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Fever, Famine and Gold, first published in 1938, is an exciting account of the search for Incan
treasure in the jungles and mountains of the Ebook Tops basin and Andes of Ecuador. With the
backing of financiers in New York, Loch assembled his expedition and spent two years
searching for the fabled Valverde treasure. Along the way, the explorers collected valuable
specimens of birds and mammals, and information about the remote native tribes they
encountered. Returning home after failing to find the treasure, Loch is reported to have drunk a
bottle of whiskey and shot himself with his army revolver. Author and Scotsman Captain E.
Erskine Loch was a veteran of the Uganda Highlanders and an officer in the British Army who
fought in India and Africa. Included are 17 pages of maps and illustrations.
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INTRODUCTIONA few years ago the public’s ever-increasing demand for thrills forced
explorers, often against their will, to give accounts of their explorations that far exceeded their
rightful field of truth. Breathtaking escapes and adventures were demanded. Then came a new
fashion, that of burlesquing exploration and its risks.It became the mode to return from a trip with
stories of having fondled a rhinoceros much as one would a pekinese and of having fed a lion
out of the back of one’s car with a ham sandwich or two.I trust there still remains the simple
middle course. In the narrative of this Expedition I have deliberately shortened a few wearisome
lapses of time, and have attempted to minimize the necessarily repetitious accounts of daily
routine scientific work and mechanical details in favor of those features of more general interest
which we pursued. And in the last chapter I have intentionally withheld the names of two men



and of a place for obvious reasons.Before leaving New York it had appeared to me, from rumors
and conjectures, that the Curaray River had a winding course and that there was only a small
difference in altitude between its headwaters and the frontier. These were indications that it
might be free from rapids or falls. If so, I saw no reason why it should not prove to be a safe,
navigable waterway right through the Oriente to the frontier. A direct passage then, through the
Llanganatis Mountains, from the railroad to the source of the Curaray, with a link to Napo Town,
was a logical counterpart; and it was searching for these two things that linked together the
whole year and four months of the Expedition’s work.So little was known about either region that
each offered an extremely interesting field for research. Also the itinerary as finally laid out was
to take us through an area cloaked with one of the most colorful and romantic stories in the
history of South America.But I trust that no story of a famous treasure is too alluring to
overshadow the other work we did. In all justice to George Brun, John Ohman, and Wilfried
Klamroth, Jr., all of whom toiled endlessly in the service of the Expedition, I wish to say that we
brought back many thousands of observations, thermometric and hygrometric readings,
ethnological and natural history specimens, which are now in leading institutions in New York,
Chicago, Philadelphia, and Great Britain. Such things require constant daily work, arduous and
uninspiring, and, under conditions in the field, are most difficult to acquire.The scientist, most
understandably, does not as a rule care to associate himself with romance, lost treasures, and
so forth. Personally, I have no such qualms. But then, I am not a scientist and make no
pretensions whatsoever to being one. I’m a British Army Officer, retired, who does things for the
love of them, that’s all. But a life of travel takes me to far-off places from which I bring back such
information as I can.Not one single man of us took any part at all in South American politics, nor
have we any bias whatever on that score. Any service that our records may contribute towards
the Ecuador of the future is given purely out of affection for that country.Although months have
now passed since those turbulent days spent in the Llanganatis Mountains and the Oriente, to
me they seem but as yesterday. For at the very moment this book goes to press, the New York
newspapers are carrying dispatches of another clash on the Ecuador-Peru frontier, involving
people and places directly connected with this Expedition. It was through Rocafuerte, the main
garrison on the frontier, and Tarqui, the military post on the Curaray, that the Expedition
journeyed.I regret that it was impossible to record photographically the more exciting
happenings of the Expedition. In the Llanganatis Mountains the constant clouds, rain, and fog
rendered picture-making an all but impossible task.I wish to express my gratitude to all those in
the United States and Ecuador who assisted the Expedition, and to thank Mr. Alfred Batson for
his help in editing and preparing this manuscript.E. ERSKINE LOCHExplorer’s Club New York,
June, 1938

I. THE LOST TREASURE OF VALVERDEIt was the spring of 1935. As I emerged from the New
York Public Library, my mind was aflame with the few startling pages of history I had just been
reading. The Valverde Treasure! The Lost Mines of the Incas! The Legend of the Llanganatis



Mountains of Ecuador! The story stood before me like a beacon. What hidden mysteries, what
vast hoards of gold might be secreted in those distant, snowy peaks! Just four hundred years
earlier Spain had conquered that mighty Empire of the Incas.I continued on up Fifth Avenue.
