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egea wake taifeke.
This is what I remember he hold him that time long ago.

uge owifekefa.
Told my father.

kigefa wake la engiale kutefiui segati.
“Come with me way over that way, just so you can be our guides to that place.

la wake eteli ukifiui efeke wake.
You go with me way over that way so you can guide me.”’

atiponga mbedyafa kutefiu wake.

Standing next to him he said that to him,
“With me as our guide.”

inde wake igelisi itsa wake.
The Englishman was here, I remember.

tseta wake titsetu atani,
I remember seeing them when they were there at our settlement,

fagute.
At the ox-bow lake.

indefa tifiingi atani.
That’s where our houses were.
The narrative then proceeds to describe the arrival at this dry season settlement

of a messenger from the main settlement, informing the people at Tefupe that
kagaifa are at Kanugidyafiti.

As for that one, think if you will, the sun was like this.
It was during the dry season, the way it is now.
““Kaa, kaa’’, a messenger sent to us
there at that place I spoke of.
On his way to Tefupe.
On his way to Tefupe.

‘“Kaa’’, the messenger called to us as he walked on.
That was, think of it, the one who came to us to tell us something.

Wagitsu.
Yes, it was none other than Wagitsu.
He was the one who came to us to tell us something.
‘‘Kaa, Christians, Christians’’.

But his correct name was Nauke.
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He was the one who came to tell us something.
He hurried towards Tefupe to tell us something.
When he approached our people went out to meet him.

My father and the others went to him.
My relatives, there were alot of relatives of mine.

Then, when we were all together,

“Who is it?”’
“‘Christians are here’’, he answered.

““Some Englishmen.”’

““Where are they?’’ ‘‘At the other settlement.”’
By where Oso lived, he meant.

By Oso.

They were by the person who had stayed behind all alone.
There were houses there.

[I asked, ‘“What was the
settlement called?’’]

It was called Kanugidyafiti.
[This was the main settlement at the time.]

And, what was it? Think carefully about it,
Think carefully.
Think carefully of what happened next. The sun was over there.

“Let’s go”’, myself, my father, my grandfather, another father of mine. Leaders, my fathers
were leaders of our group.

Their daughter is Anasagu, the leaders’ daughter. [This woman was one of
the important female leaders at the time of my stay.]

Agifiga’s daughter.
His daughter.
She.

Think, if you will, Agifiga’s only remaining child.

Agifiga had even more children.
Another person was one of Father’s brothers.

[That one you spoke of.]
Yes.

Kambe then mentions the main leader of the community, a man named Isagagi
(probably the last male leader in the direct line of the original founders of
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the community), and this leads him to begin comparing the Kalapalo tradition
of hereditary leadership with Brazilian practice; at this point, the authoritative
voice appears for a second time:

Isagagi wake apadyu fisuagii gehale.
I remember seeing Isagagi, also Father’s brother.

There were these many of them, father and the others.
Many of them were there!

Yes, my relatives.

The leader of our group, the chief of our group.
Kalapalo leaders are never removed, no.

But among the Christians, it’s like this: ‘‘Our leaders aren’t working out’’, the leaders
of the Christians.

So they’re removed.

They never replace them with their younger brothers, no.
The leaders are always removed, over and over.
And more of them come.

Think, if you will. I am a Kalapalo.
Since I have a son now, he will come on top of me.
And his descendent, his own son here will come on top of him.
When he dies.
After my son is removed.
He will be the person on top of him.

FUNAI doesn’t... when someone else comes on top of another, he sleeps a day or
so, and then for no reason he goes away.

He’s only begun and he’s removed as well.

And another time, before we know it he’s removed.

Kambe then resumes his narrative, but only for a moment. After telling me
where the sun was when the group arrived at Kanugidyafiti (this temporal
reference is a major narrative segmenting device), he pointed out that another
group (those who were connected to his rival’s faction) lived in another
place. The authoritative evidential is heard once more, and here Kambe makes
it clear that those other people knew nothing about the visit of the foreigners,
because they were living so far away:

So listen.

