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things. There was an air of grandeur about Don Jo%o arousing admiration and
respect for its very simplicity and the deep courtesy that he showed towards
his guests, It was ancient hospitality and the ancient concept of the duties
of a host te his guests, so different from our own ways, It was old Portu-
guese Mgtto Grosso that unfortunately is fast disappearing as the country
becomes filled with peoples of other nationalities.

The principal guests ate first and when we had finished, we left the
table, Our places were taken by lesser guests and the women. All this time
the old blind Negro, dressed in a red shirt, barefooted, played for us, re=-
ceiving dus attention in the form of kind words, wines and food, very often
taken to him by Don Jo&o himself.

In the afternoon we went to the valley of Falc8o to examine the ground
for archasology. We made the trip by automobile, spending most of the time
in mud holes., TFinally we were pullad out by several barsfooted red=-shirted
cowboye. We returned to Caceres, having learned the lesson that travel out-
side of the town itself was impossibdble,

This was another disappointment, for I gathered enough information to
be convinced that this Falcan valley rust have been a site of numerous
aboriginel villages and cemetoriss, and, that in all probability, under the
surface there were quantities of archaeological trsasurss. We returned to
the houss of Don JoHo for dinner, After dinner came the dance. All I re-
member of both is the rich ceremonial bshaviour that contrasted so sharply
with what was expected of us as Americans,

In Don Joﬂs}s house one room was set apart as a chapsl, A little altar
covered with beautiful cloths of lace and damask stood against the wall facing

the door, On it were placed flowers, candlesticks,and a small lamp burned



=-122=

incense. On the wall, over the altar, was hung a pictures of Jesus and benegth
it a crucifix, Pictures of the Virgin, and the Saints hung on the other walls.
That of San Luis was prominently large. Thers was, of courss, a kneeling
platform, covered also with cloth in front of the altar. Family relics come
pleted the furnishings. .

No light entered this simple chapel axcept through the door, which,
however, was kept closed most of the time, There was only the semi-obscurity
of candle light, a coolness and quiet.

In this chapel, Don Jo@o led his family and servants in morning and
evening prayers., It struck me as an enviable bit of patriarchy whose lack
in our owvn culture we may well lament, It was reminiscent of the universal
faith end family coherence of the past, refreshing to an individual of the
twentieth century tired of skepticism and individualism. It recalled the
early days when families who moved beyond frontiers perforce had 1o take
with them all the culture they could, as old Portugal had been taken to this
part of lMatto Grosso by Don JoS0's ancestors or fall back into barbarism,

San Luis de Cacerss was at the time of our visit exercised over a new
"saint", a living saint, The citizens were divided into those who believed
in her and those who were neutral. Practically no one denied her outzight in
spite of the attack of the local priest who saw in the saint merely a sinful
girl with a touch of hysteria.

It appeared that this girl, an unknown peasant renowned neither for
besauty nor any other virtue was working in her father's manioc field one day
when S5t, Joseph and lary appearsd and commgnded her to raise a church in that
very spot, She confided this vision to her parents as well as the fact that

she was pregnant., She was believed and her pregnancy was interpreted as
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anotﬁer case of immaculate conception in spite of the well known looseness
of sexual morals among the peasants, She of course denied that she had had
any relations with any mortal man, and no one under the circumstances dared
declare himself the lover,

Her family believed in her and after a while so did her neighbors.
Her fame had gradually spread and already pilgrimages were being made to the
humble hut of her parents where she spent her days in a hammock receiving
fresh "visions", Poor folk, being credulous and quite willing to be comforted
in a new way., They came to her az an oracle asking for this and that.
Several successful "cures" were enough to establish her reputation,

The Franeiscan padre, a merchant in ipecacuanha who turned out to be a
former French intellsctual, one of the odd types that one meets with in
Matto Grosso, men with a "past", hard, disillusioned, and I divided a bottls
of good French wine over a discussion of this girl., The Padre was very angry.
It appearsd that all his efforts to make his flock understand that a fraud
was being committed on them had proved of no avail., The simple folk applied
simple logic. The Padrs preached the Immaculate Conception, did he not?
Well, if it happened once; it could happen again. The Padre told them about
the miracles perforned by the saints, and that these same saints had suffersd
persecution, did he not? Well, the girl was performing miracles. ZEvesrybody
was talking about the marvelous cures she was performing daily, Like other
saints she, too, was suffering persacution.f%ma French merchant made no
effort to console the Padre. He merely rubbed salt into the wounds, "Your
people,” he said, " ares religious., Because they do what you say in such
things as going to Church, confessing, giving alms, you like to believe that

they are Christians and Catholics. Your present troubles are due to that
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mistake., The rich attend mass in their finery, are devout in varying degrses
and in a formal way, just like the rich anywhere; stereotyped, frightened,
restrained, bound rigidly to a system, a code. The poor and abandoned, on
the other hand, make religion a living thing by relating it to 1life as they
experience it, They practice a religion in which they belisve implicitly and
which explains everything to them. They go to it with their joys and sorrows
and they make its gods so human that any one can pndarstand them. The poor
worship; they must also revere, adore, fear, hate at times, laugh over, scold,
and censor if they do not come up to expectation. In this they ars virile
and dynamic, capable of many surprises. When a situation such as the present
arises, they sweep everybody, rich and poor, ignorant and educated, along
wiih it.

“Folk religion makes gods of mortals and mortals of gods., Its hierarchy
is directly responsible to "the people", Believe me, Padre, it is they, "the
people”, who rule heavsn and earth,

“Saints are made by popular willy not by the Catholic Church as you
officially would have us believe. And to retain any degree of power, any
influence, these saint-gods must stay on the job, serving the people through
"miracles” to keep from becoming merely names in the Catholic records., Your
Church does not easily bow to popular agitation for the recognition of a new
saint, You make the path to sainthood long and difficult., You say that at
least fifty years must elapse after the death of the candidate and that during
that period numerous "authentic" miracles must be recorded. You-scrutinize
the evidence which the people put before you with almost a priori antagonism,
In fact, miracles allegeé to have bsen performed by such tyros are mors apt
to be discountenanced or belittled. No, you don't make it easy to become

accepted as a saint in the official aristocracy of the Catholic Church, But
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popular clamor really makes saints in spite of all of you. When the people
want a new saint, they cannot be denied. There are many defunct individuals
who go about the land, acquiring a reputation for miracles, who have no offi=-
cial support, but who capture the popular fancy. These are the trus folk-
gods of the people and they are the ones who bring greatest eomfort and pro-
tection to the rank and file living in far-off places. The Church officially
destroyed the pagan gods; bub since pagan gods possessed human attributes
which any one could understand and sympathize with, they have not been allowed
to die and are nurtured secretly disguised under the names of saints.

" Just now this "saint" has caught the popular imagination, Contributions
are pouring in to build her a church while your church is empty. Men and
women are crying with each other in contributing labor as wsll as money,

They are being virtuous too. There is no stealing, no quarreling, and every
one is aﬁ%aining from sexual relations at the camp which has grown up over
night around her hut. Hard-boiled cattle thieves, diamond miners, hunters,
and even politicians have flocked to Tanque Novo.

“You and yours have been tearing your hair and your beards. You have
preached against this absurdity. You have threatened your flocks to no avail.
Your churches have become empty. The contributions are going to Tanque Novo
where the virgin "saint" will unquestionably produce a dark child in a few
months which already is being spoken of as the new Christ-Child, The country-
side has gone crazy, the priests are going crazy, and cynics like me are having
a good time., Ecce Homo."

"No doubt but that the devil is still abroad," said the Padrs.
"No doubt, but the devil makes men and gods human, That's why he is so

successful," said the merchant,
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Late in the afternoon of the next day we started back for Descavaldos.
It was rainy and dark at first, but later, with the suddeness that most
things happen in the tropics, the clouds vanished and we had a crystal cleag
night heavily studded with stars,

Sometimes sleep does not come easily in the tropics and then thers is
no company but one's own thoughts. All that night until we reached Desca-
valdos in the early moruning I stayed wide awake, now gazing at the sky above,
now lying in the bows watching the reflected world of stars underneath, lis=-
tening to the throbbing of the motor, the solitary cry of some bird, feeling
small in a very big universe, but not lonesome, Everything seemed to fit,

I sat beside Aristedes the pilot, 1In our country he would have been
classed as colored, but in Brazil he was merely a Brazilian, He was generally
silent but every so often he would burst into soft song that took its rhythm
from the very undisciplined wildness of the country, a rhythm that we, the
foreigners, were beginning to feel.

