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hazarded the remark that in the old days men beat their
barren wives with a snake, though what kind I wasn’t
sure.

“Was it spotted?”’ he asked, “or with stripes? ...
Stripes! black, and red, and yellow stripes, was it a mboi
capitdi? A long time ago yandé ramui told me that when
a man walks in the woods and sees mboi capiti (the coral
snake), then he’ll have lots of children. When you see
one, don’t kill it! It brings children into the world. Was
it mboi capitd yandé ramui beat his wife with?”’

“Isn’t mboi capitd poisonous?”’ I asked.

“No, you pick it up, it’s all right.”” (Coral snakes can
often be picked up without them biting you, though their
venom is deadly.) Anyhow, Antonio-hu was going to
beat Pinduaro with a mboi capiti when she grew up, if
she didn’t bear him children. “Mind you don’t beat her
with a jararaca, so thatitbites her and she dies,”” said Chico.
Antonio-hu nearly broke the hammock cord, laughing.

For Pinduaro, the nine-year-old daughter of Wirakan-
gupik, was being brought up by Antonio-hu to be his
wife. He was very pleased with the arrangement, the only
drawback being that she was still much too young to sleep
with; and it was no doubt partly because of this, because
he felt lonely, that he had become so attached to Chico and
me. His attitude to Pinduaro was that of a benevolent, if
sometimes rather apprehensive uncle, for she was already
complaining about his unfaithfulness. She had started
that morning, when he told us what he had been dreaming
about the night before: he had dreamt that he was court-
ing a woman called Iro, who lived on the river Turi, some
distance away. Iro had said, ‘Let’s go into the jungle to
make love!’ But Antonio-hu wouldn’t, because in his
dream he had a grown-up wife at home.

“Look at Pinduaro,”” said Antonio-hu, “surely she’ll

beat me when she grows up, already she scolds me because
I dream of women!”

LEAVING 269

Pinduaro was in the flour house with Ari, baking flour.
We wandered over to watch them. The soft, half-decayed
mash of manioc tuber, squeezed in the woven tube or
tipiti to get the poisonous juice out, was sieved to remove
large fibres and put on top of the huge clay plate, under
which a fire roared. Pinduaro was raking this with a flat
rake, turning the flour over to stop it burning. When she
saw Antonio-hu she began to scold "him again in her
squeaky voice, this time for another reason: the day
before Saracaca had been making flour and he had stayed
a long time raking the flour and talking to her, and had
later given her a string of black beads. “You did, you
did!” Pinduaro cried with the utmost self-possession,
when Antonio-hu looked away and mumbled that he
hadn’t.

““You did,”’ she repeated, “you’ll turn into a cururu,”
and happily, energetically went on raking the flour. It
was a serious charge, for a man only gives beads to a
woman if he has slept with her (unless she is his wife), and
Pinduaro was right in saying that Antonio-hu would
become a cururu toad after his death for having committed
adultery. Antonio-hu turned to me and began a lengthy
explanation, but Pinduaro took no notice at all, just push-
ing him out of the way to place another log on the fire.
“Cururu, cururu!” she repeated gaily. Her last shot at
Antonio-hu was to say that Saracaca had a yahi-rata ramui
of a carapua, that 1s a grandfather of a star of a vagina.
It was, I think, her own invention.

Pinduaro continued her mockery of grown-ups that
evening, when she and Ari sat on the ground near Chico’s
hammock, calling out derisively, “Saracaca! Saracaca!”
and twitting him over his attachment to her. Ari was
particularly scathing, for she wanted a lover of her own,
and thought that Saracaca had more than enough; so she
told Chico to show some spunk, and make love to her
instantly. Then the girls sang little songs, making up
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the words as they went along, all about Chico and how he
only liked married women, how he wouldn’t look at girls,
wouldn’t even flirt with them ... Chico turned rather
pink, but he enjoyed himself,