“Roosevelt and the Gold Standard!” “High Price of Gold!” The bold headlines struck the eye at
every corner. But what irony! The Incas, whose gold, flooding Europe, was a potent factor in
putting the world on the gold standard, had never used gold as money. They had no monetary
system. How happy they were without it! They had no word for “rich” or “poor,” and not a pauper
in their land!A vision of that Empire’s tragic end sprang up before my mind, and on that instant
came a desire—a sudden determination to reach those far-off Llanganatis, and find a short route
to the Ebook Tops.Uncharted territory, rare animals, a tribe of Indians of which little or nothing
was known, and a region which offered abundant fields for exploration and research? And with it
all, that slender fabric of an ancient legend—hidden lakes, lost treasure, Llanganatis
Goldi.-‘Ethnological, geographical, and other scientific purposes soon took root as my plans
developed. In fact they were soon an obligation on my part, for Mr. Heye, Director of the Museum
of the American Indian (Heye Foundation), of New York, knowing the scientific value of the
region, placed me under that institution’s auspices for ethnological research.Hectic weeks of
turmoil followed. Boxes, bales, equipment, men—all crowded through the panorama of those
busy days.The summer came. By August we were ready. The Andes-Ebook Tops Expedition
was organized, and on its way to South America. Carl de Muralt, tall, slender, second in
command of the Expedition, raised his eyes from the book for the first time since leaving
Guayaquil—but not to watch the banana plantations and orange groves, or glance back at the
ship we had so recently left. He was oblivious to all that surrounded him. Perspiration ran down
his determined face, but he wore a look of sublime indifference to the dust, flies, and general
discomfort of the airless coach as we rocked and jolted along on the first stage from sea level to
the high altitude of Riobamba.I knew what was going on in his mind. It had been building up ever
since that day months before in New York when we’d met under such unusual circumstances.
He was as enthusiastic as I.“...The Valverde Guide!” Carl said. “The Guide to the Treasure!”The
others sat forward—John Ohman, the radio engineer, Le Grand (Sonny) Griswold, much-
traveled New Yorker, who had come for new adventure and was now blithely forgetting the
blistering heat of Ecuador with a blood-curdling yarn laid in Greenland, and the Parisian George
Brun, ex-aviator, ballistics enthusiast, and good hunter. Other appointments being filled, he had
joined as supply and transport officer.“The lost mines of the Incas,” said Carl.“Lost for four
hundred years,” I put in.“Yes,” Carl rejoined, “but Valverde found them—why shouldn’t we? I’ll
sketch the background briefly.”Everyone was listening—“At the time of the Conquest a poor
Spanish soldier named Valverde married an Inca woman, whose father vowed to make his new
son-in-law the richest of all Conquistadores. This he proceeded to do by leading him across the
Llanganatis Mountains to a hoard of gold. It was Incan, or pre-Incan, treasure and was in the
unknown ‘Oriente’ district deep in the interior. How much gold Valverde got, no one knows. But
history states that from being an impecunious soldier he became overnight a very wealthy man.



When he died he left a paper of detailed instructions known as the Guide, or ‘Derrotero,’ which
he willed to the King of Spain. The King subsequently sent an expedition to find the cache but
without success—”“It has been so ever since,” I interrupted. “Search after search has led to such
disasters that the region has now become shrouded in superstition and almost a land of legend.