““There are Christians here’’, he said.
So then we came there to see them.
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To the settlement.

We came to see them at Kanugidyafiti.
Coming away from Tefupe.

It was late in the afternoon, just around this time of day, the sun was just over here when
we arrived.

While the sun was over here.
I mean, to where the one who stayed by himself lived. There weren’t any of our people there.

ago otomo wake inde, Mugika, akanafa aningo etuko.
I remember there were other people, Mugika and his relatives, who were living at their own
settlement. As you know that’s how they live.

igea wake fisunduko wake.

I remember there were these many of those brothers.

[As he says this, he holds up several of his fingers.]

There were people living on this side and on the far side as well, across the river from us.
They never saw them.

Nor did they know they were there.
Nor did anyone come to tell them.
No one ever told them, they didn’t.
It was too far for them to travel there.
It was so far, it would have been surprising had they gone there. That’s how
it was. Far from there.
ulemifiigeyalefale egey, Kafindzu itsa wake.
Anyway, they always kept to that place, they lived at Kafindzu Meander, believe me.

Continuing his narrative, Kambe describes how they arrived to see the
foreigners walking around the house circle, while looking at a piece of
paper. This provides him with another example of how different the Kala-
palo are now from that time, when not only could no one read, writing itself
had no meaning.

Then, that’s all.

We had come into the plaza, we had come.
““Where is he?”’, they asked the other man.

Oso was the person about whom they spoke.
Oso stood over there.
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He stood just inside his house.
They were led to his house.
To his house.
‘““Here they are’’, they answered.
‘“‘Here, they’ve come out to the plaza’’.
At his house, by the doorway.
They were standing there, they were.
They kept examining a piece of paper.
They kept examining a piece of paper.

While they kept doing that they walked around the house circle.

The segment concludes with the authoritative voice once more:

None of the Kalapalo knew anything about what they were doing.

How could they have known anything about them?
While the Kalapalo were still ignorant, still ignorant.

389

But now we have learned about things like that. The Yawalapiti people have done that,

those people have done that.

Much later, we have such things.

ifitseke kualehale wake tsitsagele.

I remember how truly different we were then from how we are now.
here to their ignorance of Portuguese]

ingilagele wake.

[He is referring

I remember it was still in the beginning. [That is, of their relations with non-Indians.]

“Give me this, give me that’’,

titsita wake tahofeke,

I remember that’s what we were like around knives.

igefungu wake tsahogoi, fiegikini tilako.
I remember there were only three, one for each man.
Sahasisi itité wake.
I remember his name was ‘‘Sahasisi’’.
““What’s your name”’,
my father said.
Sahasisi.
This one here is ‘‘sihadyo’’.
“Very well”’.
‘““And this one here’’, he said, “‘Dyoi”’.
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Dyo.
“All right’’, we answered.

Next we went inside, tiki.
We got up after we had slept.
““That man is their chief’’, he said.
Oso was the one who said that.
““That’s their chief’’, he said.
“Very well”’, they answered.
That was all.

[Since one source claims they traveled with Bakairi Indians, I asked, ‘““Were they with
Bakairi people?’’]
There weren’t. They were by themselves. By themselves.
Then, as we stayed there,
“Why are you here’’, someone asked.
We people asked them that.
Father and the others spoke.
[ was still a child then.
This is how small I was.

Kambe points out how small a child he was; this seeming irrelevance may
be his way of reminding me that although he was present and the conversation
that he is about to describe is accurately reported, he was still too young
to have participated directly.

“I’m going over that way’’, he said. ‘‘I’m going over that way to my settlement.”’

““That’s the wrong way. You need to go THAT WAY to get to where the Christians
live.”” They didn’t really know what was over there. Father and the others knew nothing
of Christian people.

““That’s the direction I'm going to follow.”

“You’re wrong about that.”

“You’re wrong’’, Father and the others said.
Our people’s relatives said, ‘““You’re wrong’’

““Go that other way, you should go the right way, on the Atatsinu, that way.
On the river.

“You’re wrong. That’s the way I’m going to travel.

Because my settlement is over that way.”

