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Foreword
WHY WE TRAVEL
Pico Iyer
“Travel is like love: It cracks you open, and so pushes you
over all the walls and low horizons that habits and
defensiveness set up.”
The first time I ever met Don George (then the travel editor for a San Francisco newspaper, though “Wanderlust” was already his motto and his destination), we found ourselves talking just like that, and talking and talking and talking, about the ways in which love quickens a sense of vulnerability and so admits us to states of mind, or areas of knowledge, that we didn’t know we had (to that extent travel always moves invisibly). Don in Greece and Paris, I in Thailand and Cuba, and both of us most poignantly and heart-shakingly in Japan, had come to relish the sensation of being spellbound outsiders, wide open to all the beauties of a place, and in a state of excitement for which the only words we could find were those associated with romance and passion. To travel is to trust again, and to believe anew in many of the deeper qualities that get mislaid on the office desk.
As the years went on, Don and I found ourselves crossing paths in all kinds of unlikely places, from Marin County, California, to Melbourne, Australia, from a waiting room in Los Angeles International Airport to a dining room beside the swan-filled gardens of the Bel Air Hotel. And whenever we did, our conversation (with a life of its own, it seemed) would pull us back to what really sent us: the trips that made the soul fly. All the journeys we most deeply cherished and remembered were the ones that threw into question—or rotation—our notions of home and abroad, and reminded us that home is fundamentally something portable that we carry around inside us (and find when we feel an affinity).
“Wanderlust” is in that respect a misnomer: The “lust” part has more to do with surrender than with conquest, and is closer to what I would call gusto; and the “wander” has little to do with crossing borders and getting stamps in one’s passport, and everything to do with stretching the boundaries of one’s perspective and being drawn constantly to challenge. The person susceptible to “wanderlust” is not so much addicted to movement as committed to transformation.
One day I decided to try to summarize some of the conversations Don and I had had, and to formulate why exactly it is that some of us are moved to travel. The essay that follows is, therefore, like all our conversations, both a collaboration and an exploration.
Nara, Japan
February 2000
We travel, initially, to lose ourselves; and we travel, next, to find ourselves. We travel to open our hearts and eyes and learn more about the world than our newspapers will accommodate. We travel to bring what little we can, in our ignorance and knowledge, to those parts of the globe whose riches are differently dispersed. And we travel, in essence, to become young fools again—to slow time down and be taken in, and fall in love once more. The beauty of this whole process was best described, perhaps, before people even took to frequent flying, by George Santayana in his lapidary essay “The Philosophy of Travel.” We “need sometimes,” the Harvard philosopher wrote, “to escape into open solitudes, into aimlessness, into the moral holiday of running some pure hazard, in order to sharpen the edge of life, to taste hardship, and to be compelled to work desperately for a moment at no matter what.”
I like that stress on work, since never more than on the road are we shown how proportional our blessings are to the difficulty that precedes them; and I like the stress on a holiday that’s “moral,” since we fall into our ethical habits as easily as into our beds at night. Few of us ever forget the connection between “travel” and “travail,” and I know that I travel in large part in search of hardship—both my own, which I want to feel, and others’, which I need to see. Travel in that sense guides us toward a better balance of wisdom and compassion—of seeing the world clearly, and yet feeling it truly. For seeing without feeling can obviously be uncaring; while feeling without seeing can be blind.
Yet for me the first great joy of traveling is simply the luxury of leaving all my beliefs and certainties at home, and seeing everything I thought I knew in a different light, and from a crooked angle. In that regard, even a Kentucky Fried Chicken outlet (in Beijing) or a scratchy revival showing of Wild Orchid (on the Champs-Elysées) can be both novelty and revelation: In China, after all, people will pay a whole week’s wages to eat with Colonel Sanders, and in Paris, Mickey Rourke is regarded as the greatest actor since Jerry Lewis. If a Mongolian restaurant seems exotic to us in Evanston, Illinois, it only follows that a McDonald’s would seem equally exotic in Ulan Bator—or, at least, equally far from everything expected.
Though it’s fashionable nowadays to draw a distinction between the “tourist” and the “traveler,” perhaps the real distinction lies between those who leave their assumptions at home, and those who don’t. Among those who don’t, a tourist is just someone who complains, “Nothing here is the way it is at home,” while a traveler is one who grumbles, “Everything here is the same as it is in Cairo”—or Cuzco or Kathmandu. It’s all very much the same.
But for the rest of us, the sovereign freedom of traveling comes from the fact that it whirls you around and turns you upside down, and stands everything you took for granted on its head. If a diploma can famously be a passport (to a journey through hard realism), a passport can be a diploma (for a crash course in cultural relativism). And the first lesson we learn on the road, whether we like it or not, is how provisional and provincial are the things we imagine to be universal. When you go to North Korea, for example, you really do feel as if you’ve landed on a different planet—and the North Koreans doubtless feel that they’re being visited by an extraterrestrial, too (or else they simply assume that, like them, you receive orders every morning from the Central Committee on what clothes to wear and what route to use when walking to work, and that, like them, you have loudspeakers in your bedroom broadcasting propaganda every morning at dawn, and that, like them, you have your radios fixed so as to receive only a single channel).
We travel, then, in part just to shake up our complacencies by seeing all the moral and political urgencies, the life-and-death dilemmas, that we seldom have to face at home. And we travel to fill in the gaps left by tomorrow’s headlines: When you drive down the streets of Port-au-Prince, for example, where there is almost no paving and women relieve themselves next to mountains of trash, your notions of the Internet and a “one world order” are usefully revised. Travel is the best way we have of rescuing the humanity of places, and saving them from abstraction and ideology.
In the process, we are saved from abstraction ourselves, and come to see how much we can bring to the places we visit, and how much we can become carrier pigeons—an anti–Federal Express, if you like—in transporting back and forth what every culture needs. I find that I always take Michael Jordan posters to Kyoto, and bring woven ikebana baskets back to California; I invariably travel to Cuba with a suitcase piled high with bottles of Tylenol and bars of soap, and come back with one piled high with salsa tapes, and hopes, and letters to long-lost brothers.
But, more significantly, we carry values and beliefs and news to the places we go, and in many parts of the world, we become walking video screens and living newspapers, the only channels that can take people out of the censored limits of their homelands. In a closed or impoverished place, like Pagan or Lhasa or Havana, we are the eyes and ears of the people we meet, their only contact with the world outside, and very often the closest—quite literally—they will ever come to Michael Jackson or Bill Clinton. Not the least of the challenges of travel, therefore, is learning how to import—and export—dreams with tenderness.
