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FOREWORD

BY DANIEL RADCLIFFE, STAR OF JUNGLE







Whenever I read a script that is supposed to be based on a true story, my first instinct is always to ask: 'Okay, how much of this is really true?' Screenwriters have a tendency to embellish even the truest of true stories, adding obstacles for the protagonist to overcome or inserting romantic subplots where none had ever existed. So when I first read the script for Jungle, my initial thought was 'Well, they must be exaggerating some of this; it can't all be true – nobody could live through all that!' And then… I read the book that you are currently holding in your hands. And I realised that, in fact, not only did the screenwriter Justin Monjo not exaggerate, but he actually omitted many of the more extreme and harrowing moments for the very reason that, were you to put them in the film, the audience would never believe they had really happened.


  What Yossi went through over the course of those weeks spent alone in the Amazon is quite astounding. When reading about it, you will naturally try to imagine yourself in his shoes and wonder: 'Could I have handled that? Would I have been able to keep going as long as he did?' And, of course, while we like to think that we would have… let's face it, we probably wouldn't.

  But then again, maybe we would! What makes Yossi's story all the more remarkable is that he was not a survivalist by any stretch of the imagination. He was not Ray Mears or Bear Grylls – he had no experience in or training for these situations. He survived on instincts, courage and mental fortitude, and if there's one thing that I took away from my relationship with Yossi (whom I was fortunate to get to know during the filming), it is that he truly believes that the will to survive and the mental strength that he drew on during his time in the Amazon are inside all of us. He believes that in the right circumstances and with the right frame of mind, we can all tap into these bottomless reserves of survival instincts and, with their help, overcome the most adverse situations. 

  So even though most of us will never find ourselves – hopefully! – in as extreme a situation as the one Yossi found himself in, it's comforting and inspiring to think that if we ever did, there's something innate in all of us that would kick in, something wild and natural and utterly relentless. And it would give us a fighting chance. In Yossi's case, that fighting chance was all he had. Fortunately, it was all he needed. 




Daniel Radcliffe
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Yossi Ghinsberg


CHAPTER ONE


MEETING MARCUS






If I had never fallen in with Marcus in Puno, I might never have met Kevin or crossed paths with Karl. If I hadn't met Karl that morning in La Paz, Kevin might well have spent Christmas with his family, and poor old Marcus might still be wandering South America with his girl. But that's not the way things happened.


  When I arrived in the Peruvian town of Puno, my knee was hurting badly; walking was terribly painful. A French mochilero (backpacker) offered me coca leaves to chew.


  'Have a little of this,' he said. 'You'll feel better.'


  I put a pinch of leaves in my mouth and chewed on the strange little rock, another gift from the Frenchman. The rock, made of pressed liana ashes, extracts the active alkaloids from the leaves and causes them to ferment in the mouth. Without the rock there's no fermentation, no effect, no high. All it did was put my tongue and the roof of my mouth to sleep.


  I rose early the next morning feeling better nevertheless. The boat to the island of Taquile would be leaving at eight o'clock. The truth is, I could have headed straight to Cuzco, where all the mochileros start out on their trips to the legendary city of Machu Picchu, the ancient Inca capital, but I preferred to make a brief detour and visit the storied island.


  Taquile rises out of Lake Titicaca, the highest navigable lake in the world. The shores of the lake were filthy, but when one looked out toward the horizon, the water was shimmering. Mountainous islands peeked through the mist that blanketed the lake. It was a beautiful sight.


  I had no difficulty finding the ferry. In effect, it found me.


  'Taquile or Los Uros?' a small boy asked me.


  'Taquile,' I answered.


  He led me to a boat on which a few people were already waiting: a few young Germans and a group of French youths, who were staying at the same hotel as I was. I took a seat close to the stern and read a book.


  Soon it was time to start. The pilot, an Indian, stuck out a long pole, which he used as both rudder and oar, and gestured to the boy to cast off the rope securing the nose of the boat and push us away from the dock.


