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After decades of being forgotten, northern Peru has finally begun emerging from the shadows of
the country’s better-known south. The magnificent ruins at Kuelap, the Gocta waterfall, the
historical cities of Cajamarca and Trujillo, and jungle excursions along the Huallaga River are up-
and-coming destinations for more adventurous travelers seeking to avoid the crowds in the
south. And yet, northern Peru wasn’t always unexplored territory for travelers. In the 19th century,
the long-forgotten Moyobamba Route was the main connection between Peru’s Pacific coast
and the Ebook Library River. Among the adventurers who rode the old mule trails were a Royal
Navy lieutenant, a Swiss nobleman, a French reporter, an American professor, and a famous
early British aviator.Recently retired, the author set off to follow the ghosts of these and other
early travelers, weaving together their stories with his own adventures each step of the way. But
the story of the Moyobamba Route is just as much about the people who lived there as those
who wandered through. A Utopian bishop, a mountain warlord, a jungle-raised feminist, a future
Hollywood starlet, war heroes, German immigrants, entrepreneurs, and missionaries are among
the characters who make up the region’s rich history. Drawing on original Spanish language
materials for much of the Peruvian history, the author brings some of their stories to English
language readers for the very first time.

I lived in Chachapoyas for nearly 3 years ... there were many stories I haven't heard about that I
thought really fascinating. The book is very entertaining and easy to read. - Martina, Phima
Voyages, Chachapoyas
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FOLLOWINGGHOSTSIN NORTHERNPERUBy Don MooreCopyright 2018 Donald Harry
Moore2nd printingAll rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other
electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in
the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses
permitted by copyright law.Published by:DonMooreDXer PublicationsBellefonte, Pennsylvania,
USA“... the truth is, we are all following in someone’s footsteps now. There is no more terra
incognita, if there ever was any to start, one person’s incognita being another person’s backyard.
There are no trails left untrod ... This may seem demoralizing at first, but the silver lining is a
gradual unveiling of whole new dimensions of travel, unknown and unknowable to yesteryear’s
swashbucklers. History is a space through which we can travel now just as easily as through
longitude, latitude, and altitude. Thanks to the steady accumulation and diffusion of human
knowledge, the enticing blankness of terra incognita has been replaced with bottomless layers
of story and meaning and causality ... And if I can’t tease out the links and the logic among these
layers, I sometimes feel like I’m failing as a traveler.”- Brian Kevin, The Footloose
AmericanIntroductionThis is a book about Peru but not the Peru that most readers would be
familiar with from other travel writing. The first difference is that this work is about a journey
through northern Peru. Most modern travel writing takes the reader to the southern half of the
country. The second difference is that the focus here is not on visiting archaeological sites.
Forget about those world-famous ruins in southern Peru. They have nothing to do with this story.
Most travelogues about Peru start with the assumption that the most interesting thing about the
country is its archaeological history and then take the reader on a tour of the tumbledown ruins
of fallen civilizations. That can be fascinating but thanks to a man named Francisco Pizarro,
those ruins belong to layers of history that have little direct connection to the present. My interest
as a traveler, as a reader, and as a writer is on recent layers of history that are more closely
connected to the here-and-now that I experience as a modern-day explorer. That is why I chose
to follow the footsteps of adventurers from the 19th and early 20th centuries across the
landscape of northern Peru.As a writer, I assume that anyone who has chosen to read my book
already knows a few things about Peru. It's a Spanish-speaking country in South America, the
Andes Mountains run through the country, and the Ebook Library River begins there. That's a
solid framework to start with but I would be remiss if I didn't take a moment to add a bit more to
it.Peru has three major rivers that flow from south-to-north. The westernmost and largest is the
Marañón, which runs in a deep valley through the center of the Andes. The middle of the three is
the Huallaga. It runs along the eastern edge of the Andes with mountains on one side and jungle
on the other. The Huallaga eventually joins the Marañón. Finally, there is the Ucayali River. It
drains the easternmost jungles until it, too, flows into the Marañón. As for the Marañón, it
continues its way across northeastern Peru until crossing the border to Brazil and taking on a



new name as the Ebook Library. This story will cross the Marañón and travel by boat on the
Huallaga. The Ucayali is only peripheral to what happens.Peru is divided into about two dozen
departments (now called regions, but I prefer to stick to the old term), and this book is about four
of them: La Libertad (capital Trujillo), Cajamarca (capital Cajamarca), Ebook Libraryas (capital
Chachapoyas), and San Martín (capital Moyobamba), plus the town of Yurimaguas in Loreto
department. All mentions of Cajamarca will be about the city unless the department is specified.
Departments are subdivided into provinces and then into districts. Both of these generally have
same name as their administrative centers (e.g. the town of Chota is the capital of Chota
province). References will always be about the town unless the province or district is specified.
All the primary places along the route can be found on maps but readers with a serious interest
in geography will want to refer to Appendix B. There I explain in detail how to use satellite
imagery and Google Street View to follow both my route and the routes of the historic
travelers.Finally, this volume is lavishly illustrated, but not in the copy you are holding in your
hand. Instead, I've created a website with hundreds of photos plus other links and helpful
background at the link below. Of course there is no guarantee that my descendants will keep this
website up forever, so I plan to register all the pages for archival by The Wayback Machine. If you
are reading this book a hundred years from now hopefully all the illustrations will still be there in
some dusty backroom of the digital archive. And, if it is a hundred years from now, maybe you'll
decide to follow my forgotten footsteps across northern Peru just as I followed the forgotten
footsteps of those who journeyed before me.Don Moorehttp://www.donmooredxer.com/books/
peru.htmlPart One: The Moyobamba RouteThis is the longest way, but it offers an evident
advantage in being the one of greatest traffic ... It will favor the vast zone over which it will pass.
This road is the oldest of those existing between the coast and the navigable rivers, a great part
of it having been opened to traffic at the early part of the colonial period ... In fact, it was the only
one in use until a few years ago.- Interoceanic Communication Across the Peruvian Andes, the
Ebook Library River, and its Great Navigable Affluents, an official Peruvian government study
published in 1900 comparing eight possible routes for a railroad to link the Pacific coast to the
Ebook Library basin.Northern Peru in 1913.Excerpt from a map by La Sociedad Geografica de
LimaThe Road NorthAll the journeys began or ended in Lima. For me, Lima is the beginning. I
arrived late last night on one of the modern jetliners that have replaced the clippers and
steamships used by past travelers. I was in Lima before, in 1985. We arrived on a bus from the
north and stayed in a cheap backpacker hotel that we found in the South American Handbook.
We would have been lost without that book. But the world is different now and I have access to
more information than I could have imagined back then. Through an online service I'm renting a
bedroom from a young couple and through another one I've located a breakfast spot which the
people of this middle class neighborhood give a 4.5 rating to. It's called La Panera but I know
better than to confuse it with a better known chain in the United States. International trademarks
don't mean much if you are a small corner restaurant here.A 1980s hit from the band Chicago is
playing as I walk into the restaurant and it's followed by more English language pop. I wasn't



expecting to hear huaynos or chicha in this neighborhood but some Spanish pop would have
been welcome. Am I really in Peru? It doesn't feel that way yet.I expect to do a lot of walking
today. I feel guilty about it, but my first meal in Peru is a breakfast of bacon and eggs. Breakfast
over, I start towards the city center, walking by apartment buildings and small shops. I could take
a taxi but it's rush hour and the traffic is crawling. I can better check out the neighborhood on
foot. As I pass by a gas station, I hear music coming from the narrow strip of grass that runs
between the pumps and the street. The music is very hard to hear over the traffic, but a short
middle-aged indigenous man is standing under a small tree playing a violin. He continues to play
an Andean melody as I join him in the shade. In this busy street I am the only person with time to
appreciate his music. I hand him a coin when the song finishes several minutes later. "Gracias
por su música, señor." He doesn't smile but acknowledges me with his eyes as he takes the
coin. I now feel like I am in Peru.But I can't stay in the violin player's Peru for long. My day-to-day
existence here depends on an endless stream of information that requires a data connection. My
first stop of the day will be to the Claro office at the Real Plaza to get a local SIM card and data
plan for my phone. The Real Plaza is not the Peru of the violin player. He would fit in here even
less than he does by the gas station. The mall is open and airy and filled with well-dressed
shoppers. Some of the businesses – Starbucks, Adidas, Pizza Hut, Maybelline – would be
familiar to North American shoppers. The names of others might not be recognizable –
Essentiel, Gelarti, Kukuli, Falabela – but the stores would not look out of place in any upscale
mall up north in Gringolandia. I leave the mall connected to the rest of the world. And I'm ready to
begin my journey by paying homage to the greatest Peruvian traveler of all. Peru may be the only
country in the world where a geographer is one of the most recognized national heroes. Every
Peruvian town of any size has a street named after Antonio Raimondi and numerous schools
and parks are named after him. There aren't many statues of Raimondi, but one of those is in the
Plaza Italia, two blocks from the Palacio de Congreso.The plaza is slightly rundown and nothing
special, just a cement rectangle with a few trees and flower gardens and bored-looking people
sitting on cement benches. But there, at one end, is Antonio Raimondi standing high on a
pedestal. He's holding a magnifying glass in his right hand to examine a specimen in his left,
except that a pigeon is sitting under the magnifying glass so that it looks as if Raimondi is
intensely interested in the pigeon. Another pigeon sits on top of Raimondi's head and his
shoulders are covered in bird poop. Sometimes I think that the purpose of erecting statues of
great men is to humble them in the afterlife. "Hey, Bolívar! Isn't that you down there covered in
bird poop?"Raimondi was born in Milan, Italy in 1824 to a middle class family. He became
interested in Peru while studying science at the university and was making plans to visit the
country when politics intervened – the 1848 revolutions in Europe. Raimondi joined Giuseppe
Garibaldi in his first attempt to unify Italy and then, like many others, had to flee Europe when the
French and the Austrians defeated Garibaldi's army. So in early 1850, Antonio Raimondi and a
few friends boarded a ship for Peru, not as tourists but as immigrants. Raimondi would never
return to Italy but during the next twenty years would travel over 45,000 kilometers visiting every



corner of Peru. Antonio Raimondi may be just one of many ghosts I am following but he is the
only one whose footsteps will be with me everywhere that I go.* * *About two hundred police
have cordoned off all the streets surrounding the Palacio de Congreso, but they don't stop me or
other pedestrians from passing through. Their focus is across the street where several hundred
old men are waving signs, honking horns, and blowing plastic vuvuzela horns. A line of young
policemen and policewomen is making sure that the geriatric protesters don't cross a row of
plastic barriers. I walk over to three police waiting in reserve and ask one, "Who's protesting?"
He laughs, "We are," and explains that the protesters are retirees from the police union
demanding better pensions. Their younger replacements are maintaining order. I wonder, would
the younger officers use their clubs on the heads of the old men who trained them a few years
ago? On the other hand, the old men don't look to be a threat to do anything more annoying than
blowing vuvuzelas.The politicians who work in the Palacio de Congreso mostly come from
Peru's middle and upper classes, but they don't have to go far to be reminded of the other side
of Peru. The central market district begins just one block away and it’s not the Lima of the people
who shop at the Real Plaza. The streets here are lined with little stores that specialize in
everything from kitchen needs to electronic goods to clothes to wooden doors to school
supplies. Along the street, mounds of onions, carrots, cucumbers, tomatoes, and tropical fruits
fill unpainted tables at wooden produce stands. The sidewalks are hot, narrow, crowded, and
gritty. The adjoining gutters serve as long shallow garbage containers. The air smells of rotting
produce, sweat, and, in some places, of stale urine. I can barely hear myself think above the din
of vendors hawking their products with shouts of "Cebollas! Papayas!" And I love it.My long-ago
Peace Corps service may have been in Honduras, but the streets of Lima's market district feel
comfortable and familiar. The market is a collage of colors, sounds, and smells. Vendors ask me
"Qué busca?" (What are you looking for?), but they wouldn't understand if I answered,
"Everything here." The colorful fruits and vegetables, the gritty sidewalks, the bustle of the
hawkers, the slightly sweet smell of rotting produce ... it all takes me back to another time. There
are many places in this world where I feel at home. Latin American street markets is one of them.
And the air here is filled with the sounds of huaynos, harawis, and other música folclórica. The
Real Plaza mall is not Peru. This is.Working with the Peace Corps in Honduras for three years in
the early 1980s introduced me to living and traveling in Latin America. Those were the most
interesting years of my life and afterward I spent six months in 1985 traveling through South
America with my then-wife, Theresa, another Peace Corps volunteer I had met in Honduras.
Peace Corps had totally changed who I was and what I wanted from life. Nevertheless, once
back in the United States life returned to normal and three decades slipped by. We settled into a
community. I earned two more degrees and had two careers. We raised two wonderful children.
We bought a house and then a larger one. We divorced about the time the children went off on
their own. And while over the years we had made a few short trips to Latin America and Europe, I
always longed for the opportunity to spend an extended time overseas again.The best lesson
from Peace Corps was how to live simply and avoid getting caught in the trap of materialism, so I