As late as 1912 an American, Colonel E. C. Brooks, went in looking for the treasure. He followed
the ‘Derrotero’ closely but was flooded out by a cloudburst, deserted by his Indians, and when
eventually rescued by a searching party was wandering in the mountains practically out of his
mind, and died not long afterwards in New York—he was only one.”Carl nodded in agreement,
but, undeterred, he turned again to his book. “Listen! the Guide reads:Placed in the town of
Pillaro, ask for the farm of Moya and sleep the first night a good distance above and ask there for
the mountain of Guapa, from whose top, if the day be fine, look to the East, so that thy back be
towards the town of Ambato, and from thence thou shalt perceive the three Cerros Llanganati, in
the form of a triangle, on whose declivity is a lake, made by hand, into which the ancients cast
the gold they had prepared for the ransom of the Inca when they heard of his death.”John was
deeply interested. Griswold had so far forgotten Greenland as to be listening intently; and
George Brun, though a bit skeptical, was tugging at the lobe of his ear.I held my peace and
waited; for I knew the Valverde Treasure Guide,” copied from the ancient archives of Madrid,
almost by heart; and at my own first reading of the detailed instructions for finding the treasure I
had been as enthralled as those around me now. But, as time went on, I, like Carl, had come to
know the hidden contradictions contained in that Guide—pitfalls that were not at once apparent
at first reading and that were no less disheartening when met with on the scene.“...from this
same Cerro Guapa thou mayst see also the forest, and in it a clump of sangurimas standing out
of the said forest, and another clump which they call flechas, and these clumps are the principal
marks for which thou shalt aim, leaving them a little to the left hand. Go forward from Guapa in
this direction and with the signals indicated, and a good way ahead, having passed some cattle
farms, thou shalt come upon a wild morass over which thou must cross, and coming on the other
side thou shalt see upon they left hand a short way off a jucal upon a hillside, through which thou
must pass...”This was all right for Carl, who had come along mainly to seek the treasure and was
to lead a separate party; but, fascinated as I was with the subject, I was operating under the
auspices of the Museum and had definite scientific obligations to fulfill first, from which in this
early stage I could not afford to be swerved. I had to create a diversion; so, ostentatiously, I
reached in my bag and brought out a batch of papers—“We need ethnological and
anthropological data for the Museum on the Zaparo Indians of the Curaray River. It is a populous
tribe and said to be friendly—”No one was listening.“...having gone through the jucal thou wilt
see two small lakes known as Los Anteojos from having betwixt them a point of land like unto a
nose. From this place thou mayst again see the Cerros Llanganati, the same as thou sawest
from the top of Cerro Guapa, and I warn thee to leave the said Lakes on thy left, and that in front
of the point, or nose, there is a plain which is thy sleeping place. There thou must leave the
horses, for they can go no farther. Following now on foot in the same direction, thou shalt come



upon a great black lake, which leave on thy left hand, and beyond it seek to descend along the
hillside in such manner that thou mayst reach a quebrada [ravine] down which comes a waterfall;
and here thou shalt find a bridge of three poles, or if it do not still exist, place another in the most
convenient place and so pass over...”“The Museum of Natural History wants a specimen of the
anteojos, or ‘spectacled bear.’ “ Again I was talking to myself.“...and having gone a little way in
the forest beyond, seek out the hut which served to sleep in or the remains thereof. Having
passed the night here, go on thy way through the forest in the same direction till thou reachest
another deep dry ravine across which thou must throw a bridge, and pass over it slowly and
cautiously, for the quebrada is very deep; that is, if thou succeeded not in finding the pass which
exists. Go forward and look for signs of another sleeping place, which I assure thee thou canst
not fail to see in the fragments of pottery and other marks, because the Indians are continually
passing that way. Go now on thy way and thou shalt see a mountain which is all of margasitas
[pyrites], the which leave on thy left hand, and I warn thee thou must go around it in this
fashion...” (here follows a hieroglyphic.—E. E. L.).“Another animal found only in these high Andes
is the hairy tapir, very rare and quite different from the tapir of the lowlands. The New York
Zoological Society—”“...on this side thou shalt find a pajonal [pasture] in a small plain, which
having been crossed, thou wilt come on a canon betwixt two hills which is the Way of the Inca.