““You’re wrong, in that direction are fierce people who will club you. Over there.”’

[Like his wife Tsangaku, he can’t say angikogo because it is his daughter’s husband’s
name, so he uses idyu, from Portuguese indio.]
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« ““You're wrong.
You’re wrong.
No one will club me.”
Look, he had one of these, #sitsitsitsi, a watch. He owned one of those things.

That won’t happen because f#sitsitsitsi this thing alone is going to protect me”’,
he said.

““The fierce people will surely club you®’.
““No they won’t.”’

eunguluingonafa igey, embukinenimingo ifekeni. apadyu kita wake.

““While you’re asleep there, being what they are, they will betray you.”” 1 remember
Father saying that.

embukinenimingo idyufeke. eingupigi atanilefa, apiliingo ifekeni. uletofo tuililefa
wake idyufeke wiake tuililefa wake.

““Those fierce people will betray you. While you’re sound asleep, they will club
you. Believe us, that’s how they kill people, that’s how the fierce people kill people,
believe us.”’

Notice the increasing use of evidentials in the conversation, as the Kalapalo
double their efforts to dissuade the stubborn Englishman from taking the
direction he has chosen. And again, at the end of this segment of the conver-
sation, the authoritative voice appears, this time in the words of the leader
from the distant past. The foreigner tries to persuade them with payment:

“Come with me.”” To my father.
To Atafulu. ““Come with me.
Let’s go there to get things for you. We’ll get axes for you, things like these.
And I'll give you guns.
You’ll get your own hammocks.
Everything.
You’ll be given pets like ours, dogs.”’

But again, authority intervenes. Now it is Kambe’s own voice, which, in
commenting upon his father’s refusal, lifts the encounter out of its context
in a distant time and sets it firmly in the present, as if to serve as a comment
on how seriously others have misunderstood the Kalapalo. Rather than being
murderous deceivers, they in fact tried repeatedly to help the Englishmen. The
visitors, on the other hand, seem to have cared nothing for the lives of their
hosts:

ule ataningapa wike, eh he tago atani, idyufeke
wake apifoli ifigitsigii. la wake apingimbolilefa,
apadyupe apingimbolilefa, ifigitsigii.
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Believe me, if he had perhaps agreed to what that other man had said, it would have been
that man’s fault alone if the fierce people had clubbed him to death. Believe me, if he
had died over there, if Father had died over there, it would have been that other man’s

fault alone.
““I can’t’’, he answered.
“I don’t want the fierce people to club me to death.
I won’t let them club me to death.”
He told him.

ila! eteke efutanipa egetomi.

““Don’t you realize you have to go by canoe in that other direction?’’ [Here, the evidential
nipa indicates an inference about another person’s thoughts. The quotation suggests that
the Englishmen are perhaps a bit crazy not to listen to them.]

On the Tatsinu.

““No, I’'m going in that direction.”’
They really argued.
itagifiu ekugu wake!

I remember seeing how much they argued!

But on the following day, they decide to return home. The foreigners decide
to follow, but first spend three more days in the main settlement. Upon
returning home, the men tell the women that the foreigners will be coming
to their place, and the women agree that that is a good thing to happen.

Someone told him:

““Go iIn that direction!”’

““No I won’t.”’
“You have to go that way by canoe!”’
Nothing doing. I’m going that way to my settlement, despite what you say.”

Although they were going to travel, they didn’t have any food to take with them,
nothing.

The next day, ‘‘Let’s go’’, they kept urging us there.

“While they walked away towards our settlement.

Our people left.
We went back from where we had come to see the others.

Where we had come to. To see the others.
Very late in the day we arrived.

““Anything?’’, they asked.
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Mother and the others spoke.

““There are some Christians there’’, we answered.
“They’re coming right here,

To this place.
They’re coming here.”

““That’s alright with us.”’
They slept three more days.

They slept some more back there at that other place.
That was all.

Next, Kambe describes these foreigners a bit more (using wake), comparing
their enormous size to one of the FUNAI officials, a man named Chico:

mbuh! itsapohondu wake. mbuh ha haa!
Mbuh! I remember seeing how tall they were. Mbuh ha haa!

