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n truth, itsruin, like all things under

the sun, is only a matter of time.

112
THE LAstT PAGE oF GENESIS




heAmazonisn'tjustanotherjungle, it’ sthe
I greatestof all jungles. Likethemorningmist
that risessilently overtheAmazonRiver,
envel opingthejungleandthebeastsof theforest, the
Amazonisshroudedinmystery andmyth. Itinvades
our dreamsand standsasan archetypeof al thatis
primordia andeternal.

Theideaof destroyingthejungle, theentire
Amazon Valley is absurd to us. Who could ever
cut this down? It’stoo big we argue. How could
we ever pollute the great rivers? They’ll flow
forever we say. How can we endanger the wild-
life? Itisuswho arein danger in the jungle.
How can such avast of forest ever be destroyed?
It will never happen. That’'swhat everyone
thinks. That’swhat everyone says.

We want to keep the mystery alive, we want
to believe in the myth, the myth which whispers
to us that the Amazon is indestructible, invulner-
able, immortal. But it isnone of these.

The truth is much different. When road-
builders, ranchers, colonists, adventurers, specu-
lators and gold miners venture into the Amazon

valley they are, without realizing it, writing the
last page of Genesis.
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T here’ smagjesty about thejungle.

Great torrential stormsrageacross
theseaof greentreeslikelandlocked
hurricanes. Fromtheair you can seetwo or
three, evenfour at atime, rolling over theflat
planesof thegreencanopy likegreat tall ships,
drivingall manner of birdsand animalsbefore
them.

Intherainy seasontheseisol ated storms
gather together andfill thesky withcloudsso
thick and dark it blotsout the sun for weeks.
Thunderrollsback andforthandlightingall
pink andyellow andblueignitestheskieswith
frighteningregularity. Thisgoesonforweeks
until theheavensopenup. IntheAmazonit
doesn'tjustrain. Water smply fallsfromthe
skyinbiblical proportions.

— Diary entry, November 1972
Itaituba
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Attimesthereareso many butterfliesthat you can't seetenfeetfor

all thefluttering of designand color about you. Thegreatest of theseis
theMorpho, whoseiridescent bluewingsarebrighter thanthe backsidesof
king- fishers. Somegrow to beteninchesfromwing-tiptowing-tip. It doesn’'t
flutter likemost butterflies. It glidesuntil itlosesdtitudeandthen, withone
intermittent flgpof itsgreat wings, will catchanother current andsoar until itloses
atitudeagain. Itlooksmorelikeabirdinathermal thanabutterfly. Atnightthe
junglefillswithstrangeandbeatiful sounds, asymphony of primordia musiccoming
fromathousand speciesof birds, reptiles, mammal sandinsects. All manner of
chirping, cawing, croaking, roaring, dithering, clicking, buzzing, flittering, hooting,
whoashing, flapping, thumping, whistling, and other soundstoo strangefor words
echoback andforthintheinky darkness.

T heinsectsareso colorful they look likeV an Gogh painted them.

— Diary entry, Rabel o Construction Camp, Front
Lineof theTransamazonicHighway,
at nightinmy hammock withaflashlight
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banksintherainy seasonandfertilizemillionsof acresof forest,

insuringthecontinued exi stenceof countlessspeciesof plants, fish,animals
andinsects. TheAmazonriver overflowsitsbanksevery year floodingtheforest
sixty milesinlandalongitsbanks.

T herearemillionsof |garapesor smaller stream that overflowtheir

— Diary entry, September 1972 Near SaoL uiz-1taituba
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beautiful frogcalledthe DendrobatesL eucomelas. Itsbackis

shiny black andyellow. If youjusttouchit, evenwithonefinger,
you'll die. Notrightaway. Slowly, over aperiodyears. Thepoison
destroysthenervoussystem. Therearevariousspeciesof theAssassinBug
whichbiteyouontheneck or faceandthen, gorged withyour blood, they
defecatenext tothewound. Whenyou scratchthesore, yourubthe
droppingsintoyour bloodstream. Y ouget anincurableandfatal disease
called Chagas. Mostly, they biteat night whenyou’ resleeping. Y ouscratch
inyour deepandkill yoursalf.

T hejungleisfull of danger. Full of death. There' sa

— Diary entry, September 1972, Itaituba
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yousteponthem, they’ll deliver afive-hundred volt shock

of electricity. Itwon’tkill you. You'll just passout and drown.
Don'’tever shavebeforebathinginastream. Thepiranhawill stripyouto
theboneinlessthanthreeminutes.

E | ectric eelslay buriedinthemud onthebottom of rivers. If

Don’'tswimnude. There' safishsosmall itcanswimupyour anus. I1t'l]
lay eggsandthey’ |l getinyour bloodstreamandkill youeventually. And
don’turinateinthewater. There' sanevensmaller fishcalledthe
Candierathat swimsupthewarm stream of urineand entersthepenis.
Onceinsidetheurethra,it’ll openit’ sbarbedfinsandimplantitself. The
painisunbearable. They say theonly way togetridof itistocut the
penisopen andtakeit out by hand.

