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WARNING

This book describes a perilous adventure into the
Amazon rainforest, in which a number of dangerous
activities are undertaken. None of these activities
should be attempted without the supervision of an
adult. The Publisher expressly disclaims liability for any
injury or damages resulting from engaging in the

activities contained in this book.

‘. Frances Lincoln
2 Children’s Books




A MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR

In 2014 myself and some colleagues made a discovery in a remote part of the Amazon: a sealed case full of maps, diaries, sketchbooks
and more. They belonged to an unknown artist and adventurer whose identity still remains a mystery.

Many of the original notebooks and illustrations were curated into The Lost Book Of Adventure, a guide to adventure that has
now been translated around the world. But there were a lifetime of stories and adventures that never made it into the original book.
These so-called journals were detailed accounts of some of the Unknown Adventurer’s most exciting expeditions.

I've chosen to start with what appears to be one of his first: Journey To The Last River, an incredible story of adventure deep in
the Amazon rainforest that began with the discovery of a lost map. The location on the map has been kept a secret for reasons you
will discover, but through our research we have found that the area in question is real and remains virtually unexplored to this day.

No yearly dates were written down, but judging by the kit, the expedition most likely took place in the 1960s. As with the
original journal, all details and events in the following pages were recorded as they unfolded. Any errors and unfinished illustrations
are simply the natural realities of travel writing in such an environment and have been kept as they were. Where translations or more
explanation is needed, footnotes have been included.

At times, while compiling this historical document, | felt like | was right there with them on their extraordinary journey.
[ hope when you turn the next page, you too will feel the same thrill and wonder, and the urge to pack your bag and explore the world

around you.

Teddy Keen
Editor & Compiler









Every Adventure Has A Beginning
This journal 1s my personal account of a journey deep into the Amazon. If you are
reéding this, there is something you should know.

All adventures have a moment when they comé into existence. This one began
in the axchives of the Royal Zeographical Socie%y when I came across a rare and
weathered old book. 4 blow on its dusty cover zevealed the following words: Travels
in the noxrthein Amazon\— 1835-1844" by R. Schombuirgk, explorer and botanist.

When 1 opened the book, an old piece of paper slipped out. It was a hand—drawn
map showing & mountainous rainforest .cut through by a winding “iver. Butb most of
the details had been removed and a large area had been rubbed out. Raising the map
to the 1ight I could just make out a thin blue line and the WOoIds, ‘Iast Rivexz'.
What was this Last River? And why had it been rubbed out? It was as if the mapmaker
was tfying to hide something. I read the book but the explorex s account gave no
mention of the map oxr an expedition intoéige mountains. In that momentrl %éit an
lrxesistible uige tol know ithe truth. I putjﬁhe\ﬁap and the book in my bag, and left.

I researched the map for weeks but found nothing. That might have been the end
of the stoxry had I not posted a phofo oy tiirtio Biba, aiscientist A riend in Braz il
By chance, she zecognised the area shown on the map as pait, of an ancient mountain
shield running across the northern Amazon - a wild and untamed land.

I would mention the area’s name, but I can’t. 411 I can say is that this -map
would lead us on'-an expedition into the unknown, hoping. to find the Last Rivexr fox
ourselves. what we dilscovered was enough to make me remove oxr change the place names
in this journal — just like theé map maker. Soon, you will know and undeistand.

If you are reading this, piomise that you will keep it secxzet. You are now

a guardian of the Last Rivex, too.




( \mwer thought the first werds in this journal might be the lase.

(ts getting dark and we still haven't reached the savamnah and our airstrip.

Every time our old Cessna hits turbulence it feels [tke were going to fall from
the sky. Writing feels [ike the only way to take wy mind off it—

us about 4 hours ago we have been heading north. Due to a fuel =

Since leaving M ana
we wust reach the village before it w4

issue we left later than Flammcd. The sun is scmkmg =
disappears or our Pclot will be f(ycmg blind.
across from we, Wedgeot in by our File of gear. Her forehcaoﬂs restém9

Bibi is sitting
er eyes scanming the darkening jtmglc pelow. Theres a facrly 9ooot chance

agat)nst the Window, h
well crash to owur deaths, but she seems calm. Too calm.

inforest, silver as a stream of mercury. [n the distance,

feel old. Buicet. Umkm:@abzf{:
eys? Are you hiding.

Below us a river winds through the ra

ine of blue mountains rises up like waves in a stormy ocean. mey

What are you holding in your dark vall
ongue of the earth —

a rippled [
7?&)/ have filled my dreams for wonths.

the Last Riverd [ can almost feel them whispering
o their secrets can remain hidden.

in some ancient i

rkness marks

%Letly wcllcmg our Plame to disappear s
s Bibi ju.st tapped. my arm. A Falc,
the edge of the savannah. T hank God.

distant 9lcmmcr in the da




dmiring the view.

nah and our (amdvémy sl‘FL'F
brought a huge wave of relief.