found myself at sixty years able to retire and ready to begin the next stage of life's journey. The
open road lay before me and I was no longer bound to the confines of the two-week vacation. My
first trip would be seven months of overland travel through Peru, Ecuador, and Colombia. I might
be sixty years old, but I didn't have to act like it. But first, to better understand the places I
planned to visit, I began reading old travelogues from the 1800s and early 1900s. And that is
how I discovered the Moyobamba Route.* * *Maybe I should rephrase that as I'm not the
one who really discovered the Moyobamba Route. That was Lieutenant Henry Lister Maw of the
Royal Navy in 1827. He did it in the traditional way that new places are discovered – by going
somewhere that the people who already lived there knew all about and then bringing the place
to the attention of the rest of the world. What Maw discovered was a series of mule trails across
northern Peru, which normally wouldn't be anything to get excited about unless you happened to
be looking for a link between Peru's Pacific coast and the Ebook Library River basin in the
1820s.The upper reaches of the Ebook Library River had been discovered early in the colonial
period, but aside from a few exploratory voyages, there had never been much traffic on the river
from Spain's South American colonies. Connections with the Portuguese Ebook Library were
forbidden as Spain required that all trade from its colonies pass through Lima or one of a handful
of other ports where taxes could be collected. Furthermore, Spain closely guarded information
about its colonies and rarely allowed foreign visitors. The La Condamine scientific expedition of
the 1730s and Alexander von Humboldt's travels in the early 1800s were rare exceptions. The
result was that when Peru gained its independence in the 1820s, the new government, mostly
run by coastal elites, knew very little about the interior of its own country or where its own
boundaries were.The Peruvian government wasn't the only party with an interest in learning
more about the interior. The British had provided crucial support to the South American
independence movements and were now eagerly looking to open commercial ties and trade
routes with the new republics. Both Peru and Britain wanted to find a viable route linking Peru's
Pacific coast to the Ebook Library now that Brazil was also independent, but plans for an official
joint expedition fell through in mid-1827. And that is where Lieutenant Maw came in. Maw was
stationed on a ship in Lima harbor at the time and had read some old accounts about the region.
After hearing that there would be no expedition, he went to his commanding officer and
volunteered to make the trip on his own. The Peruvian government agreed with the offer and
both parties drew up official letters of recommendation for Maw to take on his journey. Maw's
proposal would cost them little and if the brash young lieutenant who spoke almost no Spanish
disappeared in the wilds of South America it would be of no consequence.Obviously, Maw did
not disappear into the wilds. If he had he really would have been of no consequence and not
mentioned in this book. What Maw did do was to go out and discover (in that traditional sense of
the word) the Moyobamba Route, a viable trade route between Trujillo on the Pacific and
Yurimaguas on the Huallaga River, one of the main Ebook Library tributaries. There was nothing
new in Maw's discovery in that the trails probably originated as Indian paths thousands of years
ago and were heavily used for local trade when Maw came through in 1827-28. But Maw went



back to England and told the world what was there. His discovery turned the mule trails into an
international trade route within a decade.The passage between the coast and the Huallaga took
about a month, traveling by mule-back, on foot, and in canoes. Over the next century numerous
adventurers and scientists from Europe and the United States traveled it. Some of them wrote
about their journeys and now a sixty-year-old gringo who had read what they wrote was going to
follow their ghostly footsteps across northern Peru. So the real beginning of my journey isn't here
in Lima, but rather five hundred kilometers to the north, in Trujillo.* * *Modern maps show
the Pan-American Highway running north along the Peruvian coast with cities and towns strung
along it like beads on a necklace. But less than a century ago there was no ribbon of road
connecting the beads. Travel overland across the coastal desert was long and difficult so all
trade and travel along the coast went by ship. Trails, and later railroads, led eastward from each
port to the nearby mountains, not a lot different from the modern road system, but once travelers
or goods arrived at the coast they were loaded on ships for the journey up or down the coast. It
wasn't until the early 1900s, once the internal combustion engine promised faster travel than
mules could provide, that the first roads along the coast began stringing the beads together. In
just a few decades most domestic trade and transportation moved to the new roads and little
coastal towns not involved with international trade or the fishing industry withered away.Still,
early travel on the coastal highway was an adventure. In 1938 Englishman Christopher
Sandeman, who had just spent several months traveling by raft and mule-back in the Peruvian
interior, hired a car for the two-day drive from Trujillo to Lima. He described the experience as a
“nightmare.” A year later Adventist missionary H. B. Lundquist rode from Lima to Trujillo in a large
station wagon with a driver and ten passengers, “at least two more than should have traveled.”
For about two hundred kilometers the road clung to the narrow bluff looking out over the Pacific
below. “At midnight the Highway terminated abruptly, and we were now treated to travel over
loose, deep sand, a road of a thousand trails. Up and down sand dunes, over rolling prairies of
glistening sand, on we roared and groaned through the night.” Hours later they reached the next
stretch of finished road and finally arrived in Trujillo twenty hours after departing Lima.Rugged
station wagons were the vehicle of choice when Lundquist traveled the hardened dirt road that
was the precursor to the Pan-American Highway. Today the route has evolved into a modern four-
lane divided highway on which double-decker buses of various degrees of luxury and price
connect the major cities up and down the coast. For my journey north, I had chosen Linea, a
better-than-average company, and bought my ticket two days before, reserving the seat on the
second floor directly above the driver so that I would have unobstructed views out the front and
side. When we leave on Monday morning, the bus is only half full and as the next seat is empty I
have room to spread out.Just before the nine a.m. departure the hostess walks through to
confirm that all seat belts have been fastened. The journey will take ten hours, but the first one-
and-a-half are just getting out of metro Lima as the driver deftly navigates the massive vehicle
through the narrow congested city streets that lead to the four-lane Pan-American Highway. The
highway makes a huge loop around the town of Ancon, just north of the city, but our bus takes a



shortcut on the old road that continues straight up the coast. From my high perch at the front of
the bus I have a panoramic view of the narrow strand of concrete that stretches out ahead with
sand dunes towering over us on the landward side and ocean waves lapping the shore five
hundred feet below on the other. The coast is a mix of rocky outcroppings and smooth beaches
with scattered clusters of huts. Small single-person fishing boats bob in the water. Little patches
of fog just add to the mystical landscape. Then the magic ends and we are back on the four lane
Panamerican highway traveling through the desert.There is a pattern to this road through the
desert. For miles it is lined with nothing but rocks and brown dirt with not a plant in sight. Then
suddenly the roadside is lush with corn and sugarcane and fruit trees and in the middle of that
oasis is a river, whose water irrigates the greenery, and an impoverished tattered little town that
provides the hands that work the fields. Not that the desert is totally empty. In some areas long
stretches of chain-link fence run alongside the road for miles and signs warn “No Trespassing”
as this area belongs to this or that mining company. Elsewhere we pass compounds of long
narrow cloth-covered buildings which I later learn are used to raise chickens. The water has to
be trucked in.* * *Living in Honduras for three years gave me an appreciation for the
unbeaten path so that when I travel to Latin America I mostly avoid places that draw hoards of
gringos. What initially attracted me to northern Peru was a mixture of that desire to trod the
unbeaten path combined with pleasant memories of a few places we had visited in 1985. Mass
tourism and travel to Peru centers on the south so that nothing matters to most visitors except for
Lima and the mystical remains of the old Inca heartland. Hardly anyone visits any place north of
Lima aside from a handful of surfing spots along the coast. To most modern travelers the
northern interior is terra incognita. From what I've found, there hasn't been a travel book written
in decades that focuses on northern Peru.Yet the north is filled with magnificent pre-Incan ruins,
colonial towns, high Andean scenery, jungle rivers, and very good food. The wonders of the
region were seen by those who came through when the Moyobamba Route was at its height.
Northern Peru was somewhere then. But while progress mostly gives, it also sometimes takes
away. Towards the end of the nineteenth century changes in transportation shifted trade routes
and the interior of northern Peru became the nowhere that it is now.Much of the story of the
Moyobamba Route was written by the foreigners who ventured through the region. They wrote
travel diaries and newspaper accounts describing not only their experiences but also the little
towns, the food, and the customs. It is always the outsider who can most easily notice and
examine the mundane everyday details of a place and a culture. Those that experience that
same life everyday write nothing precisely because of its mundanity.But the story of the
Moyobamba Route is not just that of foreigners passing through. Long forgotten are the stories
of Peruvians ranging from sugar planters to a jungle-raised feminist to a mountain warlord. The
region is rich in history from the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, but it's a history that is
largely forgotten even by Peruvians. Remnants of pre-Hispanic and colonial-era Peru are
everywhere. I don't believe there is anywhere on the coast or in the sierra that doesn't have at
least a minor archaeological site nearby and the towns and cities are filled with churches and



other buildings from colonial times.But structures such as old churches and temple ruins don't
tell stories. Stories are written in books and books are stored on dusty shelves, not on street
corners or high mountain tops. Stories are hidden except to those who read them. I like stories
and that is why I am more interested in reading about an early twentieth century warlord or a
nineteenth century vagabond than visiting a sixteenth-century church or a thousand-year-old
ruin. Stories bring interesting people to life again and that is why I'm following the footsteps of
ghosts across northern Peru. I want to walk where the stories walked.* * *For northern Peru
the most significant and most tragic event of the nineteenth century was the war the Chile.
Anyone who looks at a map would be excused for asking “What? The Chilean border is far away
at the southern end of Peru.” That the fighting and destruction reached so far north and so far
inland indicates how badly the war went for Peru. Late nineteenth century Peru can't be
understood without understanding the war.The causes of the War of the Pacific are as complex
as the war itself. Prior to 1879, Chile's northern boundary lay about 500 kilometers further south
of where it is today. The area from Antofagasta to Tocopilla belonged to Bolivia and north of
Tocopilla was Peruvian territory. This region encompasses the Atacama Desert, the driest in the
world, and it doesn't appear to be something worth fighting over. But the desert was rich in
sodium nitrates and nineteenth century science had learned how those could be used to make
fertilizer. Hundreds of shiploads were being exported from the desert each year, primarily to
rebuild the long-depleted fields of Europe.All three countries – Peru, Bolivia, and Chile –
received significant tax revenue from sodium nitrate sales, but international boundaries had
never been fully agreed on and foreign powers (especially Great Britain) played one country
against the other in a quest for more favorable taxes. Bolivia was the middle man more than just
geographically as both Peru and Chile tried to form alliances with it against the other party. Peru
also attempted to lure Argentina into an alliance with a promise of Chilean territory on the Pacific
coast, but that fell through when Argentina and Chile reached their own border agreement. Then
the Chilean government learned that Peru and Bolivia had formed a secret alliance against it.
Rather than wait and take the defensive, Chilean troops marched into Bolivian territory in
February, 1879.While none of the three countries was prepared for war, international opinion
was unanimous: Chile would be soundly defeated. Together, the allied powers of Peru and
Bolivia had standing armies twice the size of Chile's, larger populations, and overall more
resources. Furthermore, the Chileans had another war on their hands – they had been fighting
the Mapuche Indians in the south since independence.But Chile had advantages, too. Unlike its
northern neighbors, it had had a stable political system for several decades. The Chilean army
was staffed by educated and professional officers who, unlike their counterparts in Peru and
Bolivia, were more interested in understanding the art of warfare than in participating in politics.
And the Mapuche War had given Chilean officers valuable experience that the Peruvians and
Bolivians lacked. With an experienced and organized officer corps, the Chileans were able to
raise, equip, and professionally train thousands of new soldiers in a short time. Finally, the
Chilean navy had just purchased two new ironclad warships and nothing in the Peruvian navy



could match them.Ironically, the key to this war in the desert was control of the seas. Just as in
the desert north of Lima, a string of ports lined the coast of the Atacama desert for hundreds of
kilometers, and while each town had short roads or railroads connecting it to mines in the nearby
interior, there were no roads connecting the towns together. Each port was totally dependent on
sea travel for communication, food, and transportation. After a series of successful sea battles,
culminating in the capture of the Peruvian navy's flagship Huáscar, the Chileans held full control
of the seas by October, 1879. At that point Peru had for all purposes lost the war and had no
means of regaining the initiative or retaking the lost territory.Perhaps a more unified or more
organized government would have understood that the war was lost and arranged a peaceful
and honorable end to the fighting. But that was not the political reality of Peru. As soon as
hostilities started Peruvian President Mariano Prado (not to be confused with his predecessor,
Manuel Pardo) had sailed for Europe to borrow money and buy armaments, leaving vice-
president Luis La Puerta in charge. But the military leadership didn't believe that La Puerta was
capable of leading the country in wartime and deposed him in a bloody coup in December,
1879. Nicolás de Piérola, a former finance minister who had led an unsuccessful coup a few
years before, became president.Meanwhile the Chileans used their ability to transport troops
and supplies by sea to hopscotch up the coast port by port, overwhelming outnumbered and
isolated Peruvian and Bolivian garrisons. Much of what was left of the Bolivian army was
destroyed in May, 1880 at the Battle of Tacna and Bolivia effectively withdrew from the war. In
October 1880, the United States attempted to mediate a peace settlement, but the Peruvian
government insisted that the Chileans withdraw their troops from all occupied territory before
talks could begin. The Chileans had no intention of simply walking away from a position of
strength that had been won on the battlefield and continued their way north capturing coastal
cities one by one. By early January, 1881 they had 24,000 troops massed south of Lima. Over
the next few days they defeated the Peruvians at Chorrillos and again at Miraflores and then
marched triumphantly into Lima. President Piérola fled inland to Ayacucho from where he
attempted to continue the fight.After occupying Lima, the Chileans permitted the pre-Piérola
congress to meet and they chose Francisco García Calderón as provisional president. When
García Calderón refused to negotiate with the Chileans who were, quite literally, outside the
gate, they arrested him and several other members of the government and took them to
Santiago as prisoners. But before being carried off to the Chilean capital, García Calderón
appointed General Lizardo Montero as his successor. Peru was now in political chaos with no
central government. Two men, Piérola and Montero, claimed to be president while the Chileans
still recognized the captive García Calderón. Meanwhile, General Andrés Cáceres, one of the
more successful Peruvian generals in the war so far, was headquartered in Jauja where he had
raised a new army which he called the Ejército del Centro. Cáceres operated independently,
under no higher command. In this state of confusion in which not one leader of Peru's divided
government was willing to admit defeat, there was only one way for the Chileans to finish the
war. They would have to subdue the entire country.* * *For several hours I enjoy watching