  'Espera, espera [wait]!' a mochilero running, panting, cried breathlessly, and climbed down into the boat. 'I almost missed it,' he said to the Indian in Spanish, 'gracias.'


  He sat beside me, and as I moved to make room for him, he smiled at me. 'You're Israeli,' he said in English.


  I looked down at the book I was reading, Albert Camus's A Happy Death in an English translation. I was astonished. 'How could you tell?'


  'I knew right off. You Israelis have taken to the roads in droves.'


  'My name's Yossi,' I said.


  'Nice to meet you. I'm Marcus. I came here straight from the train station. Lucky for me I caught the boat. I would have had to wait a whole day for the next one.'


  Marcus went on talking as if we were old friends. 'The train was the pits. I left Juliaca early this morning. It's impossible to get anything to eat on that train. I haven't had a bite. I hope we get to the island fast. I'm starving.'


  I pulled a roll, some cheese, and an orange out of my pack and offered them to him.


  'Thanks,' Marcus said. 'I've noticed Israelis always share whatever they have. I appreciate it.'


  He made himself a sandwich of the roll and cheese and ate hungrily. The orange was his dessert.


  'I'll pay you back when we get to the island.'


  'Forget it,' I told him. 'I've heard things are expensive in Taquile. If it's all right with you, we could stay together tonight and share our food.'


  'I'm in.'


  Marcus turned to the Germans and had a lively conversation with them in their language. Then he turned to the French group and spoke French with them. He had a compelling personality, and in no time we were all acquainted, talking and joking like him.


  'Are you German?' I asked him.


  'Swiss,' he replied.


  We were almost to the island when the boat broke down. The engine just went dead. The boatman quickly located the trouble, and before long he had the engine running again. Marcus noticed that he had injured his finger during the repair, however, and whipped a first-aid kit out of his pack. He disinfected the Indian's finger and asked me to cut a strip of adhesive tape. But, no, my efforts weren't precise enough. He took the roll himself and cut a neater strip – just so – then went back to his bandaging. The man thanked him with a wide smile. 


  Moments later we were in Taquile. From the dock we climbed up toward the village along a steep path cut into solid rock. The higher we went, the more my lungs fought for air. I climbed two steps and stopped. Climbed and stopped.


  'Take it easy,' Marcus encouraged me. 'We're in no hurry.'


  'And what about you?' I asked.


  'Ah, Swiss Alps,' he said with a smile. 'I was in the services over there.'


  We found ourselves a room in the village, with mud walls and a wooden platform for a bed. We spread our sleeping bags out and prepared a meal. Marcus made coffee on a small kerosene burner he carried; I split the rolls and carefully assembled cheese, onion, and tomato sandwiches. Although we had only just met and despite the fact that I had plans of my own, Marcus started planning a trip we might take together.


  'I haven't seen Machu Picchu yet,' I explained, 'so I'll be heading back to Cuzco.'


  'No, no, come along with me to La Paz,' he urged.


  'Machu Picchu,' I said, 'and then I'm planning to cut across Brazil. I've been thinking about leaving from Puerto Maldonado, not far from Cuzco, by way of the Madre de Dios River; it cuts through Peru and runs into the Amazon.'


  From there my plan called for me to follow the Amazon to its mouth near Belém on the Atlantic coast. I traced the route on the map. 'There are a lot of interesting little villages on the way, and anyway I love the jungle. Why don't you come along with me?'


  'Thanks for offering. It sounds like a great plan, a real adventure, but I'm at the end of this trip. I'll spend some time in La Paz, maybe take a few side trips, maybe buy up some handmade vests to ship back to Switzerland, but nothing very ambitious.'


  We found Taquile different from other Peruvian villages, and it was easy to tell a Taquile islander from a Peruvian Indian. The island people seemed nobler, cleaner, handsomer, healthier. They dressed differently too. They all wore the same hat, the same chaleco (embroidered vest), and broad trousers with an embroidered belt. The embroidery of Taquile is known all over Latin America for its beauty and fine quality, and it's done exclusively by the men, though the women spin and dye the wool.