Moarch [3th

e

y hawmock, watthing small birds take turns

(w writing this from m
the savannah hums with the

ast crumbs from the table. Beyomt their cerf;ng,

stca[6m9 breakf
oards below we [ can make out a couplc of

sound. of cicadas. mrouyh the cracks in the floorb

mangy dogs Cmspectémg our kit. One of them shakes up a cloud of red dust, them wéés on

my rucksack. [ stamp my heel but it doesn't even look up- Epual.
Were in the Village of = o Ykm walk from the grass airstrip we finally landed. on last night.

A local wman — Atorai — and his famcly have let us use their outhouse — a raised wooden buéldimg with the

We are keen to get going, put a L-week canoe adventure

traditional thatched reof of layered. Palm fronds.
o speak to some of the locals apout the map to see

We need. food suf)f)lces and [ want t
wcl( set olff\ the day after tomorrow.

an see where the savannah wieets the edge of

rco(uiras Pref;aratcom.

i

tantalisingly, in the héat.



Bibis gone off to find a wmango tree. (t has been qood spending time with her again.

We met in Sao Faulo three years ago, while
[ the same worrying mix of cUriosity, Fr‘actéca( /'okes and. an
cularly the dangerous omes.

[ was wandering arownd South Awmerica.

| She hasn't changed., stil
wnnatural fondness for amphibians and. rgptéles, partt

(ts somathcm9 she noW has a dcgree in.
When Bibi saw the wmap she understood its Potemtéal immediately.

Moving (00w on land in the deep jungle can take a whole worning of wachete=hacking ' ‘W\”&;w@(‘% 4
and. snake—dodging, but rivers out here are the pathways into the wiknown and are a haven for we U',\&\‘\
wildlife. T he chance to cxPlore 2 new one is enormous and we both know it. Given her obsession
with snakes and athchams, [ know she is hoping to find some new species = no doubt she will
 use me to lure in some ¢si>cc£ally deadly specimen.
“oo But [ glad she is here. We realised early on that a small, Z-person expedition was our only option. o=

We had Plammed to hire local quides, but oul’ meagre savings didu't stretch that far [ just hope we won t
regret it. This is my first proper Jungle trip and. (d be lying if [ said ( wasn't nervous.

Bibi scanning (f somagm,,(? goes wrong, we are on our owWn.

h fere™, -

oSl Fortunately Bibi grew up in Aracd* and. has some handy forest skills — skills we may need out thiere™, -
g

Parha}?s (wm re(yémg on her too much, but she is le,bes%’omly chance of fc'motémg this Last River -

and its secret. [ think the map is hiding far wore than /ust some new species.

Rainforest edge
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LA e, e} b
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e Aracgd River is in north western Brazil. From what we can gather Bibi appears to have spent some of her youth in ;his‘oreo
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Went to the (fé[(ayc this morning - all was O(uw,t. A few tame peccaries wandered. about.
(n the store, drying strips of beef hung like old rags on a clothes line. Have Fécked up our suf)iylﬂgs.

The fishermen will be back this afternoon.

thing to lose. The plan is to travel on foot into the jungle
9 P flung

('m attaching the map over here —— One less
we and a (,ouf)le

to mmw, Paototlcmg downstream, we hope to reach the mountains in a week's ti
wore days to reach the tributary, or wountain river, as ( call it. With any luck we will then follow the waters
upstraam towards the rubbed—out section (n the Wlai)\S toP-—rcyht corner. Given the age of the wap, we are well
aware that there is a chance the mountain river ts Mow Cmi;assable. That's a risk we will have to take.

is to ¢xi>lore as far into unknown territory as we can and. to document
wie is the mysterious blue line on the map. Who made

the wildlife we

Offccm([y, our mission
oth know that the real reason we ca
why did he rub out that Fartécul

t2 There must be a reason.

come across. But we b
w that line? (f it was Schombu.l’gk,
the rainforest, in his accoun

Something that he wanted to keep secret.

the map and. dre ar areas And why
didn't he include the map, and his /'ou,rmy into
Deep down [ think that he discovered something.



* The lost city of El Dorado was believed to be paved with gold and led many explorers to this part of the Amazon.

There are only two Posscbclctées [ can think of. Fcrstlyf that he cawe across the
remains of some kind of lost civilisation. (t sounds far-fetched, but when Moachu Ficchu

was rediscovered in (911, few believed it. (t is also recorded that Schombury/c came aLross
ancient stone marlccmgs further up this very

river and. for hundreds of years gxplom”s
came to this regllom in search of the

fabled lost city of 9oldi El Dorado.*

Secondly: that his secret was the
treasure itself. Ferhaps he found gold
or diamonds buried within these
wountains. (¢ wmakes sense. The 950(09)/ of
this landscape is known to hold these
valuable minerals. The more ( have looked
at the map, the }ere convinced. [ am

that that is why it Was rubbed out.

( can hear Bibi Fackémg below.

( haven't told her my theortes. She thinks

(w1 here as some kind of adventuring
artist. (f she knew my real reason _
if she knew that [ have 90(& on my

mind. — she would never have come.

Aund [ need her.




(ve sketched out our kit here. A usafukimrcntory if nothing else. Bibi sorting through kit while being
/ TR pestered. by the dog.
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DON'T FORGET REPAIR KIT!!