the desert scenery and seeing the coastal towns along the highway before falling into a late
afternoon nap. Night is falling when I wake and the lights of Trujillo are off in the distance. My
journey on the Moyobamba Route begins.The Walled CityOn November 30, 1827, the Peruvian
brig Alcanze left Lima's port of Callao on a regular voyage carrying passengers and goods up
the coast. One passenger was particularly anxious to get to his destination. Lieutenant Henry
Lister Maw's journey was in no way official to either the British or Peruvian governments, but
both the Peruvians and Maw's commanding officer, Sir John Sinclair, had given permission for
the venture. In his bags Maw carried letters of recommendation from both Sinclair and numerous
high Peruvian officials and small valuable items such as fish hooks, scissors, and knives. The
packet of letters should persuade even the most recalcitrant local official to cooperate with him
and the trade goods would serve to pay his way in a region where money was unknown.The trip
on the Alcanze was uneventful and to Maw it didn't feel much different than being on a British
vessel. Most of the crew and officers were Englishmen who had served under Lord Cochrane
when he commanded the Peruvian navy during the war of independence and the commanding
officer was a Peruvian who had learned his trade from Cochrane. On December 4th the brig
arrived off Trujillo’s port of Huanchaco, which Maw described as "[consisting] merely of a
number of huts, belonging to Indians employed in the port, with rather better buildings for the
commandante, captain of the port, and an English port agent." Maw's baggage was loaded onto
mules to be carried to the city two leagues inland, where he found lodging with a British
merchant residing in the city.Truxillo is surrounded by a wall built of adobe, large unbaked bricks.
The wall is about five feet in thickness and ten in height, with a parapet or breastwork of the
same material, and about a foot thick above it. The circumference may be a league and a half ...
There are five gates by which as many roads enter the city; that opposite the Huanchaco road
being the principal... The houses are in general well built with flat roofs, and form solid squares,
or quadras of equal dimensions. Towards the centre of the city is a plaza ... On the east side of
the plaza is the cathedral, plain in its appearance, and built, like the city walls, of large unbaked
bricks...There are, I believe, twelve churches in Truxillo besides the cathedral. Three have
monasteries attached to them; two, nunneries; and one a hospital attended by monks.In
consequence of the frequency of earthquakes few of the houses in Truxillo are more than one
story high; and the best houses are built like those of Lima, with an internal square or 'pateo'
having an arched gateway opening to the street. The principal rooms are spacious and lofty with
ceilings of red cedar richly carved...A daily market is held in the plaza to which the country
people bring fruit, vegetables, poultry and meat, excepting beef, which is killed outside the walls
by butchers belonging to the city. A curious circumstance is said to attend poor persons'
purchases in the market. There being no copper coin in Peru and a person not wishing, or
perhaps not having, a real to expend for every article, purchases a real's worth of eggs, with
which he or she proceeds to buy an egg's worth of vegetables from one person, an egg's worth
of something else from another, continuing to market until all is got that is required. The eggs are
considered current payment, and in the end are purchased by those who require them for



use. Maw's host, a Mr. McPherson, introduced the lieutenant to the local officials. Everyone he
met was intrigued by the Englishman's plan to travel overland to the Ebook Library, yet they all
saw one major flaw: Maw spoke no Spanish. Then a Mr. Hinde, a British merchant who had been
living in Peru for several years and spoke good Spanish, came forward. He had been thinking of
returning home and would be proud to accompany a member of His Majesty's Royal Navy on
what could be an historic adventure. After all, no Englishman had ever gone down the Ebook
Library.* * *Once the yoke of Spanish colonialism had been removed, Peru was free to trade
with the world and within a few decades new trade, new ideas, and new immigrants had brought
the country, or at least the coastal cities, into the nineteenth century. By 1860 central Trujillo was
no longer filled with drab single-story buildings. The French Count de Gabriac wrote Trujillo had
"a more Peruvian aspect than Lima, there being but few Europeans dwelling there. Balconies are
still more common to the houses than at Lima and the external walls are covered with blue or
yellow tiles in the Saracenic style, which have a ravishing effect in the sun of Peru." The
balconies which today give charm to the old downtown were first built during this period.Four
years later Ephraim George Squier, archaeologist and American consul in Lima, stayed in Trujillo
for several weeks while investigating the nearby Chimú ruins. In the less than four decades since
Maw's visit, the population had more than doubled to 15,000, "made up largely of hacendados,
or owners of estates in the surrounding valleys, and comerciantes, or traders, with the usual
proportions of the lower orders and mixed breeds." Many more common laborers lived in nearby
villages outside the walls. The city had many two story houses, numerous well-stocked shops
(even a photography studio), and thirteen churches in addition to the cathedral. Trujillo appeared
very prosperous. Still, the Hotel del Comercio where Squier stayed had fleas.* * *Trujillo's
new port at Salaverry was almost forty years old when Father John Zahm disembarked in 1907.
There was nothing unusual about the arrival of a foreign priest in Peru. Throughout the country's
history hundreds, if not thousands, had come here to dedicate their lives to God by serving the
poor in some remote mountain town. But the fifty-six-year-old Father Zahm was not that kind of
priest.A native of Ohio in the United States, Zahm had built a career as an academic, a scientist,
and a writer. He had served nine years as vice-president at Notre Dame College and then nine
more years on the board of the Congregation of the Holy Cross, overseeing the school. His
leadership launched the first phase of turning Notre Dame into a modern research university. An
expert at networking in an age before that was even a word, by the time Zahm left his position
with Notre Dame in 1906 he had become one of the most prominent leaders in the Catholic
Church of the United States. His friends included President Theodore Roosevelt and Pope Leo
XXIII had personally bestowed Zahm with his Doctor of Philosophy degree.And now the
illustrious priest had begun a new phase in life as a traveler and travel writer. After leaving the
United States, Father Zahm had spent the past year journeying through Venezuela, Colombia,
Panama, Ecuador, and southern Peru. In Lima he had mingled with all the prominent people, as
his reputation gave him the right to do everywhere that he went. But those important people in
the fancy ballrooms reacted in horror when the priest told them of his plan to finish his travels by



taking the Moyobamba Route. Yes, they told him, the Moyobamba Route had once been the
best way to travel from the coast to the Ebook Library, but not in 1907. Steam launches had been
cruising up and down the Ucayali for over half a century. Then Henry Meiggs had begun building
his railroad over the Andes east of Lima, placing rails where the llamas walked, as the engineer
liked to brag. A few years ago the rails had finally crested the high pass and reached La
Oroya.No, everyone told him, there was a far safer and more comfortable way to make the
journey. President José Pardo himself had offered to make all the arrangements for the
distinguished priest to travel to the Ebook Library in style. The journey would begin with a two-
day train ride in a private car to La Oroya followed by a four or five day horseback ride over the
Andes to Puerto Bermúdez. There was no way to avoid a few days on horseback, but from
Puerto Bermúdez Father Zahm could travel down the Ucayali in luxury. Two new launches had
just arrived in Iquitos from Europe and were making their maiden voyage upriver now. The
President would see that the priest had exclusive use of one for his voyage to Iquitos.To
everyone's astonishment Father Zahm declined the offer to travel as a king and chose instead to
travel as a peasant on a mule. But Father Zahm was not an obscure lieutenant in the Royal Navy
and it would be an embarrassment if he didn't safely arrive in Iquitos. President Pardo would see
that the priest had a military escort for his entire journey from Trujillo to Iquitos and would instruct
officials along the route to treat the priest as a visiting dignitary. And, indeed, he was good on his
word. Trujillo's officials had been alerted to expect the priest and were waiting to meet him at the
dock when he arrived. The priest would stay at the official mayor's residence as an honored
guest for the upcoming festivities.At the end of the War of the Pacific, Peru had had no navy left
to speak of and, in the economic collapse and political chaos that followed the war, no money to
rebuild one. But by the turn of the new century the country had sufficiently recovered so that the
government was able to order two light cruisers to be built in England. The new warships – the
Coronel Bolognesi and the Almirante Grau - would arrive at Salaverry the next day and their
arrival would set off several days of parties. "All work was suspended and nothing was thought of
but balls, speeches, banquets and general merry-making. The streets and houses were gay with
flags and bunting during the day, and illumined by fireworks and multicolored Chinese lanterns
at night."Perhaps the only thing that Father Zahm liked better than a good party was the good
food that would come with it. Banquets and receptions were held everywhere – in the finest
mansions, in the plazas, even on the decks of the two cruisers – and the American priest was a
center of attraction at all of them. The highlight of the celebration was the grand ball where
"Handsome young cavaliers in brilliant uniforms and charming young señoritas, aglow with the
enthusiasm inspired by the occasion, presented a picture that once seen can never be
forgotten." The priest would have no reason to leave Trujillo until the fun was over.* * *The
only party to greet me when I arrived at the Linea bus terminal about 7:30 p.m. were taxi drivers
looking for passengers. I chose one who seemed particularly chatty and after a pleasant ride
through the city arrived at the Munay Wasi backpacker hotel where I had made a reservation.
The long bus ride had been tiring, but I was even more famished than tired. I had had little to eat



all day. In 1938, English botanists Christopher Sandeman and Michael O’Halloran traveled the
Moyobamba Route from east to west. After months in the back country the first thing they did
after arriving in Trujillo and dropping their luggage off at a hotel was to go straight to Trujillo's
finest restaurant, Los Tumbos, for chupe de camarones. Los Tumbos has long since closed its
doors so I walked to the Restaurante Demarco for my bowl of spicy soup filled with shrimp, rice,
potatoes, vegetables, and a fried egg. It was a fine ending for a long day.Sandeman wrote that
Trujillo "... is clean and well-kept and makes an impression, if not of wealth, at least of comfort
and business activity." And that's still true of the old colonial heart of the city. There is wealth in
Trujillo, but today it's found in the outlying neighborhoods of huge modern houses, high-rise
apartment buildings, and glittering shopping centers. Avenida España runs in a loop around the
city center, forming a very clear boundary. Trujillo was one of just three cities in Spanish South
America – the others were Lima and Cartagena, Colombia – that were surrounded by a wall for
protection from pirate attacks. But those were a thing of the past when Lt. Maw visited and the
city had already started to expand outside the wall. A few decades later the wall was torn down
and the land under it became Avenida España. A few parts of the wall are still left with the largest
being a buttress where the interior has been turned into a flower garden. And not far away at the
end of Jirón Pizarro is a replica of one of the five original gates.The Trujillo area's best known
tourist attractions – the Chan Chan ruins and the beaches of Huanchaco – are outside of town
and not on my agenda. I'm here to experience the historical center. I start at the central plaza but
find that it's cordoned off for repairs in preparation for the Pope's visit three months from now.
He'll be celebrating mass in the cathedral on the corner. So instead I wander across the street to
the tall-towered mellow-yellow structure that dominates the block. Although it was built in the
1600s, the cathedral doesn't look that old as it was extensively modernized in the early 1900s.
The spacious interior is surprisingly bright for a colonial era church and the ceiling and side walls
are covered with brilliantly colored religious paintings that actually look happy and joyous and
not at all like seventeenth century religious art usually do. I think I could enjoy spending eternity
with the people in these paintings.On the south side of the plaza, Peru's Central Reserve Bank
maintains one of Trujillo's signature colonial homes, the Casa Urquiaga. Inside is a bedroom
where Simon Bolívar slept, with the original bed, and an adjoining dining room with the same
long formal table where he held meetings. Over the years I've seen places in four different
countries where Bolívar slept. That man got around. Parts of the house are closed off as it serves
as the regional office for the bank, but there is a small museum of old Peruvian coins and
banknotes in two rooms off the rear patio. Later I make a second visit to the Casa Urquiaga to
get some more photos. When I walk into the front patio there are a half-dozen heavily armed
men guarding two pallets piled knee-high with small cardboard boxes. The boxes in one pile are
labeled as 50 sol bills while the other pile contains the brand-new 200 sol notes. There is easily
the equivalent of over a million dollars and the pallets are right by the door that I need to go
through to get to the money museum. The guards pay me no mind as I walk by.The streets of
central Trujillo are lined with old houses, most of which have second story balconies. The



houses range from the most simple to very elaborate and from a state of total disrepair to
gorgeous restoration. Some writers refer to the balconies as being colonial, but that isn't correct.
Remember that when Maw visited almost all the buildings were a single story and not until
Count de Gabriac visited thirty years later were two story buildings with balconies common.
Here and elsewhere in Peru, the style is more correctly known as Republican architecture as it
became common in the first decades of the republic.Jirón Pizarro is the main street in the heart
of the colonial section and the four blocks between the replica gate and the Plaza de Armas
have been closed off to traffic and turned into a pedestrian mall. The city's most prominent
families once lived on these few blocks but today most of their homes have been turned into
shops, restaurants, hotels, or casinos. The interiors rarely match the elegant exteriors.But Jirón
Pizarro isn't all repurposed old houses. A few gems from the past remain. Just up the street from
the Plaza de Armas, the Casa de la Emancipación is where the elite of Trujillo declared the city's
independence from Spain in 1820. A colonial style house built in the 1600s, it was heavily
modified in the early Republican period and has now been fully restored with Republican period
furniture. Several of the rooms are used for displays about the history of Trujillo and for revolving
art exhibits. The house is owned by the BBVA bank, which has an office next door.The Palacio
de Iturregui stands on the corner at the opposite end of the same block. An early leader of the
independence movement, Juan Manuel Iturregui had been a general in the rebel army and later
served as Peru's ambassador to several European countries. His official duties included buying
supplies for the Peruvian military from European manufacturers and representing the Peruvian
government in negotiations with European mining companies. Iturregui returned to Peru a much
richer man than when he had left, far beyond what his government salary would have provided,
and in 1841 bought an old colonial house that had once belonged to the Marquis of Bellavista.
Over the next few years he spent lavishly on it, adding a second floor and remodeling the house
in the most extravagant Republican style with everything from ornate iron work on all the
windows and gold molding on the ceilings. The finished mansion was, by some accounts, the
most opulent in all of South America. The home remained in the family after Iturregui's death
until the Great Depression took a toll on his descendants' finances causing them in 1930 to
move upstairs and begin renting out the first floor to the exclusive Club Central de Trujillo. In
1972, Iturregui's great-grandson sold the entire property to the club.Today all the best families of
Trujillo belong to the Club Central and it's generally closed to outsiders, although visitors are
allowed to wander among the ornate sitting rooms, billiard rooms, and gentleman's bar in the
morning before the members arrive. It may no longer be the most opulent house on the
continent, but it is still jaw-dropping gorgeous. Photos of the house may be seen on the club's
Facebook page. Just don't expect to see anything about their next door neighbors.* *
*Among the first books I read when I became interested in Latin America as a high school
student was John Gunther's Inside South America. Gunther wrote about numerous historical
and (then) contemporary Latin Americans, but for me one of the most memorable was a native
son of Trujillo. I can't leave the city without visiting his birthplace. Víctor Raúl Haya de la Torre has