We spent three or four days in this way, looking at the
rain fall, drinking shibé after shibé, and talking quietly
together about nothing in particular. In the evenings
Chico and Alishandre got together and sang shaman
songs, the entire village acting as chorus. They sang
better here than at Pari’s, and the evenings were a success,
for odd things happened—a young boy saw a sweet-
smelling ghost, for example, and Antonio-hu saw a white
spirit-snake with spots down its back. We would sing
through the night, and then sleep till midday; then I
would go out with Antonio-hu to shoot a howler monkey,
perhaps, or Alishandre would go out by himself to hunt
paca, and we would spend the rest of the day eating and
talking.

On the last evening, we danced. It was a quite informal
affair—no cauin, no feathers, no paint—for the dances
themselves, though often performed at ceremonies, are
nowadays usually done for amusement. A large fire was
built in the open space between the huts, lighting every-
thing up in its flickering, ruddy glare; then the girls, with
Saracaca leading, got into a line and held hands. After
a few giggles and nudges, Saracaca began to sing the duck
song, which the others took up hesitantly, and the dance
began. They bent their backs slightly, so that their hair
fell forward and screened their faces, and paced forward;
then they stopped, bowed up and down, retreated, and
paced forward once more. After a little they gained con-
fidence and began to sing the duck song as it should be
sung, in high, full-blooded voices which from the repeated
lower, breathy notes broke out into melodious whoops
that were still part of the tune. The dance became less
formal: Saracaca, leading, held her free arm above her
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head, the fingers pointing down—the duck’s beak which,
as she bowed and stepped back and forth, dipped sweetly
to the ground, investigating a water-pot, a clump of
weeds, the fire; the line of girls curving sinuously after her
as she moved through the village. Then the boys h:.«fd
their turn, with Tero (who was then paying us a visit) in
the lead. They moved through the shadows in a magnifi-
cent crouching lope, singing the yapu song: a song like
the duck song, but with whoops louder and more reson-
ant. The woods rang with echoes: the dust, lflckcd up
from the ground and lit by the fire, swirled low in reddish
clouds. Then, blessed joke, after an evening of summery
airs and transparent sidelong light, the rain came down;
it laid the dust flat, put out the fire, and sent the da:ncers
running for shelter. “The rain falls,” said Antonio-hu,
peering out into the night. '

The next day we were all rather silent. The day wore
on slowly; I gathered my things together, untied my
hammock, put it and my red flannelette blanket at the
bottom of my rucksack, laid my typewriter on top and
packed it about with a spare shirt and a pair of trousers;
put my camera (broken, alas) in one of the pockets, and
pulled on my gym-shoes. s

“Chico,”’ I called out, “I'm going. .

Chico was sitting in the flour house, talking to Saracaca
and Alishandre. He came over, looking sad.

“Have you any beads left anywhere?”” he asked
anxiously. I still had a handful; I gave him half, and the
rest 1 doled out to Ari, and Pinduaro, and the rest of the
children. A few empty tins that I had I gave to the men;
Alishandre gave me a quantity of tawari bark for cigars,
and some feathers. Saracaca looked at Chico as he rolled
his hammock up, with tears in her eyes. “Don’t you want
a shibé?”’ she asked in a small voice. AL

“Don’t you cry now! Yes, I want a shibé. So she
went and made a large one, for Chico, Tero, me and
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Antonio-hu, who was coming with us: and at about half-
past four we set off down the path to Pari’s.

It was the right time to travel: the rain had stopped at
noon, and the sun had been out long enough to dry the
jungle without taking away its freshness. The sunlight
came slanting through the leaves in small patches, lighting
up the small feathery ferns that had sprung up in the last
month, the red flowers of the guaruma, the long pink
tubes of the bromelias, and the dead leaves on the jungle
floor; shone over the bacuri fruit lying rotten on the
ground, on old tree-trunks covered in red and brown toad-
stools, and through enormous spiders’ webs. There were
several bands of monkeys chittering in the branches, and
many parrots and smaller birds volubly exclaiming as they
ate fruit. I felt as though I was going on a holiday.