  The island is a kind of commune of about fifty families managed by a community council. Life is tranquil. The men sit about doing their embroidery and gossiping, while the women toil in the fields. The rocky soil is difficult to cultivate and nothing grows there except potatoes. In the village itself are a small grocery and two or three restaurants. In one of them Marcus and I met the French group from the boat.


  There were five of them, three girls – Dede, Annick, and Jacqueline – and two boys – Jacques and Michel. We drank the local maté (herb tea; there are many varieties served all over Latin America) and chatted. They preferred speaking French, and I didn't understand a word, but Dede smiled at me, and I smiled back. She was on the plump side with a pretty face and short hair that gave her a mischievous look. She smiled again, and I asked her to come sit by me and began speaking English with her.


  The dinner was delicious: coarse bread, two eggs apiece, and fried potatoes. For dessert another cup of maté; the natives think it alleviates the effects of high altitude. Then home. A mochilero changes beds almost every night, but every place he rolls his sleeping bag open is home.


  Marcus and I went back to our room. He unpacked his charango (a small musical instrument like a mandolin but made from armadillo shell and wood) and strummed it. Marcus was a wonderful player, and I listened, enchanted.


  'Now listen to this, Yossi,' he said. 'It's one I wrote for a girl I was in love with. Her name was Monica. She was mine for nine years, and now she's left me.'


  'Far, far from my heart...' he started to sing sadly.


  I had known Marcus only a short time, and already he was sharing his most intimate secrets with me. Monica had been the love of his life. When they met, she was fourteen; he was five years older. Almost ten years had passed since then. Marcus became a schoolteacher; Monica, an academic. She thought his horizons too narrow and challenged him to broaden himself, to travel, so he went to South America. But out of sight, out of mind. With Marcus gone, she had fallen for another. The song was so doleful, pouring out of a thoroughly broken heart, that I myself grew sad.


  We spent the day in Taquile together with the Frenchwomen: me with the smiling Dede, Marcus with Annick. Then we all took the boat back to Puno.


  Lake Titicaca was stormy, and we had to take cover on the Uros, drifting 'islands' of totora reeds (Thor Heyerdahl built his vessel Ra from such reeds). We finally made it to Puno, soaking wet, but in high spirits.


  In Puno I went back to my old hotel, and Marcus moved in with me. Again he brewed tea on his kerosene burner.


  'So what do you say, Yossi? Are you really leaving for Cuzco tomorrow?' he asked.


  'Yes,' I said. 'I've already got the schedule for the morning train.'


  'I don't get you,' he argued. 'Why not come along to La Paz, just for a week, and then you can come back to Peru?'


  'I would like to come along, I really would,' I said, 'but I can't change my plans. I don't want to miss Machu Picchu, and I don't have enough money to do both.'


  Marcus wouldn't give in. 'Look, Yossi. You shared food with me before you even knew me. Now let me treat you to a visit to La Paz.' He stuck two fingers into the hem of his pants leg, pulled a few bills out, and held thirty dollars up to me. 'Please, take the money, Yossi. It means nothing to me. It will only be worth something if you use it to come along.'


  'I couldn't take it, Marcus,' I answered, embarrassed. 'I appreciate it. I do. But you have nothing but the pack on your back, the same as me, and there's no reason in the world why I should take your money.'


  Marcus began reciting a poem. I don't remember the title or the poet's name, but I'll never forget its content or the way he recited it. It was about a man who never wanted to take anything from anyone and never learned how to give.


  The next morning we were all on the bus to La Paz – Marcus and me and the five French mochileros.



CHAPTER TWO


THE MOCHILEROS






Although La Paz lies in a valley, it is still the highest capital city in the world, almost twelve thousand feet above sea level. Despite modernisation it has retained the character of a prosperous colonial city. We arrived on a bus crowded with locals. I wandered around the monumental sites: Plaza Murillo, where all the major government buildings have been located since colonial days, and San Francisco Square, where the Jesuit friars built their monastery in the seventeenth century. In the narrow alleyways that lead away from these plazas are shops selling the finest handicrafts of the continent.