been called the most influential Peruvian of the twentieth century and he was certainly one of the
most interesting. Haya de la Torre was born in 1895 to a moderately wealthy family in Trujillo. In
1913 he began studies at the Universidad Nacional de Trujillo and soon became one of the main
members of the Trujillo Bohemians, a loose organization of would-be poets, writers, and other
young intellectuals.Haya de la Torre moved to Lima in 1919 to continue his studies at the
Universidad de San Marcos. There he became involved in his first political movement, a student
organization that was supporting workers striking for an eight-hour workday. Haya de la Torre's
speaking and organizational skills quickly led to his becoming a leader in Lima's liberal reform
movement. The following year former highly-conservative president Augusto Leguía ousted the
elected government in a coup and the country took a turn toward the authoritarian. Leguía had
little time for reformists of any type and after several run-ins with the government Haya de la
Torre was exiled to Panama in 1923.From Panama Haya de la Torre moved to Mexico where the
reforms of the revolution were just getting underway. Encouraged by what he saw, in 1924 Haya
de la Torre founded the organization he would be associated with for the rest of his life – the
Alianza Popular Revolucionaria Americana, or APRA. It was meant to be an international
organization promoting progressive causes throughout the world and he spent the next several
years traveling through European and Latin American countries to promote it.Meanwhile back in
Peru Leguía's dictatorial rule had become increasingly repressive, but the Great Depression hit
the country hard and he was overthrown in 1930. With elections scheduled for 1931, Haya de la
Torre headed home to organize APRA as a political party and announce his candidacy for
president. Many historians of the period think Haya de la Torre won the election but officially the
victory went to Luis Miguel Sánchez Cerro, the general who had led the junta that had
overthrown Leguía. When the Apristas protested the results, Haya de la Torre was thrown in jail
and the Aprista delegation expelled from the Congress. These acts led to street protests
throughout the country and gave the new government an excuse to return to the repressive
tactics of the Leguía years.Then in the early hours of July 7, 1932 a small group of Apristas,
operating totally on their own, attacked and overran the main military base outside of Trujillo.
When they marched triumphantly into the city the next morning, that put the main body of the
Aprista movement in the city in a difficult position. Should they oppose the revolutionaries for
having gone too far ... or join them and launch a larger revolution? They chose the latter and
declared Trujillo a free city. Hearing the news, Apristas rose up and took over other important
towns in the department, including Ascope and Huamachuco, as well as Cajamarca and
Huaraz, capitals of the two adjoining mountain departments.Sánchez Cerro's government gave
the revolutionaries no time to get established. The next day the Peruvian Air Force began air
raids over the city and the Peruvian navy bombarded the city from the Almirante Grau, the same
warship that had been celebrated in Trujillo a quarter century earlier during Father Zahm's visit.
Apristas dug trenches and erected barricades in preparation for a long fight. The army’s attack
came on July 9th and although the rebels held their own at first, they were hopelessly
outnumbered and, unlike the army, didn't have warehouses of ammunition to draw on. Little by



little the rebels were pushed further into the city, often giving up a position only after the fighters
defending it had run out of bullets. Two days after the battle began government troops overran
the last rebel positions in Trujillo and a few days later the last Aprista controlled towns in the
interior fell.With the city firmly in their hands, the army now turned its attention to rounding up the
rebels, most of whom had simply dropped their weapons and melded into the population.
Anyone known to have an association with APRA or whose body showed signs of having
participated in the fight was assumed to have participated. Some were executed after summary
trials, but many more were simply rounded up in the middle of the night and taken outside town
to the Chan Chan ruins where they were forced to dig their own graves before being shot. For
years afterward stray dogs were digging up their bones among the ruins. How many were killed
this way isn't known, but the British consul in Trujillo estimated that they numbered in the
hundreds. APRA later claimed that over 6,000 rebels were either killed in the fighting or
executed in the aftermath, but that number is considered to be too high.The failed rebellion had
put the entire country into a state of tension made even worse when Sánchez Cerro started an
unpopular border war with Colombia. Then on April 30, 1933 the president had just finished
inspecting troops returned from the Colombian border when a solitary man ran up to his car,
pulled out a pistol, and pumped four bullets into Sánchez Cerro's back. He died the next
day.When the assassin turned out to be an APRA member, a true civil war could have broken
out, but the Congress named former president Óscar R. Benavides as president and among his
first acts was to free Haya de la Torre and all other imprisoned Apristas. As intended, this
brought relative peace to Peru's fragile political system but the powers that controlled the
country had no intentions of legitimizing APRA. A year later Benavides outlawed the party on the
grounds that it was an international organization and, as such, prohibited by the constitution
from participating in Peruvian politics. Haya de la Torre was once again a political criminal and
would spend eleven years living underground directing APRA as it clandestinely organized
workers throughout the country. Finally in 1945 APRA was once again allowed to participate in
politics and Haya de la Torre came out of hiding.The strangest episode of Haya de la Torre's life
was yet to come. After General Manuel Odría took over the government in a November, 1948
coup, he put out a warrant for Haya de la Torre's arrest. Haya found refuge in the Colombian
embassy, but Odría refused to allow him safe passage out of the country. Haya de la Torre spent
the next five years living in the embassy until after years of international pressure he was allowed
to go into exile in Mexico in 1954.APRA was legalized once again in 1956 after Odría was
overthrown and Haya de la Torre returned from exile to head the party. In 1962 he ran for
president and although he won the most votes he didn't get the necessary fifty percent, which
threw the election to Congress. But the military stepped in first and declared that the election
was nullified and that new elections would be held the following year. Haya de la Torre was
allowed to run again but everyone knew that he would never be allowed to take office so it was
no surprise when he came in second this time.Perhaps tired of always being shut out, over the
next few years Haya de la Torre and APRA moved closer to the political center in preparation for



the next election. And so when a left-wing military junta overthrew the elected government in
1968, APRA was again outlawed, along with all other political parties. A return to civilian
government ten years later began with the election of a new Congress in 1978, and 83-year-old
Haya de la Torre ran for and won a seat in the new assembly. APRA also won the most seats,
although not a majority, and Haya de la Torre was elected President of the Assembly. As the
Congress set about the work of writing a new constitution, Haya de la Torre made plans to run
for president once again in 1980. But his health was failing and it was not to be. On July 12, 1979
he signed the new constitution in his sick bed. Less than a month later Haya de la Torre was
dead.In 1985, six years after Haya's death, APRA finally won the presidency with the election of
Alan García. Ironically, as the party had moved to the center, the second place candidate was
the former leftist mayor of Lima. At 36 years old, García was dubbed Latin America's Kennedy
and there were high hopes for his presidency, but Peru's economy was hobbled by a debt crisis
created through over-borrowing by his predecessors. Due to a combination of bad government
and bad luck, his term was a time of hyperinflation, falling standards of living, and the rise of the
Sendero Luminoso guerrilla movement. Years later, in 2001, he ran for president again and lost,
but won a second five year term in 2006. García remains the only Aprista elected to Peru's
highest office. In Peru's multi-party system, fortunes rise and fall constantly. After the 2016
elections APRA held just five seats in the 130 seat Congress and no governorships.
Nevertheless, the party that was shunned and outlawed multiple times is now the oldest existing
political party in Peru.Today Haya de la Torre's birthplace in Trujillo is a museum sponsored by
the Banco de la Nación, the main financial arm of the government that on so many occasions
outlawed his political party and persecuted him and his followers. Four rooms tell the story of his
life through black and white photos. He is there as a baby, as a small boy, and later as a young
man wearing a straw boater. It's hard to imagine him upsetting the entire social order. Other
photos show Haya with friends such as Peruvian writers Cesar Vallejo and Ciro Alegría. In
another he’s seated at a long table with dozens of other young Trujillo Bohemians at a formal
dinner. More photos tell the story of his political career. He never married or had any known
relationships with women or men. His life was politics.There is one other place in Trujillo where
Haya is remembered. APRA's politics may have moved to the center but it has always been a
political party of the working people. Many years ago the Trujillo chapter purchased an old house
in the center of town and turned it into a meeting space and community center. Old men sit on
benches and chat in the front entryway. One of them runs a little stand selling candies. The first
patio just inside the entrance and small rooms to either side are used for classes and meetings.
In the early evening the patio may be filled with grade school children giving a concert or
teenagers taking folk dancing classes. The far back of the house has been turned into a
cafeteria where anyone can buy a wholesome meal for just a few soles. And the large room in
the middle of the first floor is now a meeting space with about 150 chairs. Running around that
room on all four sides are framed photos of Haya de la Torre at various stages of his career -
meeting world leaders, speaking to the people, and taking the gavel for the first time as



President of the Congress.The name of the building is spelled out in large letters over the front
door: Casa del Pueblo, the People's House. All are welcome here, even the occasional gringo
who wanders in. My favorite thing about the building is the location. I don't know if it was chosen
intentionally or APRA just happened to get a deal on the house, but the Casa del Pueblo is next
door to the Palacio de Iturregui and the highly exclusive Club Central de Trujillo. Thus today
Trujillo's laboring class and Trujillo's richest families gather on opposite sides of the same wall.*
* *I am not on vacation. That may sound strange coming from someone who is at the start of
an eight month trip through three countries. Vacation is something done for a short time to get
away from everyday life. For the next eight months my everyday life will be living on the road.
Because time is short on vacations, every day must fit the plan, even if the plan is just to relax on
the beach. I have plans and a list of places to see. But along the way I'll spend entire days just
hanging out by reading, watching videos, taking long naps, and doing other things to try to
normalize living on the road. And there'll be many hours spent researching, note-taking, and
writing this book. This is no vacation. This is my life for eight months.The reason many people
think of international travel as expensive is that they make it expensive. If I were to spend the
next eight months traveling the way many Americans do on overseas vacations, I would need to
find a real job again when I got back. When Theresa and I traveled through South America in
1985 we averaged about $16 dollars a day for all expenses, excluding airfare. Adjusted for
inflation that's about $37 in 2018 money for two people. I'm older and better off now so I won't be
that frugal, but I intend to average under $40 a day for myself.Backpackers today keep their
expenses down by staying in multi-bed dormitories in hostels, but those were rare in 1980s
South America. I had never even seen a hostel until about fifteen years ago. But backpacker
hotels with small basic rooms were everywhere back then. The bathrooms were often shared
and they didn't always have hot water, but they were cheap and offered a chance to swap travel
tips with other travelers. In the pre-Internet days, talking to other travelers was our only way to
get information more up-to-date than our four-year-old South American Handbook.The Munay
Wasi is a bit lower than the standards I plan to keep for lodging on this trip, but I have chosen it
for a reason. It's just like one of the classic old backpacker hotels that I used to stay at. I have a
small third-floor room with a single bed, nightstand, two shelves, a fan hanging on the wall, and a
single dim light bulb in the ceiling. The shared bathroom (with hot water!) is down the hall and
there are clotheslines on the rooftop where I can dry my clothes, which I'll wash by hand here.
The sitting area downstairs is a great place to hang out and meet other travelers. It's just like the
good old days.Over the next few days at the hotel I meet an Italian woman, a Danish student, a
couple from Australia, and a seventy-year-old Frenchman. The Frenchman inspires me. Maybe I
can still be traveling like this in another decade. The Aussies are on their first Latin American
adventure. The boyfriend is sick and, by the sound of it, may have picked up amoebas. I suggest
he have a stool sample done. "Yes, that's right," I tell them. "You get a plastic container and hold
it under yourself as you carefully deposit a little feces into it." After that, I explained, the container
gets taken to a lab where someone looks at the feces under a microscope and decides what



treatment, if any, is needed. The couple still seem uncomfortable with the idea. A few hours later
on my way back from lunch I notice a lab just around the corner from the hotel. I stop in and get
the Aussie guy a plastic cup. I was in the Peace Corps. I have no shame about doing things like
that.* * *Wandering around the central city, I turn up a side street and a few moments later a
young man hurriedly walks by me. He is talking on his cell phone and carrying a manila folder
and a pen, which pops out and lands on the sidewalk in front of me. As I bend over to pick up the
pen I think to myself, "This could be fun. I get to meet a con-man."Travel books and websites are
full of stories of tourists being taken advantage of by local con-artists. Some con-artists are just
looking for easy money while others are truly dangerous. I've read that in the popular Miraflores
district of Lima there are young women who chat up older men like me and get them to buy
drinks. Later the man wakes up alone on the street and finds that he has been screwed, just not
in the way he was hoping. I haven't met a con-artist in decades. They're mostly found in major
tourist destinations, the kind of places I don't visit. Good con-artists also pick their targets
carefully. Anyone watching me and hearing my good Spanish would know that I'm not some
novice who just stepped off the plane from Gringolandia for the first time.My first experience with
a con-man was in Tegucigalpa a week or two after starting Peace Corps training in 1982. An old
campesino and I bumped into one another on a crowded sidewalk and a few moments later he
was in front of me with a broken medicine bottle that he claimed I had caused him to drop. It had
cost him eight Lempiras (four dollars) and he didn't have money to buy more. I didn't think it was
my fault but the man implored me to replace it so I led him off the busy street to a nearby
doorway and counted out the money to repay him. As soon as the peasant walked away another
man came up and told me he had been trying to get my attention. I had fallen for a common trick.
The previously-broken bottle was just filled with colored water. Why this second man hadn't
come over to tell me this before I handed out the money, I don't know. I lost a few Lempiras that
day but when I look back I see that I was already thinking right. By stepping into the enclosed
doorway before taking out my wallet, I eliminated the possibility of an accomplice grabbing it out
of my hand on the busy street. And maybe that second man was the accomplice?I've run into
and immediately brushed-off a handful of con-artists over the years. When nothing happens the
events are easy to forget. But there are two other times that I remember clearly.In February,
1985, we were in Cuenca, Ecuador on our way to Peru. Theresa and I had done different things
that morning and when we got together for lunch she told me that she had met a very friendly
Ecuadorian businessman who was driving to Piura in a few days. He had invited us to go with
him for the company and opportunity to practice his English. A few hours later the three of us
met in the plaza and he took us to a nearby bar and ordered a bottle of aguardiente and some
soft-drinks for mixers. A first he was very amiable, telling us all about his business and the
upcoming trip to Piura. But he also did most of the drinking and gradually became more
aggressive and in the end didn't have money to pay the bar bill, which we were stuck with. But
we were lucky. A year or two later the South American Handbook started carrying warnings
about him. Some travelers were robbed and raped.Two weeks later we were in Chiclayo, Peru