By now all of us have heard (too often) the old Proust line about how the real voyage of discovery consists not in seeing new places but in seeing with new eyes. Yet one of the subtler beauties of travel is that it enables you to bring new eyes to the people you encounter. Thus even as holidays help you appreciate your own home more—not least by enabling you to see it through a distant admirer’s eyes—they help you bring newly appreciative—distant—eyes to the places you visit. You can teach them what they have to celebrate as much as you celebrate what they have to teach. This, I think, is how tourism, which so obviously destroys cultures, can also resuscitate or revive them, how it has created new “traditional” dances in Bali and caused craftsmen in India to pay new attention to their works. If the first thing we can bring the Cubans is a real and balanced sense of what contemporary America is like, the second—and perhaps more important—thing we can bring them is a fresh and renewed sense of how special are the warmth and beauty of their country, for those who can compare it with other places around the globe.
So travel spins us round in two ways at once: It shows us the sights and values and issues that we might ordinarily ignore; but it also, and more deeply, shows us all the parts of ourselves that might otherwise grow rusty. For in traveling to a truly foreign place, we inevitably travel to moods and states of mind and hidden inward passages that we’d otherwise seldom have cause to visit.
On the most basic level, though I’m a teetotaler who usually goes to bed at nine P.M., when I’m in Thailand I stay up till dawn in the local bars; and in Tibet, though I’m not a real Buddhist, I spend days on end in temples, listening to the chants of sutras. I go to Iceland to visit the lunar spaces within me, and, in the uncanny quietude and emptiness of that vast and treeless world, to tap parts of myself generally obscured by chatter and routine.
We travel, then, in search of both self and anonymity—and, of course, in finding the one we apprehend the other. Abroad, we are wonderfully free of caste and job and standing; we are, as William Hazlitt puts it, just the “gentleman in the parlour,” and people cannot put a name or tag to us. And precisely because we are clarified in this way, and freed of inessential labels, we have the opportunity to come into contact with more essential parts of ourselves (which may begin to explain why we may feel most alive when far from home).
Abroad is the place where we stay up late, follow impulse, and find ourselves as wide open as when we are in love. We live without a past or future, for a moment at least, and are ourselves up for grabs and open to interpretation. We may even become mysterious—to others, at first, and sometimes to ourselves—and, as no less a dignitary than Oliver Cromwell once noted, “A man never goes so far as when he doesn’t know where he is going.”
There are, of course, great dangers in this, as in every kind of freedom, but the great promise of it is that, traveling, we are born again, able to return at moments to a younger and more open self. Traveling is a way to reverse time, to a small extent, and make a day last a year—or at least forty-five hours—and traveling is an easy way of surrounding ourselves, as in childhood, with what we cannot understand. Language facilitates this cracking open; when we go to France, we often migrate to French, and to the more childlike self, simple and polite, that speaking a foreign language educes. Even when I’m not speaking pidgin English in Hanoi, I’m simplified in a positive way, concerned not with expressing myself, but simply with making sense.
So travel, for many of us, is a quest for not just the unknown, but the unknowing; I, at least, travel in search of an innocent eye that can return me to a more innocent self. I tend to believe more abroad than I do at home (which, though treacherous again, can at least help me to extend my vision); I tend to be more easily excited abroad, and even kinder. And since no one I meet can place me—no one can fix me in my résumé—I can remake myself for better, as well as, of course, for worse. If travel is notoriously a cradle for false identities, it can also, at its best, be a crucible for truer ones. In this way, travel can be a kind of monasticism on the move: On the road, we often live more simply (even when staying in a luxury hotel), with no more possessions than we can carry, surrendering ourselves to chance.
This is what Camus meant when he said that “what gives value to travel is fear”—disruption (or emancipation) from circumstance, and from all the habits behind which we hide. That is why many of us travel not in search of answers, but in search of better questions. I, like many people, tend to ask questions of the places I visit; I relish most the ones that ask the most searching questions in return. In Paraguay, for example, where one car in every two is stolen, and two-thirds of the goods on sale are smuggled, I have to rethink my every Californian assumption. And in Thailand, where many young women give up their bodies in order to protect their families—to become better Buddhists—I have to question my own too-ready judgments. “The ideal travel book,” Christopher Isherwood once said, “should be perhaps a little like a crime story in which you’re in search of something.” And it’s the best kind of something, I would add, if it’s one that you can never quite find.
I remember how, after my first trips to Southeast Asia, more than a decade ago, I would come back to my apartment in New York, and lie in my bed, kept up by something more than jet lag, playing back, in my memory, over and over, all that I had experienced, and paging wistfully through my photographs and reading and rereading my diaries, as if to extract some mystery from them. Anyone witnessing this strange scene would have drawn the right conclusion: I was in love.
For if every true love affair can feel like a journey to a foreign country, where you can’t quite speak the language, and you don’t know where you’re going, and you’re pulled ever deeper into the inviting darkness, every trip to a foreign country can be a love affair, where you’re left puzzling over who you are and whom you’ve fallen in love with. All the great travel books are love stories, by some reckoning—from the Odyssey and the Aeneid to the Divine Comedy and the New Testament—and all good trips are, like love, about being carried out of yourself and deposited in the midst of terror and wonder.
This metaphor also brings home to us that all travel is a two-way transaction, as we too easily forget; if warfare is one model of the meeting of nations, romance is another. For what we all too often ignore when we go abroad is that we are objects of scrutiny as much as the people we scrutinize, and we are being consumed by the cultures we consume, as much on the road as when we are at home. At the very least, we are objects of speculation (and even desire) who can seem as exotic to the people around us as they do to us. We are the comic props in Japanese home movies, the oddities in Malian anecdotes, and the fall guys in Chinese jokes; we are the moving postcards or bizarre objets trouvés that villagers in Peru will later tell their friends about. If travel is about the meeting of realities, it is no less about the mating of illusions: You give me my dreamed-of vision of Tibet, and I’ll give you your wished-for California. In truth, many of us, even (or especially) the ones who are fleeing America abroad, will be taken, willy-nilly, as symbols of the American Dream.
