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Foreword

Growing
up, I remember being amazed by the stories of my father’s youthful
adventures. It was hard to believe the man in those stories was the
same man who taught me my first guitar chord, showed me how to
properly compose a photograph, and opened my eyes to the wonders of
art and creativity.

His stories always came in non-chronological
bits and pieces, forcing me to reconstruct his two-year motorcycle
journey in my mind over the span of many years. It wasn’t until he
wrote the original Spanish version of this book, Huellas y
Horizontes, in 2009 that I was able to put the entire picture
together. What I discovered was that his story was more important
than I had imagined. His experiences between 1964 and 1966 affected
him greatly and helped make him the man he is today – and the one
who taught me all those things for which I’ve been grateful.

When he decided he wanted to translate
Huellas y Horizontes into English, I knew I had to be a part
of it. Sample translations from a few services I researched just
did not feel right to me. They did a fine job translating the
words, but in many cases lost the passion and emotion in his
writing. So I volunteered to work on the translation myself. I was
hesitant at first since I’m not a professional writer or
translator. But I felt I would be the only one who could be true to
my father’s voice.

It’s been nearly two years since I read his
first draft and began the translation. This project has become an
amazing journey, bringing me closer to my father. It helped me
further see him as a man with principles and honor, a man who has
known suffering and has triumphed over adversity. Through this
book, he has taught me life lessons all over again.

Even though I had already read his book, I
would often get caught up in it all over again during my
translation, and I’d have to force myself to keep going. There were
many times when I’d be typing through moist eyes as I’d imagine my
father saying the words he’d written.

When my mother died in 1999, I saw a pain in
my father’s eyes I had never seen before. It was a sad time, but
seeing the love my father had for my mother affected me deeply. His
outward defenses were lowered and he showed us his true, bare self…
emotional, caring, and loving.

I now understand why he is who he is. He is a
man shaped by experience, both good and bad. He is a writer,
artist, musician, mentor, and role model. He’s a business-man,
entrepreneur, and engineer. But to me, most importantly, he is my
father.

 


Ed Caggiani

September 2010

 


 


 



Prologue

Many
years have passed. Memories begin to unravel in my mind and I ask
myself if any of the tracks I have laid down over the years will
remain when the end draws near. I have worn grooves that will
undoubtedly be covered by the relentless winds of time.

They say that a real man is one who has had
children, written a book, and planted a tree. I’ve had children,
written two books, but have never planted a tree, nor do I have any
intention of doing so, for even though I enjoy beautiful gardens, I
abhor gardening. I have dedicated a good part of my life to
literature and the admiration of writers who are capable of
awakening the imagination with their subtleties. Writing about
myself is not easy, and my intention in doing so is to one day
allow my grandchildren and my great grandchildren to understand the
reasons behind the decisions I’ve made, and to help them realize
there’s always a motivation behind even the most innocent
action.

Frank McCourt, the Irish-American teacher and
Pulitzer-Prize winning author, required that his students write
about themselves, yet he was hesitant in chronicling his own life.
When he finally decided to write Angela’s Ashes, he left an
extraordinary legacy that highlighted the tracks of his life, good
and bad.

That’s what this is all about… transcribing
our memories before we part this world. It’s about leaving an
imprint in the ground that is hard to erase. Every human being has
his own life story, and each story, whether entertaining or not,
should be planted like a family tree in the garden of our
successors. What better knowledge can we impart to future
generations?

Life passes quickly and our tracks get filled
in by time. The written word remains as a legacy that helps our
memories endure. More significantly, it helps future readers
understand the most important question of all… why?

 


 


 



Chapter 1: Looking for Answers

Long
after my two-year motorcycle adventure, after living many years in
the United States, I returned to my birthplace, Montevideo,
Uruguay. It was a changed place. It’s not as if time stood still;
it’s as if the memories I had of the place had transformed. I
looked upon the streets of my birth city and I hardly recognized
them. I stumbled on potholes and got wet from the moisture trapped
under the loose cobblestones of the sidewalks from my childhood.
The ancient roots of the trees that provided me with welcome shade
in my youth have, with the passage of time and their inevitable
growth, entrusted themselves with the cracking and lifting of the
sidewalks I’ve walked on so many times.

The colonial buildings of 18 De Julio (Main
Street) changed from the familiar clear colors to an aged flat grey
matte, accentuating their total lack of maintenance. The late model
Mercedes Benz taxis have been replaced by small economic cars with
dangerous glass security partitions, and the modern silent trolleys
of my youth have become a part of history.

I walked tirelessly trying to find at least a
semblance of what I left behind, until I realized it no longer
existed. I travelled Centenario Avenue from Pueblito Nuevo to the
stadium. I recalled making this trip with my father almost every
weekend that Nacional, our favorite soccer team, would play. I
could almost hear my dad yelling a warning not to cross the street
alone, “Carlitos… no cruces la calle solo… esperá… dame la
mano!”

The grass on the central gardens looked dry,
and the little reddish rocks that circled them were no longer
there. The café on Centenario and Agaces, where my father was once
a nighttime regular in the smoke-and-alcohol-filled card games, had
also disappeared.

I stood in the doorway of a garage and
thought how out of place it seemed in a neighborhood where no one
had a car. I heard the echo that remained in my mind of that 16th
of July in 1950 when Uruguay won the World Cup against the
seemingly invincible Brazil. I relived the many championships of
the Munar Futbol Club and the parties we had in my old garage that
was not only part of my home, but also the team’s headquarters.

In my anxious search I reached Propios
Street. The sculpture studio of Don Vero, where I learned so much,
was also missing. On the corner of Montecaseros and Echandía, they
tore down my Grandmother Doña Clara’s old house and started
constructing an apartment building, only to leave it an unfinished
reminder of what could have been. I found it strange that the Café
de La Via was still there, a bit older but with a new name.

From the Port of Montevideo to Carrasco, I
travelled La Rambla and I remembered cruising with my mascot Chico,
a capuchin monkey my friend Melo brought back from Brazil who
became my motorcycle riding companion. Chico was well known in
Montevideo, and he certainly facilitated my interactions with the
ladies. In winter, Chico would wear a leather jacket and a sweater
with the initials CH. He would sit on the gas tank of my bike and
grab the handlebars with his little furry hands, enjoying the
speed. He was my mascot and great companion. I remembered the pain
I felt the day I received a letter at the Uruguayan consulate in
Paris informing me of his death after an illness.

I thought about my youth, my studies, my
loves, my invention of the S.U.N. personal water heater,
motorcycles, races, trips to Brazil and Argentina, my nearly
two-year motorcycle trip around the world and my return, and
finally my departure for the United States in search of
opportunities.

Observing a young boy eating food from a
garbage can right in front of me, as if it was the most natural
thing in the world, was a shocking sight. This sadly explained the
statue in front of Independence Square of a child rummaging through
the trash.