taking a 5 a.m. bus to Cajamarca. We had gotten to the bus company office about thirty minutes
early so it was just the two of us standing with all of our bags on the sidewalk, but soon we were
joined by another passenger. As the three of us were chatting a second man hurriedly walked by
us and, as he did, a roll of bills popped out of his pocket onto the sidewalk. The second man
hadn't noticed a thing and continued walking even as we yelled at him to stop. The first man
picked up the money, which was wrapped in cellophane so that only the outer bill was
visible.Turning to us he said, "He must be deaf. One of you should take the money to him.""Why
don't you take it?" we asked."I have a leg injury and can't walk that fast. You need to take it to
him. Hurry!"We both immediately recognized that something was wrong and began shouting
"This is a trick!" causing street vendors on the nearby corner to look our way. Without a word of
protest, the first man quickly walked away up the street with no sign of a leg injury. The plan was
simple enough. If one of us had taken the suggestion to run after the 'deaf' man that would have
left the other with all the bags. Then the first man could have grabbed one of the smaller bags
and ran off in the other direction. We would have gotten to keep the wad of money, but surely
everything except the outer bill was just paper.So a few hours south of Chiclayo and a third of a
century later a con-man has once again tried to lure me in by dropping something. As I bend to
pick up the pen, he turns around and shuts his flip-phone. That's the first hole in his act: why
would anyone hang-up their phone in mid-sentence without any kind of goodbye?Taking the pen
from me, he says "Gracias!" and after a pause switches to English. "Where are you from?" I tell
him Chicago in the USA. "How wonderful! I'm studying English." He introduces himself as Felipe
and explains that he lives and works in Manhattan but is back visiting family for a few months
and taking English classes. And that is the second hole in his story: no Peruvian who has worked
in New York would be carrying around a battered old flip-phone. I smile at him.Felipe asks if I
could help him with his English assignment. He is supposed to find an English speaker (like me!)
and ask that person seven questions in English. I would need to write the answers down in my
handwriting so that the teacher knows he isn't cheating. Maybe we could go to a nearby
restaurant for something to drink? At this point I don't know if he is simply out to trick me out of
some money or is an actual physical danger, but for now I'm still in for the adventure. The rules
are simple. I don't eat or drink anything that could have been altered and I don't go anywhere
with him that isn't public.As we walk the few blocks to the restaurant Felipe tells me all about a
marinera dance festival he is going to tonight and invites me to come so I can share some Pisco
(Peru's national drink) with his friends. I tell him I'll see but I'm very tired and will probably go to
bed early. When we get to the entrance of the restaurant I see about a dozen other customers at
several tables so I walk in with Felipe but then turn and lead us to a table next to the glass-
doored cooler. Felipe tells me we should share a bottle of Pisco but when the waitress comes I
point to the cooler and ask for a small bottle of Coca-Cola. If she's working with him there won't
be a chance for her to spike my drink. Felipe orders a bottle of water but sends it back because
it's too cold. He now pulls out his debit card and suggests that we order a bottle of Pisco to
share. He wants me to lend him fifty soles to buy a bottle from the store next door and then



afterwards we could go to an ATM for him to get money to pay me back. I smile and tell him I
don't drink in the afternoon. He smiles back and I see in his eyes that he has realized I'm not as
naive as he had hoped.But Felipe is not giving up on me. He pulls two sheets of paper out of his
manila folder. The top sheet has two questions and answers written in French, which I don't
believe I was supposed to see. "I'm studying French, too," he explains. Putting the French page
away, he writes a question about Peru on the other sheet and passes me the pen and paper so
that I can write my answer. As I finish the second question the waitress comes over and tells us
that the restaurant will be closing in a few minutes. Felipe is surprised as it's only 3 p.m. A good
con-artist would have known that and chosen a different restaurant.I pay for my Coke and we
walk outside. Felipe still wants me to join him and his friends tonight. I demur but give him my
Peruvian cell phone number when he asks for it. I want to see where this goes next. He says he'll
call me later but now he's on his way to get money to buy Pisco for the party tonight. He does
call me a few hours later to invite me to the party, which I decline. He then suggests we meet for
lunch the next day and I agree.If I'm going to have lunch with him, I'm going to decide the place.
Assuming we will meet by the plaza, I go out the next morning and select a nearby sandwich
shop. I'll tell him that I want to eat there and that I'll buy him lunch. There is no way he could
politely refuse that. And while we are eating I'm going to tell him that I know what he is and that I
would like to know more about how he does it. Maybe I'll get some interesting stories from him.*
* *I know that telling and retelling stories about meeting con-men only reinforces the fiction
held by way too many in my own country (and elsewhere) that Latin America is a dangerous
place where the traveler is constantly taking his life into his own hands. Real travelers know
better. After spending four years traveling through Latin America in the early 1900s, American
adventurer Harry Franck wroteHardly once did I knowingly come near personal violence. The
fact is that South America is atrociously safe. Dangers are mostly those of popular novelists,
from the pages of travelers who succumb to the natural temptation to 'draw the long bow,' after
the fashion of Marco Polo.If Franck were writing today he would add something about "television
dramas and newscasts that show violence way out of proportion to reality as a way to draw
otherwise bored viewers." There are dangerous places to be sure, but danger is largely confined
to places where travelers have little reason to visit and can easily avoid.Unfortunately, every
major tourist attraction is home to a few thieves and con-men who target foreign visitors, even if
the chance of any individual traveler meeting up with one is small. Those kinds of places are a
magnet for the wrong kind of people. Any crook or con-man who wants to make a living by taking
advantage of careless gringos has to go to where the opportunity is greatest, and that is at major
tourist attractions. Since 1982 I've spent nearly five years total time living and traveling in Latin
America, mostly off-the-beaten path, and the only time I've ever had anything stolen was when I
got careless in one of the biggest gringo tourist sites in the region. Like Franck, I've found Latin
America to be "atrociously safe."* * *Felipe calls me at 11:30. He can't come downtown but
could I come to the Real Plaza shopping mall? He lives near there and says he will be watching
for me by the main door. I get a taxi and tell the driver to leave me off at the side entrance to the



mall. Inside I check out the food court, pick a hamburger place for us to eat at, and then make
my way to the front. When he walks in a few minutes later, I tell him I want to treat him to lunch
and we head to the food court.While we munch our hamburgers and fries I continue working on
the seven questions. It's obvious that the homework assignment is a scam. My penmanship is
anything but legible yet he makes to effort to understand anything that I've written. I ask about
his English class and ask if I could visit. "Of course!" His teacher, who is from England, would
love to have me in class, but the next one isn't until three days from now. Felipe tells me that he is
going back to the United States in three weeks. He works in Brooklyn (yesterday it was
Manhattan) as head of a team at a good seafood restaurant. Maybe tomorrow I would like to
come to his family's house and he could make me a good seafood dinner?Just as I'm finishing
my answer to the final question Felipe answers his phone (which didn't ring). After the initial
pleasantries he starts talking about his new American friend. Covering up the mouthpiece, he
turns to me and explains that he's talking with one of his friends from English class. She's a very
pretty lady around fifty years old and she would like to meet me and practice her English. Maybe
we could get together over a beer at a nearby bar? So now he's trying to lure me into something
by hinting at the possibility of sex. I tell him that sure, I'd like to meet her. He discusses
arrangements with her and then hangs up. It will be another hour as she has to go home first to
shower and clean up. "You know how women are." I tell him that's not a problem. I'm in no hurry.
Besides, I not only don't believe she exists, I don't believe there was ever anyone on the other
end of that phone conversation.On the way out of the mall we stop at the ATM machines so
Felipe can get money but he comes back crestfallen. He had forgotten that he can't make a
withdrawal for another two hours. There's a security feature on his debit card that limits him to
one cash withdrawal in any twenty-four hour period and he had taken out money to buy Pisco
yesterday afternoon. He shows me a slip of paper from the machine indicating that he has over
six thousand soles (two thousands dollars) in the account. I didn't get a chance to see the date-
time stamp, but I'm sure the slip is an old one that he found and carries around for occasions like
this.We walk two blocks up the street to a restaurant filled with customers watching a fútbol
game and get a table on the second floor. Once again Felipe wants a bottle of Pisco, but I just
smile and order a beer. Felipe excuses himself for a few minutes and then comes back and says
that he asked to get a glass of Pisco but that it costs ten soles. Could I pay for it until he gets to
an ATM? Fine, I think. I'll get him a glass of Pisco to loosen his tongue and then tell him I know
what he really is. It will be an interesting conversation. But I don't have anything smaller than a
twenty so I hand him that and tell him to pay for my beer, too. He heads downstairs.A few
minutes later my phone rings. It's Felipe’s number, but he hangs up when I answer. That goes on
for four more calls. He has a flip-phone, so I don't see how he could be pocket dialing. The sixth
time I answer he is there. He explains that his friend, the fifty-year-old lady, wants him to come
and get her. They should be back in about twenty minutes. Then he hangs up.I sigh. I've lost him.
I thought he would be happy to get some free drinks out of me but he decided to take my twenty
soles and run. There's a fútbol game on and I have a beer so on the very slim chance I'm wrong



about him I sit and watch the game, but he never returns. Between the twenty soles he took off
with and the hamburger meal I bought him, he cost me about twelve dollars. In return I got a
good story and I think that's a fair exchange.Also, I still have his phone number. Later when I'm in
Lima airport about to leave the country, I'm going to call him about a dozen times before I remove
and throw away my Peruvian SIM card. Months later I do precisely that. It's fun hearing his
increasingly puzzled voice as I hang up after each call.The Big HouseOn December 10, Maw's
small party left Trujillo with five mules – one each for him and Mr. Hinde plus two for their
baggage and one for the arriero, or mule-driver, who would guide them on this first segment of
the journey. The road went northward angling away from the beach, past the Chimú ruins and
then on to the village of Chicama. Their arriero found them a room in a little rancho and soon the
neighbors began to gather around the house, purportedly to gossip but mostly to size-up the
unexpected visitors. Most of the townspeople were slaves or other workers at a nearby estate
which prior to independence had belonged to the Marquis of Bracamonte. Maw described the
estate villa and a nearby convent as being surrounded by lush well-maintained plantations of
olive gardens, but makes no mention of who had taken over ownership of the property.The local
custom was to retire early and the curious neighbors didn't stay long. Maw made a bed inside
but "in consequence of the abundance of fleas in the parlour, I preferred ... a shed outside,
where they were still not wanting." Unable to sleep he marveled at the clear star-filled desert sky.
By 4 a.m. the mules were saddled and the trio was on their way again in a northeasterly direction
on the south side of the Chicama River. The sugar cane fields along the river were tall and ready
for harvest. The men stopped for a few minutes to watch a group of Negro slaves swinging their
machetes in the hot sun, carefully dropping the cane into neat rows. Further up the road they
passed several oxen carts bringing firewood from the mountain to be used to boil the cane
squeezings in the mill. At midday they purchased a watermelon and rested under a shady tree to
take a break from the hot sun.* * *It had been almost a year since Baron Henri de Büren and
his servant, Auguste had left Switzerland in June 1852. He had traveled through the United
States from Boston to New Orleans, voyaged to Spanish Cuba, and ridden across Mexico to the
Pacific. After a stop in Colombia's province of Panama, de Büren had arrived in Lima to begin his
final adventure of traveling over the Andes through Bolivia and on to Buenos Aires before
journeying home. But Bolivia and Peru were on the brink of war and Bolivia was said to be even
more chaotic than usual. Everyone advised him against going in that direction.While pondering
his next options, de Büren had met the two most interesting men, Manuel Ijurra and Count
Damian Schütz. Ijurra had spent two years in the north of his country and written a book on his
travels in the region. More recently he had accompanied the American, Lieutenant Herndon, on
his official trip through central Peru and down the Huallaga River. Now Ijurra had formed a
partnership with Count Damian Schütz to bring thirteen thousand German or other European
colonists to the eastern Ebook Library region over the next six years. The Peruvian government
would pay them thirty soles for each immigrant successfully settled, with an advance of ten
thousand soles per year for the first three years. The initial settlement would be at Caballococha,