We smoked and I said,

"Aristedes, it is a beautiful night,"”

"3i, senhor professor, the night is beautiful.”

"It is cold, Aristedes."

"S5i, senhor professor, it is a cold night."

"Let me steer, Aristedes.”

"Always at your service, senhor.,”

The man moved over on the deck and I took his place heading the bow of
the boat for the point where the two dark masses that flanked the river seemed
to meet,

"Life is good," volunteered Aristedes.
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"Life is good," echoed I rounding the bend of the river o head for that
faraway point where the banks of the river seemed to meet.

"We always seem to be going into the dark," said Aristedes, meaning that

.[E;?g%int the boat always to where the darkness on each side of the river met.

"We always seem to go into the dark," said I, meaning that the future
is always unknown, and I thought of my companion,

There was Mack sleeping in a hammock swaying gently from side to side
whenever we rounded a bend, Where are you going, Mack? A future spelling
adventure took you out of the halls of a University, led you to South America
where your dreams were shattered. What was left of you when that happened?
Why did you not go back?

You dress in open shirt, baggy pants and unlaced shoes, slesp in a
hammock in a bare room, have a dark woman and childrsn by her, and in a land
where every one goes armed you ride out with only a penknifs, hands in the
pockets of your torn overcoat, and the fiercest outlaw does you no harm,.
Wisdom is yours, Mack, and you keep your own secrst,

Fen Johnson, your great length hardly fits the hammock. You havs wealth
in your country and a wife and children whom you love, What has brought you
to Matto Grosso to sleep under its stars, to eat the meanest fars, to expose
your body to millions of insects and a thousand dangers, to comraderie with
honorable and noble poor men of the jungle? What is your future?

Oh, Captain Pq%ilieff, where are you going? You have wandered far already
from your native Russia to every corner of the earth.

Whers was I going? Into that blackness ahead of us, which we never quite
reached. It moved on indicating the next bend. I then let Aristedes pilot

the launch and sat beside him while he to0ld me of many adventures, many super-
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stitions, many romances, until dawn broke and I retreated to my hammock until
we reached Descavaldos. Another attempt to begin my work in the Indian

country was ended,



e

Chapter IX

The expedition was interested in producing an extensive series of
scientific and educational motion pictures with natural sound effects
which would portray life as it is in Matto Grosso, a life that is une-
doubtedly doomed to extinction bsfore the inevitable advancomsms of
civilization, We were well equipped for the purpose with the most ex-
pensive cameras and an expert staff of cameramen. We felt the pride
of pioneers in that we were the first group to take to the field =
sound-track-on-film recording apparatus, a bulky and expensive affair
which induged a feeling of awe in every one but the sound engineer who
spent most of his time cursing the designers and makers. It was an
experimental set, the second ever built, and proved to be, in the end,
far from satisfactory,

After the trip to the Bororo da Campanha, we realized that we
were not progressing very rapidly toward this objective, The rainy
season had been prolonged and heavy with the result that the over-
cast skies and a flooded countryside interfered with the taking of
pictures as well as preventing rapid transportation of equipment,

As for myself, I had expected to find in the swamps of Xarayes
and withim a reasonable distance of Descavaldos Bororo and Guato
groups among whom I could investigate various phases of their ancient
a_boriginal culture, The trip to the Bororo village had been the final
proof that I still had to travel hundreds of miles to reach aborigines
practicing their traditional customs, and I was faced with the problem
of reaching them., Thers was still too much water between Descavaldos
and such regions to allow travel ovsrland,

Haﬁéﬁér,xbetter d?.?’ seemed to be ahead. The country was be-

ginning to dry out. The yard which long had been a sea of mud churned
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by the cattle, was now floored with several inches of dust. Out in the
pantanal, large patches had become dry, patches of soft sand alternating
with cracked clay beds baked iron-hard by the sun. Showers had become
so infrequent that in higher places the green short-grass was already
losing its emerald tone and assuming the gray-green of maturity,

It was now possible to make more extensive trips from Descavaldos,
One day a party was organized to film Siemel in the act of spearing a
jaguar. As far as we know, Siemel is the only white man who makes it a
practice to stop the charge of a jaguar on the blade of a spear, To
him this is real sport, since it gives the jaguar a mors equal chance
than if the hunter is armed iith a high-powered rifle. He enjoys the
hand-to-hand comba t which gives him a chance to match his sirength and
agility with that of the animal, an attitude sharply differing from
that of another hunter who considers hunting with a rifle not suffi-
ciently satisfactory and has armed himself with a cannon for hunting
hippopotami in Africa.

Sasha Siemel was taught this method of hunting by an old Guato
Indian. Being a strong man, and tired of hunting with the gun, he
thought that, if the smaller primitive aborigines could stand before
the charge of a jaguar when armed only with a bon-pointed spear, he
could do it with a steel-bladed spear. When it is considersd that
many of these cats attain the extraordinary size of three hundred
pounds or more in Matto Grosso, it must bs conceded that this is no
mean feat,

Jaguars are very numerous in the swamps of Xarayes and, where
there are cattle, do a great deal of damage. One rancher claimed that

he loses several thousand head every year, Although they seldom attack
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a full-grown bull, they ars big and strong enough to prey on steers and cows.
They feed also on deer, tapir, capibara, and, when they find no other game,
even alligators,

They are huntsd with dogs, the hunter following closely lest the jaguar,
when brought to bay, will kill them, Often the dogs are successful in treeing
the quarry, in which case it is brought down with a well-placed bullet or
arrow. If one is a good shot, there is no danger in such cases, but if the
Jaguar is merely wounded, it will leap down and attqck, becoming a formidable
and dangerous animal,

Often, though, the jaguar will take cover in the thick undergrowth of
some jungle patch, The hunter runs the greatest risk there. He can see only
a few feet ghead and he does not know where the animal may be until he approa-
ches too closely, when a roar warns him of the leap that quickly follows,

One must be a quick and good shot to stop its charge. If armed with a spear,
the hunter bdraces himself and presents the point to the jaguar, dropping the
butt to the ground at the moment of impact. The point of the spear must be
guided to the chest, otherwise it will have little effect. If successful, the
hunter will then try to turn the jaguar over, to pin it to the ground or to
watch his opportunity to stab again., If the hunter fails, death comes to him
quickly and horribly,

Seldom will a jaguar attack a huntsr until cornered, but it happens some-
times. On the return of the hunting party Rossi, disgusted over his failure
to get good pictures, entertained us with the story. His great ambition was
to photograph the jaguar impaling itself on Siemel's spear. With that end in
view he stayed close to Siemel, taking risks that few men would unless they

happened to be cameramen.
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"I%n not sure," complained Rossi, "whether we were hunting the jaguar or
the jaguar was hunting us. Not that I cared much, the main idea being to get
pictures, Anyhow, there we were with animals and things lurking everywhere,
only we didn't know it, because they lurked so well you couldn't tell whether
they were lurking or not. Anyhow, old man Tigre wasn't doing too good a job
of lurking in the densely matted impenetrable undergrowthy so our dogs suddenly
atiffen up and look wise, start yelling and running, and our horses just autoe-
matically start running after them and us being on top of the horses, we went
along too, which was what we wanted to do anyhow. It doesn't take long before
we come to a piece of densely matted jungle with dense undergrowth, And this
time we couldn't penetrate the impenetrable jungle. So we stood there wonder-
ing what to do while the dogs went crazy trying to get at that cat--which
doesn't make sense because when they get at close quarters with him, they work
like mad trying to keep out of his reach, Anyway, while we stand there hold-
ing a convention, el Tigre decides to act., He must have been near us all the
time, and I guess he didn't care much for our plans concerning him; so he
decides to lurk no more, and out he comes, He wastes no time, but leaps
right at Manfelito, but misses him and lands on the horse which gets kind of
balky and goes into a tantrum that shakes el Tigre off, Siemel begins jabbing
away at the cat with his spear to distract his attention from Man@elito, which
results in el Tigre turning around to play with him, By that time I have my
camera all set, and just as I start grinding, Siemel spurs his horse to head
for the clear with el Tigre after him, close enough to get fanned by the
horse's tail, all the time making annoyed noises, Georgie here thinks he's
back in Florida, and so he takes after the cat whooping it up and fiercely
twirling his lariat, which didn't worry the cat any as far as I could see,