I recalled walking into the "Old City" when I
was working on my first patent. I remembered the old patent office,
the cobbled streets and my endless walks. In 1963, neither the
child nor the statue of his hunger existed.

The idea of the S.U.N. heater was born one
day when I was preparing some papers for my father in the Social
Security Office in Montevideo. When I saw the steaming boiler pots
resting on hot iron plates, it occurred to me that there had to be
a better way to heat water.

I dreamed of being an inventor… of creating
something important using my creativity. I thought that everything
could be improved, bringing progress to the world. I started making
prototypes of my idea, and I didn’t give up when the first ones
failed. Lab tests showed the process contaminated the water, but I
kept working until I came up with a design that solved that
problem.

After patenting the idea, I started
manufacturing and selling my new water heaters, which are still
being used forty years later. Even though I benefited from this
invention at the time, my priority has never been to exploit it as
a business.

I believe my young age and my adventurous
spirit had much to do with my lack of concern for personal growth.
I had friends working in offices selling heaters on commission.
This provided me with enough money for short jaunts to Buenos Aires
or Brazil. Sometimes I would ride my motorcycle to Brazil with
nothing but a box of heaters that I would sell to hardware stores
along the way, making enough to continue my trip into Rio de
Janeiro. It was never my intention to grow a business that only now
I recognize had the potential to make serious money. At the time,
making money was never my main goal, and that has not changed. I
lived my life day to day and, most of all, I enjoyed it.

I remember the day I went to register the
name “Sun” for my heaters, and I was told that name was already
taken. I asked if I could make it an abbreviation, “S.U.N.”, and
they said yes, but it had to stand for something. So right there on
the spot I made up Soy Una Novedad, which in Spanish means
“I am a novelty”.

Back in Uruguay after so many years, I didn’t
notice any discernable progress. Even my S.U.N. heaters were still
being used virtually unchanged. Maybe I’ve changed. Maybe I wanted
to believe I would find things better than when I left. The locals
sure didn’t seem to notice the lack of progress… the stagnation,
and indeed worsening, of the nation. Perhaps having lived in the
United States, I’ve grown accustomed to thinking differently… to
thinking of change and progress as a good thing. At that moment,
Uruguay felt very small to me.

I talked with friends and family without
letting on to how I was feeling, but trying to understand their
point of view. I figured they couldn’t have noticed the country’s
slow decline over such a long period of time. I wasn’t one to
criticize. I left Uruguay when I was young and, although it hurt to
see the state my homeland was in, I hadn’t earned the right to
comment.

How could I criticize a country that, in a
way, admired me? Was it not enough that my name would sporadically
appear in newspapers and almanacs commending the famous S.U.N., or
that I had been named alongside such famous Uruguayans as Artigas
or El Negro Rada?

Of course, I brought with me a different way
of thinking. I spent more time in the United States than I did in
Uruguay, and I was accustomed to a different lifestyle. In the
U.S., everything is measured in dollars, while Latin America is
based on other principles. Latin American families don’t separate
in search of opportunities like they do in the U.S., where children
are encouraged to go to college and learn to fend for themselves
for the first time in their lives. This system forces the child to
become independent and learn to blaze his own trail. That’s what I
did in a country where it was not common. Pushed by the desire for
adventure, I left the safety and comfort of home to be myself.
Perhaps I was listening to my revolutionary way of thinking… or
maybe I was just escaping the discipline and strong character of my
mother. These questions were swirling in my mind while recalling
these memories of my past. What was I trying to find? Perhaps I was
trying to find myself…

I am now living in a country that isn’t mine
but that I admire and love as if it were. I was able to reach all
my goals in terms of career, work and family. I am completely
adapted to a society that accepts me and offers the opportunities
for which I search. Why is it that I am just now searching for a
past that seems so distant and had always been so unimportant to
me?

What legacies have I left behind? Family?
With the passage of time family has gotten smaller. Memories? I try
to find them, but they elude me. Where are my tracks? What horizon
was I chasing with such fervor?

At that moment I realized those tracks were
all in my mind, and they were etched for no one else but me. The
horizon I chased remained in the distance, always just out of
reach, increasing my desire to achieve something more. I also
realized each human being created his destiny, his future, a way of
life. But I could not understand how that poor child, picking
through garbage for meager scraps, could ever improve his station
in life without being given even a basic foundation that could
support his potential ambitions. The poor child was trapped.

I also felt trapped… nauseous… depressed. I
was frustrated and felt weak and powerless in a situation that the
locals accepted as normal in a country that at one time was
rich.

I was born in 1940. An era of prosperity and
good fortune for Uruguay began in 1942, when the country was known
as “the Switzerland of the Americas.” The alignment against
Nazi-Fascism during World War II, and the negotiations with the
United States and England, led Uruguay to improved standards of
living based on the sale of meat and wool to the Allies, as well as
support for countries that were in reconstruction or growth phases.
This economic prosperity continued from 1947 to 1951 due to
Uruguayan exports supporting the countries fighting the Korean
War.

Another important factor in Uruguay’s
economic growth during this period was Great Britain’s repayment of
debts for Uruguay’s support during World War II, by introducing
British railroad and water companies. Perhaps these economic pushes
made me believe things would continue to advance. I never imagined
that in the country where I was born, and where there was always
food available for everyone, one would see children eating
garbage.

That was the moment when it dawned on me, and
with great pain, that the city I had left many years before was in
a great decline. Who was responsible? It was a difficult question
to answer having been gone for so long. I always kept up with the
news from a distance… but now I was there and I couldn’t make sense
of what I was seeing.

Songwriter Manuel Capella’s “Por la Unión
y por la Blanca” brought me back… El Negro Luz and his
clarinet, the Blanditos, La Tota y La Blanca, 8 de Octubre, La
Unión, the old bullfight plaza… that was the past I knew and
remembered.

While travelling the Americas on my old
motorcycle, I had not seen another country like mine until I
crossed the border from Mexico into the United States. Was it
possible these other countries had also suffered a decline? What
would have become of me if I had stayed in Uruguay? Many questions
and few answers caused me to fall deeper into my thoughts.

My childhood was not affluent or luxurious in
any way. It was simply normal. Even though I was raised in relative
poverty, we always had food on our table.

I also recalled my young adulthood, full of
adventurous spirit that took me to nearby Buenos Aires or to the
farther, more exotic Rio de Janeiro to party at the world famous
Carnaval.

Rio was my magnet. I had gone so many times
and made so many friends in the surrounding cities that I only
needed gas money when I wanted to go. Those inexpensive and fun
trips were always accompanied by unforgettable anecdotes.

 


 


 



Chapter 2:
Encounter with the Past

Resting in front of a warm fire, my old
friend “El Negro Miguel” was startled by a knock on the door.
Getting up to answer the door, his bulging eyes betrayed his shock
at what he was seeing.