That, in fact, is perhaps the most central and most wrenching of the questions travel proposes to us: how to respond to the dream that people tender to you. Do you encourage their notions of a Land of Milk and Honey across the horizon, even if it is the same land you’ve abandoned? Or do you try to dampen their enthusiasm for a place that exists only in the mind? To quicken their dreams may, after all, be to matchmake them with an illusion; yet to dash them may be to strip them of the one possession that sustains them in adversity.
That whole complex interaction—not unlike the dilemmas we face with those we love (how do we balance truthfulness and tact?)—is partly why so many of the great travel writers, by nature, are enthusiasts: not just Pierre Loti, who famously, infamously, fell in love wherever he alighted (an archetypal sailor leaving offspring in the form of Madame Butterfly tales), but also Henry Miller, D. H. Lawrence, and Graham Greene, all of whom bore out the hidden truth that we are optimists abroad as readily as pessimists at home. None of them was by any means blind to the deficiencies of the places around them, but all, having chosen to go there, chose to find something to admire. All believed in “being moved” as one of the points of taking trips, and in “being transported” by private as well as public means; all saw that “ecstasy” (“ex-stasis”) tells us that our highest moments come when we’re not stationary, and that epiphany can follow movement as much as it precipitates it. I remember once asking the great travel writer Norman Lewis if he’d ever be interested in writing on apartheid South Africa. He looked at me astonished. “To write well about a thing,” he said, “I’ve got to like it!”
At the same time, as all this is intrinsic to travel, from Ovid to O’Rourke, travel itself is changing as the world does, and with it changes the mandate of the travel writer. It’s not enough to go to the ends of the earth these days (not least because the ends of the earth are often coming to you); and where a writer like Jan Morris could, a few years ago, achieve something miraculous simply by voyaging to all the great cities of the globe, now anyone with a Visa card can do that. So where Morris, in effect, was chronicling the last days of the Empire, a younger travel writer is in a better position to chart the first days of a new Empire, postnational, global, mobile, and yet as diligent as the Raj in transporting its props and its values around the world.
In the mid-nineteenth century, the British famously sent the Bible and Shakespeare and cricket around the world; now a more international empire is sending Madonna and the Simpsons and Brad Pitt. And the way in which each culture takes in this pool of references tells you as much about it as its indigenous products might. Madonna in an Islamic country, after all, sounds radically different from Madonna in a Confucian one, and neither begins to mean the same as Madonna on East Fourteenth Street in New York City. When you go to a McDonald’s outlet in Kyoto, you will find Teriyaki McBurgers and Bacon Potato Pies. The placemats offer maps of the great temples of the city, and the posters all around broadcast the wonders of San Francisco. And—most crucial of all—the young people eating their Big Macs, with baseball caps worn backwards and their tight 501 jeans, are still utterly and inalienably Japanese in the way they move, they nod, they sip their oolong teas; they are never to be mistaken for the patrons of a McDonald’s outlet in Rio, Morocco, or Managua. These days a whole new realm of exotica arises out of the way one culture colors and appropriates the products of another.
The other factor complicating and exciting all of this is people, who are, more and more, themselves as many-tongued and mongrel as cities like Sydney and Toronto and Hong Kong. I am an increasingly typical specimen, if only because I was born, the son of Indian parents, in England, moved to America at seven, and cannot really call myself an Indian, an American, or an Englishman. I was, in short, a traveler at birth, for whom even a visit to the candy store was a trip through a foreign world where no one I saw quite matched my parents’ inheritance, or my own. And though much of this is involuntary and tragic—the number of refugees in the world, which came to just 2.5 million in 1970, is now at least 27.4 million—it does involve, for some of us, the chance to be transnational in a happier sense: able to adapt anywhere, used to being outsiders everywhere, and forced to fashion our own rigorous sense of home. (And if nowhere is quite home, we can be optimists everywhere.)
Besides, even those who don’t move around the world find the world moving more and more around them. Walk just six blocks, in Queens or Berkeley, and you’re traveling through several cultures in as many minutes; get into a cab outside the White House, and you’re often in a piece of Addis Ababa. Technology compounds this (sometimes deceptive) sense of availability, so that many people feel they can travel around the world without leaving the room, through cyberspace and CD-ROMs, videos and virtual travel. There are many challenges in this, of course, in what it says about essential notions of family and community and loyalty, and in the worry that air-conditioned, purely synthetic versions of places may replace the real thing—not to mention the fact that the world seems increasingly in flux, a moving target quicker than our notions of it. But there is, for the traveler at least, the sense that learning about home and learning about a foreign world can be one and the same thing.
All of us feel this from the cradle, and know, in some sense, that all the significant movement we ever make is internal. We travel when we see a movie, strike up a new friendship, get held up. Novels are often journeys as much as travel books are fictions; this has been true since at least as long ago as Sir John Mandeville’s colorful fourteenth-century accounts of a Far East he’d probably never visited, and the distinction is even more shadowy now, as genre distinctions join other borders in collapsing.
In Mary Morris’s House Arrest, a thinly disguised account of Castro’s Cuba, the novelist reiterates, on the copyright page, “All dialogue is invented. Isabella, her family, the inhabitants and even la isla itself are creations of the author’s imagination.” On page 172, however, we read, “La isla, of course, does exist. Don’t let anyone fool you about that. It just feels as if it doesn’t. But it does.” No wonder the travel-writer narrator—a fictional construct (or not)?—confesses to devoting her travel magazine column to places that never existed. “Erewhon,” after all, the undiscovered land in Samuel Butler’s great travel novel, is just “Nowhere” rearranged.
Travel, then, is a voyage into that famously subjective zone, the imagination, and what the traveler brings back is—has to be—an ineffable compound of himself and the place, what’s really there and what’s only in him. Thus Bruce Chatwin’s books seem to dance around the distinction between fact and fancy. V. S. Naipaul’s recent book A Way in the World was published as a nonfictional “series” in England and as a “novel” in the United States. And when some of the stories in Paul Theroux’s half-invented memoir, My Other Life, were published in The New Yorker, they were slyly categorized as “Fact and Fiction.”
Since travel is, in a sense, about the conspiracy of perception and imagination, the two great travel writers to whom I constantly return are Emerson and Thoreau (the one who famously advised that “traveling is a fool’s paradise,” and the other who “traveled a good deal in Concord”). Both of them insist on the fact that reality is our creation, and that we invent the places we see as much as we do the books we read. What we find outside ourselves has to be inside ourselves for us to find it. Or, as Sir Thomas Browne sagely put it, “We carry with us the wonders we seek without us. There is all Africa and her prodigies in us.”