It was the prettiest bit of action you'll ever see, and all of it out of

camera range, I yelled to Siemel to turn around and run my way, or at least
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to let the cat catch up with him, but he wasn't considerate enough to even
answer me, There it all was, man chases tigre, tigre chases man, and no
picture. I was mad enough to eat my camera, which I might as well have done
for all the pictures I was getting with it., After chasing Siemel for about a
hundred yards, el Tigre gets tired of the game and decides it's more fun to

go back to lurking; so he goes and finds himself a nice spot in the dark dense
undergrowth, I catch up with Siemel and get my camera set. I get all set to
catch el tigre in the camera as he jumps out at Siemel, who was now off his
horse and ready for the cat with his spear. All the time the dogs are raising
a tremendous row, helped along by lMang@elito, who, quite unresasonably is cussing
the cat's innocent ancestors, who, as far as I can see, aren't sven around and
certainly have nothing to do with the case. El tigre must be a sensitive
creature, as well as ornery, for he comes running out, not where he went in,
and heading straight for Mang@elito., Which means that I have to reset my
camera, and while I was doing that, Siemel runs up and spears the tigre and
it's all over. All I get is a picture of the dogs tearing away at the jaguar,
whose lurking dgys have definitely come to an end."

"Yessir, Art was so mad," said George, "that he jumps on el tigro himself
to help the dogs tear him apart.,”

Though Siemel speared a number of jaguars during our stay at Descavaldos,
we never succeeded in filming him in the act. Sometimes it happened where the
underbrush was so thick that the camera man could not get to him; sometimes it
was too dark; often it happensd so quickly that there was no time even to
focus the camera. It proved conclusively that the best action pictures of
animal 1ife have to be staged. If a jaguar were placed in a corral which

would be made to look exactly like the jungle, and Siemel were to spear it
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in full view of the camera men, who would have everything ready beforehand, a
picture would be produced faithful to the truth in every detail to the actual
hunt, At that time we did not think of it that way, though. It was to be
"natural” or not at all. It became not at all, and to this day, no one but
those who have accompanied Siemel on his hunts has seen this feat, which, in
addition to producing a thrilling episode, demonstrates the hunting methods of
the now almeost extinct Guato,

We did not always hunt to kill or to teke pictures of a killing. When-
ever possible we captured animals alive, In the case of the cats this was
rigky business. One day the dogs picked up a scent, follcowed it for ecme
distance, with the hunters on horsetack in full chase, until a puma rose from
g fresh kill and loped of{ zcross a patch of grassland., Tt tried to reach a
hurmock of jungle, "capao", a quarter of a mile away. We circled it. George
Rawls was on this hunt and he tried to lasso it, but without success. Finally,
tke puma, & beautiful large male weighing about one hundred and fifty pounds,
broke through the ring of horsemen and reached the jungle. Leaving the horses
at ite edge, we hacked our way in to where the dogs were barking at the foot
of & huge ceiba tree. Far up on a branch was the puma loocking down at us. We
could have brought it down easily with a shot but decided to capture it alive,
Throwing off his gun and belt, and armed with a pole to which was attached a
noose, Siemel climbed the tres, While the animal snarled at the dogs that
kept up an incessant barking, Siemel made hie way from branch to branch until
he was within some ten feet of it. The pura crouched, but Siemel had the noose
almost around its neck. It was thrust aside several times but finally Siemel
succeeded, Bracing hinself, he jerked the rope and then began a struggle be-
tween man and beast that kept us tense with expectation. The man pulled, the

pura clawed and gave voice to all sorts of cat noises. It seemed ready to leap
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at the man, when Siemel, by a tremendous jerk, succeeded in pulling it off the
branch. Half-choked, it fought desperately with tooth and claw. It was held
suspended in the air out of the reach of the dogs until, half insensible, it
wes brought down and bound securely. It was carried back to camp to begin its
life sentence of living in a cage in a zoological garden.

In similar manner we caught a number of ocelots, scrappy animels, though
small in comparison with the jaguar and the puma. We also acquired a tapir,
cepibaras end deer. Armadilles we were successful only in keeping the small
variety, The large ones, weighing about a hundred pounds, are very rare.
Though we captured two of tpeso, both died in captivity. We saved the skeleton
of one, and now it is in the collections of the Academy of Natural Sciences.
There are only several in the country.

The tamandua and the giant tamandua bandeira, ant-bears, were caught
easily. The only means of defense that these animals have is the long and
powerful claws in their forepaws. They are slow in gait and easily overteaken.
Their tremendous bushy tails give them a formidable appearznce, and they can
hold their own against doge. When cornered they rear up, presenting their
claws to the antagonist, If one is quick, he can seize them by the tail,
throwing them forwards, in which position they are helpless.

On one of these hunts we got a red wolf, an exceedingly rere animel,

The hunting party was going along trying to fina a fresh jaguar trail when
Hoopes saw the wolf, He thought it was a dog at first. It stoed still in
the tall grass watching the cavalcade, its long black ears erect, We were
not able to catch it aliwe, but bafpro killing it, Sam Hoopes took motien

pictures of it., It was turned over to Rhen, the naturalist of the Academy

of Natursl Sciences, for mounting. It is an interesting animal, guite large,
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with a bushy tail, and reddish in color. Its specisl adaptaticn is the ex-
tremely long legs. Living in the swamps, it is able by their means to make
its way.over marshy country and range through the tall grass and undergrowth
more easily,

One day, accompanied by a native boy, I went bird hunting with a camers,
Leaving the river, we cut our way through a narrow strip of jungle to the
more open country beyond., We saw large quantities of birds of many species,
roosting on bushes, and feeding in the marshy ground. So intent were we in
approaching clesely that we failed to hotice the softness of the ground under-
foot, I took several pictures and was making my way towards a large number of
tuyuyu, or jivaro storks, when I suddenly found myself with water and mud
above my knees. My first reaction was to try to struggle out of it with the
result that I sank deeper. The native boy was about fifty feet away, ankle
deep in mud and of little use to me. I don't remember how I escaped finally,
but when I reached harder ground, I was too exhausted to continue after birds.
We beat a retreat to our canoe and to camp,

Fen Johnson, Newell, and Rawls set out one afternoon on a capibara hunt,
but they got a tapir instead., They returned late at night, tired and bungry.
Later, after their hunger had been setisfied and we were lolling on the porch,
Rawls responded to the usual banter with the story,

"Well," began George in his lazy southern drawl, "I was sort of getti£g
better acquainted with my hammock this afterncon when Fen and Dave here invite
me to go capibara hunting. I don't know what a capibara is, but i reckoned
that if it's something you hunt, I'd be agreeable to going along. On the
way to the dock we pick up Aristedes and Mangelito, We go up river on the

Wunce about five miles, land there and heed for the big lagoon up there. HE-
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Ve heck our weay through the bushes and creepefl until we come to what
Fen over here calls a forest glades pretty and clean as a Florida
meadow it was. We make our way through it but we never get to the
lagoon. We give it up because we got bogged down in mud and quagmire
long before we got into shooting distance of it, So I still don't know
what a capibara looks like.