“Flaco? Is that you? I can’t believe
you’ve returned to our little country! Is that really you?”

Even after so many years, he still called me
Flaco, meaning “skinny one”.

“Of course it’s me, my dear Tierrita,”
I responded, using his old nickname, meaning “dirty one”.

“But it’s been so many years that you left,”
Miguel said, trying to mentally count them. “Why have you
returned?”

“I suppose to visit old friends, my mom, and
what little family I have left here,” I said.

“I heard you are doing well in the United
States,” Miguel said. It was more of a question than a
statement.

“I can’t complain,” I responded.

“I also heard you got married and had two
boys.”

“You’re a bit behind the times,
Tierrita. Yes, I got married and had two boys, both now
professionals. I also became a widower and remarried. What do you
think of that?”

While talking about my past with Miguel, the
memories raced through my mind at lightning speed. So many years
had passed and so many things happened that I found it difficult to
use time as a measure to sort all my memories.

Miguel continued asking questions. He wanted
to know more about the man standing in front of him after so many
years, and each question made me delve deeper into my past. Images
of my emigration repeated themselves in my mind, from when I
entered the U.S. with only 25 cents in my pocket, to the increasing
success of my professional and personal life.

“Do you remember when you took your old
Indian motorcycle around the world?” Miguel asked, as if to prompt
me into telling tales of that grand adventure.

“Of course I remember. I’ll never forget that
trip,” I responded, secretly happy to have the opportunity to
relive such an important part of my life, especially with an old
friend. And so I began…

I’ve been involved with the sport of
motorcycling since I was a young boy. I started with a motorized
bicycle that my dad helped me build and, as I grew, so did the
cubic centimeters of my bikes. By the time I was 16 I had explored
most of Uruguay on my 125 c.c. Motobecane, along with Miguel and
two other friends. Those early travelling experiences bred within
me the desire to expand my boundaries beyond Argentina and
Brazil.

Two years later, I was No. 76 in the
Uruguayan Motorcyclist’s Center 500 c.c. category. Maintenance of
my Norton 500 was a financial struggle, and I took on any odd jobs
I could to keep it up. I sold clothing door-to-door for Yaco, a
friend of the family’s; I worked and learned much about the art of
sculpture in Don Vero’s workshop; and I continued to work on the
S.U.N. water heater.

The conversation continued, and Miguel’s
curiosity grew by the minute. He would repeat his questions,
perhaps only to hear the tales again and again or perhaps because
he was a part of my past… and of some of the stories.

My early travels had been with Miguel, and we
had much in common. Whenever I would think of him, my mind would
inevitably wander to the memories of my cross-continental adventure
and to how that led to my emigration.

“Have you seen Manuel?” Miguel asked.

“Yes, I saw him recently in Rio. He’s a
policeman and has five kids!” I said with a laugh.

Manuel Capelo was a friend of mine who lived
in the modest town of Cascadura near Rio de Janeiro. I got to know
him during my many trips to Brazil. He was my age, and was a former
youth boxing champion as well as a music composer for a popular
Brazilian carnival samba school. He served as my guide every time I
travelled there, which was almost always on my motorcycle.

I continued my tale…

 


 


 



Chapter 3: Planning a Crazy Adventure

It was
hot in Cascadura on the day I was painting letters on the fenders
of my old 1947 Indian Chief.

“What are you doing?” Manuel asked.

“I’m going to travel around the world on my
motorcycle,” I responded casually.

On that particular trip to Brazil I had
suffered from hunger. My adventurous spirit had then made me
realize that I could be hungry while still travelling to other
exotic locations, seeing other cultures, and meeting other
people.

I never second-guessed my decisions back
then, so once I had made up my mind, I put my decisions to work.
That was my nature, and I couldn’t change even if those decisions
would lead to trouble.

Manuel couldn’t believe what he was hearing.
He asked the same question again, and again received the same
answer.

“I’m suffering on this trip. What’s the
difference if I suffer here, or somewhere else?”

Most would call me crazy, or thought it was
stupid to try to make a trip like that without money. However, I
had made my decision, and no one would change my mind.

“You either do things, or you don’t!” I said
enthusiastically, successfully convincing myself. Apparently those
words also convinced my Brazilian friend, for he immediately asked
if he could join me.

As I finished painting the words “Around the
World” in various languages on my bike’s fender, I explained to
Manuel how hard this little adventure would be with practically no
money. I thought about how Manuel may not be able to handle the
rigors of this trip as well as I could. I was 24 years old and was
experienced in difficult journeys, having already travelled with
little money, and already had a good idea of what awaited me in
countries whose residents didn’t even speak my language.

After Manuel decided to go with me and
promised not to give up, I said, “Well, we leave for Montevideo the
day after tomorrow. Bring all the paperwork necessary to get you a
passport at the Brazilian consulate in Uruguay.”

“I’d like to visit my friend Wilson before we
go,” Manuel stated.

“Who’s Wilson?” I asked.

“Wilson is a man who can foretell the
future,” he began enthusiastically. “He’s the one who predicted
Kennedy’s assassination a week before it happened! He even once
told me that my father was in an accident, and sure enough when I
got home that day, I was told that he had indeed been in an
accident!”

“And you believe in his power?” I asked
skeptically.

“Of course I do! Do you think I can deny his
power after what I have experienced with him?” he asked.

“Ok then. We’ll go see your friend,” I
said.

We soon arrived at the foot of one of the
many shanty towns of Rio de Janeiro. Wilson’s house was not much
more than a dilapidated shack. Wilson came out to greet us when he
heard the rumbling of the motorcycle.

“Hello! How are you?” Wilson saluted in
Portuguese.

“Very well!” Manuel responded cheerfully.

We entered the house and Manuel immediately
began telling his friend of our grand plans. Wilson took a glass of
water, and while looking through it began predicting the future of
our journey.

I didn’t pay much attention to his
predictions, being a skeptic of such things. Wilson said we’d have
to be prepared to endure many hardships, including intensely hot
and cold temperatures, hunger, heavy rains, snow storms, and other
inclement weather. He also added that we’d be involved in a war,
but without major consequences for us.

He opened a drawer and pulled out a pendant
hanging on a leather cord and handed it to Manuel. “With this
around your neck, you will be protected on your journey,” he said.
“Never take it off.”

I understood everything that Wilson said in
Portuguese, even with his oversized jowls that gave him the
appearance of an alien. I knew our trip would be difficult, and I
wasn’t totally convinced we could pull it off. But my pride and ego
pushed those thoughts aside. It was clear to me that this part of
my life would not be easy, but my enthusiasm for new adventures
outweighed any apprehensions I may have been having. As we left
Wilson’s, I almost laughed at Manuel’s strong belief in him.

The next day Manuel showed up with some
clothes, his documents, and a small amount of money. We hopped on
my motorcycle and took off, leaving in our wake the low rumble from
the bike’s exhaust, and tears in the eyes of Manuel’s parents.