We stayed the night in Pari’s hut, and ate the armadillo
he had shot the previous day—very tender meat—and
some bananas which he dug up from beneath the fire,
where they had been ripening. Next morning we had a
quick breakfast of my coffee and Pari’s manioc flour,
shouldered our loads and were on our way again just as
the sun rose.

It had been raining in earnest the last month, but I
hadn’t realised quite how much. We saw, however, soon
after we crossed the roga belonging to Canindé: though
three-quarters of a mile distant from the river, the jungle
there was flooded a foot deep. It was an extraordinary
sight, to see this immense lake spreading under the trees;
in 1t, the patchy reflections of the sky made the trees stand
out so much that one could distinguish things twice as
far away as usual. There was a curious silence, too, as
though the jungle was waiting for something; a silence
which the noise of an axe in the distance only made more
obvious.

We waded along the path till we came to a canoe some-
one working in the roga had tied up there. We piled our
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gear fore and aft, out of the bilge, and scrambled aboard
—it was the largest dugout the post owned, and held us
all easily. Chico and Pari, who had come too, took a
paddle each, and moved the canoe on gently through the
trees. Soon we were hilariously shouting, like a Bank
Holiday party afloat on the Serpentine, making so much
noise that I never heard Tero’s yell of agony as a tocandira
ant bit him: he’d put a hand right on to it when staving
off the canoe from a branch. Our shouts were heard by
the inhabitants of Canindé, on the other side of the river;
they groaned at the prospect of feeding what sounded like
two score Indians.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Indians and Brazilians

I was glad to get back to Canindé. The well-built house,
the battery wireless Jodo Carvalho switched on during
the evenings, the meals served on china plates at a table
covered by a cloth: these familiar comforts at once claimed
me, and made the four months I had spent in the jungle
curiously unreal. It was a joy to eat meat properly cooked
once more, to taste fish, to have fried potatoes and salads
and corn on the cob; there was even milk to be had, from
the zebu cattle that wandered about round the post. Best

of all was to be able to read in peace. I had managed to .

get through Don Quixote and Moby Dick while I was in the
jungle, but I had read guiltily and without real enjoy-
ment: [ felt that to isolate myself with a book was some-
how to cast a slight upon the Indians and their friendship
for me. At Canindé, however, it was as if I was once more
at home, and I read voraciously. I needed the change.

It was also strange to sleep in a room once more. Chico
preferred to sleep on the verandah, where he could see the
moon glinting on the river—it reminded him of his home
at Jararaca, which we were soon to visit—but Antonio-hu
slung his hammock inside, next to mine. It was not just
because he liked being with me: he was beginning to feel
out of things. We had, in fact, changed positions, and it
was now his turn to endure the slight strain of living by
an unaccustomed set of conventions: he found it especially
irksome that conversations were now carried out in
Portuguese and not in Urubu.

He had, however, plenty of company, for a number of
Indians came to see Jodo. Most of them brought loads of
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resin, or dried deer and peccary hides, which Jodo would
sell for them downriver; in exchange he would give them
axes and machetes, tobacco and cloth. Among these
Indians was a chief called Shapi, who arrived with his
wife, his three sons, and several other men from his village.
They had come empty-handed, but were all expecting to
be given presents—indeed, they were loud-mouthed in
their demands for machetes. “I’ll bring you a lot of
resin,”” Shapi said, “but now I want a machete.” Jodo,
slightly mistrustful, gave him and the others some tobacco
and a machete each; they went off and returned the next
evening with one small load of resin that was nearly worth-
less. ““Resin,”” said Shapi expansively.

I laughed, and in revenge Jodo turned Shapi on to me.
“Ask him for some beads,”” he told Shapi: and Shapi, an
inveterate beggar, lost no time in asking. I refused. “My
beads are finished,”” I said.