We wander around looking for game, but Fen end Dave, they're in
a trance, talking about them big wild fig trees and pyuve and palms and
not giving much heed tc¢ hunting. I reckon I myself, I got to looking
around at the pretty butterflies and flowers and bright little birds,
We come +to some fire-ant trees and give them a wide berth - all except
Dave. I reckon he won't want to focl around them critters again, Fen's
all the while looking for snakes, but I was just as happy not to see any
no matter what iheir shape or color. lie seen monkeys looking down at us
from tree tops, chattering and laughing at us like a bunch of children,
and suddenly getting tired and jJuwping out of sight. Now and again we
had to use our machetes to cut our way through, lMan, that's something I
like, using them oversized kitchen knives. It makes you feel that you're
getting a heap done when you cut through that thick brush so fast,

There's so much to see in that forest that jou almost ferget all
about the game, But all of a sudieh I see scmething about the size of
a cow that sure ain't no cow and I fire away. Well, that nade a mighty
big fuss in that jungle - thousands of birds took off, a lot of little
animals went smsampering arcund, monkeys jumped arocund, the whole mess
of them yelling their fcol heads off, You wonder where they all came
from, everything was so sleepy and peaceful like before.

Ve move up to the critter and find him already dead. It's the

queerest looking tling you ever saw. It looks like a sawed-off elephant
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with a sawed=off trunk., Fen says it's a old cousin of the horse-well,
if T was a horse I wouldn't be in any hurry to claiw kin with that
ugly critter, Fen want s to take it back with us. The meat ain't much °
good for eating, but he wants the critter for scientific purposes, but
the critter is too heavy and we have to leave it laying there.

By that time the sun is getting wmighty low, so we start heading
back for the boat. But right away an argument develops with Mangelito
and the other boy insisting on going their way. VWell, they're mighty
stubborn about it, but Fen shows then his compass and they give in out
of respect for the instrument, not because they can read it.*ﬁh hack our
way down to the river and there's no boat in sight. Ve go up and down a
bit, but the going is so tough there that we decided to go back end take
Vanoelitos way. It's derk by that time. We. go back end male a fresh start.
Manvelito's way feele wrong to us, and we argue with him a litile, but
heving been in the wrong once, we let it go. So we follow him, thifking
21l the time that probably we're getting deeper and deeper into the
jungle and away from the river. We can't see much and we go along, hacking,
slipping, gettin; scratched by thorns, and cussing a blue siresk. Ve talk
about stopping for the night, but without hammocks and mesquito netting
it would have besn a right m’serable night. So we go on, bumping into
each other, arguing with liangelito. And then we come to a path through
the jungle., It was the seme one we had cut ourselves when we fitst came
from the river. Sure enough it brought us to the river and there was the
boat. I don't know how they do it, but I've sure got a heap more respect
for these natives boys than I had before teoday".

Several miles away from the ranch buildings was a beautiful opem
savensh that had already become dry., Short green grasssspouted everywhere.
The:e, we were told we wmight find flocks of rheas, the South American

variety of the ostrich, The rhea is not as large as the African ostrich
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and has three toes instead of two. We decided to cbtain a number of
specimens for the Licademy. These birds can run as fast as a horse and in
the open they are so wayy that it is scmewhat difficult to approacng/them.
Their coloration mimics the vegetation, protecting them from the hunter
wien at a distance, We decided to try running them down with the Ford
automobile that formed part of the expedition equipment, Freviously, the
high water had prevented its use, but we expected that il would be very
useful in the dry season for quick transportation acreoss the plains,

I drove the car to the savanah and inmmediastely set off after a
flock of the birds about a mile away. Clarke and Rawls braced themselves
ready to fire with their shotguns when we should come close enough. The
ground was level but somewhat bumpy. Forty miles an ahour was the fastest
I dared drive, The rheas had no suspicion that they were being hunted.
They looked at ihe fast approaching car with curiosity, I suppose, until
we were within a hundred yards of them, Then with necks slightly out-
stretched, their vestigial wings slightly lifted to give them balance,
they raced off, We caught up after a hard run, and when among them, I
regulated the speed of the car to theirs., I discovered that they were
running at some point between thirty and thirty-five miles per hour.

Rewls and Clarke brought down three of them, shooting them through the
read. We armused ourselves by chasing other flocks, but shot no more. Three
were enough as scientific specimens for the Academy. Rehn and his Bororo
boy Peiira made deily excursions collecting birds. Pereiva learned quickly
and the two of them managed somehow to discover a new species everyday.

And then one day in lay, news came by radio to Descavaldos that the
plane was on its way from “orumbd. *he lethargic settlement was suddenly
converted to intense excitement and pointless activity. Everyone, native

and foreigner, had been looking forward tot this event for months., Evew
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since we had learned that we were to have an airplane, we had engaged
in an exchange of tales about our experiences in the air and debates on
the relative merits cf the various typés of machines. They natives con-
versations were by far the more interesting. Cnly once before had a few
of them seen an airplane, and then only as a tiny speck high up in the
clouds, Even this was tc most of them a legend., So, those among them who
hed a reputation for wide experience and knowledge, or who had merely the
gift of lansuage, explained at length, to groups of admiring wide-eyed
listeners, the imaginary mechanics of the airplane and the wonderful
things it could do. That humen beings could actually fly like birds
seemed a marvel to them, and truly it is,

It took a little under itwo hours for the plane to reach Descavaldos,
end it was the most intense period ever spemt at thet port. No one could
work., Some of us collected around the radic room to receive the almost
mile=-by-mile account of the flight as broadcast from the plane. A number
of natives loitered anound the doorway to receive scraps of news, in poor
Portuguese, from us, Sam Hoopes went out on the river in a bozat, ready to
indicate to the pilot where it would be best to moor the plane. Mack spent
histime walking from his house to the radioc room and back again, scanaing
the sky for the tiny speck., A great many went to the pier, where they
formed groups around orators telling about the marvelous invention. The
leather worker, an industricus man, struggled to keep himself at his bench,
but he found numerous excuses to go to the door to listen and look up in
the sky or to get news from scme passerby., And there were many moments
when semeone would claim that he heard the distant hum of the motors.
Everybody would listen intently, and then it would prove to have been
imagined,

Finally ther- was the unmistakable intermitient roar coming from
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afar, and es the news spread everybody dashed for the river bank, men,
women and chiidren, as if the plans would give no time for them to reach
a2 point of vantage. A speck appearad in the southera sky and everybody
burst into chatter and shouts. It grew large, the roar became louder,

and soon it was cireliag over Descavaldos, while we followed its Tlight
with upturned faces and the dogs went dashing wadly around harkiné as if
their very lungs would be exhaled with every effort. The plane landed,
its silver bedy flashing in the sun, and then taxied to whers Hoopes was
paddling his boat., We all dashed for that point. It was a happy occasion
and, being out in the wilds, some of us celebrated by firing our guns into
the air or laughing at Perfilieff's futile efforts to do the same thing
with a gun that jammed. The mechanic appear=d on the cockpit with a rope,
and many eager hands tried to catch his throw. lir. Ramsay appeafad and
everybody cheered, and he, sceing what a celebration we were making,
answersd our greeting with a rapid revolver fire that showed an expert
hand. I

The plene was moorsd, The crew, lir. Ramsay came ashore. Introductions
21l around., The pilot was Charles Lorber, on leave from his regular route
with the Pan-fAmerican Airways; José Sauceda, the co=-pilot came from Ll
Paso, Texas; Hans ¥, Due, hesavy-set blond, was the radio operator,

We left a curious crowd gazing at the Sikorsky to go into momentary
retrsat with our letters and to settle our newly-arrived courades. It
became a very busy aftsrnoon, more so after Johnson, Siemel, Clarke and
T decided that we shouBd waste no more time in going to Cuyabd. We decided
to make the trip the very next day. There wers a few final permits for
my companions to get at Cuyabd, and a great deal of information,., ¥e thought
too, that we should present our plans in detail to the state authorities

although the Federal goverament was fully inforumed about them. I, of course,
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wanted to make plans with the authorities for my trip to the Xingu region,