The trail through Brazil was easy going due
to the many friends I had made during other trips. We always had
some food to eat and a place to sleep.

Our first sign of trouble occurred when we
reached the Uruguayan border near Rivera. The customs official
wouldn’t let us pass, alleging we had to return via the same route
we entered Brazil, near Chuy, which was several miles away.

I complained, until the customs official
became angered and threatened me at gunpoint. We had no choice but
to accept his decision.

We headed for the Chuy crossing, and after a
few miles we spotted a small boat on the banks of the river.

“Look at that boat,” I said to my Brazilian
friend. “Do you have the courage to cross the river in the
boat?”

Manuel looked baffled… it was the same look
he gave me when I told him I was going to go around the world on my
motorcycle.

I repeated, “Do you have the balls to lift my
Indian onto the boat and cross the river into Uruguay so we can get
off this fucking road?”

Still in shock, Manuel managed a barely
audible “Yes. But how will we do it?”

“We’ll borrow this boat, put my bike in it,
and row to the other side. We’ll leave the boat on the other side
of the river for the owner… and we’ll already be in Uruguay. Way
faster than continuing on this road.”

We moved near the boat and tried to lift the
Indian to no avail. It was just too heavy.

“If we can find a piece of wood we could make
a ramp,” I said, looking around hopefully.

I couldn’t believe it when a few minutes
later Manuel showed up with a piece of wood large enough, although
it did seem a bit weak to hold the bike’s weight.

“Look at this!” he said enthusiastically.
“Will this work?”

“Sure it’ll work… if it doesn’t shatter under
the weight!”

We untied a rope from the front of the boat
and tied it to the back. We then attached the other end to a stake
in the ground to secure the boat. The board Manuel found was then
leaned up on the edge of the boat, forming a ramp.

“Ok… push!” I told Manuel while I guided the
Indian from the front.

“Let’s go! 1… 2… 3… now!” he cried, giving it
his all.

The wheels started to slowly turn, and with
much effort, we finally got the bike into the boat. We untied the
boat and pushed it into the river. We rowed slowly, and with much
difficulty, until we finally reached the Uruguayan side.

“Can you imagine what the owner is going to
think when he comes looking for his boat and finds it on the other
side of the river? He’s going to think it was moved by magic!” we
laughed.

The wide tires of the Indian now rolled on
green grass alongside a wire fence. The fields were so large we
were thinking we would have to ride for days before reaching
civilization.

When nighttime arrived, we found ourselves in
a pasture where cattle grazed. I suggested we camp here, and check
out the fence boundaries in the morning.

“What if the cows walk on us?” Manuel asked
with a fearful stare.

“The cows are smarter than you think, don’t
worry. Get some rest. Who knows what adventures await us
tomorrow!”

We ate some rapadura, a burnt sugar
snack we bought only because it was cheap, and prepared to spend
the night under a starry sky, each of us secretly hoping the cows
really were smarter than we believed.

With perfect timing, a shooting star streaked
across the night sky. Finding a decent road to travel on the next
day was my only wish. It would be all I needed to make me
happy.

We awoke to the light of dawn, and after a
bit more rapadura for breakfast, we continued our search for
a road to Montevideo. Wherever there was cattle, we figured, there
had to be people… and where there are people, there are roads.

We passed by many wire gates, called
tranqueras, which separated different plots of land and gave
access to the neighboring fields. Finally, a cloud of dust in the
distance betrayed the presence of a vehicle on a dusty road.

“See! I told you! With patience comes reward.
That’s how life is… things don’t just come to you… you have to seek
them out. Remember that,” I counseled.

“That’s why we’re taking this journey,”
Manuel responded.

“Logically. We either do this or we don’t.
Who knows, one day we may have tons of money and be able to travel
in style, but we won’t have the comfort of youth. Besides, we would
never have gotten to visit this pleasant little dusty road.”

We continued on that road until we arrived at
a small and rather primitive looking countryside store. We were
relieved to find we could refuel the near empty Indian.

The store owner, Don Pepe, guided us.

“Follow this road and you’ll reach Minas de
Corrales. There you’ll find a sign that will point you to
Tacuarembó.”

“How far is it to Minas de Corrales?” I
asked.

“Only a few leguas, not too far,” he
replied.

The same thing happened when I asked the
distance to Tacuarembó, so I stopped asking. I knew that country
people used leguas to measure distance, but I didn’t feel
like getting into just what a legua was equal to.

For Manuel, Tacuarembó didn’t mean anything,
but I certainly recognized the name. It was a place I visited a
long time ago with my friends Miguel, Cacho Fontana, and Carlos
Chijani.

Don Pepe’s directions were spot on and we
reached Tacuarembó in little time. From there, the road to the
capital was paved and much more comfortable than the pothole-ridden
dirt paths we had been travelling on.

We sang and we laughed so hard we could
hardly stop when we thought of how we bettered the customs official
that wouldn’t let us pass at Santa Ana do Livramento.

I was on my home turf and relieved I would
soon be home, even though I wouldn’t be there for long. What would
my parents and friends say of the adventure we were about to embark
on?

Every single one of the Brazilian friends we
had visited on the ride back to Uruguay told us our plan was crazy,
and impossible to do with so little money. I didn’t worry about
their opinions, or about the lack of funds. I had already prepared
myself mentally to believe that seemingly impossible odds would
never be a barrier to achieving my dreams.

The powerful engine on my Indian roared
loudly outside my house until my parents came out to greet us.
After the hugs and introductions, my parents asked why I had
“Around the world” painted on my bike’s fenders in Spanish,
English, French, and Portuguese. The explanation was quick and
without preambles, though my parents couldn’t quite comprehend what
they were hearing.

We got similar reactions when we told other
friends and relatives. For them, it was simply a careless,
dangerous, and seemingly impossible journey to take without money.
There was a generally pessimistic reaction from everyone who found
out about our plans. They all said the same thing. “A rich man’s
journey with a poor man’s odds.”

Manuel and I started to study maps to figure
out a route that would have neither a starting time nor a return
time. I had always said that the only time was now, today and every
day. That’s how I wanted to live my life.

“Let’s go, Brazilian,” I called to Manuel,
waking him up. “We have to be at the hospital for our vaccines by
8:30.”

“You sure we won’t get sick with so many
vaccines at once?” he asked.

“Come on, don’t be a sissy. They’re
necessary. It will help us survive.”

“Ok, let’s go,” he gave in, and we were off
for the hospital.

We got a total of nine vaccinations, and only
one of them made us feel nauseous.

The lush tree in front of my house at 3035
Francisco Rodrigo served as our office, and under its friendly
shade we planned our future and uncertain adventures. We took
advantage of the moonlit nights and sat at the beach in Montevideo.
Although we were almost always accompanied by beautiful girls, our
minds were nonetheless preoccupied with thoughts of our upcoming
journey.