The father was somewhat tall, but he was the smallest of the three.
He wasn’t as tall as the others.
So much more than he mbo ho hoo!

was his son.

elefa tohongogehale wake.
And I remember seeing that the other one with them,

buh! kapehelatsahambe wake,
buh! 1 saw that he was even taller than the other two.

Shiku agagehale wake, Dyo hale, Shiku kapohondua,

No less than Chico, I remember, that’s what Dyo looked like, even as
tall as Chico.

Dyo wiake, Dyo,
Dyo, I remember that’s what Dyo was like.

engilefa, engilefa wake ike, igele.
This is what happened next, I remember this is what happened next, think of it.

After they left,
three days passed.

three days were slept.
After three days were slept, that was all.
This is what happened, I still remember this is what happened, think of it.

When that was over, they came.

They came.
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Yanuwa’s father was the person who escorted them.
He was different, a member of the Dyagami community.
Kafusala.
Think, Angafu’s husband’s name.
What I’'m saying is that he wasn’t Kanugidyafiti.
He was Dyagami.
Angafu’s husband.
His wife though, his wife was Kafundzu.

efitsu feley wake.
I remember that’s who his wife was.

His daughter, that’s what they came to call Yanua’s daughter.
That became his daughter’s name.

That’s the name they came to use for talking about Yanua’s daughter.
He had another wife, a co-wife,

who was Kutsami,
Kutsami was the co-wife.

Kafusala’s other wife.
Yes.

He was the man who escorted those people there,

[Here, Kambe is using a common device for linking the contemporary know-
ledge of a listener—in this case people I knew well—to the details of a story,
thereby enhancing the listener’s appreciation of those details, however trivial
they might seem to be. Moreover, letting me know that there were still living
descendants of eyewitnesses to the events he was describing was also a good
way of telling me where I might corroborate his story.]

““Kaa’’, he called out. ‘‘Kaa.”’

As for the time of day, the sun was over here.

They were beside the riverbank.

They were tired from all the walking.

The boots they wore were eating into their feet.

“Don’t worry, you won’t walk any longer. It’s only a short way from here.”

So then, I guess they went on, after they had rested.

they rested,
until the sun had almost set,

The boots they wore were eating into their feet, that’s why they rested right there
were they had been escorted.

And because they were so tired.
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They were tired from carrying those tall packs of theirs.

Each man carried one. They wore their packs on their backs.
Their packs were big, like this.

Inside them were knives like this kind.

all kinds of fish hooks,
that’s all.
‘““Kaa’”’, he called out.
““Let’s do it’’, we came canoeing to them.
[On the river?]

pupupupu, we paddled until we reached them. The river.

Pok, we came to them on the other side, from the other shore, pupupupu we paddled
until we came drew to the shore.

To where those people were, sleeping outdors.

Across the river.
Since the sun was at its height, ouch! they were suffering from the heat.

How red their faces were! Being light-skinned, the heat of the sun had burned them.
Father and the others came back. They drank something, and when they were ready,

“Where will you stay?”’

““I want to be over here.”’

Underneath the trees, they wanted to be under the trees.

In the shade.

“Let’s do it”’, they worked to set up camp. *‘Set up camp next’’, they said. Father and
the others spoke.

People of my own group spoke.

““‘Set up camp next’’, they said.

As they cut branches.

While their companions went to do that.

They worked to set up camp, until they were finished.

Next came, something like that thing you brought me, look, the black plastic thing, some-
thing like what you brought me.

They covered them, they covered them, three did.
“Let’s do it’’, so father and the others hung up their hammocks for them.

That was done.
Next they brought food to them.

Fish were brought to them.
They chewed on manioc bread there.

So they stayed there.
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““You should toast some manioc flour for me next,
I want you to toast some manioc flour,

I want you to do that so I can carry it with me when I travel to that far place.”
“Very well.”
So mother and her companions were making it,

day after day,
they toasted manioc flour.

They put it into sacks, they put it into sacks, into sacks,

three of them.

These were their containers, each one of them had one.
One for each man.