  Up Sagarnaga Street are the wooden booths of the bustling witchcraft market of Pachamama, the Andean goddess of the Earth. The women hawk good-luck charms, healing herbs, and spell-brewing grasses, never revealing the true nature of their wares.


  Peddlers swarm the sidewalks selling pastries and fruit. Bolivian music blares from record shops: the sounds of the charango, flute, and samponía, the words part Quechua, the Inca language, and part Spanish.


  During the gleaming morning hours the peddler women, all wearing the same blue smock and hat, offer api and tohori, delicious beverages made of corn. The steaming drinks are served together with hot rolls or fresh donuts dipped in honey.


  Along Sixteenth of July Street, which the locals call the prado (promenade), the high school girls dressed in white smocks linger during recess. They tease every passing gringo, whistling and calling, 'Te amo [I love you].'


  At noontime the old people, leaning against the church in their knitted hats, spit out wads of coca leaves, getting ready for lunch. After they've eaten their fill, the pouch comes out, and a pinch of fresh leaves goes into their mouths along with the extracting stones.


  In the evenings the prado is packed. Strolling youngsters and adults fill the theatres, cinemas, and restaurants.





Marcus, Dede, and Annick were staying at the Rosario Hotel. Jacques and Jacqueline went back to Peru together, and Michel went on to Brazil. Marcus and Annick were becoming very close; I could see they were falling in love. Dede and I spent a lot of time together, but our relationship was different. She was a nice girl, and I liked her a lot. But love? That was something else altogether.


  I had taken a room in the Jewish old-folks' home. A lot of Israelis were staying there, and I made new friends. I spent some nights with them, some in Dede's room, ate my meals cheaply in the market, and was enjoying myself thoroughly.


  One afternoon Marcus and I were sitting in a small teahouse that I had discovered in an alleyway beside the market of Pachamama. Marcus was telling me about the great time he had been having lately and tried to talk me into joining him on a trip to the countryside.


  'I like being in Bolivia,' he said happily. 'Even my clairvoyant would be surprised if he knew... '


  'What do you mean, Marcus, by your 'clairvoyant'? Don't tell me you believe in that kind of nonsense.'


  Marcus smiled. 'I not only believe in them, I'm a bit of a clairvoyant myself.'


  'I don't get you,' I said, amazed.


  'It may sound funny to you, Yossi, but it's the truth. I'm not an ordinary person. I have some kind of special power. I don't know exactly how to put it, but sometimes I feel things in the air. Sometimes things happen to me... strange things. When I was younger, I used to tell all my friends' futures. I told them who would get married and when, how many children each of them would have. Years went by, and what I had predicted came true. Pregnant women used to ask me whether they were carrying boys or girls. I would hold a needle suspended on a thread and concentrate. If the needle swayed to the right, it was a boy. If it moved to the left, it was a girl. I was almost never wrong.'


  He paused, sipped his steaming tea, and then went on.


  'I have some kind of power. I'm some kind of medium. That was the way I decided to come to South America. When Monica suggested the trip, I tested the idea with the needle and thread. The answer was that I should go. I didn't want to. I kept trying, hoping that the needle would go to the left, but it kept moving to the right, ordering me, 'Go!'


  'I believe in that type of thing, though I am a good Christian. I do say my prayers.


  'Monica didn't believe in such things, but she loved me nevertheless. I thought I would die when she wrote that she was leaving me and asked her to come see me. I knew she would not refuse, but when she arrived in Peru, it was horrible, just horrible. I felt myself losing her. Then I heard about a brujo [witch doctor] in Lima and went to see him. He told me that it was all over. There was no future for us. Before I left, he warned me that he felt danger hovering over me in South America. 'You or someone close to you will die here. Be careful!' I knew he was right, but I didn't care. There was no other place for me to go. Not then. Not after I lost Monica.'