Passports and visas were other formalities
that took time. Our start time kept getting delayed, to the point
where Manuel was getting desperate… and honestly, so was I.

We mounted a wooden box to the rear fender of
the Indian, and on each side we installed U.S. military grade Jeep
gas tanks. Hopefully we’d be able to fill them with extra gasoline
if we had the good fortune to come across a Good Samaritan willing
to help us along the way. The box had room for two small suitcases,
and it had two small partitions where we could keep spare bike
parts and hopefully any donated canned food.

The fact that we were counting on help from
others did not escape us. Neither did the anxiety we felt not
knowing how we’d even be received in these foreign lands we were
about to explore.

We had everything planned and ready for the
departure when I received a phone call from a man who wanted to buy
the S.U.N. patent. I calmly told him that I’d be interested if he
agreed to two things… the price I requested, and that the entire
transaction could be completed within the next three days since I
was leaving the country and had no idea when I’d be back.

The next day I received a call that my terms
had been accepted. My uncle Ruben, a lawyer, handled the paperwork.
Monthly payments would be made to my father, and this eased my mind
a bit, knowing that at least some money would be a phone call away
in case of emergency.

We had already made our plans, however, and
with only $40 between us we prepared to leave Montevideo and begin
the greatest adventure of our lives.

 


 


 



Chapter 4: The Great Adventure

The time
had finally come. On the 12th of September, 1964, the day of our
departure, friends, neighbors, and family gathered around us to
witness the event. Among them was my friend Horacio “El Chiquito”
Costas, the famous Uruguayan motorcycle racing champion. He asked
if he could ride the Indian around the block to test her out.

“You won’t even reach Colonia with this,” he
remarked after returning.

“You think?” I asked in a mocking tone.

“The front tire hardly touches the road, the
rear is too heavy,” Horacio declared.

“Well I guess we won’t be spending money on
tires, then!” I joked.

Horacio’s comment had actually bothered me a
bit, but I was already used to the negativism surrounding our
plans, so I brushed it off. Rather than bring me down or kill my
spirit, comments like these usually had the opposite effect on me.
It made me want to prove myself… to show it could be done, no
matter the odds.

After kissing my parents, and hugging my good
friends goodbye, we mounted the Indian, and with her great 1200
c.c. roar, we embarked on our first leg… to Colonia del Sacramento,
the gateway to Buenos Aires.

We took a ferry boat from Colonia to Buenos
Aires, and when I arrived, I felt very small. In the past, whenever
I had come through Buenos Aires, it was on my way back home. This
time, however, it was a great bridge to the unknown.

I looked around ecstatically as people were
seemingly devoured by the subway entrance and well dressed
businessmen walked down Florida Street, as if I had never witnessed
these scenes before. Of course, the circumstances this time around
were very different and I realized then that the adventure we were
embarking upon would take getting used to.

I began writing in my journal:

September 12, 1964

Buenos Aires - Today you seem much larger.
Perhaps it’s the fear and anxiety of leaving what I am familiar
with. I see you as the dividing line between my world and the great
unknown.

Your lights and streets restrain me. “9 de
Julio” seems wider, and your people more indifferent. Your
impressive city makes me feel vulnerable.

I am wandering your streets now with the
desire to see you again, and to keep you in my thoughts for the
rest of my trip, and perhaps the rest of my life.

 


I finished the entry with the phrase:

Without a doubt, you are the capital of
Latin America.

 


The few days we were there were mostly for
Manuel to get to know this great city, and for me to reminisce
about my many travels there. Like all great cities, Buenos Aires
always beckoned for a return visit, although this time, my return
was uncertain.

When we left for Mendoza to cross the Andes,
we stopped at a small bar to celebrate Manuel’s birthday. This
seemingly mundane decision had unknowingly changed the course of
our travels.

“Where are you headed?” asked one of the
patrons in the bar.

“Right now, Mendoza,” I responded. “Then to
Chile and north from there.”

“You’re leaving Argentina without visiting
Córdoba?” the man asked, curious about our travel plans.

“What’s in Córdoba?” I asked, returning his
curiosity.

“To not know Córdoba is to not know
Argentina,” he said, and elaborated with glorifying tourist talk
and travel agency details.

In that same bar we met two professional
soccer players celebrating their new Bolivian contract. They told
us they were headed to La Paz the next day, where they would play
for one season. They gave us their soon-to-be address in case we
were ever in Bolivia.

A course change didn’t really bother us.
Although we didn’t plan on going to Bolivia, we decided to take the
northern route and witness the wonderful Córdoban splendors so
beautifully described to us by our new bar friend. We would then
return to cross the Andes as originally planned.

September 17, 1964

Today we celebrated Manuel’s birthday in a
sad little roadside bar. Appeasing our nostalgic sentiments, we
bought a small sweet cake and stuck a match in it like a little
candle. He blew it out to the sound of my applause and the curious
stares of the locals.

I noticed Manuel’s eyes glistening, holding
back tears. These are the difficult moments where we remember what
we are leaving behind.

 


The beautiful majestic valleys extended
beyond the horizon, and the road we rode on was as flat as a
billiard table. Suddenly, and without notice, the road became a
dangerous desert of loose sand, and the Indian quickly began to
skid. It happened so fast I didn’t have time to even realize what
was happening.

It was the struggle of man against
catastrophe, against an accident that could have been avoided with
a simple well placed warning sign, against someone’s lack of
responsibility.

I lost that struggle… and lost control of the
bike. It was the first fall of the trip.

“This is incredible,” I said lying on the
sandy road, unable to move as my right ankle was pinned by the
motorcycle.

“Son of a bitch!” Manuel screamed from a
distance, having been thrown from the bike, but was luckily
uninjured.

“Lift the motorcycle!” I begged Manuel. He
struggled but couldn’t quite lift the heavy machine off of me.

“Empty the box and remove the extra gas
tanks!” I pleaded desperately.

“Alright alright,” he said hurriedly as he
worked to lighten the behemoth and free me.

September 18, 1964

Today was a bad day. We suffered a fall that
left me with a swollen right ankle. When the road changed from
pavement to fine sand, a struggle began against the road, against
the unanticipated, against our very destiny.

The wheels of the Indian started to skid
until I could no longer delay the fall. Fuck, what a fall! I can’t
understand why there was no warning sign.

We continued on the sandy road slowly until
we arrived at Termas de Rio Hondo that night.

We found a small lean-to near one of the
town entrances where we could spend the night without having to
build our tent. I soaked my ankle in the small thermal pools, which
provided some relief. The water was very hot, but the pain of my
ankle was greater than the burning. I hope it heals fast so we can
continue our trip. For now, we’re going to rest.

 


Our sleep preparations turned into an
interesting conversation.

“Umm, listen… this dog is talking… ” Manuel
said while staring at the dog sleeping near us.