on the banks of the Ebook Library near the Brazilian border.The first group of immigrants were
already in Lima when de Büren arrived. There were ninety of them, mostly Germans, but a few
Frenchmen, Italians, Americans, and others. De Büren readily accepted the offer when Ijurra and
Schütz invited him to accompany their motley flock across northern Peru on the Moyobamba
Route. He would not only have good company on the journey but would be relieved of the daily
tediousness of finding food, lodging, and transportation for himself and Auguste. When they
arrived at the Ebook Library he could engage a berth down the river to Pará and then back to
Europe.When the party stepped ashore at Huanchaco, they found over two hundred mules and
a few horses waiting for them, just as Manuel Ijurra had promised. The mules were for the
baggage and the second class travelers – farmers, craftsmen, and other poorer settlers and their
families. First class travelers - Ijurra and his wife, de Schütz, de Büren, a doctor, a priest, and two
others – got the horses. But the animals had all been fitted with pack saddles, which made riding
difficult except for the few like de Büren who had brought their own riding saddles. This planning
oversight was the first sign of what was to come.Ijurra didn't take the immigrants into Trujillo, but
instead led them northwards along the shoreline to the village of Santiago de Cao. As a large
group with lots of baggage, the migrants moved slowly. They spent the next night in
“Chapate” (probably Chocope) and the following one in Ascope, along the west bank of the
Chicama River. De Büren was surprised at the contrast between the obviously very fertile land
along the valley and the wretched poverty of the villages they passed through. From Ascope
they traveled up the north side of the river towards Cascas, which they arrived at thirteen hours
later. The route was largely barren of both humans and vegetation.* * *Joseph Beale Steere
was thirty years old in 1872 and had spent most of his life as a student, earning degrees in
literature and law from the University of Michigan. But this was a time when everyone was a
generalist and Steere used his connections to persuade the university to sponsor him on a multi-
year solo research trip around the world. For a year-and-a-half he had slowly made his way up
the Ebook Library from the Atlantic, collecting zoological and botanical specimens to ship back
to the university. Now he was traveling the Moyobamba Route from the Ebook Library to the
Pacific coast with plans to get a berth on a China-bound steamer in Lima.Making their way from
Cascas, Steere and his arriero had initially gotten lost that morning among the cactus and thorns
south of town but eventually came to a trail on the north (right) back of the Chicama River.
Sweating under the hot sun, they made their way downstream through small rice farms and
scattered "huts without roofs, a few branches serving to keep off the dew." Sometimes the trail
left the river bank and climbed up the steep adjoining hillsides. Cresting a final range of small
mountains they "looked down upon a great plain extending thirty or forty miles to the coast ...
Green fields and belts of willows showed us that there was water and with it life." Immediately
below them was an estate of several hundred acres of sugar cane fields and a group of Chinese
indentured workers building a sugar mill. They descended into the plain and an hour later arrived
in Ascope, a town of about one thousand people.It has grown rapidly since the large sugar
estates have been opened about it. Its principal street has several fine stores and the display of



goods in the windows and number of new buildings remind one of the new towns in the
(American) West. Ascope boasts of a hotel and a couple of eating houses managed by Chinese,
and it seemed a luxury to be once more in a town where one could get something to eat and a
bed without being dependent upon the hospitality of strangers.The next morning Steere visited a
nearby sugar estate he called Tascala but, based on the location and his description, must have
been Facalá.We entered the large sugar mill and passed through the various departments. The
machinery is from Philadelphia, and the whole establishment is likely very similar to many upon
the Mississippi, though Chinese take the place of the Negroes as laborers. Railroads reach to
the cane fields, and horse cars were bringing in the cane, which was being thrown by three or
four Chinese upon an endless belt that carried it under the crushers. The sugar made is an
inferior quality of loaf sugar, which sells for about seven cents per pound by wholesale. The
refuse is made into rum.Rather than going to Trujillo, Steere turned west through the cane
plantations and ancient ruins to the small town of Paiján. "The houses, like those in Ascope and
all this country, have no roofs, the covering being flat and made of canes and mud, like the
walls." The next morning he continued westward through the desert to Puerto Malabrigo, where
he had a free day before the next steamship left for Lima. The port was a busy place full of mule
trains loaded with goods to be taken to the mountains. Wandering in the hills outside town he
came across the remains of several plundered ancient graves. The bones had been strewn
about and Steere gathered several skulls for his own collection of artifacts.* * *A little over
four decades had passed between the visits of Lieutenant Maw and Joseph Steere and in that
time there had been two significant events in the history of the Chicama valley.First, Peru had
outlawed slavery in 1835, making it harder for plantation owners to find willing workers. The
freed slaves preferred jobs in the growing towns to the back-breaking labor of cutting sugar cane
and peasants from the highlands couldn't be persuaded to come down to the deserts. Within a
decade there was an acute labor shortage in the plantations of Peru's coastal river valleys. The
large landowners of the coast held considerable political power and in 1849 a law was passed to
encourage mass immigration. Anyone who brought in at least fifty immigrants between the ages
of ten and forty would be paid thirty pesos per immigrant. Cutting cane was not the type of work
that would draw European immigration, but Ijurra and de Schütz used the law to make a profit by
bringing in European colonists to settle in the jungle.Most people called the law the Chinese Law
because that's who it was really intended for. The law's primary backers, Landowner Domingo
Elías and his partners, had been given an exclusive four year license to import Chinese laborers
into Lima and La Libertad departments. In the next several years they would bring in over four
thousand while other landowners imported Chinese laborers to other regions of Peru until
massive prejudice against the Chinese led the government to ban further Asian immigration in
1856. But the landowners still needed labor and still had power, so the ban was repealed in
1861. Chinese immigration continued until being ended for good in 1874. By that time most of
the labor force in the sugar fields of the Chicama Valley was Chinese.The Chinese came to Peru
as indentured servants, which is a way of saying they were slaves with a contract and a small



salary. They had to work for a specified number of years (usually eight) to pay for their passage
from China. After that they were free to do as they wished with whatever money they had
managed to save. A few Chinese worked on the railroads or in the guano industry, but most were
signed to the sugar and cotton plantations in the coastal river valleys. The chinos had no rights
and there were no standards governing how they would be treated. Thousands died of disease,
maltreatment, or just exhaustion. Between 1849 and 1874 over 100,000 Chinese had been
brought into Peru – none more than forty years old when they arrived – but the 1876 census
counted less than 50,000. Most of the rest had died.As in the United States during this time, all
but a small handful of the Chinese immigrants were men. But, unlike in the United States, many
Chinese men in Peru were able to find wives. Chinese matchmakers from the coast visited
mountain villages and brought back groups of young Indian and mestizo women who saw the
hard-working Chinese as good husbands. Another appeal of marrying a Chinese man was that
the wife would effectively hold the power in the relationship, unlike in a marriage with a Peruvian
man, because the wives were the ones who understood the local language, culture, and
traditions. The women trained their Chinese husbands to be part of the community and raised
their children to be Catholics (as required by law). It took decades, but the final product was
good Peruvian citizens of mixed-Chinese descent.As most Chinese men married Peruvian
women, few returned to China at the end of their contracts and many continued to work as wage-
laborers on the same plantations in order to support their families. Those who managed to save
money during their servitude usually stayed in Peru and opened small businesses. When
Ephraim Squier visited Trujillo in 1864 he took most of his meals at a Chinese restaurant that he
declared was the best he had found in Peru, outside of Lima.Unsurprisingly for the times, there
was prejudice against the Chinese in Peru, but it was made worse by a 'divide and conquer'
philosophy among the hacendados (plantation owners) and white ruling class. They encouraged
the mestizos and blacks to see the Chinese as inferior and to treat them with contempt, which in
turn helped keep the Chinese on the plantations after their contracts had expired since it was
harder for the Chinese to get work elsewhere. And when coolies rebelled against harsh
treatment by their masters, as happened several times beginning about 1870, the mestizos and
blacks could be called on to suppress the rebellion.* * *Foreign immigration also led to the
Chicama Valley's other major event of the mid-1800s. Since colonial times this had been a
region of haciendas and agriculture, but as de Büren and others noted, there was much
unrealized potential. In fact, the area had been significantly more productive a millennia earlier
when the Chimú civilization had irrigated vast areas. And this is where Luis Albrecht came
in.Luis Albrecht was born in Bavaria on 19 March 1826. As a young man he traveled to the
United States and then to Mexico, where he opened a small business in the port of Manzanillo.
But Mexico didn't suit him, so a few years later he headed south to Peru and found plentiful work
for his engineering skills in the sugar plantations around Trujillo, such as at the Galindo estate
owned by Coronel Domingo Casanova. Within a year Albrecht was married to Casanova's
daughter, Emilia. He was a young man on the move and in 1862 bought the small Facalá sugar



estate outside Ascope. As the Civil War in the United States had caused a huge rise in cotton
prices, Albrecht first planted cotton. It was profitable but he realized that the valley was best
suited for sugar cane.Making sugar involves extracting the juice from the cane and then boiling it
down to sugar crystals and that had always been a manual process. On small farms one man
would feed the stalks between two rollers to squeeze out the juice while a second man turned a
handle controlling the rollers. On haciendas, a yoke of oxen would walk in a circle around the
central point where a series of gears turned a large set of rollers. Both processes worked but
neither was very efficient at extracting the juice from the cane.Albrecht knew the job could be
done better. He ordered machinery from Philadelphia and in 1865 built the Chicama Valley's first
modern sugar mill at Facalá. The rollers were over a meter in length and directed the juice into
huge copper pots. The hot juice then went through a series of filters on its way to a row of
cooling cauldrons. The machinery alone cost 72,000 pesos and with transportation, construction
of a mill building, installation, and other expenses, the total cost was 290,000 pesos (at an
exchange of 1.08 to the U.S. dollar).Not only did production at the new mill average an
astounding 15,000 pounds of sugar a day, but the filtration system produced a grade of sugar so
white that it was initially banned in Chile in fear that people would confuse it with salt. But Chile
wasn't the big market that Albrecht was aiming for, and in 1867 he exported one million pounds
of white sugar to England. More land was needed to feed the hungry sugar rollers so in 1865
Albrecht bought the Sausal plantation, further up the river. Three years later Antonio Raimondi
visited Albrecht's estate and described it as a model for the entire valley. But Albrecht had even
bigger plans. In 1871 he purchased what would become the gem of the Chicama sugar industry
– Casa Grande.Located just south of Facalá, Casa Grande had been founded around 1830 as
an adjunct holding by the Bracamontes family, whose workers Maw had met on his journey. It
was a large estate but most of the holdings were desert and couldn't easily be irrigated. There
were vestiges of old irrigation canals built by the Chimú, but those were too far from a source of
water to be of any use. Albrecht realized that the Chimú canals must have had a connection to
the river and while exploring the river banks he discovered an overgrown ravine that hid the old
Chimú canal which had directed water out of the river towards what was now barren lands
belonging to Casa Grande. Albrecht's offer of 8,000 Peruvian pesos for the mostly desert estate
seemed generous and the owners readily sold it to him. Albrecht then restored the Chimú
irrigation system to expand Casa Grande's sugar cane fields by several times over.Albrecht's
easy purchase of Casa Grande was part of a larger process that was taking place at this time.
The old aristocrats who owned the estates of the Chicama valley spent most of their time in their
fine houses in Trujillo and Lima and had little interest in making the effort or investment needed
to modernize their holdings. Little by little names like Pinolillo and Bracamontes were replaced
by names like Albrecht, Grace, Serdio, Hoyle, and Larco as the old estates were sold to foreign
immigrants and investors. Meanwhile railroads were built linking the region to both Trujillo and
the nearby port of Malabrigo. The Chicama valley was becoming a major center of world sugar
production.* * *When war broke out with Chile in 1879, the events seemed far away to the



people of the Chicama valley, even after Chile gained the upper hand faster than anyone would
have thought possible. The fighting was far away in the south; the only responsibility the north
had was in supplying food, material, and soldiers. But conducting wars costs money and Chilean
president Aníbal Pinto was determined that the Peruvians would pay for this one. He also knew
just the right man to lead the shake-down.Patricio Lynch was one of a long line of Irish Catholics
who made names for themselves in South America as entrepreneurs, landowners, and military
officers. The original Patrick Lynch, Patricio's great-grandfather, had emigrated from Ireland to
Argentina in 1740 and become a wealthy landowner. Over the next century his descendants
spread throughout the continent. Grandson Estanislao Lynch served as a colonel in José de San
Martín's Army of the Andes, helping liberate Argentina and Chile from Spanish rule. After the war
Estanislao married a chilena and became a successful merchant in Valparaíso.Growing up in
Chile's most important seaport, Estanislao's second son, Patricio, was fascinated by both the
sea and by the war stories told by his father's generation. In 1837, twelve-year-old Patricio joined
the Chilean navy and saw action in a brief war in which Chile supported a Peruvian rebel force. A
year later the red-haired teenager found a berth as a seaman in the British Royal Navy and went
off to see the world. His bravery during the First Opium War with China (1839-1842) earned him
a commission as a midshipman, leading to his promotion to lieutenant in 1844. Three years later,
Lynch returned home and was given the rank of First Lieutenant in the Chilean navy with
command of a brig. He again saw combat in 1864-66 when Spain fought a naval war with
several united South American countries. After the war Patricio was promoted to captain and
placed in charge of Chilean forces in Valparaíso.President Pinto had two goals for what became
known as the Lynch Expedition. First, taking the war to the north would demonstrate Chile's
military superiority and Peru's inability to oppose it. Maybe that would convince the stubborn
Peruvians to surrender and end the war. The other was to collect loot to pay for Chile's war
expenses. The plans for Lynch's Peruvian expedition were straightforward. Cities and estates up
and down the coast would be given an option – pay a ransom or be burned to the ground. To
make the point that Chile could attack anywhere, Lynch began by sailing his fleet all the way
north to Paita, just south of the Ecuadorian border, and working south. Towns like Piura, Chiclayo
and Chimbote, which couldn't or wouldn't raise the money, were put to the torch. Lambayeque
raised 150,000 pesos and was spared.While with the Royal Navy in China, Lynch had learned to
speak Cantonese and understood some of the Chinese culture, which he now used to his
advantage. As he moved along the north coast he spoke to the Chinese laborers and promised
to liberate them from the oppression of the plantation owners. Lynch ordered his soldiers to
always treat the Chinese with respect and in return many Chinese assisted Lynch. When his
men pillaged and burned, Chinese were often beside them. After decades of mistreatment, the
coolies had no love for the hacendados and businessmen who exploited them, nor for a
Peruvian government that had done nothing to protect them.Sailing south from Lambayeque and
Chiclayo, Lynch landed at Pacasmayo and sacked several sugar estates. From there he
marched his 3,500 troops to the Chicama valley port of Malabrigo and then east, skirting north of