“But my wife wants some

“No more left!”

“Blue ones! You've got blue beads?”

“All gone!”

“My wife wants some, she longs for some.”

“I haven’t got any.”

“No more? Blue ones! I want some too.”

“No more!”

“Yes! In there!” (pointing to my suitcase).

“None left.”

“In there, in there! Tero says you brought a great
heap.”

“What a lie, they're all finished.”

“My wife wants some, look, my wife. She wants blue
beads, she hasn’t any at all.”

“I haven’t got any at all.”

“All finished?”’

“Finished.”

“Finished?”’

I!i
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“Really finished.”

“Finished,”” Shapi said wistfully.

His sons had their own kinds of beads—the youngest
son, five or six years old, who had slant eyes and was very
pretty, had the dried windpipe of a curassow bird round
his neck, the eldest had curassow bones strung as a neck-
lace: to make them into good hunters of curassow when
they grew up. And one of the young men who came with
Shapi had a necklace of jiboia snake rib-bones, to charm
the game animals towards him. He also had the dried
head of a young jiboia, which he sold to Jodo for a length
of cloth—an exorbitant price, Jodo said, but his brother
had asked him for a jiboia head because it’s so good for
hunting deer with.

Brazil owes a lot to the Indian, no matter how much he
1s derided. Indeed, were it not for the Indians’ knowledge
of the jungle, the Portuguese would have found it almost
impossible to settle in Brazil. Cereal crops, which do not
grow well in the tropics, had to be abandoned: instead the
first settlers began to cultivate manioc, preparing it in the
complicated and somewhat unlikely way the Indians had
discovered. Nowadays, the Brazilian peasant has taken
over many other Indian customs. He sleeps in a
hammock; if poor, he uses a bow and arrow instead of a
musket: he uses Indian game- and fish-traps; and he
calls the animals, the birds and the plants by their Tupi
names. With this knowledge of natural history goes a
considerable amount of supernatural lore. The Brazilian
peasant believes firmly in Curupir, the jungle spirit, in the
concept of panem or magical bad luck, in the efficacy of
tobacco smoke as a fumigant, and in shamanism; herbal
remedies are nearly all based on Indian knowledge, and
the best game charms, of course, are those made by the
Indians.

One of these charms is even known in the cities. Itisa
bird called wira-puru, the jumping bird (Pachysilvia sp.):
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the king of the birds, the Indians say, for wherever it goes
there all the other small birds of the jungle follow it. Itis
therefore full of magic; and the Indians use it as a game
charm if, when they kill it, it falls belly up on the ground.
Belly down, it is used as a love charm, to be hidden in the
hand, the beak suddenly bared and pointed at a2 woman
when she’s not looking. These birds are in great demand
in Viseu and Belém: shopkeepers put them under their
door-sills to ensure a flow of customers, business men
keep them in their desks or their safes, lovers keep them
in their pockets. There is such a demand for them that
one Indian I knew went to Belém with twenty small dried
birds of many different species, and managed to palm
them all off as wira-puru; he came back equipped with
new clothes, machetes, tobacco, and other fine goods.

But the things which Indians and Brazilians have in
common mask real differences, both small and large. The
small differences are absurdly trivial—such things as eat-
ing with the fingers instead of with a spoon, wearing shoes
or going barefoot, saying ‘give’ and not ‘please’—trivial,
but still important, because there are so many of them.
The large differences, however, are not so easily seen or
understood: they are the particular values that every man
takes for granted, the motives that give his life its mean-
ing. In a word, it is a difference between religions; and it
it is this which makes understanding between different
peoples so difficult, for religion is something that can only
be understood properly when it is lived. :