Although it was past the middle of Khy, the weather was still un-
certain and the next day began so dark that we almost gave up hope of
taking off for Cuyabd. News that the plane was leaving that morning had
spread to every person at Descavaldos and a crowd began to gather along
the riverbank in the early hours. The day before they had seen the plane
come in from Corumbd, a tiny speek in the distance at first, purring in-
termittently and softly, a speck that grew in size uwitil it took on its
natural proportions and roared as a two-motored Sikorsky of those days
could, to the astonishment and thrill of all the population, So now they
gatnered to see the plane rise from the water, a bhenomenon that to them
naturally appearsd to bs mors strange and wonderful and perhaps impossi-
ble. After all, to a fall from the clouds is much easier than to climb
up to them,

In a group were the Bororo girls, black-haired, roundéfaced and
almond-eyed, wearinz short thin skirts, batelegged and barsfooted, who
had come from the village with their water-jars and gasoline cans to
fetch water from the river and who lingered there as if it were a holi-
day. The men stood by themselves, the cowboys with leather-fringed aprons
dangling frow their waists, knives stuck through the belt not at the side
or in front but behind at the waist huge spurs on bare feet, their arus
wrapped around their bodies, speculating about the wonderful machine
that was still tied to the bank not far away. The old Gsrman carpenter
was there wrapped in his long apron which was not sufficient to hide his
elephantic legs, stroking his beard frow time to time, silent and alone,
The leather worker, mechanic, the spear-men, the Boliviens who had come
in with their load of rubber, and a host of naked children were all

therc petiently waiting to see the miracle. Ta one side wers the expedi-
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tion members with Ramsay and lac, This was, the first departure of the
plane an' we found it of as great curiosity as the natives did, And the
dogs and the fowl and the pigs were thers, fighting and playing, sharing
in the excitement of the human population.

At eleven o'clock the clouds lifted somewhat, the ship was loosed
from itscmoorings, the molors were started, we waved goodbyey and while
the crowd cheersd, shot revolvers, and the dogs barked or scurried away,
we taxied into the wind and up we went, to circle Descavaldos, causing
more excitement especially among the animals that crowded the clearing,
and then to head south toward Corumbdd.

Only once before in the history of latto Grosso had an airplane
passed over this part of the country, The famous Italian aviator, de
Pinedo, had come south from the Emazon, landing near S5an Luis de Caceres
to take off again for Asuncion, Paraguay and Buenos Aires.He had flown
high and only a few of the natives had seen or heard the plane. This was
the first time that any of them had ever beesn close to one or had seen
one land and take off.

Since maps of liatto Grosso and descriptions of its people, fauna
and flora are eitther non-existent or too meagre to be of much use, in
21l our flights we took great care to make carsful and volumnious obser-
vations of the land beneath us and also of flying conditions. For the
first time we saw how watsr-locked we were actually at Descavaldos. Often
we had become impatient at being told by the natives that we could not
go hers or there because there was too much watgr ian the surrounding
country, and now we saw that their reports had been exaggerated. As far
as we could see the settlement of Descavaldos was the only really dry
spot. Thers was the country beneath us, a patch-work of grass-lands and

forests in a sea of water, The banks of the Paraguay wers marked by the
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tall trees and not by land. Everything seemed to be submerged or partly
so., As we flew southward we saw great humbers of birds, cattle and horsss
feeding in the water, and all at the sound of our motors took fright and
fled in any direction and Qimlessly. e flew low and when we resache d the
mountains of Dorados we barely skimmed the top. These mountains were
forest-covered, and rough, and we could easily understand why it is said
that no man has ever penetrated its jungles. It inspired us with the
desire to be the first to explore them, but for many reasons, when our
work in Matto Grosso was over many wonths later, we had failed to do so
and they remain unexplorsd to this day, no one knowing what forms of
faunz and flora life might be discover=d there. Though there was no =un
to bring out ths colors we marveled at the beautiful carpet of jungle
beneath us that seemed to be in full purple bloom, %ie were looking dowm
upon square miles of pamboras tall trees that produce purple blossoms.

Our arrival at Corumbd in an hour and three guarters consirasted
sharply with the four days that we had taken to meke the trip by boat,
As a courtesy to the town we circled overhead before settling in the
river and were theated with the same sort of excitement that we had
witnessad at Descavaldos, though the Corumbaens wers accustomed to
seeing the weekly arrival and departure of the plane that flew between
Corumbd and Cuyabd. Ours was much bigger and besides it belonged to a

we wece

foreign group. A littls later found-ue seated at the Balileo Bar on the
sidewalk sipping our beer or whiskey, greeting ocur friends, while a
curious crowd loitersd around us,

I enjoyed my return to Corumbé: Ween I had been forced té idle
there I had loathed it at times, but now %i seemed like returning home.

lany of its citizens knew me, They came to grest me welcome, to inquire
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about our work, to exchange pleasantries. The parade of girls along
the balustrade, the view of the pantanal, the gardens and the bar,
produced a pleasant feecling of simple luzury. I enjoyed stumbling
over the boy sleeping across the threshold of the hotsl when I
retired for the night and likewise to be awakened in the moraing by
the barefootad buy with his offer of hot thick coffee,

“or once Fortune smiled on the expedition, We found at Corumba
General kariano “andido Rondon, the great her:of Brazil, the man who
had more for the exploration and development of his country's hanter-
land than any other man, living or dead, ¥t was he who established
Brazil's outstanding Inspectoria de Protecgﬁo dos Indios, the equiva=-
lent of our Indian officer with the added task of protecting the Indian.
Himself with = great deal of Bororo blood in him, born in latto Grosso
he early distinguished himself as a young army engineer interested in
everything that the hinterland held and protecting it from tuthless
exploitdrs. lle built telagraph lines thruough unexplored regions and
wrought the miracle of not only winning the confidence of the savage
tribes but even using them as the guards and repari men. For example,
the ielegraph line linking Cuyaba with the liadeira was dbuilt by him
and is entirely manned by the Parecis Indians. I had visited General
Rondon in Rio de Janeiro. A smal bronzed man, the picture of health
ane energy in spite of his seventy years, endowed moi only with great
intelligence, but a great friendly personality. As George Rawls would
have put it " we sure were glad to see him", and more than glad when
he accepted our invitation to fly with us to Cuyabd.

The next day we were kept in Corumbd by the weather. It was cold

and dark., We cursed this fickleness of the tropics. At every turn there

is an obstacle and one is forced to wait, doing nothing in the meanwhile
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until conditions change for the better. We were glad that the following
day was full of sunlight. We lad sesn enough of Corunbd. 'We too wers
fickle in our likes and dislikes.

“ith most of the population gathered on the bank of the river and
on the heights of the town, we put on our little show of taking off.
Virclad once over the town as a salute, and then we headed towards the
distant hills of Dorados, %e followed the course of the Paraguay river
to the mouth of'the Rio S&o Loursngo and then followéd that river to
Cuyabd. It took us two hours and thirty six minutes, a period of time spent
in making notes and enjoying the colorful pantanal over which we were
flying, I am convinced that when flooded this region seen from the air
on a sunny day is one of the great wonders of the world. The only way
that T can suggest its quglity is to imagine an Criental carpet whose
dimensions are in terms of hundred of miles, woven in intricate flowered
and geometric patterns, with purples and greens the dominating colors.
This carpet is of course sverchanging in patterne and colors like the
evening sky and is filled with life of various forms. As we roared by
overhead, birds took flight, cattle ran or swam to cover and the
amphibians immersed themselves in water.

For General Rondon it was a tk{i.lling experience. He knew the
country beneath us almost foot by foot but he had nevsr seen it from
above before. He kept making notes in his notebook in spite of becoming
ill.

We discussed the vast natural resources that lie imprisoned in
Hatto Grosso for want of population, Ther: were beneath us vast timber
resources and a land that could be turned to agricultural use, a land that
could feed many millions but today however supports only several hundred

thousands.
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There was excitement at Cuyabd as we circled above the white city.
We saw peopls pouring out of the houses into the streets to gaze aloft
at us. Tra?fic stopped, men on horseback were in difficulties with their
hosrses that reared and plunged. It was in fact a scene reminding me of
days of the war when airplanes first flew over our cities. %e landed
safely thanks to the sagacious judgement of our pilot Charles Lorber.