So, if more and more of us have to carry our sense of home inside us, we also—Emerson and Thoreau remind us—have to carry with us our sense of destination. The most valuable Pacifics we explore will always be the vast expanses within us, and the most important Northwest Crossings the thresholds we cross in the heart. The virtue of finding a gilded pavilion in Kyoto is that it allows you to take back a more lasting, private Golden Temple to your office in Rockefeller Center.
And even as the world seems to grow more exhausted, our travels do not; some of the finest travel books in recent years have been those that undertake a parallel journey, matching the physical steps of a pilgrimage with the metaphysical steps of a questioning (as in Peter Matthiessen’s great The Snow Leopard), or chronicling a trip to the furthest reaches of human strangeness (as in Oliver Sacks’s The Island of the Color-Blind, which features a journey not just to a remote atoll in the Pacific, but to a realm where people actually see light differently). The most distant shores, we are constantly reminded, lie within the person asleep at our side.
So travel, at heart, is just a quick way of keeping our minds mobile and awake. As Santayana, the heir to Emerson and Thoreau with whom I began, wrote, “There is wisdom in turning as often as possible from the familiar to the unfamiliar; it keeps the mind nimble; it kills prejudice, and it fosters humor.” The Romantic poets inaugurated an era of travel because they were the great apostles of open eyes. Buddhist monks are often vagabonds, in part because they believe in wakefulness. And if travel is like love, that is, in the end, mostly because it’s a heightened state of awareness, in which we are mindful, receptive, undimmed by familiarity, and ready to be transformed. That is why the best trips, like the best love affairs, never really end.
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Introduction
WANDERLUST
Don George
You probably have your own definition of wanderlust. My trusty Webster’s defines it as “strong or unconquerable longing for or impulse toward wandering,” and that pretty well sums it up for me.
It also sums up the fundamental inspiration for Salon.com’s Wanderlust: a collection dedicated to putting the romance and the passion—the “unconquerable longing”—back into travel writing.
Remember the first time you traveled to a foreign place? If you are like me, you were overwhelmed and exhilarated. Every moment seemed unbearably precious, every outing an extraordinary lesson in a new culture and a new people—full of thrilling sights and smells, tastes and textures, thoughts and values, encounters and connections: a whole new world!
The stories in this collection recapture and celebrate that feeling: Isabel Allende discovers inspiration in the green depths of the Amazon; Simon Winchester is surprised by romance in rural Romania; Jan Morris explores the hallucinatory power of Gda[image: image]nsk; Carlos Fuentes conjures an unforgettable conjunction of the imagined and the real in Zurich.
Yet it is not only famous writers who enliven these pages. I think you will long remember Amanda Jones’s erotically entangled encounter with a stranger on a crumbling island; David Kohn’s mind-marinating, tastebud-tantalizing tour of the Memphis World Championship Barbecue Cooking Contest; Susan Hack’s all-too-true tales of desperately seeking Tampax in far-flung pharmacies; Jeffrey Tayler’s detour toward death on a spontaneous Sahara sidetrip; and Edith Pearlman’s richly rejuvenating “junior year abroad” at the tender age of sixty—to mention just some of the adventures herein.
What unites all the accounts in this collection is writing of the highest order combined with a sense of courage, passion, and wonder: courage to explore and confront the larger worlds outside and within; passion to pay deep attention to and care profoundly about what those worlds reveal; and wonder at their illuminating intersections and at the mundane marvels that make up our planet.
The epiphany at the heart of my own wanderlust goes back a quarter century to one sunny June morning in Paris, where I had gone to work for the summer as a brief interlude, I thought, between undergraduate and graduate schools. As I did every morning, I took the rickety old filigreed elevator from my apartment—right on the Rue de Rivoli, looking onto the Tuileries—and stepped into the street: into a sea of French. Everyone around me was speaking French, wearing French, looking French, acting French. Shrugging their shoulders and twirling their scarves and drinking their cafés crèmes, calling out “Bonjour, monsieur-dame,” and paying for Le Monde or Le Nouvel Observateur with francs and stepping importantly around me and staring straight into my eyes and subtly smiling in a way that only the French do.
Until that time I had spent most of my life in classrooms, and I was planning after that European detour to spend most of the rest of my life in classrooms. Suddenly it struck me: This was the classroom. Not the musty, shadowed, oak-paneled, ivy-draped buildings in which I had spent the previous four years. This world of wide boulevards and centuries-old buildings and six-table sawdust restaurants and glasses of vin ordinaire and fire-eaters on street corners and poetry readings in cramped second-floor bookshops and mysterious women smiling at you so that your heart leaped and you walked for hours restless under the plane trees by the Seine. This was the classroom.
This volume is for anyone who has been touched by the wand of that wanderlust: travelers who understand that the true grit and gift of travel is encountering alien landscapes, peoples, values, and rites, finding yourself in a situation where you have absolutely no idea what to do, navigating and embracing worlds of newness day after day after day, not knowing how the story is going to end.
Because the story never ends. There’s always a new corner, a new chapter—and who knows what wonders await there?
I hope you are inspired and moved by the accounts herein, and I invite you to e-mail me your tales and reactions at dgeorge@ salon.com.
Enjoy the journey!
San Francisco
May 2000

ON THE AMAZON
Isabel Allende
A powerful dream led me to the Amazon. For three years I had been blocked, unable to write, with the feeling that the torrent of stories waiting to be told, which once had seemed inexhaustible, had dried up. Then one night I dreamed of four naked Indians emerging from the heart of South America carrying a large box, a gift for a conquistador. And as they crossed the jungles, rivers, mountains, and villages, the box absorbed every sound, leaving the world in silence. The songs of the birds, the murmuring of the wind, human stories, all were swallowed up. I awakened with the conviction that I must go there to look for that voracious box, where perhaps I could find voices to nourish my inspiration. It took a year to realize that wondrous journey.
THE LARGEST FOREST IN THE WORLD
How shall I describe the Amazon? It occupies 60 percent of the landmass of Brazil, an area larger than India, and extends into Venezuela, Colombia, and Peru. From the airplane it is a vast green world. Below, on the ground, it is the kingdom of water: vapor, rain, rivers broad as oceans, sweat.
I approached the Amazon through Manaus. The city is far from the Atlantic coast, and appears on the map as solid jungle. I imagined a village on stilts, ruled over by an anachronistic baroque theater. I had been told that during the height of the rubber boom, the city was so prosperous that its ladies sent their clothing to Paris to be laundered, but probably such tales were only legend.