They put it inside each of these.
Toasted manioc flour was inside.
Their food was inside, toasted manioc flour was inside.

aikugumbekudya! teliko wike.

There was so much of it inside those sacks.
When they left, I remember.

and their hammocks, and also their guns, muzzle-loaders.

Then, after staying in this dry season settlement for several more days, the
foreigners decide to leave. Presents are distributed, including fish hooks, an
umbrella, blankets (which the Kalapalo had never seen), and most valuable
of all, knives. Once again, the leader of the foreigners tries to persuade the
Kalapalo men to travel with him. They refuse, with the wake sentences ending
this argument in an extremely conclusive way.

They slept, and they were drinking hot manioc soup there.

they were chewing on manioc bread,
They were eating fish, and they were throwing fish hooks.
Those people, the Christians would do that.

Two of them would do that.
One of them remained by himself.
While he sang, he played a musical instrument.
His musical instrument worked like this, like this [he makes as if playing a harmonica,
and hums ““God Save the King’’!]
He went.

His musical instrument was black.
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That was just what it was like.
What’s it called?

[harmonica]
That’s what it was.
He sang and sang.

He put his arm around me this way.
While he was playing as we watched the Christians.

While he was playing.
Father and the others.

Then, ““I’ll have to be going’’, he said.
They slept this many, look, they slept five more days.
Five.
““Captain, I must be going now’’, he said.

““Here are some fish hooks, take them.”’

He gave some fish hooks to Father and the others.
That’s all.

He gave them some fish hooks.
That’s all.

They were still very difficult to acquire.
When he had given them to us, we were the only ones who had them.

To us, little ones,
to the children.
This kind, look.

The black thing we use for moving through the rain, to Father.
To his younger brother also, to Lafati, Dyafu,

They were his sons, my other father’s sons.

Kapi’s sons.

Moh hoh, that father of mine was huge.

To him as well, the same thing.

Then, boki he gave a blanket to Agifiga, something different.

A blanket. He didn’t know what it was. He didn’t.
““Here, take it.”’

This time it was a blanket!
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We had no idea what it was, none.
To Grandfather, to my grandfather, to Uwafu,

To Grandfather, he was my grandfather,
He was their uncle, father and the others,
““Uncle’” was how they talked to him.
One of these, a knife.

One of these.

That was all, look, that was all.
“Tomorrow I must be going’’, he said.

“I will go in that direction over there.”’

““Come with me’’, to my father.

“I can’t, no.

I don’t want to be clubbed by the fierce people.

I don’t want to be clubbed by the fierce people.”’
‘““As long as I have my gun no one will kill you.
As long as I have my gun.”
He would go alone ahead of the others.
“Let it be’’, my father answered.
“Don’t mistake what I’m saying. I’m afraid of the fierce people’’, he told him.

ule atani tsingapafa wake idyufeke tuefoli wake.
Believe me, if he had perhaps done differently, a fierce person might have killed him.

ifigi tsigii dyalefa wake.
That same man only had one gun.

The foreigner then suggests that the Kalapalo guide him to the forest path,
and they agree. They are given the sacks of manioc flour to carry, and the
entire party walks through the fields to a creek, where camp is made. The
kagaifa shoot monkeys for the Kalapalo, after which the Kalapalo leave. As
they returned, they heard the kagaifa shooting. Then the next day, they heard
them shooting once again, and went back to discover they had been shooting
into the nests of orioles. Kambe comments on the heavy loads the foreigners
had been carrying, and the poor trail. Since he is uncertain what happened
to them, wake is not used. Instead, his comments begin to be strongly marked
by the evidential ko (which expresses his own ignorance) and the probability
or suppositional evidential ngapa.

““So escort us there’’, he said.

““I want your followers to escort us.
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I want your followers to escort us.”
“Very well’”’, he answered.

“Let’s do it.”” He who went by that old man’s name, Kafukwigi. [Here again he refers
to a living contemporary of his.]

He was that man’s own grandfather, his grandfather.
He. And also his son Jagefiga, and also his older brother Agafu.

Also his older brother.

