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Foreword

 The novel The Lost
World, by Arthur Conan Doyle, was based on Col. Percy
Fawcett’s discovery, in 1908, of the legendary Huanchaca plateau in
the heart of the Amazon basin. In 1980–81, Martin Litherland
returned to explore this region. He tells his story in 22 poems, a
linking narrative and 41 previously unpublished colour photographs,
which manifest the emotions as he and his indigenous companions
tackle this unexplored and uninhabited tableland. There are tales
of Shangri-La, giant snakes and surazos;
of footprints in the sand and green tunnels.


POEMS FROM THE LOST WORLD



That fabled land discovered by Percy Fawcett and immortalised by
Arthur Conan Doyle






Introduction

 In 1908, that intrepid English explorer, Col. Percy
Harrison Fawcett, who had spent many years charting the border
between Bolivia and Brazil, came across a vast plateau which is
referred to as the Ricardo Franco Hills in Brazil, and Serranía
Huanchaca in Bolivia. He wrote of this area in his famous
posthumously published memoirs Exploration
Fawcett:

‘Above us towered the Ricardo Franco Hills, flat topped and
mysterious, their flanks scarred by deep quebradas. Time and the
foot of man had not touched those summits. They stood like a lost
world, forested to their tops, and the imagination could picture
the last vestiges there of an age long vanished. Isolated from the
battle of changing conditions, monsters from the dawn of man's
existence might still roam these heights unchallenged, imprisoned
and protected by unscalable cliffs. So thought Conan Doyle when
later in London I spoke of these hills and showed photographs of
them. He mentioned an idea for a novel on Central South America and
asked for information, which I told him I should be glad to supply.
The fruit of it was his Lost World in 1912, appearing as a serial
in the Strand Magazine, and subsequently in the form of a book that
achieved widespread popularity.”

Fawcett’s
exploration of the area in 1908 followed the main river, the Río
Verde, which he surveyed as the Brazil-Bolivia border and which
drains the bulk of the plateau in the form of a topographic basin
reproduced in Doyle’s novel as an internal lake full of exotic
prehistoric fauna! This link is important in refuting ‘Lost World’
claims from Brazil and Venezuela where the tablelands, albeit
spectacular, have no such basin structures.

Serranía
Huanchaca is an elongate tableland about 150 km long and 50 km wide
with an area of about 6,800 km² of which 5,300 km² lies west of the
Río Verde in Bolivia (see map at end of book). It is about the size
of the English county of Devon, raised above the Amazonian forest
to heights of 1,000 metres and surrounded by spectacular cliffs
down which rivers and streams exit via great waterfalls. There is
grassland and low bush in the highland areas which grades into
forest in the Rio Verde basin.

From 1976 to
1983 the present writer worked as a geologist, on a British
Geological Survey team, spending about half the year in the field
-- in the hammock -- and the remainder in Santa Cruz. The eastern
Bolivia area they mapped was greater than the size of Great Britain
and, essentially, inaccessible. His work took him close to Serranía
Huanchaca and, eventually, in 1980 and 1981, he became the first
after Fawcett to explore the area and make detailed maps. Now, as a
frustrated poet first, and a scientist second, he offers us, in
verse, the story of those years, via poems written both during and
after his experiences.
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Location and index map
of Serranía Huanchaca, the Lost World


Bolivian politics
(1976 – 83)






When writing about the experiences in the jungle during this
time, one really must mention, as background, the appalling
political situation in the country where a series of military coups
and juntas ended up with the infamous Nazi, Klaus Barbie,
eventually running the state security. Whilst one might feel cut
off from all this in the jungle, there was always the chance of a
hail of bullets from a clandestine cocaine factory or from cowboys
who thought you were a communist. There were also concerns for
one’s family in Santa Cruz. The following lines sum all this up. As
the poem states, Prof Noel Kemff Mercado, a Bolivian friend of our
project, was shot in the ‘Lost World’ when he came across a cocaine
factory in 1986: the new National Park was named after him in
1988.






Bolivia is like a long
playing record,

They told me when I went.

Thirty-three revolutions every minute,

A place corrupt and bent.

From the sweat of
Fawcett to Che Guevara’s woes,

The coca makes them hazy.

Exchanging Matto Grosso for a pure white horse:

Corrupt, bent and crazy.

We heard the martial
music banging on its drum,

Well long into the night.

As a new general and his pals took their turn,

To bleed the country white.

There was Banzer,
Paredes, Padilla, Arce,

And Natush Busch and more.

And poor Lidia Gueiler who was raped by Meza,

Right on her palace floor.

There was Nazi Klaus
Barbie, the butcher of Lyons,

Who helped the Meza cause.

Advising and torturing for Arce Gomez,

All well behind closed doors.

And Santa Cruz also
had its share of the fun:

Nazi salutes in bars;

Cocaine exported in the bellies of live snakes;

Gunfights under the stars.

And in the eastern
jungle you could still get shot

For calling Christ a red.

Or stumbling on a factory where they made cocaine,

Where they shot poor Noel dead.

Prof. Noel Kempff
Mercado was a naturalist,

Man for all the seasons.

He stood up to the juntas and he spoke his mind,

Arguing his reasons.

Democracy has come,
but the men in this verse

Have left their evil mark.

But the rugged land, where Noel gave his life, is now

His National Park.
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Eastern Bolivia is,
for the most part, a hot sweaty jungle. It was essentially
unexplored when we entered it and we soon discovered why no one had
wanted to go there before! A chance of a good view is rare and was
eagerly seized by the present writer. Of course, we were only there
for the rocks!


The Falklands War
in Santa Cruz


Things got quite difficult for the British residents of Santa
Cruz during the Falklands War in 1982, mainly because the Bolivian
government was hand-in-glove with Buenos Aires. The present writer
was lucky to be in town for most of the duration. *Jevan Berrangé
was the team leader who had contingency plans to evacuate all the
families to the jungle, and perhaps he was rather disappointed when
the War finished so quickly!


The ships were
coming

Down the Atlantic.

Pirates and raiders,

America’s frantic.

In Darwin’s
diary:

A good man and true.

The British were bad in

1832.

But that was
Beagle.

Now it’s Invincible.

Thicker than water,

The only principle.

All you bad
English,

You won’t be missed!

But isn’t Lopez

A colonialist?

How Jevan* loved it,

Plotting the ships.

Plans to evacuate

On great jungle trips.

Newspaper
headlines:

Invincible’s sunk:

RAF’s shot down:

The English are junk.

Now in the
plaza,

Flags wave and burn;

And the nearest English?

That’s my house, my turn!

Out with the
shotgun;

Spouse has a knife.

She shouts to say she’s

A Canadian’s wife!

At home the phone
rings,

It tells you it’s true,

One more dead Argy,

Your young son dies too.

It’s Monday
morning,

And it’s now all over.

I go to the dentist

In my Land Rover.

Argentinian,

She approaches the chair.

She answers my pleas,

With the toss of her hair.

It’s all so
silly,

I think



tmp_b22c010596c4c004bcdbbc4477f2c4d3_8JPmDI_html_m314651c6.jpg
BOLIVIA

&

SERRANIA HUANCHACA
AAPA DE UBICACION

Serna

Logos

ovio

Limie sacionsl






tmp_b22c010596c4c004bcdbbc4477f2c4d3_8JPmDI_html_m156bc791.jpg





cover.jpg
_ POEMS FROM