It was a surprise to land in an effervescent city of a million inhabitants, a free port, a center of a broad spectrum of businesses and trafficking, both legal and suspect. A wall of heat struck me in the face. The taxi took me along a highway bordered with luxuriant vegetation, then turned into twisting little streets where the homes of the poor and the middle class were democratically interspersed, both far from the neighborhoods of the wealthy, who live in luxurious fortresses under heavy guard.
The famous opera theater, remodeled, is still the major tourist attraction. During the last century, Europe’s most famous opera stars traveled to Manaus to delight the rubber barons. The surrounding streets are paved with a mixture of stone and rubber to mute the wheels and horses’ hooves during performances.
After seeing the theater, I had piracucú, the best freshwater fish in the world—delicious, but horrifying in appearance—served on a terrace facing the incredible river, which in times of flood stretches out like an ocean.
INTO THE JUNGLE
I stayed in Manaus only a couple of days, then set out on a boat with a powerful outboard motor. For an hour we traveled upstream at a suicidal pace, following the Rio Negro to Ariaú, an ecohotel constructed in the treetops. The hotel consists of several towers connected by passageways open to monkeys, parrots, coatis, and every insect known to man. Chicken wire everywhere prevents animals from coming in the rooms, especially the monkeys, which can wreak as much destruction as an elephant.
I took a walk through the thick undergrowth, led by a young caboclo—a jungle dweller—as guide. It seemed to me that we walked for an eternity, but afterward I realized that the walk had been ridiculously short. Finally I understood the meaning of the last line in a famous Latin American novel: “He was swallowed up by the jungle.” Compasses are useless here, and one can wander in circles forever.
The jungle is never silent; you hear birds, the screeching of animals, stealthy footfalls. It smells of moss, of moistness, and sometimes you catch the waft of a sweet odor like rotted fruit. The heat is exhausting, but beneath the dark canopy of the trees you can at least breathe. Out on the river the sun beats down unmercifully, although as long as the boat is moving, there is a breeze.
To inexpert eyes, everything is uniformly green, but for the native, the jungle is a diverse and endlessly rich world. The guide pointed out vines that collect pure water to drink, bark that relieves fevers, leaves used to treat diabetes, resins that close wounds, the sap of a tree that cures a cough, rubber for affixing points on arrows. Hospitals and doctors are beyond the reach of the caboclos, but they have a pharmacy in the forest’s plants—barely 10 percent of which have been identified. Some with poetic names are sold in the hotel: mulateiro, for beautiful skin; breuzinho, to improve memory and facilitate concentration during meditation; guaraná, to combat fatigue and hardness of the heart; macaranduba, for coughs, weakness, and lugubrious chest.
LIFE ON THE WATER
Another day we went to a native village that was in fact the habitat of a single extended family. These were Sateré Maué Indians who had been evicted from their lands and forced to immigrate to the city, where they ended up in a favela, or slum, dying of hunger. The owner of the Ariaú Hotel had given them some land where they could return to living in harmony with their traditions. We arrived at their village late one afternoon by boat, at the hour of the mosquitoes. We climbed a muddy hill to the clearing in the forest where, beneath a single palm roof, a bonfire blazed, and a few hammocks were strung. One of the Indians spoke a little Portuguese, and he explained that they had planted manioc and soon they would have the necessary tools to process it. From the root they make flour, tapioca, and bread—even a liquor.
I walked over to the fire to see what was cooking, and found an alligator about a meter in length, quartered like a chicken, with claws, teeth, eyes, and hide intact, sadly roasting. Two piranhas were on a hook, along with something that resembled a muskrat. Later, after I got a good look at the skin, I saw it was a porcupine. I tried everything. The alligator tasted like dried and reconstituted codfish, the piranhas like smoke, and the porcupine like petrified pig. The Indians were selling the modest crafts they make from seeds, sticks, and feathers—and a long, badly cured boa skin, brittle and pathetic.
The caboclos are Indians with European or African blood, a mixing of races that began during the sixteenth century. Some are so poor they don’t use money; they live from fishing and a few crops, trading for fuel, coffee, sugar, flour, matches, and other indispensable supplies. There are a few villages on land, but as the water rises more than forty-five feet during the annual floods, submerging thousands of acres, people prefer to build houses on stilts or live in floating huts. The dwellings are not divided into rooms, as the caboclos do not share the white man’s urge for privacy. They have few possessions, barely what is needed for survival. The incentive of acquisition is unknown; people fish or hunt for the day’s needs, because anything more than that spoils. Sometimes, if they catch more than their daily need, they keep the live fish in bamboo baskets in the water. They cannot understand the white man’s greed or his drive to get everywhere quickly.
All communication and transportation is by river. News can take weeks to travel by word of mouth to the nearest radio, where it awaits its turn to be transmitted in the form of a telegram. As a result, word of a family member’s death may come a year after the fact, and news of a birth when the child is already walking. For the caboclos, time is measured in days by boat, life in rainy seasons. What sense is there in rushing? Life, like the river, goes nowhere. The whole point is to keep afloat, paddling through an unchanging landscape.
CONNECTIONS
A few months ago on the Alto Yavarí River, on the border between Peru and Brazil, explorers discovered a tribe that had never had any contact with white civilization. To record that first encounter, airplanes and helicopters laden with television cameras filled the air, while on the ground the Indians, surprised in the midst of the Stone Age, readied their arrows.
I admit with a touch of embarrassment that I bought a blowgun, arrows, and a pouch of powerful poison, curare, that came directly from that tribe. The blowgun is nearly ten feet long and I was not allowed to take it on the plane, but I hope that someday it will arrive in the mail. The arrows and curare are on my desk as I write, but I need to find a safer place for them. It would be difficult to explain if someone pricked a finger on a curare-poisoned arrow.
In comic contrast, Avon Ladies have invaded the Amazon, women who go from door to door selling beauty products. I learned that one had recently been eaten by piranhas—a direct contradiction to the soothing words of the guide when he invited us to swim in the Rio Negro.