Later at the old-folks' home I thought how lucky I was to have come on this trip. I had wanted so badly to avoid going along with the crowd, walking the well-worn path: from kindergarten to grade school, from high school to the army, and then on to university, work, marriage, a child... Stop! Yes, I was lucky to have escaped all that after my military service.


  There were hordes of mochileros like me in South America. The mochila (backpack) is what characterises them. These packs are all they have. In them you'll usually find a pair of patched and faded jeans, a sweater, a raincoat, a Coleman burner, The South American Handbook, which the mochileros call their bible, a sleeping bag, a few toilet articles, and a small first-aid kit. That's it. They keep their money in a money belt inside their pants. Some, like Marcus, even more cautious, cut a slit across the inside hem of their pants leg and stick rolled bills inside.


  The idea is to carry everything on your back, forget your troubles, and let tomorrow take care of itself. You learn from the natives to live for the moment, not to hurry. You travel to breathtaking places – the kinds of places tourists dream of seeing – but you're not a tourist. You're a mochilero, a drifter, and there's a big difference. You're in one place today, someplace else tomorrow. You may stay for a day or a month. You make your own plans, every day full of surprises.


  You meet a lot of drifters like yourself. You usually find them in the cheapest hotels in town or in restaurants that could pass for soup kitchens. You get to know the local people, who are usually friendly to strangers.


  South America is overrun with mochileros of many nationalities, but Israelis are particularly numerous among them. I don't know why that is. Perhaps the long, mandatory military service in Israel has created among its young people a need to break out of moulds, and there is no better way to do that than packing a mochila and wandering.


  Anyway, we Israelis are privileged characters: in almost every large city in South America, the Jewish community has provided some kind of hostel for backpackers. These free hostels are a welcome refuge. Friendships are formed there.


  Each hostel has its 'travel journal,' a book to which the guests contribute notes on a recommended side trip, a place of interest, the cheapest place to stay, to eat, what play is worth taking in, the easiest way to get around. Over time these journals have grown encyclopaedic, full of reliable information.


  The old-folks' home where I was staying had been the Jewish community centre; but a more modern centre had been built, and the former one was turned into a home for the community's senior citizens. Its owner, Señor Levinstein, let the mochileros stay free and gave them use of a refrigerator, a gas burner, and mattresses. His Sabbath meals of roast chicken had become a Friday-night tradition.


  There were only a few old people living in the home. Some of them weren't quite all there, but they were harmless. The one I liked best used to knock on our doors and shyly ask to enter. Once inside, his sweet expression was abruptly transformed, and from his mouth came a stream of the foulest curses you can imagine – that is, if you speak Yiddish. Then he would take his leave politely and go on his way. When he lacked the time for a proper visit, he tapped on our windows and hurled an obscene gesture or two. Another old guy was obsessed with Bolivian soccer and was always looking to regale someone about his favourite team. He once came out of his room at one in the morning, asked us to help him put on his best suit, tie his tie, and lace his shoes. Once dressed, he kindly thanked us and went back to bed.


  Grandma was the boss of the house. She must have been about eighty years old, with frizzy white hair. She had an apartment on the ground floor and was in charge of seeing that the rules were kept. She was the one who checked your passport and papers from the Israeli embassy in La Paz and gave you permission to stay. She showed you where you'd sleep and where the bathroom was. She made sure you didn't make a lot of noise and didn't waste water or electricity. God help anyone who crossed her. She knew how to yell loud enough that no one could ignore her, but underneath her tough demeanour was a fabulous woman, adored by everyone. She spoke broken Spanish and called everyone hijito (my son). Flowers for Grandma were another Friday night tradition.


  The travel journal in the old-folks' home was filled with detailed information about Bolivia and its neighbours – Chile, Peru, and Brazil – and about La Paz. Several residents recommended a visit to 'Canadian Pete', who was serving time in San Pedro Prison. An entire section was devoted to San Pedro cactus, the plant that contains mescal, one the strongest hallucinogens existing in natural form. Many Israelis, it seemed, had tried the drug.