And Kagafi, and Father and his companions and their other brother Kifiue. This
boy of mine here came to have his name.

He was another brother of Father and his companions.
Their cousin.

He himself.

That was all, look, that’s all.

‘““‘Hoh, hoh!”’, take this with you.
He gave them the manioc flour.
To each one of them.
So they could carry it.
And they walked to where the manioc field was located

the other men.
with the other men.

They were still close to some water.
Still near a creek.

They slept.
The time was still about when people light their fires.

“I’ll stay here’’, he said.
By the water, by the water.
Then, “kwa kwa kwa’
monkeys were calling,
monkeys.

““Shoot at them’’, he said. He wanted them killed.
He did, Kafukwigi did.

“Kill them for my food.”

They came closer, ‘‘kwa, kwa’’ they came closer.
That man did it.

“‘Shashashu’’ did.

‘‘Shashashu’’.
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He shot them with his muzzle-loader.

Bok, bubububu,

The bullet that he shot broke this part of its body.
When that happened to its flesh, it was done.

One of them.

““Here it is, eat it.”’

And so he brought it to him.

That was all.
“I must go now’’, he said.

““Then go’’, they answered.

“I’ll sleep here, and then I’ll leave tomorrow.”’
“All right.”’
When they had finished sleeping some more,

they came back here, arriving late in the day,
They had the monkey that had been shot.

Then while we were eating it,

Where are they? ‘‘They’re still around here.”
They were saying the others were, they were.
They slept there.

At dusk,

Nduk!, the sound of their shooting.

Late in the day, when the sun was over here.
Nduk. They were shooting oropendolas.

Oropendolas.

The next day, very early at dawn they were doing that,

the sun was still very low on the horizon.
Nduk! Nduk!, they were shooting.

They were doing that as they walked away.
They were leaving.

Father and the others were in the manioc fields.

“Let’s go look for them!”’

““Let’s go look for them!”’, he said.
So they went again to see them again.

ELLEN B.

But they had already gone far from where they had left them before.

There were so many oropendola tails lying around!

Oropendola tails.

BASSO
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Those that had been shot.
That was their roosting place, where their nests were located.

Since they had walked around shooting at the birds’ nests, there wasn’t a clear trail,
none.

Just a few footprints here and there.
engikonangapafa pangia igeta.
I don’t known how they managed to carry the manioc starch.
Those loads of manioc starch, tall, like this.
Inside each one of their packs.
They were carrying heavy loads.
Those portions of manioc starch, tall, like this.
Inside each one of their packs.

They were burdened with very heavy loads.

The Kalapalo men come back to the settlement with the valuable bird skins
the kagaifa had left behind, which reminds Kambe of another wasteful habit:

The others came back.

then they arrived home.
““We didn’t see them”’, they said, ‘‘They’ve left.”’
They had the oropendola tails.

The oropendolas that had been shot where they were nesting.
At their camping place.
Tuk, those they had been shooting at.
When they ate the meat.
they skinned the birds.
nali wake kanga engelui wake sitigipe.
I remember they didn’t eat ANY fish heads.

They didn’t eat any guts.

They stripped the flesh from the bones, fsiuuk!
When they ate fish.
They didn’t eat the heads.
We ate them afterwards.
fialima wake sitigipe engeli wake ifekeni.
I remember seeing how they NEVER ate the heads.
On the fourth day, the Kalapalo could still see smoke from the foreigners’ fire,

but after the fifth day, no more fire was seen. The Englishmen had apparent-
ly moved too far away from the settlement. So after a few days, the Kalapalo
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decide to go look for their trail. Worrying about what they might find, they
ask themselves rhetorically why the foreigners had gone that way. The author-
itative sentences again conclude the segment.

The next day they slept some more.

Then they slept, they slept, the following day, on this (fourth) day, look,
Butsiki, their fire grew up.

We could see it from where we were.

From where we were at Tefupe.

Butsiki, the fire rose up,
Right over in that direction they had gone.

““There’s the Christians’ fire’’, we said to one another.
That was going on as the sun set.

The next day as the sun set, again their fire rose up.