The Negro is as smooth as a dark mirror when it is calm, frightening when storms erupt. In a glass, the water is a kind of amber color, like strong tea. It has a delicate, almost sweet flavor. One day we left before dawn to see the sun rising on a red horizon and to watch the frolicking of rosy dolphins. Dolphins are among the few fish that are not eaten; the flesh tastes terrible and the skin is unusable. The Indians, nonetheless, still harpoon them to rip out their eyes and genitals to make amulets for virility and fertility. In that same river, where the water is as warm as soup and the dolphins frolic, where the previous afternoon we had watched some German tourists catch dozens of piranhas with a pole, a string and a bare hook, I had swum naked.
That night we went out in a canoe with a huge, battery-powered spotlight to look at the alligators. The light blinded the fish, and in their terror some leaped into the boat. We saw bats and huge butterflies flying in the darkness. The boatman, an adolescent caboclo who spoke a little English and laughed openly at our discomfort, would beam his light into the tree roots and when he spotted a pair of red eyes would jump into the water. We would hear a great thrashing and soon he would reemerge holding an alligator by the neck in his bare hand if it was small, with a cord around its muzzle if it was larger. We saw photographs of one they had caught the week before; it was longer than the boat. There are also more than thirty species of manta rays in those same waters, all very dangerous. And to think I had swum there!
After ten days, we had—reluctantly—to leave. I did not find the four naked Indians with their magic box, but when I returned home, I carried some bit of that vast greenness within me, like a treasure. For the sake of discipline, and because of superstition, I begin all my books on January 8. On January 8, 1997, I finally ended the three-year block I had suffered and was able to write again. My dream of the jungle was not without its reward.

ONCE UPON A TIME IN ITALY
Bill Barich
I am on a cruise ship bound for Italy. I am twenty years old, a wayward student escaping from a small snowbound all-male college in upstate New York. I have never seen so much snow before, in fact. It starts falling in October and continues through the winter and into the spring. Our classrooms border a frozen quadrangle students must reach by hiking up a steep, icy hill. Only young men desperate for a formal education make the climb on a regular basis.
I am in rebellion myself, desperate to be educated, but in a different, less punishing way. Maybe I can find out what I need to know by exploring, through trial and error. The world is big, and I want to see it. I imagine my future as a great romance. I have read too much Hemingway and not enough Dostoyevsky.
The sea has been very calm so far. I stand for hours at the rail and watch the wheeling birds and the spume-dappled water. There is nothing else to watch. We haven’t seen any land for days, not since leaving Manhattan. This creates a curious sensation of being outside time, without a particular destiny.
When the Azores appear on the horizon at last, every passenger comes out for a look. The islands are hunks of rock in the ocean, nothing more, but everybody looks and comments. One man even sighs. He will write a postcard home that begins, “Today we saw the Azores . . .”
Lisbon is our first port of call. A beautiful beach at Estoril, actual Portuguese people on the boulevards. That excites me. “Yes, I’ve been to Portugal,” I say to myself, practicing. We stop in Morocco the next afternoon, in Tangier. Huckster merchants in fezzes ring the shore, shouting and waving. Oranges, parrots, a tempting strangeness. I wish I could follow them down a dank alley to taste forbidden pleasures, but I am too wary, still too American, unwilling to commit experience.
Not so Gregor, my roommate. I share a cabin with him and two other guys, all of us headed for Florence and a semester abroad. Gregor grew up in Chicago. He is hip to the streets and the first truly cool person I’ve ever met. He has a wonderful voice and sings wherever he is, performing gorgeous front-stoop doo-wop tunes. In Florence, he will sing to the swans in a park one evening, and the swans will rise up and flap their wings in tribute.
Gregor smokes marijuana. It is 1963, so he keeps this a deep secret. He will later turn me on in Arezzo, after our failed attempt to see some famous frescoes by Piero della Francesca. I will ask him, accepting the joint at a crummy pensione, “Am I going to become an addict?” I am still too wary, too American, etc.
I don’t know about the marijuana yet, not in Tangier. I do know that Gregor is unaccountably happy and singing his brains out as we sail away. He has made some friends among the crew, fellow druggies, and he invites me to join them at a party that night. The prospect thrills me. I, too, am dying to be cool, and I need all the help I can get.
The crew deck is down below. Gregor leads the way. As we descend, I hear dance music echoing from a portable record player, some kind of rumba or cha-cha. It’s a merry scene, all right. The crewmen have hung colorful paper lanterns from overhead cables and put out a cut-glass bowl of punch. They have swapped their uniforms for casual clothes—Hawaiian shirts and neatly pressed khakis. They dance with women in slinky dresses, who have elaborately styled hair and painted, doll-like faces.
I move closer and see that I’m mistaken. Those aren’t women. Those are crewmen in wigs. In drag! I’ve been at sea for less than a week and already the scales are falling from my eyes. Life in its amazing fullness is reaching out to me, so I grit my teeth and try not to run.
Beer bottles clink; the engine rumbles. The indigo sky is alive with stars. When a tall sailor in a Rita Hayworth–style wig asks me to dance, I decline politely. I expect to be tossed out for being a spoilsport, but instead the sailor pats my cheek, calls me honey, and urges me to enjoy myself. And I do.
This worries me a little. It goes against my upbringing. My mother, through her psychic powers, can probably see me now. I sense her disappointment. A man in a dress is supposed to be depraved, a monster. So why am I having a good time at a party where half the men are wearing dresses? Because it goes against my upbringing? Yes, it’s possible. Fun may be had in new and unexpected places. That is the traveler’s first lesson.
The ship rolls on. We pass through the Strait of Gibraltar and along the Algerian coast to Naples, where we tour the harbor. Cobbled streets; the Tyrrhenian Sea blue and implacable. Sunshine, cottony clouds riding the breeze, a pervasive smell of salt. The city looks ancient to me, historic and filled with mystery. I am aware of barnacles and rotting wood.
The glassy-eyed fish at an open-air market are arranged precisely, as in a Dutch still life. The fat market women wear wedding rings, the shapely ones do not. Men huddle in doorways nearby and smoke cigarettes with a furious energy. They argue, they gesticulate, they stomp their feet and comb their hair. Their only job is to observe.
They are the fabled ragazzi, boys forever, even at the age of forty-five or fifty. They visit their mothers every Sunday unless they live at home, as many do. Priests—black crows—spook them. They’re behind in going to confession. Their fathers work as barbers and listen to opera on the radio. The music drifts from shop windows, sublime arias floating above the racket of the crowd.
I eat at a pizzeria. I eat a real Italian pizza—no cheese, a sauce of fresh tomatoes, herbs sprinkled on top. The red wine is raw but good. Gregor is still happy. He imitates Frankie Lymon and sings “Why Do Fools Fall in Love” to a tattered bunch of urchins, who ask him for coins and pretend to steal his wallet. In England, the Beatles are busy being born.