I saw an amusing example of this difficulty at Canindé,
when a child was christened. The father was not
altogether happy about the situation, for the infant was
not well—the mother had no milk left—he was sad, too,
that he could not have the child baptised properly, by 2
priest, but that would have meant a journey downriver to
Viseu, which he could not afford. He asked Jodo to
officiate instead.
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The parents of the child had swept their hut, taken the

hammocks down, and borrowed some benches which they

put round the walls. Everyone who lived at Canindé came
to see the ceremony: there was a dreadful crush, and
Jodo had a hard time getting inside the hut at all. At last
he was ready to start. ‘“Where’s the water?”’ he asked.
Cold water was brought. “No, make it warmer—do you
want to freeze the poor thing?”’ Five minutes later a
panful of boiling water was produced, brimful. “Oh,
women, not all that. What’s wrong with you all? Now
the salt. Justalittle.” They brought him a plateful, from
which he took a pinch to mix with the baptismal water,
and another to pop into the baby’s mouth later. Jodo
began the rite in a very low voice, the salt went into the
baby’s mouth and made it squall so much that Leudi,
Jodo’s wife, fished it out again with a finger. Jodo went on
muttering rapidly, and at last came to an end; the child
was given back to its mother, and the guests trooped off
to the house where Leudi had cakes and coffee waiting.
Antonio-hu watched all this with bewilderment. What
kind of ceremony was it where no one dressed up in
feathers, no one got drunk, no one really heard what the
baby’s name was or repeated it after the godfather, to
make sure he knew it: where no one had danced or sung?
“Is that all?”’ he asked me. But Leudi was pleased—
“Just like a priest!” she complimented her husband.
Antonio-hu could see the point of giving a child a name,
and doubtless if it had been explained to him he would
have understood the meaning of the baptismal water and
the purifying, truth-giving salt: but he could hardly have
understood the Christian reality behind those symbols,
since there was nothing in his own mythology correspond-
ing to it. Missionaries have always found it difficult to
make primitive peoples understand what is being referred
to under the names of God, Christ, and of various saints:
and they have often found it useful to take over
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some figure from the aboriginal mythology and elevate
him to the status of God—the others, inevitably, becom-
ing devils. In Brazil, missionaries have always referred to
God by the name of Tupan, the thunder. Thunder-gods
have a way of becoming Absolutes, no doubt because they
make so much noise, and blast people with their bolts:*
and Tupan was in any case a better choice than Mair, so
plainly a superman, for Tupan has the theological advan-
tage of being disembodied and of living in the sky.

But names are powerful things, especially when they
refer to mythological forces: Tupan, though an effort has
been made to turn him into a Christian, has sometimes
proved quite contrary, and turned Christ into an Indian
instead. This has happened among the Urubus. An
English mission worked near Jararaca a number of years
ago—it has since been disbanded—and, it seems, rivalled
the Indian post in popularity, for Indians were continually
going there either for gifts, or for medicines, or just for
the fun of it. Though it made no converts among them
(as far as I know), it did much to help the Indians and
from its teaching there arose a completely new myth,
which Anakipuku told me. I had asked him who it was
that had made dogs in the beginning of the world: to my
surprise, this is what he said.

Tupan came down to earth one day, and suruked a
married woman. She didn’t say anything to her husband
about this, but some months later he couldn’t help notic-
ing that she was pregnant. ‘That’s not my child!’ he said
angrily. At last the child was born, and one morning the
woman left it in her hut while she went down to the river
to get water. The husband took his chance: he beat the
child, stabbed it with his knife, and hid it under a stone.

* It is interesting that throughout the world stone axes are thought to
be thunderbolts. The Urubus have the same belief, even though some of
them know that in the old days their ancestors made these ‘thunderbolts’
and used them to cut down trees.
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The woman came back from the river—where was her
child? ‘Child, child, where are you?’ she cried, and the
child answered from under the stone, ‘Mother, here I
am.” There was her child, bruised and bleeding. But
Mair had been watching, and took pity on the child: he
came, and puffed tobacco smoke over it, so that it re-
covered. ‘Mother,” the child said then, ‘if I stay there’ll
be other people coming to kill me: I'm going off.” So he
got on to a kind of chair Mair had provided, a chair like
an aeroplane, and was carried off into the sky, where he
now lives. And from the blood he shed were born dogs,
and chickens, and ducks: all animals that have been intro-
duced from Europe.