The following day again, just a little smoke, spread out in the sky.
On this day, mbouk, their fire had gone out.

They had left.

They had gone away, so their fire had gone out.

Maybe they went to the Tanguro, I don’t know how.

I remember they all used to swim.

So then after they had slept, on this day,
“We should go look for their trail,

look for their trail.”
Father and the others spoke.

“Very well”’
“Tomorrow we’ll go.”

My father Isagagi, his younger brother Kifiue, Kafukwigi, his son, his other son Kagafi,
this many went.

“Let’s go!”” After they had slept many days,

after they slept,
it looked as if the Englishmen’s fire was no longer alive, as if it had been put out.

““What a shame! Why did he keep insisting they go away?”’

engikomundengapafa Tangugufeke eteliko.
Maybe they couldn’t get across the Tanguro.

idyeningolefa wake.
I remember they all used to swim.

““There are Christians over in that direction!”’
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““The Christians were over that way!”’

awindakofungu mbedyembale wike.
I remember hearing that, they weren’t lying to them when they told them that.

They told them they should have come up this way instead.

kagaifa ande, la, Kalapalo kita wake.
““There are Christians over that way’’, I remember hearing the Kalapalo say.

““There are Christians over that way, Christians.”’
““But there are lots of fierce people over that way, where you’re going.”’
““The Christians are over in that direction.”

The Kalapalo prepare to leave, and after traveling further on, they come to
the last camping place of the foreigners, where they see a few signs of someone
having cut through the vines with a machete, but nothing else.

So they went on,

others made their food,
I mean, Mother and her companions did that.

They made manioc bread.

So they went, they went on.
When the sun was here, they came to where the others had slept.
And they went on,

there was no sign the others had used a machete to cut the vines, none.
Once in a while, tsiuk.

engikonangapafa etegatifigiko fesiftifudya.

I don’t know how were they were able to go through that uncleared forest.

Once in a while, fsiuk.

While their footprints, while their shoeprints.

tik had made signs on the forest floor.

Our men walked along those,

while they hunted monkeys.

Each man had one.

That was probably when they returned, think of it.
They turned back.

As the men began to hunt monkeys they seemed to almost casually give up
looking for the Englishmen. But Kambe takes care to mention how thirsty
the Kalapalo were, deep in that unmarked forest.

They were far away, still in the forest when they did that.
They were eating monkey.
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‘““The monkeys that were there! Mbah so many!’’ they said.
After they killed them.
they ate them there, afterwards they ate them with manioc bread.
There was no water.
How terribly thirsty they were!
Far away in the forest, that’s what happened to them.

After they had slept many days,

engikomundelefa atanini mbambale.
I don’t know where they were while they were traveling back.

They came towards home,

and they must have came back when it was very late in the day.
to where the others had slept,

to that place I spoke about earlier.

To that place where the others had fired the gun.

They came there to drink water.
Alot of it.
Very late in the day, when the sun was here,
they came back,
on the trail.
Very late in the day they arrived home,
it was at the end of the day.
Adya!, ““We were nearly dead of thirst’’, they said.
““They went way over in that direction!”’, they said.
“They went away.”’

ifatalefa wake ifekeni.
I remember hearing them tell us about it.

engikomundengapa wake ila, angikogokainga.

I remember how puzzled I was that they went in that other direction, near the fierce
people.

tuelikolefa wake angikogofeke.

And so, believe me, they were killed by the fierce people.

Kambe’s last words include the forbidden angikogo. He has forgotten to
substitute indyu (from Brazilian, ‘‘indio’’, “‘Indian’’) as he once again asserts
these Englishmen were killed by brutal foreigners, not his own people.
Kambe skillfully weaves into the narrative account of the Englishmen’s travels
through Kalapalo territory, other comments that bear on the current situation
in his own community, long divided by unresolvable political disputes over leader-
ship. While ideally leaders are expected to have inherited their positions directly
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from active leaders who were their fathers, severe depopulation caused by
influenza and measles epidemics forced the selection of collateral relatives as
leaders. In Kambe’s case, it was his father’s brother who had actually been
leader; Apihu’s mother had been a Kalapalo leader, but not his father, who
belonged to the neighboring Arawakan-speaking group called Mehinaku. Only
the children and grandchildren of Apihu and Kambe were considered ‘‘true
leaders’’, though when I left the Kalapalo they were only beginning to learn
the duties of this office.