  I decided to try San Pedro cactus for myself. It wasn't difficult to talk Dede into joining me, so we found ourselves on our way one morning to the Valley of the Moon, where it grows.


  We each carried our backpacks. We had brought along a tent, a Coleman burner, a pot, two sleeping bags, two bottles of Coca-Cola, a large jar of jam to help disguise the taste of the plant, and a loaf of bread. Dede also had a large, red waterproof poncho.


  The Valley of the Moon itself was frightening, remote and desolate. The entire area was rocky, with grey-white crags jutting out of the ground forming weird, jagged shapes. Some said Neil Armstrong had named the valley. Flying overhead had reminded him of the moon. It really did look like something not of this earth. Nothing grew there except for a scattering of cacti of many species. Following the descriptions in the travel journal, it was not difficult to recognise the San Pedro cactus. Some of the stumps were carved with names and dates. I looked around for a nice, clean specimen and found one to my liking. I checked out the seven ribs and the spacing of the thorns. Everything was exactly right. I cut off about a foot and a half of the trunk with my pocket knife. Dede put it carefully in my pack, and off we marched.


  We climbed a hillside covered with eucalyptus and were alone up there among the trees, the eerily beautiful valley stretched out at our feet.


  'I'll get the cactus ready,' I told Dede, 'while you put up the tent.'


  I sat down to concoct the drug. I pulled the thorns out with my knife. Then I peeled the rind. There were two layers: one, very thin and green; the other, white and containing strychnine. After carefully separating them, I finally had two big cups full of green pulp. I lit the burner and put a small amount of cactus in the pot to cook. About fifteen minutes later I emptied the pot into a cloth and squeezed out all the liquid. My efforts were rewarded with hardly more than an ounce. Would it be enough? Perhaps I had misunderstood the instructions.


  It was already dusk, and I decided that we had no choice: we would eat the cactus raw. We found a comfortable place to sit on the edge of the hill. The view was fantastic, other-worldly. We sat with the Coke, the jar of jam, and a large spoon. I put a small piece of cactus in my mouth. Did it taste awful! Really disgusting. I shoved a spoonful of jam into my mouth, but it couldn't disguise the horrible taste.


  I was dying to spit it out but forced myself not to. I couldn't swallow the doughy wad and had to chew it some more. My whole body convulsed. I choked back the nausea and took a long drink of Coke. Poor Dede. Now it was her turn. It seemed to me that she had an easier time swallowing the bitter plant.


  We repeated the routine five times until we had eaten the whole thing. Just to be sure, I drank the tiny amount of liquid that I had wrung from the cooked cactus.


  The vanishing sunset was an incredibly beautiful backdrop for the Valley of the Moon, but I was too nervous to enjoy the scenery. I was trembling all over and felt terribly nauseated. Otherwise nothing unusual was happening to me. Dede also looked perfectly normal. She wanted to fix me a cup of tea, but the pot was filthy with the mess of the cooked cactus, and we hadn't brought along enough water to clean it.


  Darkness fell, but a different light reached me. I smiled to myself and gazed down into the abyss below. It beckoned me, and, terrified, I took a few steps back. The very last red rays of the sun lingered over the cliffs across the valley. I clutched tightly to a tree, resisting the alluring abyss.


  Dede clung to me from behind. 'I feel wonderful,' she said. 'I'm flying.'


  I grinned to myself. She pressed her pelvis up against me, and I was afire. She moved slowly back and forth. I was enraptured.


  'Let's go into the tent,' she whispered.


  Walking was difficult, and I was frightened. It was already night time, and I groped my way from tree to tree. Dede took me by the hand, but I didn't trust her. I wanted to feel the trees for myself.


  Once in the tent we lay down on one of the sleeping bags and covered ourselves with the other. Suddenly I was astride a galloping horse. To my right, to my left, everywhere I looked were galloping horses and soldiers in green uniforms, wearing visored caps – and I was one of them. Where was I?


  Dede laughed but seemed so far away. I rode swiftly on, not knowing where I was or where I was going. We were quiet, then suddenly the sky was lit by lightning, and we heard the loud crack of thunder. It started pouring.