From thence as thou goest thou shalt see the entrance to the socabon [tunnel], which is in the
form of a church porch. Having come through the canon and gone a goodly distance beyond,
thou shalt perceive a cascade which descends from an offshoot of Cerros Llanganati and runs
into a quaking bog on thy right hand. Without passing this said bog there is much gold...”“Let’s
hurry!” came from Griswold. “Washington is buying gold at a premium—”I broke in again, but I
might as well have been talking to the moon. Carl rushed on.“...so that by putting in thy hand
what thou shalt gather at the bottom is grains of gold. To ascend the mountain, leave the bog
and go along to the right and pass above the cascade, going around the offshoot of the
mountain. If by chance the mouth of the tunnel be closed by certain herbs, remove them and
thou shalt find the entrance. And on the left hand side of the mountain thou mayst see the guayra
(for thus the ancients called the furnace wherein they founded metals) which is nailed with
golden nails. And to reach the third mountain, if thou canst not pass in front of the socabon, it is
the same thing to pass behind it, for the water from the lake falls into it.”“Then if it is in a lake, why
hasn’t someone found it?” George Brun asked.“There are about a hundred lakes on the best
maps available,” I said, “and many more that aren’t even known about—at least that’s my
experience with South American maps. But whether it’s a treasure in a lake, a mine, or both, four
hundred years of searching leaves it anybody’s guess.”The whole matter was indeed one of
great interest, which in the back of my mind subtly exerted its centuries-old magic upon me as
much as upon the others. It had been taken very seriously by such recognized authorities as
Richard Spruce and Hassaurek, who had given much thought and study to the matter. The
original Guide sent to Ecuador by the King of Spain contained old Spanish phraseology,
obsolete words, and terms capable of being interpreted in various ways; but, because of the



wealth to which it refers, it is one of the best-known treasure stories in the world today. To prove
or disprove the legend of the Lost Mines or Treasure—and one should lead to the other—was a
matter of legitimate historical interest and one which wanted dealing with later as soon as
opportunity offered.For the first time since leaving Guayaquil the others now began showing an
interest in the passing countryside as the train jerked and panted away from the lowlands,
thundering over ravines innumerable, zigzagging and staggering and never relinquishing an
inch. It was a region of nondescript habitations with the inevitable chickens and goats, scrawny
beyond anything we’d seen back in the States.But a few hours later, when we’d crested the top
of the pass, we entered a broad expanse of open, desolate country—the first indication of what
lay ahead. John busied himself with the financial accounts of the Expedition, a job he had
assumed entirely of his own volition, and one of which I was happy to be rid. Before leaving New
York a last-minute decision to take radio equipment with us had made me send out a call, at our
request, over the Amateur Radio Relay League network. John volunteered. Within the few days
that remained he had built his own set, both transmitter and receiver, over which we sent and
received many thousands of words between New York and many parts of Ecuador. His ability to
handle instruments brought a multitude of jobs upon his shoulders, each one of which he carried
out with equal efficiency. John has no guile nor deceit in his character, and it was typical of him
that one day when I was wrestling with my checkbook by that excellent method of starting at the
balance, which after all is what matters, and filling out the stubs from memory and guess work,
he looked over my shoulder and said sternly, “Captain, that’s not honest.”“But if I’m cheating
anyone it’s only myself,” I reminded him somewhat stiffly.“No matter,” he said, “it’s not
honest.”That was John Ohman.George Brun was but a few years older. Of nerves he had none;
on the contrary, he was full of undaunted courage and was of considerable initiative. Weighing
some ninety-odd pounds from his appearance, looking desperately delicate, as he did, he was
warned by his doctor before leaving New York that he could not last six months with the
Expedition. He went through every turbulent day of it and is still more than ready to do it all over
again! The possessor of numerous medals for marksmanship, most of the Expedition’s natural
history specimens fell to his rifle. I was never to regret my choice of George.A dozen expeditions
in India, Africa, and South America, eleven years as a British Army Officer in various campaigns
have taught me the wisdom of choosing men for themselves and because of certain traits of
character often indiscernible by the eye or ear, rather than by a long list of professed abilities. I
have seen veteran soldiers become panic-stricken at meeting a situation not in the book of
instructions; and, conversely, I have known untutored and untried men to face emergencies and
conquer them through a sudden spark of leadership or initiative that springs up within
themselves. What man knows how he will act under the stress of sudden crisis?We had outfitted
ourselves for eight months with the variegated supplies and clothing necessary to penetrate not
only the windswept, chilling Andean heights but also the extreme opposite, the festering,
malaria-filled swamplands of the Upper Curaray. In addition, Carl de Muralt had brought along a
complete outfit for prospecting and mining, which, together with our personal belongings, made



up one hundred and eight pieces of baggage.It was two expeditions in one and, unlike others
which have a single objective in view, its aims were many and diverse.By late afternoon we had
begun descending out of the higher altitudes; suddenly the ground spread open before us like a
gigantic bowl, in the center of which stood a small cluster of miniature houses against a
background so fantastic as to make one catch his breath. Mighty Chimborazo and Altar
stretched their white-capped peaks into the infinite blue; and, in contrast to their majestic
splendor, between them lay the little town of Riobamba, like a tiny jewel in a setting beyond the
ability of man to conceive.The sun had almost sunk behind the lofty Cordilleras. Beyond us
towered the Peaks of Llanganati, grim and forbidding, guarding in their fastnesses an age-old
secret that had kindled an enthusiasm which was to carry us, without regret, through two years
of toil and hardship to a climax so strange I can scarcely believe I did not dream it all.

