in the centre of the basin on a long, wide stretch of the Mazaruni River. This sudden accessibility might have had serious consequences for the Akawaio and Arecuna tribes living there, so to prevent their possible exploitation, the Government had declared the whole area an Amerindian reserve – forbidden country for diamond and gold prospectors and for travellers without permits. It had also appointed a District Officer whose job it was to watch over the welfare of the Amerindians.


Bill Seggar held that post, and when we first arrived in the country he was, fortunately for us, paying one of his infrequent visits to Georgetown to buy six months’ supply of food, trade goods, petrol and other necessities which had to be flown in to his station.


He was a tall, dark, heavily built man, with a deeply lined face. Rather laconically, lest he should betray too much of the enthusiasm and pride which he felt for his province, he had told us of its wonders; of newly discovered waterfalls, of huge areas of unexplored forests, of the strange ‘hallelujah’ religion of the Akawaios, of hummingbirds, tapirs and macaws. He had estimated that he would have finished his business in Georgetown by the time we came back from our fortnight’s visit to the Rupununi and had generously suggested that we might fly back with him to the basin.


So it was with great excitement that we now looked for Bill in Georgetown, to discover when his plane was leaving. We eventually ran him to earth in the bar of a hotel, gloomily staring at a glass of rum and ginger. He had bad news. The stores he had ordered were due to be flown in to the area by Dakota aircraft which normally landed on a small patch of open savannah near the eastern margin of the basin at Imbaimadai. This strip is usually serviceable throughout the long dry season, but during the rains it becomes waterlogged and useless. Theoretically, we should be able to use it now, in mid-April, but there had been a freakish outburst of rains which had converted the airstrip into a quagmire. Bill was going to fly into the area the next day by amphibian plane, land on the Mazaruni River just below the savannah at Imbaimadai, and then squat on the airfield, reporting its condition by radio day by day, so that as soon as it had dried out the freight plane could take off from Georgetown to bring in the essential stores. These supplies obviously must come first, but if they got in safely and if the strip was still dry, then we could follow as a last load. We finished our drinks moodily and said goodbye to Bill, wishing him luck when he took off next morning for Imbaimadai.
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