“Fuck you, Brazilian. Let me sleep.”

“No really. I tell you, this dog is
talking!”

“Seriously, let me sleep. I’m tired and my
ankle is killing me.”

“That son of a bitch dog is talking!” he
repeated, now in Spanish.

“I told you to fuck off and let me sleep.
Dogs don’t talk!”

“Fine. Don’t believe me. But the fucking dog
talks,” he insisted.

We didn’t realize until the next morning when
we saw a man come out from behind the lean-to that the dog’s voice
and the man’s was one and the same. The man was apparently a
sleep-talker.

During our short stay, we learned a lot about
the inhabitants of that small town, located in the province of
Santiago del Estero in the subtropical zone of the endless
Argentine Republic. The only cold water they were familiar with was
refrigerated… the water in that town was naturally warm. Their
teeth were a bright white rather than a normal ivory color,
probably due to the strange properties of the local water.

Incredibly, my ankle was no longer swollen
and the pain had subsided. Well rested, we headed north in search
of Córdoba.

Expansive mountainous landscapes began to
appear on the clear horizon, and the road began to curve in that
special way that made two-wheel travel all the more enjoyable.

The beautiful vistas were worth the detour we
took due to our bar friend’s enthusiastic descriptions. Any
thoughts of turning back flew from our minds as we admired the
beautiful scenery and breathtaking landscapes.

The province of Tucumán was reminiscent of a
Valentine’s heart, with the Sali river piercing it from north to
south like a cupid’s arrow. Into the river flowed both the mountain
rapids, and the tranquil waters of the plains. The clouds kissed
the cedar covered mountains, and from this vantage point the
spectacular view of the entire Tucumán Valley could be
witnessed.

Brown smokestacks from a sugar factory
adorned the landscape with its thick columns of smoke. Fields of
crops, each a different shade of green, extended into the
distance.

“Would you like to appear on television?” a
well dressed man asked us on one of the city streets.

“In exchange for what?” I asked without
hesitation.

“Well, you tell me,” the man replied.

“How about three days in a hotel, food
included.”

“No problem,” the man quickly agreed.

“It’s a deal,” I told him, hand outstretched,
sealing the deal with a firm handshake.

Using the media was something we had hoped
and planned for to help us along our trip… a way to eat and rest
well before taking on a new day. We also planned to visit canned
food companies and gas station central offices to ask for
assistance, almost as if this was our daily job.

Everywhere we went that had a TV, we heard
announcers promoting the upcoming appearance of the two
motorcyclists that were travelling around the world. We felt very
important and almost famous.

The night we were to be presented finally
came, and they blocked off a section of road in front of the TV
station, where they had set up cameras and lights to capture live
the appearance of the old Indian Chief that was travelling the
world.

“What do you think, Brazilian? We’re famous!”
I said smiling.

“Very famous,” he replied, wide-eyed.

We arrived in the studio riding our bike and
we found ourselves in front of an applauding audience. It was the
first time, other than our departure in Uruguay, that we had been
in front of cameras. The host enthusiastically interviewed us about
our adventure, specifically asking us how we financed the journey.
Both the host and the audience were shocked to learn we had
undertaken this quest with little to no money.

Between stories, laughs and applause, the
segment that made us relatively well known in Tucumán ended.

And so we continued on, searching the limits
of the Argentina/Bolivia border. Beyond Tilcara, 82 miles from
Jujuy, and about 7000 feet above sea level, where altitude sickness
kicks in, we found Humahuaca, a small town surrounded by ancient
indigenous cemeteries, steeped in an old and silent history of the
battle between the Indians and the White Man. In that most sacred
place, I wrote:

September 27, 1964

Humahuaca. We stopped to take in the
history… to imagine the ancient lives of the townspeople… their
customs, their crafts, their likes, their work. Scholars and
historians undoubtedly continue discovering epic and ancient
memories buried in places like this.

It is specifically for these scholarly types
that words are etched in the Pulcará de Tilcara… words written by
two renowned wise men: “From the ancient ashes of a dead village
emanates the culture of our ancestors, echoes shattering the
silence of the ages.”

 


We continued on to La Quiaca. At the end of
Route 9, at 11,293 feet above sea level, a bridge signaled the
borderline between Argentina and Bolivia. We crossed over into
Villazón, a poor and picturesque village, seeming almost out of
place on this deserted path to the north.

September 28, 1964

Villazón. We experienced our first
mechanical failure with the rupture of the generator. We needed a
repair shop, but the townspeople warned us that the owner of the
only garage in town had died and it was now being run by his 10
year old daughter.

Being our only option, we had no choice. We
took the Indian to the shop. To our surprise, the little girl was
an expert and had us all fixed up in no time!

 


September 29, 1964

We’re still in Villazón. We met a friendly
Lebanese boy whose family owns a small Lebanese restaurant. I guess
we came across as likeable since he invited us to eat there for
free. Tomorrow we plan to continue deeper into
Bolivia.

 


A powerful rainstorm, lightning and all, hit
us just as we were nearing the city of Potosí. The sky was
completely cloud-covered and I decided to protect myself with a
solid black raincoat given to me by a friend who worked at
Uruguay’s electric company. To help keep warm, I also wrapped a
black sweater around my head under my helmet.

Manuel did something similar, wearing two
pairs of sweatpants, and also wrapping a sweater around his head.
The cold was so intense, we looked for any way to keep warm.

We were a bit confused, and also a little
fascinated at how religious the people of this city seemed to be.
They all flashed us the sign of the cross as we passed by.

Potosí is set at 15,827 feet above sea level.
In its time, it was the most populous city in Bolivia, and one of
the most populated cities in the world. It was a beautiful colonial
city, unfortunately marred by the obvious lack of maintenance.

We were in the city when our accelerator
cable snapped. We started working on a replacement when an old
woman came up to us and asked, “Father, can I help you with
anything?”

Suddenly I realized why the citizens all
flashed us the sign of the cross. With my black clothing, I looked
like a Catholic priest!

“No thank you. And please don’t call me
father. I’m not even married!”

“Oh… I thought… ”

“You confused me with a priest. Not even
close!” I laughed.

October 4, 1964

This dark afternoon brought us to the
Bolivian city of Potosí, which at one time was probably full of
attractive and optimistic colonials, but now feels like a city
resigned to its own destiny.

On the streets of this city we met Rudy.
Rudy, like so many others, was curious about our journey around the
world.

Rudy invited us to spend the night in his
house, as he would not be there that night. He even offered us his
own bed. We, of course, accepted.

After Rudy left the house, we settled in for
a peaceful night’s sleep. It didn’t last, however.

At around three in the morning Rudy
returned, drunk as a grape. Apparently, the alcohol erased his
short term memory and he had no idea who we were or why we were in
his house. Angrily, he shouted, “Get out of my house or I’ll call
the cops!”