II. UNDER WAYThe train drew into Riobamba to lay over for the night before proceeding on up
to Quito, Ecuador’s capital. Here was the Hotel Metropolitano; and, waiting for us, Montford
Hardwicke, a geologist; my nephew Alasdair Loch, fresh from a mining job in the Federated
Malay States; and Peter Prime, a young student of botany from Wisconsin, another listener to
the Expedition’s broadcast over the A.R.R.L.The next morning Carl and I went on to Quito to
arrange with the government for permits to enter the Oriente territory, and to perform the other
rituals that must be gone through with.Quito meant a round of delightful dinners, newspaper
interviews without end, and innumerable conferences with politicos in the various departments
of government. The way was paved largely through letters brought down from the States;
moreover, in many cases where there were no letters, kind friends in the foreign colony were
ever ready to lend their aid.Then back again to Riobamba, official matters over—at least I
thought so. Then ensued a rechecking and sorting of equipment, an endless job that must be
done, yet is never done.Tents, ten flies; an outboard motor, tinned gasoline, camp cots for the
lower regions; sleeping bags and blankets for the upper; mosquito nets, field boots,
photographic and scientific equipment, rough field clothing, cooking utensils, dehydrated
vegetables, meat extracts, rifles, carbines and pistols (George Brun, our hunter, saw to these
with loving eye), medicinal supplies—a puzzle seemingly without solution. Much was to be left
behind, for on the first phase of the Expedition my party was to be occupied only with the rivers
of the lowlands.We had been in Riobamba but a short time when an Indian bellboy came up to
my room with word that I was wanted in the lobby on urgent business by a Señor Hector Moran.
Grimy with dirt, hammer in hand amidst stacks of packing cases, I did not respond immediately.
Soon the boy was back in an agitated state with word that Señor Moran was growing
impatient.“Sounds like a government official,” Griswold said. “You’d better hurry.”Appreciating the
possible importance of such a personage, I commenced to get agitated myself. What could he
want with me? I thought it prudent, moreover, to wash, shave, change my shirt, and generally
brush up in appearance.I reached the lobby. There was no one there except a negro boy in a
corner to one side. I turned towards the verandah; but, before I could leave, the bellboy crossed



to the coal-black youth and paused at a respectful distance, seemingly too awed to speak.The
young negro was some fifteen years of age. He was dressed in a coat of brilliant, if faded, blue,
and baggy, violently yellow trousers from which protruded, in spite of a languid undersized body,
the most enormous feet I’d ever seen. Of shoes he had none—I wasn’t surprised. And he was
hatless, his shining woolly mop of hair topping off the lot.Ignoring the bellboy with fine contempt,
he stepped forward, bowed before me, then fixed me with an intent gaze.“You are,” he asked,
“the ‘Capitan’—the grand explorer?”“I am Captain Loch,” I said.“Ah, I have read the papers. I am
greatly interest—”He broke off with a withering glare towards the bellboy who, after the manner
of bellboys the world over, was quite obviously both waiting for a tip and eavesdropping on our
conversation. No words were spoken. Not a sound issued from the thick lips, yet to my utter
astonishment the bellboy, wilted, slunk away tipless to his corner.“I am Señor Hector Moran!” He
was a man of action and went straight to the point—“I’m the best grand cook in Ecuador.”I
thought I would have an apoplectic fit. The red surged up my neck as I thought up long-forgotten
army oaths for having been so easily taken in.Señor Hector Moran went on at a rapid rate. He
had, he assured me, nerves of steel; his bravery knew no bounds. There was no wild animal, no
savage Indian from Panama to Cape Horn with which he could not cope. Pressing letters of
recommendation, suspiciously laudatory to have been come by honestly, into my unwilling hand,
he drew a breathtaking picture of himself as a veritable dynamo of industry.This was too much.