Thus Kambe sometimes ‘‘recenters’’ the narrative when after recounting
events in a rather straightforward manner, he comments on what he has told
me. This practice contantly reminds me of my own status in the community,
someone who occasionally lives and works with members of his rival’s family
(whom he politely calls ‘‘your own people’’), travels to places of historical
importance in the Upper Xingu Basin, and has an understanding of certain
events and people through direct experience or knowledge gained from other
important akinotoi (local narrators).

While bringing my own experience to bear in understanding the importance
of events in his account, these contextualization shifts are important because
they lend authority to the political matters that Kambe repeatedly emphasizes
when he refers (albeit often very subtly) to his own status as hereditary leader,
in contrast to what he has long felt to be the weaker leadership status of the
other hereditary elder and his family. His own legitimacy, based on years of
service to his community, is in even more contrast with the non-hereditary and
makeshift status of Brazilian leaders, who can’t even hold office for a decent
length of time before they are removed.

Thus Kambe moves from a description of Isagagi, his father’s brother and
a revered hereditary leader present during the encounter with the Englishmen—to
a discourse on leadership inheritance, contrasting Kalapalo methods with those
of the Indian Agency FUNAI. At the time he told me this story, FUNAI was
repeatedly replacing the local administrative agent with increasingly incompetent
individuals, for no apparent reason and without any notice. The Indians at
that time had no say in who was to be the local agent. They became increasingly
concerned as they came to realize that their interests would never be adequately
represented unless an agent was allowed to live for a long time in the region.

For various purposes, then, wake sentences, interlard the story, thus
contextualizing the entire text as in many ways authoritative; the leader, while

* telling me about his childhood, also speaks for his people. His speech is a
testimonial, at once documenting events he thinks might be of special interest
to me that he experienced first hand, giving contemporary meaning to those
events. It also says a good deal about his own concerns as a hereditary leader
of an embattled people.

University of Arizona, Tucson, USA
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NOTES

1.

Regarding the idea of testimony, James E. YOUNG (1988: 15-16) writes: ‘“‘In its English past,
‘testimony’ derives from the Latin for ‘witness’ (festi), while ‘witness’ in turn derives from both
the abstract concept of becoming conscious of (or to know) something and literally seeing a thing. To
testify is literally ‘to make witness’—an etymological reminder that as witness and testimony are
made, so is knowledge. [...] The very figures of witness, testimony, and documentary thus point
respectively to having seen events, having been part of events, finding significance in events, and
then teaching about and finding meaning through the transmission of events.”’

Key to the linguistic analysis in these three examples: AT: anaphoric topic referent; C: Equative
copula; CUE: cultural expectation evidential; DIR: directive; CE: experience confirmation evidential;
ERG: ergative; MT: metonymic taxis; N: nominalizer; PCM: punctual aspect, conditional mood;
PE: probability evidential; PERF: perfective; POT: potential mood; PRM: punctual aspect, reportive
mood; RPE: remote past evidential.
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RESUME

Ellen B. Basso, Un Témoignage kalapalo. — Par l’analyse d’un récit kalapalo sur la
disparition de ’explorateur anglais P. Fawcett et ses compagnons en 1927, ’auteur met en
évidence les traits caractéristiques du discours du « témoignage » chez les Indiens du haut
Xingu, et illustre ainsi un style indigéne de narration historique.

RESUMEN

Ellen B. Basso, Un Testimonio kalapalo. — Por medio del andlisis de un relato kalapalo
sobre la desaparicion en 1927 del explorador inglés P. Fawcett y sus comparfieros, el autor
sefiala los rasgos caracteristicos del discurso de « testimonio » expresado por los Indios del
alto Xingu, para ilustrar un estilo indigena de la narracidon historica.
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