We get off the ship for good in Genoa, dragging our bags behind us. In the morning, we will go by bus to Florence and settle in for the long haul. The thought of impending study fills me with dread. Professors, classrooms, dead air, responsibility—but there won’t be any snow, at least. That’s a plus, I tell myself. Meanwhile, we have a last night free to wander. I plan to make the most of it. I am a youth with a mission.
I walk from our hotel at twilight, into another ancient city that seems in a state of perennial decay. The colors are muted and faded, touched with an ashy pallor. Everything human has already happened here, I realize, and it will keep happening, infinitely repeated. The idea is new to me, and comforting somehow. Genoa has already witnessed every mistake a young man can make. I count this as a blessing.
It’s nasty out. The clouds open and rain batters the old stones, but I ignore it. My mission is to find a woman—a prostitute, to be more accurate. This, too, goes against my upbringing, but in Europe, women are part of the deal. It says so in every novel. The hero is always ducking into a bordello with some sleazy tart. I almost expect to see signs that read, “This way to the whorehouse.”
Cafés, narrow alleys, the reek of gutters. I feel anxious and high on adrenaline, like a thief about to pull off a crime. I check the railroad station and the waterfront without success. Maybe it’s too early for the girls to be on duty. What do I know about the rules of whoring? Soon I am hopelessly lost. The rain drenches me to the bone. A driver hurrying home toots his horn and shouts at me, “Cretino!”
I am about to give up the search when I bump into a friend. It’s Gregor, of course. He is also on a mission, same as mine. We laugh about this and order espressos at a bar, where old men in fedoras are playing cards for money. Gregor takes off the beret he bought in Lisbon and wrings it out. Water splashes on the counter; it forms a tiny lake on the worn linoleum floor. You wouldn’t think a swatch of wool could hold so much liquid.
Then we spot them, two hookers on their rounds. Miracolo! They are dressed alike, in tight red sweaters and short black skirts, and they carry shiny little purses of patent leather. Their stiletto heels click on the paving stones. Our mouths must be agape, because they pause by the bar and stare at us. The petite one is attractive in a hard-bitten way, but her partner is huge, built like a professional wrestler.
We have a problem, obviously. Gregor, being a man of the world, will solve it, I assume. He’ll do me a favor and choose the wrestler. But no, he wants the petite one, too! We stand in the rain and debate the issue until he has a bright idea. How about a coin toss? Okay, I agree. I flip a lira coin. I lose.
I’m sick at heart, reeling with envy. I watch Gregor disappear with my beloved, wishing I had a knife to stick in his back. The hooker has become immensely desirable in the moment, a prize, a trophy. Yes, I would gladly kill on her behalf. The wrestler chews gum and stands waiting with her arms crossed, but I send her away. “I’m sorry, signorina,” I tell her, adopting a forlorn expression and gripping my stomach to show that I’m indisposed. I keep an eye on her purse. For once, I’m lucky. She doesn’t hit me with it.
I sit on a dry ledge and mope. I can return to the hotel, or I can go second. There isn’t any other option. I remember my father, who’s paying for this trip. I remember how my mother, a devout Lutheran, stuffed me with religion. My sense of sin is deep and Gothic, stoked by fire-breathing preachers from the Middle West. Clearly, I am a fallen being, a wretch. I belong in one of their sermons.
There is no justice in life. That is the traveler’s second lesson.
Our bus the next morning is a drab Mercedes. It rattles and belches as we proceed along the coast. Suitcases are strapped to a luggage rack on top, and the driver seems to be hung over. FIRENZE, it says on a little destination card above his head. Florence, the city of flowers, kingdom of the Medici, where we will live with local families for the next few months and my new freedom will surely be compromised.
We follow a road that overlooks the Ligurian Sea. Fishing boats can be seen in the distance. The view is dramatic and inspiring, but I have the blues. Gregor is sitting up front, his beret at a jaunty angle, as dry now as an autumn leaf. He even has the nerve to whistle, unconsciously celebrating his victory.
The Riviera di Levante is below us. There are resort hotels and pleasant beaches, along with some spas where you can indulge in a hot sea bath. I imagine skinny rich women in bikinis lounging under the September sun and tanning to a buttery bronze. They are lovely but hairy. Their husbands are titans, industrialists, technocrats. They all resemble Carlo Ponti, who won the hand of Sophia Loren. Stubby men radiant with power, endowed with an acute sexual energy.
I’m daydreaming. Portofino, a fishing village, is as lovely as a postcard. Houses in subtle tones of gold and rose-red, their window shutters closed against the heat. Balconies hung with laundry, a good clean scent of soap on the wind. America is all primary colors, a giant kindergarten. I like the softness of the Italian palette, the flaking paint, the disrepair, the palpable presence of the past.
How does the song go, that one about Portofino? Just a little moonlight, a little serenade. Mandolins, violins. I picture Dean Martin crooning it, or maybe Perry Como in his avuncular cardigan sweater. His brother Al was my high-school basketball coach. When he got angry with our play, he’d shout, “Boys, I don’t have to put up with this. I can make more money carrying Perry’s bags!”
The bus chugs up a hill, and a suitcase slips from its binding and lands in the road. The latch springs. Clothes go blowing about. Underwear, socks. Che peccato! What a pity! It’s among the only phrases I know, because I skipped the shipboard language lessons to stare at the ocean. Mi chiamo Bill. Hello. I am a kindergartner from America.
We stop for lunch in Portovenere, on the Gulf of La Spezia. It’s called Golfo dei Poeti, because so many poets have sung its praises, including Dante and Petrarch. Lord Byron once swam from Portovenere to San Terenzo, across the bay of Lerici, to visit Percy Shelley at his rented digs. An incredible swim, really, for a wastrel.
Shelley’s house, Casa Magni, still stands. It has an open ground floor and seven arches in a sort of loggia. The sea washes up almost to the front door. Shelley was as mad as a hatter at the end, pursued by horrible visions. He died in a sailing accident when he was twenty-nine. His boat, a schooner, had lounge chairs and bookshelves built into it.
Casa Magni has a plaque to commemorate Shelley’s stay, I learn from my guidebook. The plaque says, “Sailing on a fragile bark, he was landed by an unforeseen chance to the silence of the Elysian Fields.” Shelley did not write the words himself.