Those indolent, lazy movements of his body were not to be belied. I cut the interview short. But
the upshot was that Señor Hector Moran became cook, camp boy, and infallible source of
aggravation to the Andes-Ebook Tops Expedition from then on; he was taken on, not because he
was a Stanley or Livingstone of a later day, nor because we needed a cook, but for a reason he
would never have suspected.In that brief wordless exchange with the Indian bellboy, I had seen
that Hector Moran with his slick, city-trained mind, could get his own way with the Indians. Such
a person, on occasions, could be an invaluable adjunct to any expedition.Leaving Riobamba on
September 11th we went by motor truck to the Hacienda Leito, some thirty-five miles east, a
large, imposing house said to have been built a century or more before by the Jesuits. The
present owner is one Restrepo, a Colombian, who welcomed us with the open hospitality of
those parts.Leito is a famous and historical hacienda mentioned (as Leytillo) in the old Guzman
map. In fact it was here that the German scientist Guzman, one of the great students of the
Llanganatis area, is said to have walked off the balcony in his sleep and been killed.That the
reader may form a better picture of Ecuador, I wish to point out that the Andes Mountains, here
divided into two main ranges running north and south with lofty tablelands in between, literally
split the country into three parallel sections or divisions.Starting from the Pacific Ocean on the
west, one first crosses the low-lying coastal zone or division and the first of the two mountain
ranges, to reach the high tablelands, which lie at an altitude of from 7,000 to 9,000 feet or more.
Although on the Equator, these picturesque, fertile lands, enclosed in a veritable corridor of
peaks and volcanoes rising skyward to a height of 23,000 feet, are in a climate of perpetual
springtime, and constitute the main settled and civilized zone of Ecuador.To the east, across the



second range of mountains, of which the Llanganatis form a part, isolating it from these civilized
zones, lies the third and largest division of the country at the head of the upper Ebook Tops
Valley—the “Oriente.” This is a little-known territory of low-lying torrid jungles peopled by divers
tribes of Indians, through which flow the Curaray and Napo Rivers eastward to the Peruvian
frontier. It is not generally known that this frontier encircles Ecuador not only on the south but on
the east also, enfolding it, as it were, to the point where it joins Ecuador’s northern neighbor,
Colombia. [From here on when allusion is made to the “frontier” or “Peruvian frontier” it refers
only to that eastern part of the boundary where Peru adjoins Ecuador, and through which both
the Curaray and Napo Rivers flow.]The natural resources of the country are little developed,
largely on account of the great difficulties of transportation and the geographical and
topographical obstacles to be contended with. This is especially so in the case of the far-flung
Oriente, whose isolation from the civilized centers is caused by the great barrier of the
Llanganatis and adjacent groups. Existing trails make long detours, one to the north, the others
to the south.From a geographical standpoint our object was to search for a shorter line of air,
land, and water communication from the western and central civilized zones over the
Llanganatis Mountains and down the Curaray River to the far eastern Peruvian-Ecuadorian
frontier and to map the uncharted region traversed. This purpose governed the whole itinerary
determined upon by the Expedition. To reach the headwaters of this river and also to find an
airplane landing field there was my first goal. (The journey was to be made by the circuitous trail
which circumvents the Llanganatis by a long detour to the south.)Consequently, here at Leito I
prepared my party with equipment and supplies for the miles of tropical jungles that were ahead
of us, while Carl de Muralt organized his group for a preliminary trip into the mountains.Two more
members were here added to the Expedition, Castillo, a Colombian, who joined us as an
interpreter of Indian languages for the Oriente, and Napo, a dog of Great Dane heritage with a
good many additions thereto and subtractions therefrom.The hospitality of the Hacienda Leito
was truly appreciated by all of us, for our long stay and the disturbing commotion of our
preparations must have imposed considerably upon our host, Señor Marco Restrepo.He is a
vigorous man whose powers of work are infinite. Through this he has built up the hacienda to be
one of the most successful in that part of the mountains. Everyone in the neighborhood is most
justifiably scared to death of him, for he invariably carries a revolver with which he instantly
despatches any of the innumerable dogs, cats, pigeons, mules, or other livestock that through
some stupid act interfere with the hacienda’s progress.Our days here were full and busy ones
which were an excellent break-in for all of us for our particular jobs. Hardwicke and Ohman were
already hard at work testing and checking the instruments. Sonny Griswold fitted into the life with
that rare adjustability to circumstances which is most truthfully his.Equally at home whether
leaning nonchalantly against the Ritz bar in New York, losing his money on horse-racing, or
seated on a packing case outside a hut surrounded by a group of admiring Indian men, women,
and children, plus the usual parrots and monkeys, he has dodged work in an office for the last
thirty years with a skill of which his closer relatives are lamentably unappreciative.George Brun,



on the other hand, is a stern man. He seldom cracks a smile—save on such rare occasions as