We went to the hotel, made for the back in a hurry leaving a crowd
at the river bank admiring the amphibian plane.

Witn Gen:ral Rondon in Cuyabd our official business was easily
dispatchad., He took a keen interest in our work and though he had never
visited the Xingu region he offered innumerable helpful suggestions. His
only regret, and ours, was that he could not accoupany us. His assistant
at the office of the Inspectoria put everything at our disposal. They
advised us though to wait several more weeks before attempting the trip
north, for the trail to the Inspectoria's outpost on the Paranantinga was
still unpassable. We flew back to Descavaldos this time in good spirits.
From now on we could move fast,

A busy week followed at Descavaldos. During this period we made two
trips by plane, one to Corubbéd and one to explore the upper Faraguay;
closed the archasological work, packed the specimens and prepared for the
Xingu trip. The othsr members of the expedition also were more active,
hunting with camera and gun, and building the corral.

The transportation of the specimens from the second archaesological
site gave us some trouble., Most of them consisted of huge funerary uras,
which had to be handled with great care. ‘heir size made it a clumsy
affair., Each urn was encased in a crude splint basket made by the natives,
They were then carried out from the forest suspended from a pole borned

by two men, through a wide path cut foq the purpose from the excavations
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to the edge of the forest where they were loaded on an ox cart, It was
slow and clumsy work, bui we succeeded in doing it without the specimens
suffering any damege. *hey wers subsequently packed in boxes made of
heavy cedar and most of them reache d Philadelphia whole.

‘1e preparations for the Xingu trip involved a choice of foods,
trade goods, and camp equipment, which had to be packed in small boxes
or parcels, since my supplies had to be transported by pack=bullocks and
later by canoe. For this purpose we utilized gasoline boxes re-enforded
with leather straps.

“hen travelling by cance ther: is always the danger of capsizing and
losing &ne's provisions. To avoid being caught without food by such an
event, we put up emergency rations in empty gasoline tins, which were then
sealsd, They were so packed that they would float.

I decided to take two companions from Descavaldos on this projected
trip to the Xingu. Tupi, the little smooth-haired fox terrier seemed to
like me well enough and he was elected to goas along. ihe other was lueller
the German youtn who had been working for me as a sort of foreman over the
men at the excavations, Lxtremely difficient, he had worked well and was
a good woodsman, I intended to continue using him as assistant and foreman.
In this way I could be relieved of many cares in connection with the
routine work, leaving me more free to devote my time to my researches.

On the morning of June 8 211 was ready. Eight hundred pounds of
baggage and Josef were loaded on the plane and it took off for Cuyabd.

1 was to follow the next day with the remainder of the baggage and Tupi.

‘pis was my last day at Descavaldos and 1 hastened to pack the last
odds and ends, as well as to go over the final arrangements with Johnson,
The undsrtaking anvolved a certain amount of danger and it was agreed that

on a certain day in August, Johnson would look for me with the plane, If
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he failed to find me, he would organize a relief expedition, Such details
as seemed to be of importance, were brought up and settled, and by noon

I found myself without anything to do. So I sat in the shade and looked
at Descavaldos.

It was well past the siesta hour when I found myself on Hoopes's
porch counting the hours until I should find myself on the way to Cuyabd .
the-perfsct—werning, With the exception of a lone cowboy making his way
slowly across the grounds, ther: was no other sign of 1life. The church
stood alone, looking more dilapidated and deserted than ever, The mana-
ger's house by the river seemed to be suffering the baking by the white
sun patiently and drowsily. The row of houses that sheltered the expedi-
tion gave the impression that they were shrinking into themselves to
avoid the heat of the day that was making dust of their white walls. And
whers were the hundred dogs that at night kept us awgke with their
barking? They, 0o, had withdrawn for the day, it being their habit to
save their energy for use in fighting in the coolness of the night,

In the yard in front of Hoopes' porcih there was a brieﬁf?rebollion
against the order of the day. Two cocks, with bloodshot eyes, tore at
each other furiously with beach and spur. I watched them and was rewarded
with a curious scenario, Authority moved quickly and surely to suppress
theml From the other side of the yard, the seers of the barnyard, two
turkeys Bobblers, resplendent in fiery necks and spread tails, strutted
forward. As they came on, side by side, unhurried an?ﬁajostic&lly, a
host of guinea hens formed behind them, ‘hey headed for the combatants,
who by this time had succeededfin drawing blood. This barnyard ammy
plowed bepween, effectively separating them. The turkeys continued their

march, without paying the least attention tbe the brawlers, but the
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chastisement for the breach of peace was metted out by the army of hens,
which, splitting in two regiments, pursued both cocks amid fearful cack-
ling, It looked rather serious for the latter when suddendy, with the
change of mind thatis so characteristic of fowl, the chase was suddenly
abandoned. The cocks became interested in beetles, and ihe pursuers,
reforming behind their regal turkey gobblers, retired to shade and sleep.

A cloud of dust rising behind the Bororo villazge moved slowly towards
the ranch buildings. Out of it emerged a horseman, then another, and one
b, one, & string of ox-drawn carits and more horsemen. They plodded on
slowly, the oxen tossing their heavy yokes skyward with each movemsént,
the spokeless wheels of the carts wobbling from side to side, The caravan
finally reached the ranch buildings, and stopped by the church, where the
carts were unloaded. It was a Bolivian caravan transporting crude rubber.
A small fire was quickly built, end over it water was boiled for the
preparations of maté, When this indispensabls drink was consumed,the men
loosed the horses and oxen, and they, all, wen, women and children,
crawled under the caris to sleep.

It was a hot afternoon, and & lazy one. The population of Descaval=
dos secemed to say, let us try to &eep the blood flowing as slowly as
possible in ocur veins, it has nowhere to goj; it leaves the heart oanly to
come back to it; there is no hurry.

Later there was another cloud of dust. It approached rapidly and
resolved itself into three fast=-trotting horsemen, Rossi, iloopes and lLiac.
Reaching th« fence, Rossi continued to talk merrily, no doubt reciting
another of his fantastic creations, while Hoopes listened with a grin,
and Vac regarded him, solemn face and twinkling eye, Rozsi sat on his

saddle like a westerner, patierning his style after that of Rawls and
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Ramsay., Hoopes preferred the tnglish style, He scorned leggings and wors
only a shirt, light khaki ‘rousers, and low shoes, seeing no need for
heavier equipment when riding. llac slouched and looked nondescript.
Though it was a hot day he wore an old overcoat, and rode with his hands
sunk deeply in its pockets. They unsaddled and carried the trappings
away with them to their quarters., A small agile lad of ten appeared from
an alley, He untied the horses, glided upon the back of one, and rode
away leading the cther two. It was rest time for the beast. Thedr day
was done,

‘here was another interruption. A gentle purring, intermittent at
first, became & steady drone, At the same time Rehn and lereira, his
Bororo assistant, approached, ‘heir bags were full and Rehn seemed
content,

"Senhor professor Mr, Rehn", ssid Pereire, raising a finger to
indicate that he was listening intently., “Avion, airplane."

Rehn locked at fereira with adwiration. He grinned end said,
ghaking his head, "N&o ongo, I don't hear it.,"

Rehn concidered Fereira's eyes sight and hearing phenomenal and
never tired of praising them.

But socn even Rehn heard the motors. He nodded his head affirmetively
and as they reached the fence, we saw the plane coming from the direction
of Cuyabd. No one showed any excitement except the newly arrived members
of the Bolivian caraven, These, startled, rose up and dashed madly for the
river with the dogs barking at their heels, For the rest the novelty of
seeing the plane arrive had worn ofi, The leather worker, who previously
had been one of the most excited of the natives, appeared from the dark
intertor of his house, shaded his eyes with his hands, took one look &zt

the plane that was now circling overhead, and withdrew.
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‘he plane settled in the water with its accustomed grace and they,
turning, made for the bank just below the dock, & number of native women
who were ‘there taking & much needed bath, hastily climbed on the bank
and put on their dresses. The plane reached the barks so quickly, how=-
ever, and the women were so clumsy i# tkeir haste that several of them

did not have time to cover their nakedness. They ran for the nearby
bushes instead, their constermmticn drawing excited giggles and good-
natured teasing by their quicker companions,

Sauceda appeared on the forward cog%it and cast a rope to us who
had made cur way to the bank by this time. The plane was made fast.