  'Oh,' Dede murmured, 'it's so stormy.'


  The rain poured down, and the tent began to leak.


  'I really love storms. I don't know why. They excite me,' she said.


  In no time at all we were soaking. Everything was. The sleeping bags were drenched, and a large puddle formed in the middle of the tent.


  'Let's go outside,' she whispered. She had taken her poncho out of her pack. It was really just a large sheet of nylon, I put it on, and she crawled underneath. We stood like that, the rain pelting down upon us. I was still wondering where I was and with whom I was galloping. I could hear Dede whisper, 'I love it so much. I don't know why. It's so exciting.'


  She was pressing her buttocks up against my groin. Suddenly she seemed so tiny. I stroked her short hair.


  'I love it so much,' she repeated. 'I love it so much.'


  The rain stopped as suddenly as it had begun. Soon the wind subsided too. I could hear a faraway flute, its strains pure and pleasing. Captivated, I listened, almost in a trance. The sound drew nearer. It was an enchanted flute from the world of legends.


  'Do you hear the flute?' I whispered.


  'Of course,' said Dede. 'Where can it be coming from?'


  We were so far from the village, the night was so stormy, and it was so late. 'Hey, you, come here!' I yelled, but the flute slowly faded.


Dede left my side and wandered among the trees, humming.

  The abyss, I thought. Lord, she'll fall into it! And I shouted after her, but she didn't answer my calls, and I became hysterical. I shouted, gripping the trunk of a tree with both hands. 'Don't go over there! Stay away from the cliff! Get right back here!'


  At last she returned. She wasn't at all frightened or upset. 'Let's go back into the tent,' she said quietly.


  She spread her poncho out over the sleeping bags, and we lay down, holding one another. I was conscious of being cold and yet felt curiously indifferent. The coldness didn't matter; it was alien to me. I hovered in other worlds.


  'Do you want to?' she asked in a murmur.


  Do I ever! I thought to myself, but what makes me think I can?


  'I'm not sure that I can,' I said.


  Dede laughed. She removed my belt and stretched out on top of me. I guess I was off in another world. Everything felt different, new, unfamiliar. It was endless. When it happened, it just went on and on for I don't know how long. Afterward we just lay there. I was still trying to get Dede to tell me into what army I had been conscripted and where we were. She didn't even try to answer my questions. She only laughed. The horses galloped along with me until daybreak.


  Dede pulled me outside, but my legs wouldn't do what I wanted. I stood there, watching while she took the tent down and packed our wet belongings. She wadded everything up and shoved it into the packs, and we started trudging back toward the village.


  'Have you come down?' I asked her.


  'I think so.'


  'Do you think I have?' I asked.


  'I don't know. You're really funny.'


  I had no more hallucinations, but nothing seemed as it should. I had difficulty walking, and everything I saw – cliffs, stones, trees – looked unfamiliar.


  The bus we caught was full of Indian workers; I felt they were staring at us, but then I must have dozed off. Before I knew it, we were in the middle of La Paz.


  'Do you want me to help you get home?' Dede asked.


  'No, I'll get a cab,' I answered.


  'Will you be over to see me later?'


  'Yeah, sure.'


  I hailed a cab and gave the driver my address. I ran into my friends Eitan, Raviv, and Shukrun at the entrance of the old-folks' home. They burst out laughing at the sight of me.


  'So how was it?' Raviv asked.


  'I'm scared,' I told them. 'Really. I'm not coming out of it.'


  They just laughed some more.


  'Come and have some breakfast with us. You'll feel better,' Eitan said.


  I left my pack in the hallway and joined them. It was hard to walk, and I was afraid to cross the street. Eitan helped me.


  'Am I going to stay this way?' I asked in terror.


  'No, no, don't worry,' Eitan assured me. 'It'll be all right. You get some sleep, and when you get up, everything will be all right.'


  'You're a happy man, Yossi,' Shukrun said. 'You should only stay that way. That's the whole point.'
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