So again we faced the intense cold of the
Andes. Finding a spot outside of town, we set up our tent and
stretched out our sleeping bags, all the while wondering how
alcohol can affect the human mind in such a strange way. Tonight
was one of the coldest nights of our lives.

October 5, 1964

The night passed and we awoke to welcomed
sunlight. Maybe today will be better than yesterday. At least we
were happy to be caressed by the sun… even its weak morning light
comforted us.

These Andean dry dirt roads are surrounded
by an impressive loneliness. It’s as if all life had disappeared
and left no trace of civilization. The silence is deafening, and
all we can hear are our own thoughts and memories.

 


From that point on we were truly climbing the
Andes and found nothing but atrocious roads. We came upon paths of
loose sand framed by rocks and dangerous cliffs.

We reached a river, and though the road
continued on the other side, we saw no bridge or other means of
crossing. It was the first of many.

We used logs as stakes, planting them along a
shallow path through the water, marking a route where the Indian
could pass without the water short-circuiting the bike’s electrical
system. We knew that pushing her through the water would otherwise
be impossible.

The altitude started to affect us as well as
my poor Indian. The bike was easily fixed by opening up the air
intake in the carburetor, however our own physical issues were a
bit harder to remedy.

A local doctor prescribed us glucose pills
with coramina, a common altitude sickness medication in the
area. Unfortunately, they didn’t seem to help at all. We explained
our symptoms to a couple of natives and they suggested we chew
cocaine leaves mixed with bicarbonate of soda. Worked like a charm!
The bubbles mixed with the saliva in our mouths, extracting the
active ingredients of the cocaine leaves.

Apparently the indigenous people used cocaine
regularly to battle the effects of altitude sickness. So much so
that when they invited us to a party that night, there were baskets
of cocaine leaves on every table. We also noticed that some of
those who chewed the leaves suffered from strange deformations of
the mouth.

In each village that we passed we were warned
that a revolution against the Bolivian government was imminent. We
were unfamiliar with the current political situation in the
country, so we continued on to the capital city of La Paz, ignoring
the advice from the locals, only to be greeted by war.

Surprised by how deserted the city was, we
cruised the streets on the Indian looking for the address given to
us by the two Argentine soccer players we met in that bar outside
of Buenos Aires.

Suddenly a loud explosion followed by a
splash of hot oil assaulted us when a bullet blew a large hole in
the Indian’s oil tank, just inches from my right knee. A second
shot hit the bike’s frame and we tumbled to the pavement. The
revolution had started.

We realized we were sandwiched between two
enemies firing upon each other from hidden barricades in the town’s
center plaza and the nearby foothills.

The bike on the ground, we tried to literally
dodge bullets. Manuel, who had some military training in Brazil,
yelled, “Do what I’m doing!” as he dragged himself to the curb for
protection.

“Fuck you, Brazilian! We have to run!”

“Do what I say!” he repeated sternly.

Bullets whizzed by from all directions.
Without following Manuel’s advice, I desperately ran to the
sidewalk trying to find an open door or any kind of shelter. I
pushed on a door and it opened. I anxiously called to Manuel and he
came running. We entered an abandoned house.

From there we could hear the sound of an air
strike on those in the mountain barricades. They had no escape. The
battle was short, but the human losses were great.

November 4, 1964

Today we lived through a unique experience.
In almost all the Bolivian villages we passed we were warned about
an impending rebellion to overthrow President Victor Paz
Estensoro.

Arriving in La Paz, we found a desolate
city, paralyzed by fear and smelling of death.

A military force had started the much talked
about rebellion, but we never thought we’d be so thoroughly
involved. We miraculously found shelter and survived.

The country is morally destroyed and full of
hate and sadness. Crowds gathered at the hospital where they had
large blackboards filled with the names of the injured. The cries
of the families would get louder when a name got crossed out
indicating their death.

These sad memories will stay with us
forever. Useless war, children without parents, wives without
husbands, mothers without sons. All due to interests, political or
financial, that can never compensate for the loss of a single human
life.

 


We were on the street, somewhere between
desolation and the pain of many people. When we picked up the
Indian we noticed we were missing some belongings, but that was the
least of our worries. Our documents were safe in the metal Army
bullet box we had screwed to the handlebars, and our two cameras
were with us when we ran for our lives. More importantly, we still
had our lives.

The large hole in the oil tank needed to be
repaired to be able to continue the trip. Luckily, another biker
happened by and stopped to talk to us.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

“We’re alive,” I answered, “so yeah… we’re
ok.”

“What happened to your bike?” he asked as he
eyed the gaping hole in the oil tank.

“A bullet. You know where we can get it
fixed? We don’t have any money,” I stated.

“I have a friend who owns a garage. Follow
me.”

“How far is it? Can we push the bike
there?”

“Sure. It’s only three blocks away. I’m sure
he can help you.”

We arrived exhausted after pushing the heavy
Indian way more than the three blocks our new friend had told us.
“Herrería Chepe’s Garage” was painted on an old piece of rusted
tin, and the makeshift sign also listed the services offered. Among
them we saw the one we needed… welding.

“Hey José,” our new friend Pedro called out.
“These two guys are going around the world on that motorcycle, but
their oil tank got shot today. They need a favor… and free.”

José, also a biker, looked at the huge hole
in the tank and said, “We can patch that up. It won’t be pretty,
but I can weld a piece of metal over the hole so it doesn’t
leak.”

“As long as it’s free and doesn’t leak, I
could care less what it looks like,” I said, accepting his generous
offer.

After that Good Samaritan fixed us up and we
refilled our oil, we lost interest in looking for the address of
our two Argentine acquaintances. We thanked Pedro and José and
decided to continue west.

Our passage through La Paz was quick, and our
only souvenirs were shock, fear, and the sadness of the
inhumane.

The roads weren’t improving, and neither was
the weather. The days were extremely hot and the nights equally
cold. The temperatures would seem to abruptly change from a high of
over 100 to a low of 32 degrees Fahrenheit. Our dream of a great
Pan American highway was quickly turning into a huge nightmare.

At the edge of Lake Titicaca we discovered
that the people of this region were resigned to their own
destinies. There were no jobs, and the culture looked almost
primitive, like an ancient civilization that learned to live on the
little they had.

November 7, 1964

Lake Titicaca. This is the highest navigable
lake in the world. Its coastline is impressive. Indigenous families
live on floating houses made of straw.

Every once in a while we see a small native
boy tending a herd of llamas or vicuñas. We stopped for gas and
chatted with the locals, who spoke Spanish mixed with native
languages Quechua or Aymara.

It was getting dark and the locals invited
us to stay the night in one of their rustic homes bordering a dirt
road. As we entered, we noticed the complete lack of furniture, and
we were astonished to see that they slept right on the dirt floor…
no cots, no hammocks. These were poor and simple people living in a
region virtually cut off from the outside world.