Chico and ] saw the site where the mission had stood
when we made our way upriver to Jararaca. The jungle
was already growing up thick and tall upon it; I should
have missed it if Chico hadn’t pointed it out to me.
Jararaca, however, was in better shape, even though the
Indian post that had been started there for the Tembés
was no longer functioning, for a number of Tembés still
lived there. Their village was built in a most attractive
place, on a bluff overlooking a loop of the river: there was
a row of palm trees on the bluff, and behind them a great
thicket of guava bushes, heavy with fruit; in the distance
one could see the dark green tops of a grove of mango
trees.

Chico was glad to be back with his family once more;
he had been getting homesick. He took me round to see
another small village of Tembés, an hour’s march away,
and the neighbouring Urubu village where I met Kuashi-
puru, who told me the extraordinary rite the tushau has
to undergo after he has ritually killed an enemy prisoner.

I stayed some six weeks at Jararaca, enjoying myself a
great deal. It was the beginning of summer: the rains
were ending, and the days were becoming hot and golden
once again. Chico enjoyed himself too: he would sit on
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the bluff, singing to himself and enjoying the wind that
now blew freshly all day. ‘O verdozdo,” he would exclaim,
‘o summer.” His favourite song at the time was a local
samba that started like this—

O menino de hoje

E uma ponta dificil,

Quando cresce um bocadinho
Quer namorar . . .

The boy of today

Is a difhicult case,

When he grows just a little
He wants to go courting . . .

Chico had grown up quite a lot. After a week at
Jararaca his Tembé blood asserted itself, and he decided
to give up the idea of living with Saracaca—*‘Perhaps she
won’t come here if I ask her to; besides,’’ he said, in a final
and damning judgment, ‘“she can’t sing.”” He began to
flirt assiduously with a number of young women, and
before a month was out had been caught in an engagement
by a Tembé girl called Jelsa who, besides being extremely
handsome, did know how to sing: her father, like nearly
all Tembé men, was something of a shaman. So Chico
began to make great plans for the future, and drew up
a list of things he wanted to buy in Belém—he was coming
with me to see the city and to lay out his salary to the best
advantage. (A lot of his money went on perfume and
hair-oil, in elegant bottles he could not resist; but, he told
me somewhat shamefaced, he could always sell them at
three times their original price anywhere on the Gurupi.)

Conveniently for us, Feliciano was just about to make
another journey downstream to Viseu, and he agreed to
give us a lift. He came floating down the river one after-
noon in Mundik Tavares’ other boat, a large launch, with
a couple of men paddling, for he had run out of petrol.
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With Feliciano came dona Benedita, garrulous as ever,
with her son Dorico. She had got bored with life at
Mundik’s lumber camp, and wanted a change.

Kuashi-puru and a couple of other men from his village
had come to see me off: they and the Tembés helped to
carry my luggage down to the river and load it aboard the
launch.

“Are those the caboclos you stayed with?’’ dona Bene-
dita asked, using the slightly derogatory name by which
Brazilians refer to the Indians. Standing on the deck of
the launch as we pushed off and floated downstream, I
looked at them affectionately and waved my hand. Alas,
compared to Dorico in his newly-ironed shirt and trousers,

they did not look at all respectable: but nor, I comforted
myself, did I.
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Glossary

ArL Urubu words are accented on the last syllable. The
pronunciation of the vowels is as follows:

a as the u in sun

@ nasalised; as in sung

¢ as 1n pen

¢ as in the French #4¢

i as the ee in reed

7 nasalised; somewhat as in sing
0 as in for

¢ nasalised; as in song

u as the o in do

U  Urubu
B  Brazilian
T  Tembé
Tu Tupi

Aé. A cannibal spirit. (U) '