the valley, to Ascope. With his troops to the north, ships off the coast, and desert on both sides,
Trujillo and the Chicama valley were trapped and ready for the shake-down. Lynch announced
that the entire valley, its estates, railroads, mills, and bridges would be destroyed unless they
could raise 150,000 pesos and provide him with provisions for his men.As the largest landowner
in the valley, Luis Albrecht had the most to lose. As a precaution, he flew a German flag over his
estate and allowed hundreds of people from the surrounding area to stay there. Hopefully the
possibility of an international incident with Germany might protect them from the Chileans.
Albrecht had one other thing in his favor: a branch of the Lynch family had settled in Trujillo and
Albrecht's wife was a cousin of Patricio Lynch. Albrecht took charge of the negotiations with the
Chileans and gained time to collect the money. The hacendados of the valley set up a quota
system where each estate would contribute an amount according to the value of the estate. The
mayor and merchants of Trujillo contributed additional money. But they were still 35,000 pesos
short. Luis Albrecht agreed to contribute the remainder and Lynch's men sailed south with their
booty.* * *A few months later, February 1881, Chilean troops returned to militarily occupy
Trujillo and other northern coastal cities. These would be used as bases to fight continued
Peruvian resistance in the nearby mountains. Although there were no more financial shake-
downs, local governments were required to provide the Chilean soldiers with lodging and food.
The Chileans withdrew after a peace treaty was signed in October, 1883, but Peru was still
divided and a civil war broke out to decide who would rule the country and real peace didn't
come until 1885. During this interim period hungry bands roamed the countryside and there was
often no effective control outside the major towns. Although most Chinese workers had not
joined with the Chileans, they were all seen as traitors. In several locations Chinese plantation
workers were attacked by lawless mobs of blacks and mestizos.The haciendas of the Chicama
Valley had been shattered. The payoff to Patricio Lynch had financially ruined most of the
hacendados, their properties had been devastated by the civil war that followed, and now their
workforce was divided and scattered. Growing sugarcane was not a priority. More important was
planting desperately needed food crops. Recovery would be slow.* * *Nothing is as
charming as this Valley of Chicama, a thriving oasis ... [There are] fifteen prime estates ... The
small river that gives the valley its name is captured to the last drop ... [and] is enough to fertilize
the fields of rice, sugarcane, and cotton ... There is not an inch of soil that has not been moved
by the plow or hoe. On the whole coast you will hardly find a group of farms that are so
prosperous. – Marcel Monnier, 1887Marcel Monnier had taken the train from Trujillo to Ascope
with the plan to hire mules and an arriero there for the next stage of his journey. But the mayor of
Ascope told the Frenchman in no uncertain terms that nothing was or would be available for
some time as the region was in the middle of a smallpox epidemic. No one in Ascope would
journey up the valley and no mule trains had arrived from the mountains for weeks. Seeing more
than a few recently scarred faces in the crowd, Monnier knew that the mayor was right about the
smallpox, so staying in town was the last thing he wanted to do. But knowing that the Hacienda
Sausal was somewhere nearby he asked the mayor if it was possible to get there that day.



Sausal was the magic word. Godofredo Bregante, the hacienda’s manager, was in town and
upon meeting Monnier dispatched a peasant to the estate to bring back two mules and a horse
for Monsieur Monnier’s use. Meanwhile Monnier joined Bregante for a long dinner at a Chinese
eatery.The trip to Sausal and back was forty kilometers so the peasant didn't return until around
midnight. Bregante was on his way to Trujillo on business but his brother took care of the house
at Sausal and would welcome Monnier. With the tired peasant leading the way, Monnier rode
through the moonlight to Sausal, arriving at two a.m.Through a wide-open window there was a
vast room lit by a lamp placed on a night table. The peasant went to wake up the brother of my
host. My arrival, at such an hour, seemed the most natural thing in the world. With a kind and
surprising disposition, this gentleman, thus disturbed in his dream, made me the honors of the
house, declaring me very welcome and talking in a lively tone, with the cigar on his lips, as if it
had been three in the afternoon, while a Chinese brought us boiling coffee and a pyramid of
pastries. Soon I was led into a high room like a church, in which I could scarcely distinguish the
dark beams that supported the roof of rammed clay that serves as roof. And I thought that the
old Castilian hospitality exalted by some, discussed by others, is by no means a vain word.* *
*The fields may have been planted and green in 1887, but there were still deep problems under
the surface which Monnier didn't see on his brief visit. Most of Peru's economy had been
destroyed and much infrastructure still needed to be rebuilt. What the landowners needed was
loans from abroad to rebuild, but most did not have the credit record or ties to foreign banks to
get loans. And that allowed others with the right connections to move in.First, there were the
Italian brothers Andrés and Rafael Larco. The brothers had arrived in Lima in 1850 and amassed
a small fortune running a trading company. Seeing that the real money was to be made in sugar,
in 1870 they sold their interests in Lima and bought a handful of small estates in the Chicama
valley. At the end of the war their properties were just as devastated as any in the valley, but they
had credit with banks in Rome. The brothers bought several impoverished estates east of Casa
Grande and merged them into their main property, which they named Roma.Another estate that
would expand was the Cartavio plantation on the east side of the river, closer to the coast. After
arriving in Callao from Ireland in 1850, William Russell Grace found work as a clerk in the Bryce
shipping company. Two years later he was a partner in the company and two years after that the
sole owner. The now-renamed W.R. Grace company quickly became one of the most important
shippers of guano and sugar from Peru to the United States. In 1865 William moved to New York
to run the American side of the business and left his brother Michael to run the company in Peru.
The firm purchased Cartavio in 1872 as a way to expand into producing sugar as well as
shipping it. Meanwhile, William had become a prominent member of New York society and in
1881 became the city's first Irish-American mayor. Cartavio would have easy access to the
American capital needed to not only rebuild, but to expand.The third leg of the new sugar
triumvirate would be built by Juan Gildemeister. Born on June 16, 1823 in Bremen, Johann
Gildemeister set his sights on South America as a young man. In 1843 he emigrated to Rio de
Janeiro to work in the shipping industry and five years later moved to Lima, using his savings to



start a small company trading in nitrates. The company, Casa Gildemeister, would never have
been more than a footnote in Peruvian history but for one bit of luck. In 1868, Gildemeister was
in Iquique (then Peru, now Chile) when a storm destroyed much of the saltpeter that was
awaiting processing. Realizing that this would cause the price of nitrates to spike but that it
would take time for the news to reach Europe, he immediately sent one of his employees by a
fast ship to Hamburg with orders to buy up as much nitrate in storage there as possible. The
employee did and within a few months Gildemeister had made a huge profit.The war between
Peru and Chile had not hurt Gildemeister's business much. His money had been mostly invested
in German banks and his nitrate business was sound, but the nitrate fields were now all
controlled by Chile and that complicated things. Ever the shrewd businessman, he went looking
for a new opportunity, which he found in the Chicama Valley. Luis Albrecht had already sold
Facalá to the Pflucker brothers and was now ready to leave the sugar business behind
altogether. In 1887, Albrecht and Gildemeister reached a deal and Casa Grande and Sausal
changed hands again. Albrecht moved to Lima, where he died four years later, but he hasn't
been forgotten in the region that he did so much to change. Today a taxi company in Trujillo is
named after him.Gildemeister sold his nitrate business to British interests for 1.2 million pounds
and with the help of loans from Berlin banks began building his new sugar empire, the Sociedad
Agricola Casa Grande. In the next decade Gildemeister added eight large estates to his
holdings and by his death in 1898, he was the second largest property holder in the Chicama
valley, after the Larco brothers. Although Juan Gildemeister had over a dozen children,
management of the company was turned over to nephew Enrique Gildemeister after his death.
The handover to Enrique was more than just a change of generations running the family
business. Enrique and his cohort had been born in Peru of Peruvian mothers. Although their
German connections remained important, they saw themselves and the company as Peruvian
first.But foreign capital wasn't the only thing needed to rebuild the sugar industry in the late
1880s; the hacendados also needed a new source of cheap labor. This time it would come from
the sierra to the east, which had been devastated during the war with Chile and the civil war that
followed. Many campesinos there had borrowed money to rebuild and had debts, but as the
peasants of the high mountains had never been keen about moving to the coastal desert, there
needed to be a hook. And that is exactly what developed.Under the enganche (hooking) system,
the hacendados would pay small businessmen in the sierra to serve as agents. The
enganchadores would loan money (provided by the hacendado) to the peasants and sign them
to a contract that required the peasants to pay it back by working at a sugar plantation for a
defined period, usually ninety days, supplementing the estate's regular workforce. This system
started the flow of labor from the highlands to the coast, but gradually the need for
enganchadores disappeared as the rural population of the nearby sierra grew to the point where
there wasn't enough land to go around. Increasingly, young families began migrating voluntarily
to the coastal sugar plantations in search of work. Still, as late as 1913, American adventurer
Harry Franck came across enganchadores looking for peasants in the southern part of



Cajamarca department.* * *The festivities in Trujillo had come to an end and it was time for
Father Zahm to begin his journey into the interior. The superintendent of trains, no less, had
arranged for a special train to take the priest to his first stop, the hacienda at Casa Grande, an
hour away. The priest spent the short ride looking out the windows at the old Chimú acequias
(irrigation channels) in the desert amd marveling at how so much of what had once been fertile
Chimú still needed to be reclaimed from the desert. The dried up Chimú reservoir that they
passed by was estimated to have once held two billion cubic feet of water!For two days Enrique
Gildemeister took Father Zahm to every corner of the Casa Grande estate so that the priest
would see every step of the sugar-making process. He explained that the Chicama Valley was
one of the most productive sugar-growing regions in the world because its climate was so
favorable for sugar that the cane could be cut after only nineteen months, less time than required
elsewhere. Furthermore, the quality of the cane was very high, as much as twelve percent sugar,
giving a yield of six tons an acre at a production cost of just one U.S. dollar per hundred
pounds.The total population of Casa Grande, and its dependent haciendas, is eleven thousand,
nearly one-fourth of which is engaged in the mills or on the plantations. The daily wage of the
employees varies from fifty cents to $1.20 in addition to which each one is provided with free
lodging, and receives a daily allowance of one pound of meat and a pound and a half of rice.
The Sociedad Agricola, Casa Grande ... provides nine schools for the free education of the
children of its employees ... The company has two doctors on its payroll, who devote all their
time gratuitously to the care of the workmen and their families.At first sight there seems to be
something Utopian about the management of the affairs of the company, especially in its
dealings with its employees. But such is not the case. Everything betokens the hard common
sense of the German proprietors and managers... There is, indeed, something patriarchal in the
relation between the manager of Casa Grande and the families living on the vast estate under
his direction... Be that as it may, all those who are connected with the company, especially the
peons and their families, are well cared for, as one soon learns who visits the people in their
homes. All seem contented and happy. There are no strikes and none of those clashes between
capital and labor that are so frequent in the United States and Europe. The rule governing the
workmen, while engaged in the large factory at Casa Grande, may be summed up in the words
over the main portal — Tace, ora et labora—observe silence, pray, and work... [Señor
Gildemeister] is one of the most progressive businessmen in the republic. Father Zahm thought
that much of the rest of the world, including the dry American west, could learn from what the
Chimús and their successors had done in this valley.* * *Casa Grande of the early 1900s
was a cross between a company town and a feudal estate. All housing was provided by the
company and no one lived on the property who didn't work there. With Enrique Gildemeister as
head-of-state, the company functioned as the local government of a self-contained political and
economic entity. More than just a business of cane fields and sugar mills, the Casa Grande
corporation operated its own transportation system, hospital, schools, and police force. Workers
were paid in Casa Grande's own coinage with which they bought their daily needs at the large



company store on the plaza. Such a system can work quite well as long as everyone knows their
place and keeps in it.Perhaps Enrique Gildemeister was very careful in selecting what he
showed to Father Zahm or perhaps the employees were putting on an act for the priest and their
employer, but the reality of Casa Grande was not the oasis of worker happiness that Father
Zahm thought it to be. Bitterness over wages, living conditions, and the daily work quotas all
simmered below the surface just waiting for the right sparks to cause everything to boil over.
Around 1910 the company began replacing Peruvians in the more important jobs with
technicians hired from Germany. The goal was to have more highly educated employees in
those positions, but the change caused strong resentment in the workforce which was only
made worse by the racial arrogance shown by the new Germans. Then a year later the company
announced that the daily work quota would be increased.Events happened so fast that just
where on the estate the strike of 1912 started isn't known, but in a matter of a few hours the
entire Casa Grande operation had been shut down. Striking employees demanding higher
wages and shorter hours occupied the factories and workshops and then marched on the plaza
where they looted the company store. The strike spread to the second Gildemeister estate at
Sausal and then to Cartavio, the Larco properties, and other smaller estates. The crisis was too
large for local police to handle and negotiating a settlement with the strikers was out of the
question. For the owners, the only solution left was to call in the army, which ended the strike one
bloody estate at a time. An estimated 150 workers were killed and the captured leaders
executed and cremated. Once they were back in charge of their properties, the hacendados
promised to make some minor improvements.But minor changes did little to mollify the workers
and the strikes continued. In 1917 field workers in Sausal walked out after learning they were
paid less than similar workers at a nearby estate. Once again Casa Grande was shut down when
the workers there joined in. Once again the strike spread to other estates. Once again the army
was called in to retake the plantations and factories from the workers. Once again the owners
made some small concessions. And once again the process repeated itself in 1919.The
unwillingness of the hacendados to better the lives of their workers had nothing to do with
economics as the 1910s were a boom time for the Peruvian sugar industry. First the opening of
the Panama Canal in 1914 had lowered transportation costs to Europe and then World War I
shut down much of Europe's sugar beet production. Sugar prices were at record highs during
the decade.* * *Despite the labor issues, Casa Grande continued to grow and to become
more and more of a self-contained community. In 1915, the company was allowed to open a
private port at nearby Malabrigo, directly importing goods to be sold in the company's stores.
Naturally, this angered wholesalers in nearby Ascope and Trujillo, who lost business. Meanwhile
better machinery and expanded irrigation increased sugar production from 9.46 tons per worker
in 1912 to 10.99 tons per worker in 1919. Then the good times came to an end when sugar
prices crashed in 1920. World War I was over and as European sugar beet fields came back
into production there was a glut in the market. Prices continued to stay low in the 1930s, so there
was little labor unrest as the workers considered themselves lucky just to keep their jobs.In