 


At one end of the lake we found Puno.
Although it was the capital of the region, it felt like a desolate
village with little life. Most of the inhabitants dressed in
colorful garments representative of their folkloric culture. Puno
was known as the “Folklore Capital of Peru”.

The natives of Puno were a superstitious
people. They believed their souls were in danger if their image was
captured on film, so they avoided tourist’s cameras at all
costs.

We followed the rough road until we reached a
rudimentary customs checkpoint on the Bolivian/Peruvian border.
Riding through, we admired the view of the volcano known as El
Misti.

Almost without realizing it, we came upon the
city of Arequipa. The second largest city in Peru, Arequipa is
built mostly from calcareous stone, earning it its nickname, White
City.

We were weary from the events in La Paz and
completely exhausted from the over 1500 miles on some of the most
inhospitable roads one could imagine.

Since that first fall in Argentina, we had
traversed roads covered in sand, dirt, rocks, and mud. We had
crossed rivers with no bridges and we struggled with altitude
sickness through most of Bolivia. We were ready for a change.

Knowing we’d reach the west coast of South
America soon, we stopped in Arequipa for a rest. Strangely, it
seemed like most of the people we encountered were showing signs of
mental illness.

“Are there a lot of sick people here?” Manuel
asked a local. “Aren’t there any hospitals?”

“They should quarantine the entire city,” the
man replied with a toothless grin. “The crazy people here outnumber
the sane.”

Needless to say, we quickly continued west.
We were anxious to reach the other ocean… an ocean unfamiliar to
both of us.

 


 


 



Chapter 5: The Other Ocean

The
Pacific Ocean and a wonderful paved road were waiting for us for
our trip to Lima, the capital of Peru. The Indian rolled along so
effortlessly that we quickly forgot all about the prior hardships
that had led us to this place.

At the edge of that turbulent mass of water,
ironically named the Pacific, I sat upon a rock and began to
write.

November 9, 1964

We’re finally through Hell. We just bathed
in the waters of The Other Ocean for the first time. After riding
hard on treacherous roads in the Andes Mountains, riding on
pavement seems like an unbelievable dream.

We’re now enjoying the sunny afternoon, but
will head out again soon.

 


“Kiss the highway,” I told my riding partner
while kneeling on the asphalt.

“Yes! Finally!” Manuel cried, also
kneeling.

“Now we’ll be able to cruise for miles
without suffering!” I sang while dancing for joy.

“You look like a Bolivian Indian!” Manuel
laughed.

“Seems their dancing is contagious!”

We rolled north to the “Thrice Crowned
Villa”, the nickname given to Lima, the capital of Peru. We found a
city of contrasts where colonial architecture mixed with
contemporary stylings.

We met up with Eduardo, a photographer for
El Comercio, one of the most important newspapers in Lima.
Eduardo rode a Suzuki motorcycle, and we could tell right off the
bat that he was very enthusiastic about our crazy adventure.

November 10, 1964

Lima is a glorious colonial city filled with
beautiful gardens and parks. It’s been a while since we’ve enjoyed
a real city, and Lima offers us everything.

We found lodging at the house of a stranger
who was generous enough to put us up. We met Santiago Caballero in
a plaza when he, like so many others, became curious about our
voyage and began asking us all sorts of questions.

The friendly, gentle people of Lima give us
hope. That hope encourages us to continue this journey that
honestly, up until now has not been the most
comfortable.

We also met Eduardo Casso, photographer for
El Comercio. He interviewed us, and after his article was
published, our minor fame allowed us to eat for free in most
restaurants in Lima.

A store named Batta gave us free shoes and
boots, and Don Offrio, a nice old Italian man who owns a cannery
and chocolate factory, filled our storage box with canned
food.

 


Santiago Caballero, the generous soul who put
us up in his house in a suburb named La Victoria, made his living
as a personal taxi driver, using his beat up old car. We stayed
with him during our entire stay in Lima, and we made many friends
in that modest little town, including Maria Victoria, one of my
many flings during this great adventure.

We stayed in Lima for almost a month,
enjoying the picturesque city and learning a bit about the history
and traditions of the locals.

With a renewed hunger for the road and for
new adventures, we decided to head north. A few days before we
left, Eduardo asked if he could join us. I tried to explain to him
that if he had the courage to join us, he had to stick it out till
the end. Splitting limited resources between two of us was easier
than three.

Something told me that Eduardo wouldn’t be
able to handle the hard road and all the suffering it brought with
it. But then I remembered that I felt the same way when Manuel
asked to join me, yet together we weathered the worst of
storms.

So there we were… two motorcycles and three
friends, who from that point on would experience the journey
together, discovering new things and making new friends on that
uncertain path we were following.

We made short stops in Chimbote, Trujillo,
Chiclayo, and Piura, all cities where Eduardo had friends. We soon
discovered that our new travelling companion had inherited a chain
of over thirty bakeries, and had just as quickly lost them due to
bad management. Apparently Eduardo was a dreamer who, upon
converting property to cash, would spend it on frivolities and have
little left over.

We cruised around the winding cliffs of the
Peruvian coast, heading north to Tumbes, a town on the border of
Ecuador. The rocky precipice known as Pasamayo loomed before us,
dangerously narrow and twisting ahead like a serpent racing along
the edge of the ocean.

Our pockets were getting lighter and we were
desperate to find a way to make some money. We quickly realized
that finding work in Tumbes would be near impossible. These were
poor frontier towns where the locals struggled for every meal. No
one in that situation would so easily part with something they
worked so hard to earn.

December 12, 1964

Luckily, we met a man who owns a circus
located a few blocks away… a poor modest circus that could possibly
use a new and exotic act!

The man showed interest in our story, and
agreed to hire us for a few days so we could earn enough to
continue our excursion. We can’t believe we’re now “circus
folk”.

We’re being billed as “The Intrepid and
Suicidal Bikers” who are travelling the world! But in reality, all
we have to do is ride as fast as we can around a track a couple of
times. I’m sure our outrageous title is selling them lots of
tickets!

 


After performing for a few days, we decided
we had earned enough to continue north. Once we crossed the Tumbes
border into Desaguaderos, we were squarely in Ecuadorian territory,
where we were able to cross the Jambeli Channel at Port Bolivar,
and make our way to the lovely city of Guayaquil.

As in many other cities, we found lodging in
a local fire station. The chief was asking for blood donors for a
firefighter who had been in an accident. The humanitarian thing to
do was obvious to us so we decided to donate.

Our physical condition was already fairly
poor due to the hardships of the road, and when the chief noticed
Eduardo’s dizziness, he realized that although we gave blood, we
had not yet had a bite to eat. It was now the chief’s turn to do
the humanitarian thing. He gave us 300 sucres, the
Ecuadorian currency of the time, asking “Are you guys crazy, or do
you believe you’re made of iron?”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/33033
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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