Clarke always greeted the expedition members with a shout, & hearty
shout the equivalent to a slap on the back, Son on this day ke gave a
whoop and shouted a greeting to Lorber, the pilot. The trip had been made
without incident, Wueller was lodged at the hotel, waiting wy arrival.

e trooped back to our quarters,

So Descaveldos became ite usual dorment self., All animel life sought
shade, either to loaf or to work., Cnly the buzz that came from the car-
penter shop revealed that some sctivity was being carried on in the
village, Hoopes and Rawls withdrew to the former's porch to read and write,
Joining Davis who as usual was working on microphones, “larke went back
to his "desk” a ceder bmrd over two gesoline boxes, The cook and his
assistants began to prepafa the evening meal. Dona laria talked to her
parrot, Life was calm, one might as well talk to the parrot,

Within the laboratory, T found Rehn busy prepering birdskins. Con-
versation with Pereira, who skinned the birds for him across the table,
was mecessarily sketchy., Fantomine, Fortuguese, Spanish, Ingligh and even
Dororc were employed to make the meaning clear.,

"Dos novos", said Rehn, raising two fingers and pointing to two

birds., Fereira answered with a grin, He understood that the morning hunt
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had produced two new species.

A little later Clarke and Johnson joined me for our daily swim in
the river. They looked sleepy and somewhat fagged. I suppose I looked no
better, |

Reaching the river, we dived into the water, swam back as fast as
we could to the bank, climbed out, dived in again and swam out. This
performance was repeated until we tired. Swimming enthusiasts as we were,
we had no desire to he bitten by piranha. We thecught we solved, by these
tactics, the problem of attack by these veracious fish., Cur plan was
simple, Dive in and then race the fish to the bank. It would have been fine
to swim across the river. The water was clear and without a ripple, Put we
knew that too many persons had been mutilated in these waters, and, in
spite of our desire for a good long swim, we dared not s'ay in the water
too longl Swimming fifteen feet at a time was not good sport. We gave up
the swimming soon, pretending that we had had a swim. It was a reguler
daily ceremony with the three of us.

“anuel celled the expedition to dinner, ‘he sigaal was made by poun-
ding on & #hideFstretched over the routh of an immense barrel, The sound
produce was that of distant thunder end it could be heard at a great dis-
tance, This drum was constructed to take the place of the bugle that was
formerly in use. The bugle of course was all right, but the buglers never
could get beyond the third note without climbing the sce%fad infinitum,
ihe drum was better, It frightened the dogs, and started Chica, the fox
terrier chasing the hogs. Outside of that it was an improvement in the
musical division of the expedition.

Descavaldos became ewake., Figures moved across the yard, A line of
girls and women, barefooted cume down the "avenue" making their way to
the river. They were half-breed Eororo, en their way for a fresh supply of

water. The dogs were everywhere, The fowl strutted about. It marked the
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beginning of night life at Descavaldos.

Derkness came end the cutlines of the buildings forming the
quadrangle becare @ndistinct. From each doorway soon came the flicker
of yellow light as cendles were lighted, for only the headquarters of
the expedition and the manager's house enjoyed eleciricity.

ibmn Rehn and I entered the dinigg hall we found the expedition
already seated at table. “here was Perfilieff at its head, looking
benign, immense, an effect intensified by his tremendous red beard.

The light shone on his bald spot, and thousands c¢f insects, no , million
of them, were fighting Sor a chance to alight on it. Johnson sat at his
right; pensive, but with an occasional smile flitting across his face,
There was bearded Siemel, Tigermen, He was moie at home spearing tigres
than in the wmddst of light and bantering conversation sush g_af%roup of
young Americans will carry on.

Perfilieff prepared himself tc make an announcerent. Pleasure in
what he was going to say did not permit him te nake it with the proper
arount of nonchsdence, He leaned back, took hold of the suspenders on
his overells, and rosared.

"Family, 1 have a surprise for you."

But it wes not in the code of the expediticn to be surprised, An
expeditioner is always prepared. So, no acclamation followed. Only
Americana,

"The captain is going to shave off his whiskers", cawe in shocked
tones, from Seiuel.

"No, family".

"We are going to get some decent hors%? hopefully from Rehn,

"I know," interposed Rossi. "We are goin‘ to have ant bear soup.
Yes, ant bear knuckle soup. Vovo and the cook went ocut this mornipg, early

They carried molasses with hem., As they went along they sumeared the trees
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with molasses uhtil they saw a nice fet woggy poggy ant bear. Vovo's Deard
frightened the ant bear. To keep from fzlling, it wrapped its snout around
a tree, It stuck on the molasses. ?hs cook ran up end tied the snout in a
knot, and now we are going to have ant bear knuckle soup."

Perfilieff retired into dignified silence, Manuel, the table boy,
came in, beaming with a platter cof - fresh tomatoes. Ve cheered.

Vanuel came in again and placed on the table an enourmous quantity
of calves brains. We raised another cheer.

“I'1] bet," said Davis, piling his plate high with the, "that Vovo
got the brains from those brand new skeletons Tim uncovered the otherday".

"I heard a funny cne," Hohnson said, "Jim's workingmen have finally
eccounted for his insale desire to dig up old bones and pots. They have
been discussing that for some time. Today I heard one say in & very
authoritative way that it is to make a special kind of sowp.”

"iiny do you want to mess around dead men's bones, Jim? I wouldn't
touch them for anything in the world," said Rawls.

I wgs accustomed, by this time, to Rawls horror over archaeology
and his question went unanswered. The banter continued, on to the end of
the dinner. It was a nightly affq% and anyone might be the victinm,

The expedition was frolicsome, Instead of scattering as usual, we
collected in the recreation room, tc engege in merry-making like a group
of school boyel George told what he would do when he got back to Tampa,
Florida; Newell told his favorite stories. Rossi explained to a grinning
audience how the ant bear fooled the ants, and Davis stooed by the Victrola
playing record after record of jazz music. In some way, I was ing;gled into
talking sbout thet;uarani, that splendid aboriginal people who have become
the heroes of poete and romantics as well as historians of South Anmerica.

T told, with much drematization, of their march from the east coast to the
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west, where one of their legends placed the land where there is no death,
e romance as enirancing as any that has been written, Hoopes and Crosby
teared together to usher in great levity. l'oopes had e heavy black beard
that had been assidously cultivated since his arrival in liattoc Grossc.

He looked like a pirate of melodrara., Crosby thin and with a full red
beard, looked like a religious anchorite. They appeared in the recrea-
tion/;;::;ng pith helmets, that of Foopes fitting very tightly end Crosby's
very large so that it fell over his ears. Crosby wore a long coat much too
big for him, Hoopes was boots that came up to his thighs. Both were armed
with shotguns, binocular,s revolvers, knives and cartrige belts, strapped
around their bodies in most incongrous feshion. They came in, hand in
hand, stood in the middle of the floor and went through a pantomine of
searching for a missing explorer by the nare of retrullo. Someone sugges-
ted that the savages would welcowe me in the spup pot, That started the
dancing. From explcrers, they became cannibal savegess 211 sorts of ta-
lents came to light after that. ‘o a lively jazz tune, Johnson clogged

in the heavy trench shoes, FPerfilieff put on a strong man act, carrying
three people on his back, with an appropiate amounf of grunting. Rossi

and Hoopes sang a duet.