when a transport train, manipulated in some manner of which he may not happen to approve,
misses its footing, and mules, loads, men, and rocks go hurtling down a hillside with the clatter
of a dismembered locomotive. Whenever eventualities of this sort happen to him he invariably
resorts to his most used expression, “What the hell!”I was soon to hear him use it with great
emphasis, for George Brun and Hector just couldn’t get on.It is true that as a special favor and
with a certain amount of luck, Hector could be relied upon to boil water because he’d leave it on
the fire and forget it, but beyond that, as a cook, well—the less said the better. I sympathized
acutely with George, who, being in charge of supplies, naturally had direct control of Hector in
the kitchen—a domain in which George happened to be unusually able. After a few days of
exasperation with Hector, in desperation George was driven to take over that work himself. All
went well, but there were some things that Hector hadn’t seen before, and one of those was the
particular brand of dried or desiccated fruits and vegetables which we had.Opening a tin of what
he deemed to be prunes, he passed a handful of the black granulated particles to George, who,
without looking at them in the dim light of the kitchen, threw them into a pan which with a clatter
he thrust onto the stove. It was at that moment I entered the kitchen to see what was going on.I
was greeted with a cloud of smoke as something shot past me. It was Hector—moving faster
than he’d ever moved in his life and behind him a speechless, infuriated George, black from
head to foot, gasping out, “Gun powder! What the hell!”After this the diplomacy required to
prevent the tiff between George and Hector from becoming a breach of such proportions that it
might disrupt the whole Expedition at the outset would have taxed the skill of a European
statesman.Finally, both Carl’s party and mine were ready: he, with Hardwicke and Alasdair, for
the mountains; and I, with Griswold, George Brun, John Ohman, and Prime, for the distant
Curaray. The day of parting came, and it was one that filled me with regret. Carl’s support in the
early stages of organizing the Expedition had been invaluable. In fact without him it might
possibly not have materialized. We had anticipated months of intimate, eager work together, but
as so often happens in the field, that was not to be. I was never to see him again until the
Expedition was ended.As I bade Carl good-by, I reflected on the sudden manner of our meeting
and on how a small incident, maybe years before and of no significance at the time, can so
influence our lives years later. A complete stranger to me at the outset of the Expedition, he was
probably the one man besides myself out of New York’s millions who was as enthusiastic as I
about the Llanganatis Mountains. I realized with passing wonder that I might never have known
Carl, and this Expedition never have come to pass, had I not, just twenty years before, lost my
way, stumbled into a wrong camp and met a young man named Barclay.It seems a far cry from
the snowy peaks of Ecuador in 1935 to the World War and the Cameroon Campaign in West
Africa in 1915; yet in a sense the story of this Expedition started there.I was a young British
subaltern of twenty-three at the time. Having been slightly wounded in the head, in danger of
losing my eyesight, I was ordered back for medical treatment; while our column pushed farther
into the Cameroons to attack the German settlement of Bamenda.Chafing at being left behind,



and my eyesight having improved, I determined to make a desperate attempt to rejoin the
column, now well on ahead. The nature of the country between us and Bamenda, which was
reported to be very difficult and had never been crossed by white men, had caused the column
to take a long detour to the north. My only chance of catching up was to take a short cut across
this intervening territory. Guided by my native orderly, who assured me he could accomplish this
feat, we set off.After many days we finally arrived in the vicinity of the column and were, we
estimated, some day and a half’s travel from our front line. But “front line” in that jungle-covered
land hardly deserved such a flattering name. It consisted of nothing more than a series of what
we called “perimeter” camps indiscriminately dotted about, where the men slept in a circle within
close reach of one another in case of attack. No lights were permitted because of enemy
snipers, and it would be an easy matter in the darkness to wander in between these camps right
through to the enemy’s lines. It was to one of these frontline perimeter camps that I had been
ordered. Though it was far, I hoped by starting early to get through in one day.I had
miscalculated the difficulties ahead, however, and before I knew it was faced with the
predicament of being overtaken by darkness in a district where one was just as liable to be shot
down by one’s own countrymen as by the enemy—if the sentries should be “jumpy” or should fail
to recognize one in time.To proceed was foolish, and my orderly and I were preparing to camp
for the night as best we could when an unexpected sound, quite close at hand, struck my ears. It
was a popular American ragtime song—and sung, much to my relief, in English!Pushing
carefully through the bush I saw, as the jungle thinned, a camp on a lone knoll brightly
illuminated by the ruddy glare of a blazing campfire, around which were seated a group of
officers. It wasn’t my camp, nor my affair, but it certainly seemed a pleasant place to spend the
night.No longer concerned about having to camp in the jungle, I pushed my way into the group.