— Diary entry, September 1972
Thingsl heardwhilebathingintheTapajosRiver
Itaituba
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plants, herbs, water, diamonds, ironore, tin, gold. How canwe

ever exhaustitsriches. It saninfinitetreasure-housewaitingtobe
plundered. Theforest stretched unbroken asfar astheeyecan see. Someof
thetreesaretwo-hundredfeet highand sobigaround at their baseit takesten
men, handto hand, tocirclethetrunk. Beforeitrains, theskiesfill upwithdark
cloudsforweeksbeforeadrop of water falls. Whenitfinally rains, water falls
fromskiesfor days, sometimesweeksat atime. Andlighting. I’ venever seen
somuchandinsuchcolor: yellow, pink, red, blue, whiteandevengreen. | saw
threeseparatestormsmovingacrossthe Amazonriver at thesametime. The
sky litup every two or three seconds. There' snoendtoit. The Tapajosriveris
so clear you can seecleantothesandy bottomfromthreehundredfeetupina
helicopter. Last night, therewerefrogssolargeandinsuchvast quantitiesthat |
couldn’thear theguy inthenext hammock snoringfor all thecroaking that went
on. There’ ssomuchgoldintheTapajosriver that peoplejokeabout theriver
not havingenoughroomfor water.

T hejunglehasplenty of everything. Fish, fowl,insects, trees,

— Diary entry, October 1972
Santarem
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timesthetotal daily usageof waterin theUnited

Statesflowsout itsmouth every day. TheRio
Negroisso pureyou can seethebottom sixty feet down.
TheSolimoeshasmorespeciesof fishinitthantheAtlantic
Ocean. TheTapa oshasmoregoldinitthanall of Africa.
TheXinguisasgreenasanemerald, and thelife-sourceof
oneof thegreatest Indian Tribesintheworld.

T he AmazonRiver islikean ocean. Two hundred

— Diary entry, November 1972
Onaboat approachingBelem, inthe Straitsof Breve




find over ahundredtreespertainingtosixty

T heAmazonforestissorichinvariety that youcan
different speciesgrowinginlessthanthreesquareacres.

—Diaryentry,
TransamazonicHighway, 1972
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hundredfoot treetoday. Whenitfell, it

took many lesser treeswithit. It’snot sensible
tothink that wecould tear downthewholejungle.
Thoughit’sonly atwo-lane, hard-packed dirt
road, the Transamazoni c highway cutsright
throughthemiddleof theAmazonjungleandwill
probably spell thebeginning of theend of theforest.
Thejungles slifedependsonadelicately-balanced
symbiosi sbetweenfloraandfauna, between
waterwaysand weather patterns. It’shardto
imagineatwo-hundredfoot plank-buttressed forest
giant, sixty feetincircumferenceatitsbase, as
somethingfragile. Butitis.

I watched abulldozer knock over atwo

— Diary entry, September 1972
Front LineCamp TheTransamazonicHighway




T hebeauty isunearthly. Inthemorning,

just before sunrise, ashrouded of soft mist
risesfrom themoist junglethroughthe
canopy andintothesky. Atsunset, theskyisfilled
withstriking combinationsof delicatepastels--
pinks, blues, purplesandgreensmixedwithbrilliant
raysof redandgold. Atnight, theairisso purethe
starslook likeyou cantouchthem.

It saGarden of Eden. Today, | wadedina
streamsofull of Tucunare’, alargetrout-likefish,
that withoneswiftkick of my boot | landedthree
beautiesonthebanks. Whowouldmissthreefish?I
thought, or threemillionfor that matter? Welay
swinging inour hammocksdeepinthejungle, with
riflespointedintothebranchesaboveus, waiting for
dinner toshow up. Italmost alwaysdoesintheform
of asmall monkey called Guariba. Bam! Andthey
fal rightintoyourlap. Well, almost. Theyoung
oneslook likelittlebabieswhenyou skinthem.
They tastelike Swisssteak without thetomatoes.

— Diary entry, Rabelo
ConstructionFront Linecampbetween Itaitubaand
Jacarecanga




T here’ sonetreeinthejunglethat has

thirty four speciesof antsthat liveinit,
which, by coincidence, istheexact number
of speciesof antsinall of England. Withevery stepl
takeinthejungle, over 1200 speciesof vegetable
andanimal lifelay under my boot, countingfungusand
microorganisms. Overtwomilliondifferentspecieslive
intheAmazon. Of these, only thirty percentare
knownby science. Therestaredisappearingata
ratefivehundredtimesgreater thanthenatural cycle
of lifeand deathimposed by Nature.

— Diary entry August 1972, Manaus



n excess of heavens above an excess of water...and
Is the last page of Genesis that has yet to be written.

— Euclides da Cunha, 1903, Brazlian
writer and poet Upon seeing the Amazon for the first time