Anawira. A subsidiary culture-hero; the anawira tree.
(U)

ang. Soul, shadow. (U)

Anyang. The spirit(s) of the dead. (U)

Ara-yar. Macaw-owner. One of Mair’s epithets. (U)

cad-por. An Indian; the name by which the Urubus call
themselves. From ca4, jungle, and -por, inhabitant.
U

cabadg. )C'riginally, an Indian-negro half-caste, and thus a

easant; also used to refer to Indians. (B)

capita. A chief. Derived from capitio. (U)

capitdo. Chief, captain. (B)

capoeira. A deserted plantation. (B)

carapua. Vagina; from cara, potato, and pud, round. (U)
283
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cararan. Penis; from cara, potato, and ran, similar to.
(U)

caruwa. A magic spell or spirit token. (U)

cauin. Fermented beer made from manioc or fruit; from
kay, drunk, crazy, and i, water. (U)

Curupir. The jungle spirit; from curu, rough, and pir,

skin. (U)

hantan. Hard, strong. (U)
hu-hu! Intimidatory shout of an angry Indian. (U)

ita kitik. Clashing rocks or Symplegades; from ita, stone,
and kitik, to rub. (U)

ita kui. The same; from ita, stone, and kui, to grind. (U)

iwi pita. The end of the world, where Mair lives; from
iwi, earth, and pita, to remain. (U)

Twitu ré)mui. Grandfather Wind, a mythological figure,
(U

katu. Good. (U) |
kai. To be drunk, mad, crazy. (U)
kwa. Exclamation. (T)

mai, mai-té. Exclamation of wonder; from mai, a thing,
and té, true, indeed. (U)

Mair. The culture-hero. (U)

Matr mimi. Mair’s son. (U)

Mamai-hu. Big Mother, the Queen. See Papai-hu. (U)

maraca. A gourd rattle used by shamans. (U)

membek. Soft, weak. (U)

Mikur. The opossum. The shaman’s familiar spirit;
Mair’s mortal counterpart. (U)

Mikur mimi. Mikur’s son. (U)

mimi. Child, semen. (U)

nde, ne. You. (U)
ne'eng hanten. Hard speech: the formal language used by
men when visiting each other. From ne’eng, speech,

and hantan, hard, difficult. (U)
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pai-té. Exclamation of wonder; see mai. (T)
panem. To fail, to be unlucky. (U)

Papai-hu. Big Father: the spiritual head of any civilised
nation, such as the President of Brazil, or the King
of England. From papai, father, and -hu, big. (U)

patuc. To stamp: a display of stamping and shouting put
on when an Indian is angry. (U

payé. A shaman. (U)

pera. A knapsack of plaited palm-leaves used for carrying
game, fruit, etc. (T)

porang. Beautiful, virtuous. (U)

rafr. Child, semen. (U)

rankuai. Penis. (U)

Rankuai-ang. A ghost or shadow penis. (U)
roga. A plantation. (B)

saé. Man, fellow. (U)
shibé. A drink of manioc flour steeped in water. (B)
suruk. To make love to a woman. Literally: to pierce.

(U)

taboca. Bamboo; also an arrow with a leaf-shaped bamboo
head. (U)

takwara. An iron-headed arrow. (U)

tamui. Grandfather. (U)

tenetehar. A were-animal. Literally, a relation. (U)

Timakand. A jungle spirit. From tima, leg, akang, bone,
and ang, ghost. (U) ;

tobajara. Brother-in-law; the name of an enemy tribe.

(Tw)
Urubu. From uruhu, a vulture. (U)

yandé ari. Our grandmother. (U)

yandé ramui. Our grandfather, or forefather. (U)

ya 14, ya té gui. Affirmatory ejaculation; literally, a true
word indeed. (U)
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