I am touched by these facts, anyhow. I have never been to a village where poetry matters, where it has worked its way into the fabric of everyday life. Those British Romantics, they lived like hippies, strumming their guitars and fathering children out of wedlock. I’m all for them. Am I not slightly Byronic myself? I believe there might be a poem or two in me, if I can just get them out.
Portovenere marches up a mountain slope, toward a fortress wall. There are olive trees, dark-green pines, and a bell tower with a clock. Tables are reserved for us at a trattoria by the harbor, on a vine-covered patio. We dine on pasta and roast chicken. The white wine comes in liter carafes and helps me to forgive Gregor. After a glass, he’s not such a bad fellow. After two glasses, he is my bosom pal again. We are a couple of poets on the loose in Italy and decide to chat up two women in our group, Jessica and Cynthia.
Jessica has the severe but compelling manner of a campus intellectual. She uses words like “deliquesce” and “ramification” and bites her nails. Her clothes are often black. Jessica scares me a little, but Cynthia has the opposite effect. Blond and guileless, she will be barefoot on Haight Street in a few years, her hair threaded with wildflowers and a curly-haired cherub on her back.
We talk about poetry, of course. Gregor quotes a line he swears is from The Divine Comedy. I think he’s about to sing, but he doesn’t. The wine goes around. Is it Jessica who mentions the famous grotto? The place where Byron launched his epic swim? It becomes apparent to us all that we must visit this grotto, and right away.
Into the hills we go, without any idea where the grotto might be. Jessica speaks the best Italian, so we elect her to ask for directions. Byron? The swimmer? Heads shake, people give us strange looks. A big silence hangs over Portovenere. Most shops are closed. Lunch has ended, the peasants are bedded down for their siestas.
The grotto remains elusive, but we don’t care after a while. Our search loses its importance as the wine wears off. The afternoon is bright and warm, and the bay is sparkling. Such beauty! We are young and optimistic and wildly poetical, so we tumble to earth on a grassy hillside, where Gregor promptly falls asleep.
Time passes. A lot of time passes, in fact. We roust ourselves at last and stroll back to the harbor, but everything seems different. There are shadows where the sun once shone. The village is awake again, citizens are bustling about. The waiters at the trattoria have moved the tables from the patio, and it’s as if we’ve never been there. We’ve been erased.
“The bus is gone,” Jessica says.
This is true. We’ve been erased and left behind! We will not be in Florence when our families come to claim us. We are orphans. We will have to pay some hideous price. Cynthia is crying. She’s afraid she’ll be sent back to Delaware. What could be worse?
Gregor swings into action. We’ll pool our money, he says, and hire a taxi. I throw in the ten-spot I hide in my wallet’s secret compartment. There go dozens of espressi, bottles of Chianti, books of poetry, and fateful assignations. We find a taxi stand and negotiate a fare. Thirty bucks, plus tip. The cabbie is a scoundrel, but he has us where he wants us.
In a cramped little Fiat, we turn inland from the bountiful sea and race toward Florence on the autostrada. Cynthia has stopped crying and sits on my lap. That would be a positive turn of events, if we didn’t have so far to go. I feel her weight on my thighs. My feet are getting numb, plus I’m tired and mourning the loss of my ten dollars. The literary life can be costly. That is the traveler’s third lesson.
Our taxi speeds toward the center of Florence and the piazza where our college is located. We are late arrivals, bad students who have missed the school bus in Portovenere on account of wine, sunshine, Byron, and Shelley. The director rolls his eyes at the sight of us. A fleshy, operatic man, he wears an ascot, leans on a walking stick, and affects a British accent. Probably he has read too much Henry James.
Cynthia is still nervous, thinking she might be expelled, but there’s no way. The college has already banked our tuition. Instead, the director reprimands us—irresponsible behavior, detrimental to the group, blah blah blah. It’s silly. In fact, my free-form education on the Continent is progressing nicely. In the last week, I’ve almost danced with a sailor in drag and almost made it with a hooker in Genoa. Who knows what I’ll learn next?
In another room, Italian families are waiting. They will be our hosts for the next few months, taking us in as boarders. They’re dressed in their church clothes and look uneasy about the deal they’ve struck. To invite an uncultured young American into your home is no laughing matter. It’s best to lock up the jewelry and the majolica.
Cynthia is claimed, and so are Gregor and Jessica. Finally, the director summons me and introduces me to an elderly woman with bright blue eyes—eyes that men must have fallen into, swooning, when she was younger. This is the Marchesa. She has on a black dress shiny from wear, and her white hair is in a tight bun held fast with an elegant tortoiseshell comb. Her cheeks are round and rosy. She smiles at me in a serenely accepting way.
I am drawn to her immediately. Some people age with a special grace, without any bitterness, and the Marchesa is among them. It’s her smile that gets me. She can see right into my soul. Absurd, yes, but I’m certain of it. It can happen like that at a first meeting—no barriers, no sense of opposition, a kind of purity. She knows I’m up to no good in Italy, but that doesn’t faze her. What’s youth for, if not for adventure?
I will bring her a dozen roses one day, and she will weep.
At twilight, we set out on foot for her flat. The Marchesa limps a bit, favoring her left side. Still, she’s cheerful. The walking is tough on me, though, what with a heavy suitcase on my shoulder. My feet are sore from the long taxi ride. I had Cynthia on my lap for hours, and she cut off the blood flow to my legs. How unfair! I’ve often wished for a woman on my lap, and when I get one it hurts.
It turns out the Marchesa has fallen on hard times. Her flat occupies the ground floor of an old palazzo, where she has six cold, dark rooms hung with sun-bleached tapestries. Touch an armchair and you raise a cloud of dust. Ancestors in antique gilt frames loom large. They are brooding presences, distant and unfathomable. I can hear them whispering.
The Marchesa calls for her family. They assemble in the parlor. Here’s her son, Aldo, a fortyish bureaucrat, who lives in the flat, too, along with his shy wife, Lucrezia, and their son, Giorgio, who’s thirteen and—incredibly—a baseball fan. He says to me, in perfect English, “Hello, sir. You are from New York. Tell me, please, how are the New York Yankees?”
I am thrown off-stride. The few responses I’ve mastered in Italian will not suffice. “Well, they need a starting pitcher if they hope to win the pennant next year,” I say, also in English.
“And Mickey Mantle?”
“He’s been injured. It’s been a rough year for him.”
Giorgio
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