1927, the Casa Grande company became the largest landholder in the Chicama Valley when
Enrique Gildemeister bought Hacienda Roma from the Larco brothers. Not only was Casa
Grande five times larger than Cartavio, the second biggest, but it was now the largest sugar
property in the world. Encompassing over 1,500 square kilometers of fields, mills, and villages, it
had its own network of roads, telephones, and railroads. The company's security force was large
enough that it would successfully repel a small Aprista force during the 1933 rebellion. Casa
Grande was then used as a center of operations by the army in retaking Trujillo.After years of
struggle and hardship, better times were finally ahead for the workers. The 1945 reformist
government that had allowed Haya de la Torre and APRA to come out of hiding had also
legalized labor unions. For the first time in Peruvian history, businesses like the sugar plantations
had to seriously consider the welfare of their workers. At Casa Grande, a new German
administrator named Hans Moll was hired with the specific task of improving the workers' lives.
Herr Moll's changes were rapid and extensive. Cane fields next to the urban area were turned
into developments for new multi-room worker houses. New streets, parks, and schools were built
and the existing ones improved. Casa Grande housewives learned new cooking and sewing
skills at the company's Women's Training Center. And Moll started an annual festival where
everyone would celebrate the company's successes. Casa Grande was still a company town,
but it was a new era.* * *As eras have beginnings, they also have endings. The election
turmoil of 1962 and 1963 had created instability in the civilian government as the Apristas, who
controlled congress, refused to work with President Fernando Belaúnde Terry, whom many
believed had been illegitimately elected. Meanwhile, the army put down two different Cuban-
inspired revolutionary uprisings in the mountains. Peru appeared to be falling apart so in 1968
the military did what it always did in times like this. Juan Velasco, the head of the armed forces,
took over in a bloodless coup. Anyone who knows anything about Latin American history would
assume that the coup was followed by a sharp authoritarian turn including repression of the
workers and their rights. In this case, that would be wrong.Juan Velasco had been born into a
poor family and had spent his teenage years working as a shoeshine boy to help support his
younger siblings. In 1929 he joined the army as a private and then a year later got the break of a
lifetime when he earned the highest score on the entrance exam for Peru's Escuela Militar de
Chorrillos. Four years after that the former shoeshine boy graduated at the top of his class and
began a highly impressive military career until by 1968 he was the highest ranking general in the
army.Velasco's new government began a program that it called Peruanismo in which large
landholdings and foreign-owned factories and mines were taken over and given to the peasants
who worked them. The owners were fairly and fully paid what their properties were worth ...
according to their tax statements. Since almost everyone cheated on their taxes by significantly
undervaluing their property, that meant that almost no one was paid anything near their
property's true worth. Nevertheless, this wasn't a Soviet or Cuban style takeover as the Peruvian
government did not own, run, or in any way maintain control over the confiscated properties.
Everything was turned over to the peasants and the workers to run on their own as independent



cooperatives.That is exactly what happened in Casa Grande in 1970 when the Gildemeisters
and the German technicians moved out and the company became a cooperative run by an
elected council. At first everything continued to function as before. Sugar prices were high and
the years 1970-76 are remembered as the years of las vacas gordas (the fat cows). Then in
1977 global sugar prices fell and that was followed by a two-year drought. The Chicama Valley
sugar industry had barely started to recover when the 1983 El Niño event caused widespread
damage and flooding in the entire valley. Weakened by incompetence and in-fighting by its
leadership, the elected council did nothing to help. Between 1970 and 1997 the coop had
seventeen council presidents and a dozen head engineers.The global sugar industry was
changing but Casa Grande barely hung on. The cooperative lacked access to the capital it
needed to modernize but the laws governing cooperatives didn't allow them to sell shares or
stocks or do anything similar to raise money. The one thing they could do was get out of the
residential real estate business. In 1988 the workers' houses and apartments were sold to them
at symbolic prices and for the first time Casa Grande became an actual town in the political
sense. Finally in 1996 the laws were changed so that cooperatives could sell-out to private
ownership as long as it was to Peruvian citizens or Peruvian corporations. The following year the
Grupo Gloria conglomerate bought a majority share of Casa Grande and another new era began
for the Chicama Valley.* * *My plan had been to spend a night or two in either Casa Grande
or Ascope but in my online research I couldn't find a thing out about hotels in either town so
instead I decide to make a day trip from Trujillo to Casa Grande. On the way out of Trujillo we
pass large residential areas, a university, and a large modern shopping mall with a parking lot
filled with cars. I hadn't left the central part of the city since arriving three days ago and the bus
ride dispels my image of Trujillo as a small city. The metropolitan region spreads far out into the
desert.The thirty-two seat bus leaves the station with only four passengers but all along the way
the conductor is hanging out the doorway shouting "Chicama! Chocope! Casa Grande!" By the
time we leave the city limits, the bus is nearly full. Then one of the passengers, a young man,
stands up and begins to lecture on nutrition, "Let's take advantage of this time together to learn
something." I've seen these sales pitches before – a captive audience and some long and
tedious hucksterism. But this guy is more professional. He has a headset with a microphone and
a battery-powered amplifier attached to his belt so that he can be heard throughout the bus. He's
also a very good speaker.The young man pulls out a brochure of photos and uses it to illustrate
his points on nutrition and eating habits. What he says is totally true and is much needed
information here. The Peruvian diet, he explains, is too greasy and has too much fried food.
Peruvians should eat more fish and less chicken and drink juices and milk instead of sugar-filled
soda. He engages a few of the passengers, including the old lady next to me, by asking
questions. I like this guy. I know a sales pitch is coming but he does this very well and he is
pushing nutrition in general, not just his product, whatever it is.And now comes the sales pitch.
He opens his briefcase and pulls out packaged granola-like bars of kiwicha grain mixed with
chia seeds and raisins, which he tells us contains no sugar and lots of fiber. The packages are



pre-priced at eight soles, which is convenient as he can make them look like a bargain when he
asks for less. He opens one and hands out samples. They are a bit dry, but not bad. His price is
six soles or two packages for ten. I buy one.The desert along the road begins to give way to
irrigated fields of sugar cane and a few minutes later we turn off the Pan-American Highway and
pass through Chicama, the town where Lt. Maw stayed. The main street is busy and doesn't
appear as desperately poor as most of the desert towns I saw on the trip north from Lima.
Chicama has paved streets lined with small brightly-painted houses and median strips planted
with shade trees. Back on the highway we cross a bridge over the totally dry Chicama River bed.
It's the end of the dry season and every drop that comes down from the mountains must go to
irrigation. But the river isn't always this low as a concrete block building half-buried in sand on
the other side shows. The floods of early 2017 were the worst since 1983.A few minutes later we
pass through Chocope, which looks just like Chicama, and then turn north off the main highway
onto a narrow road the runs straight through the cane fields towards Casa Grande. Dried up
sugar cane stalks litter the sides of the road. The cane falls off the trucks that haul cane to the
mills and it's not worth anyone's time to stop and pick it up. As we get closer to town, tall evenly-
spaced trees lining each side of the narrow road hide the cane fields just beyond. This is the old
entrance to Casa Grande. It's cool, shady, and beautiful.The bus pulls into a little terminal across
the street from the market and I step out into the hot sun where my nostrils breath in a mix of
diesel, dust, sweat, and decaying vegetation. I've smelled this air a thousand times before in
what I know is an inexplicable love-hate relationship. No one can really enjoy strong odors like
these but they bring back old memories and form new ones in a way that the pristine air of the
countryside could never do. One of the joys of travel is giving meaning to my sense of smell,
even in places like this.
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Expat 8410, “An intriguing mix of travelogue, history and personal memoire. Here is an
engrossing book for history and travel fans. Don Moore takes the reader along with him on an
unusual journey, visiting to an area outside the realm usually seen by tourists: Northern Peru.He
paints a richly detailed picture that mixes observations from his own personal travels with past
accounts from historical personalities, stories and information derived both from books and from
first-hand sources like old Peruvian periodicals etc. that he personally gathered.But for this
reader, what made this work truly stand out most was the intimate relationship it recounted
between the author and many tiny local radio stations scattered across the area. His
reminiscences of many visits to those broadcast outlets all across the Moyobamba Trail add a
rare spice to this book, making it far more delicious in comparison to any other mere history
tome or travel guide.”

Koolmotor, “Exploring Peru’s past and present. North Americans are familiar with the
explorations of the American West, but may know little about early journeys through the
mountains and jungles of South America.Don Moore followed the routes of others, and of his
own journeys 30 years earlier, as he retraced the pathways of 19th and 20th Century travelers
from Peru’s Pacific coast to the Amazon River.His book, Following Ghosts in Northern Peru: In
the Footsteps of the 19th Century Travelers on the old Moyobamba Route, weaves accounts of
these past journeys with Moore’s recent travels.Moore wrote that his own journey started not
with a map or at an airport, but with a radio. Like many radio enthusiasts, his interest in exotic
places started with shortwave radio. He started listening in 1971, hearing faraway countries and
learning about them. And finally, he saw many of the places firsthand he had listened to and
heard about.Earlier travelers set down detailed accounts, many originally in Spanish. This is the
first time these travels have been described for English language readers.Past travelers
chronicled their own trips on foot and on the backs of mules in the 1800s and 1900s. Today,
travel is by bus or small vans that make unscheduled trips between small towns.Moore returned
to many places he had seen earlier, returning to Cutervo, for example, after 30 years and visiting
La Voz de Cutervo. He also saw Radio Ilucan the second time around. And he described his
visits to Celendin’s four radio stations in 1985.The book also provides a detailed look at the
history of political and armed conflict that shaped many of these areas, including Peru’s war with
Chile in the 1880s. Most North American readers are probably unaware of this history.And
Moore takes some detours from the main route, including a bout with pinkeye, the making of
Panama hats, and the origins of singer Yma Sumac.There are also links to photos of many of the
sites described, and detailed bibliography and geographic information on following these routes.”

A Kunzmann, “Fascinating account of travelers in northern Peru in the 19th and early 20th
centuries. After the Spanish conquest of Peru in 1532, the new Vice-Royalty was limited to the



seacoast and the highland towns that had formerly been part of the Inca empire, but which
themselves had a long history of pre-Inca civilizations, and had only been conquered and
assimilated by the Incas less than a century before. The challenge to connect the seacoast with
the vast Amazonian jungle to the east was never solved during the Spanish era, not least
because Brazil was a Portuguese colony, and a rival power. After independence of all the former
colonies in the 1820's, routes were sought to connect the cities of coastal Peru and the mineral
wealth of the Andes, to the Amazon region to the east, and the more direct route to the Atlantic
Ocean and Europe. For centuries, the Andes were a nearly insurmountable barrier, but
eventually a difficult route was established across northern Peru from the seacoast near Trujillo
to a river town, Moyobamba, on a tributary of the Amazon. The bulk of this book is an
interwoven account of the (mostly) European travelers who followed the route in the 19th and
early 20th centuries, with tales of the author's attempt to follow the same route by the modern
highways available today. The wealth of information, and the depth of research, are impressive,
and the stories of the earlier travelers, as well as his own, are well written and engaging. Having
recently traveled in the same area visiting archaeological remains of the pre-Inca civilizations in
the area, including such sites as Kuelap, we found the book, despite its length, definitely
worthwhile.”

Christie Ritter, “A great read that connects the past with the present in a really interesting and
underrated place. As a Peace Corps Volunteer who served almost three years in one of the
towns at the beginning of the author's journey, I found that this book was a wonderful way to start
processing my time there now that I am home. The book was spot-on about many of the places
that I went to while I was there, and I found the narrative very relatable and interesting. I
especially loved reading this book because it gave me a new perspective about a place I thought
I knew really well. It showed me that the arc of history is long and slow, but that there is
progress, even if it is hard to see. I loved how I could relate to the author's musings as he
traveled, but also that I could relate to the other perspectives, even though they were traveling a
hundred or hundreds of years before! I definitely recommend this book for anyone who knows
this area of Peru, to learn so much more, and to anyone who doesn't, because it is such an
incredible place, and this book does it justice.”

Ralph Brandi, “Travel journal or history lesson? How about both!. Señor Moore writes an
engaging account of his travels in an area less travelled, retracing the steps of various 19th
Century travelers. He uncovers some interesting stories along the way, which he interweaves
with his own modern day experiences. The result is a thoroughly enjoyable read, interestingly
structured, about a place that’s more fascinating than you would expect.”

P. Kratochvil, “Schöner Reisebericht über Nordperu. Don Moores Buch über die Moyobamba-
Route in Nordperu ist ein gut geschriebener Reisebericht, der abssatzweise zwischen den



historischen Reisebeschreibungen und seinen eigenen Reiseerlebnissen (ca. 2017) hin und her
wechselt. So erfährt man viele interessante geschichtliche Details und Anekdoten, immer
ergänzt durch aktuelle Erfahrungen.Das Buch ist sehr unterhaltsam geschrieben. Etwa im Stil
von Altmanns Reisen durch einen einsamen Kontinent, aber nicht ganz so aufdringlich. Für
Leser, die mehr über Nordperu erfahren wollen, unbedingt zu empfehlen.”

The book by Don Moore has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 17 people have provided feedback.

Introduction The Road North The Walled City The Big House Through the Vineyards ... ... And
Into the Sierra The Trail to Cajamarca Rails From The Coast The Major’s Hacienda The Road To
Cajamarca Where the World Changed The Bishop's Town The Quiet Place The Cloud Warriors
The Gold Rush Where the Birds Die The Mountain Village The President’s Highway Paradise
Where the Birds Fly Tiger Water The Lower Mayo Down the Huallaga The End of the Trail Stuck
in Tarapoto Part Two: Down the Andes The Vagabond Return to Cutervo The War Lord Return to
Chota The Peasant Town Mariachis and an Inca Princess Heroes in the Sierra Epilogue: The
Ends of the Trail Acknowledgments Appendix A -About the Travelers Appendix B - Locating the
Old Trail Bibliography



Language: English
File size: 2642 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 569 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