In the center a young Englishman was seated on an upturned packing case, singing the latest
song hits from America. His name was Barclay, and we hit it off at once.Little did I dream at that
time what an important part in my life this meeting was to play twenty years later.Our friendship
was fated to be of short duration, for soon afterwards he was killed in the course of the
Campaign. But during our acquaintance he had frequently mentioned a cousin of his, John
Barclay, then in the Intelligence at the War Office in London, whom I met later, at the close of the
Campaign, at a London party.John Barclay and I became friends, but during those hectic days
that followed we lost track of each other. The War ended, the years passed, and I came to
America—to have my dreams of going to the Llanganatis.Leaving the Public Library that fateful
day in the Spring of ‘35, I bumped right square into my old friend again! Almost before he could
speak, I fairly shouted at him—“I’m going to the Llanganatis Mountains to find the—”He laughed
aloud, but his laugh was suddenly cut short. “The Llanganatis!” he said, “that’s strange. Why, I
know a man who—”He introduced me to Bill Klamroth, who, knowing of my plans, immediately
introduced me to his friend Carl de Muralt! And at this meeting was formed the Andes-Ebook
Tops Expedition, in whose destiny we were all to have our share.



III. FAREWELL TO CIVILIZATIONTwo days on muleback over an easy trail eastwards down the
valley of the Rio Pastaza brought us to Puyo at an elevation of some 3,000 feet.Puyo is a small
town on the fringe of the Oriente and is the jumping-off place for the deep interior. It is the end of
the mule trail, and from here on we were to proceed with Indian carriers.Again followed the
endless exertion, in a now tropical and enervating heat, of splitting the equipment into smaller
loads, for each carrier was to shoulder seventy-five pounds—no more, no less.Previously I had
sent on ahead to arrange for the Indians. Of recent years, however, a great shortage of these
had developed here, compelling us at times to use women and to carry on much of our freighting
from here to the Curaray in shifts.Here at Puyo I was to meet a famous character, Severo Vargas.
An Indian “Chief”—or rather overlord—I had heard of him before. Half Canelo and half Jivaro
Indian, he was immensely proud of the fierce untamed blood he had acquired from the latter.
Thickset, powerful, and sharp-eyed, at some time in his life he had been shot through the face,
the bullet entering beside his nose and coming out at the back of his neck. The resultant wound
had somewhat depleted his energies, but he was still a great power in the district.Through the
evenings Vargas would stand vigorously declaiming to me the story of his life.Some sixty years
before, his father, a Canelo Indian, had married his mother, a member of the neighboring
Jivaros. This “love match,” of which Vargas was the result, had brought to these two ever warring
tribes a lasting and enduring peace. The two tribes, both strengthened by this union, now made
war on the Arapicos, another group; and Vargas’ youth was a merry one of fighting, head-
shrinking, and other such horseplay.But clouds arose on the horizon, first priests, then
policemen. They would have no more of Vargas and his playful tribal ways, and the old man
shook his head with sorrow as he told of the great change Law and Order had effected.But
Vargas was no fool, and, being unusually ambitious for an Indian, had thrown himself into an
energetic pursuit of the ways of the white man. The result was disastrous, for long before I met
him he had decided that civilization meant trickery, fraud, deception, and all conceivable forms
of imposture and chicanery.Into these new fields he had launched himself with an enthusiasm
that was highly commendable. He soon had made of himself a master craftsman in those arts,
looking upon them as a legitimate form of buffoonery. He carried out his chicanery with a
boisterous good humor that was quite captivating.He was truly a grand old ruffian, and, if he
liked you, would do a lot for you.Trouble commenced at once. It turned out that our contractor for
transportation from Leito to the Curaray, a negro, had once been a policeman! (How can an
expedition’s leader know everything?)
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