‘nere was a flickering of lights. It was time to go te bed. There
wgs a final burst of merriment. Ferfilieff imitated Scusa's "Stars end
Stripes Forever". He Wwhs the entire band, until the olhers joined in.
Suddenly Rossi leaped, caught a board nailed on the wall, pulled up his
legs until his feet were on a level with hie head, looked around, making

rionkey noises, and scratched himself in a good moneky wanner., That
ended everything. At least one of us became ill from laughter,

Did we go to bed? No. the lightx went out, but no one thought of
sleep. We gathered agein on Hoopes' porch. It was dark but points of red

light from cigarrettes indicated where we were sitting or lying on the
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on the hammocks. Nr. Ramsay and Mac joined us,

?he spirité for burlesque had spent itself, It was dark and quiet,
A resounding crash every so often told us that the steers were fighting.
Fer off there wa: a glimmer of light. From the same direciion came the
wailing of an accordian and the softer sounds of its guitar accompani-
ment, ‘he tune was a fast maxixe, a bar of music repeﬂaiﬁaagain and
again, lonotcnous? No, that was itslcharm. It gets into one's system,
setting the very blood to dancing. The natives were dancing to #t. We
could picture the scene inside that dark hut, lighted only by an oil
lamp for we had seen it many times, Paraguayans werc dancing with the
half-breed girls, a fast whirling dance that seems tc have no end and
no beginning., In and out and about, Fast goes the dance and fester cour-
ses the blood. Bare legs, bare feet, weaving patterns on a dirt floor,
Rapt countenances, flashing teeth, straight chesty bodies, flitting with
power and grace, lianhood. Womanhood.

On the porch a certain wistfulness was felt., Visions came to mind.
PDarebacked and bare bossomed bejewslled women idling in the arms of
black dreseed mq?gliding over polished floors. Smells and perfumes. A
cocktail. Also flashing eyes, gleaming white bodies, pressures of hand,
whispered nonsensity. Catching romence. That was far away. This was Des-
cavaldos, Let's have.a drink, Didn't we say that this was Descavaldos?
There was no drink to be had. Oh Boy; In those two words Rossi expressed
the hidden feelings of all. Only Nac smoked calmly on, unperturbed. Fe
was resigned and had been so for many years. But he understocod.

Swinging harmocks. Flaming tobacco. Relaxed bodies, In the dark,
Ninde traveling many channels. Temperaments divessified,

lir. Ramsay talked about the cowboys on the ranch, Trivial insigni-

ficant things. Cowboys with Indian blood in their veins. Some one woiced
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his disgust with the natives. He said that they have no culture, no
ingenuity, no ambition, nor any viriue of any kind. Mac replied to that,
A discucsion of the primitive fcllowed. The survival of the fittest,
Thet was it. Why should not the fittest survive at the cost of the lest
fit? This was defended warmly. Naturally, our own race is the fittest.
Ye agreed on that,

Are we certain of that? Johnson came to the defense of the primi-
tive, He is tolerant, always defending the underdog. We all do that when
it really comes down to it, but we like to talk differently. How are we
to mesure that fitness of a race? Lspecially when we devise our own
scales, to flatter ourselves.

Few of my companions understood the interest I had in primitive

peoples. What can they possibly contribute to civilization, they asked?
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Uhapter X

I left Descavaldos for Cuyabd the following morning. Sam Hoopes
and Tupi the aristocratic fox terrier accompanied me. The fermer was
to return to Descavaldos, but Tupi was to be my companion for wany
months,

As usual the entire population of Descavaldcs was there to see
us off, men, women, children, dogs, pigs and fowl. As we stood in the
closely packed cabin with our heads showing out of the cockpit and the
motors of the plane begen to roar, our friends ashore waved tattered
hats, cheered and the more frolicsome sent a volley in the air, We
waved back until Captain Lorber gave the signeal to close the hatch,
The motors incressed their speed, Sauceda climbed intc the seat becside
Lorber, a bump or two over the water and we were in the air circling
above Descavaldos. Straightening our course we headed for Cuyabé.

‘he land beneeth us which two months before had been under water
was now mostly dry. It was by no means as beautiful a sight as when
flooded. Fields of g-;ras: alternated with forests, cut here and there by
streexs, The birds were not as abundant but we put to flight many a
rerd of cattle as we flew over them, In forty minutes we were over the
city of Cuyabd, causing the usual excitement and pandemonium in its
streets and no less on the river surprising again the semi-rude washer-
woren who went through their customary act of submerging themselves up
to the neck in the water,

lueller wes already in Cuyabéd having been flown over the day
before with part of the baggage. He had progrease‘ in spreading the
word that we needed men for the trip north and T was kept busy severzl

hours interviewing young and old men whose only qualification wes their
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desire to see the north country. For the most part they were a nondescript
group, fit for nothing with romantic ideas about the far north, Every
foreigner adventurer in Cuyabd came to see me, making all sorts of wild
promises, professing to have secret information as to the location of

gold mines and diamond deposits all of which would be at my disposal for
& high salary and the privilege of going with me to the north couniry,.
Some convinced that I was looking for Colonel Fawceit readily admitted
that they knew exactly where he was to be located,

These interviews were prolonged by our inability to keep to the
schedule which we had planned in Dewcavaldos. “e had thought that on the
following day we would make our reconnaisance flight over the Xingu, to
locate some of the villages; on Wonday the plane would return to Desca=-
valdos and on Tuesday or at the latest on Uednesday I would start my
over land trip to the north country. A quick schedule nicely planned,
However, many circumstances intervened to keep me in Cuyabd almost three
weeks., It is the sort of thing that happens in the iropics.

For some obscure reason we were not able to fly north on Sunday.
Perhaps it was a matter of permits, or gasocline or any of the countless
reasons that interfered with one's plans in Matlo Grosso.

Ythe plateau, the Brazilians call it the chepadd@o, is a 8andstone
formation rising abruptly from the lowlands of the Paraguey river to a
neight of some twenty-five hundred fcet, but it slopes geatly away to the
northward. The chapadfo is the true "sertf@o" of latto Grosse, the "wild
hin erland”. It is the land of fable and legend. It presents such a verti-
cal wall to the south that one can easily imagine reoplegﬁnt civilization
existing on it unknown to the rest of thw world. To most people it is the
land of romance.

i‘he geographers and historians have helped to perpetuate its fables.
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Yor instance, most maps will show a range of mountains called fhe Sierra
do Foncador, "lountains of the Snorer", betwecen the Xingua and the Ara-
quaya river. In these mountains are located the Ninas dos lartiros, the
"mines of the Martyrs", first reported by the raulista. These are gold
mines of course, which no one has been able to locate since, and as a
matter of fact, few have ever looked for, Most everyone has been satis-
fied tc accept the legend and to talk about it.

In this seme area there is supposed to exist a rich civilization.
Tt is the "lost world" that has caputured the public imagination. In
recent years, at least one explorer hes been taken in by this story and
paid for his credulity with his 1life., I am referring to Colonel F, H.

thirteen

Fawcett, whose disappearance/tes yaargégo hes led to periodical sensationg.l
e2X stories in our newspapers, He is met with here and there and every-
wiere, by gentlemen who are modestly willing to lead and expedition to his
rescue, Why he has never walked out with these intrepid explorers remains
a mystery.

Colonel Fawcett was an Englishman with a record of explorations
bvefere he undertook to discover the "Lost World™ of liatto Grosso. He seems
tc have been well-informed about liatio Grosso, but unable to distinguish
between legend and fact, He believed in Spiritism and it seems that in the
Spirit world there must exist some who are as malignant as some human
beings in this, These Spirits told Colonel Fawceti that ke would find a
lost world in liatto Grosso.

I am not familiar with the details of these spirit messages. I do
know that a medium in “uyebd practiced a great fraud on him. I do know
that had he not been made blind by his belief in Spiritism, common sense
would have told him that he never could expect tc find a highly develdped

civilizetion in Natto Grossoj first, the country could not have supported
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one; second, if any such thing existed, the early Portugucse explorers
and later the insatiable Paulistas would have been led to it, No place
where the existance of trsasurs was a fact in the world escaped the
conguest of the sixteenth century Zuropean adventursr.

Nevertheless, Coloael Tawcett, his son, and a ygung man by
the name of Riddel , arrived in Cuyabd with the firm intention of setting
off to the regions of the north, They stayad in the city a long time.
Tverybody came to know these three and everyone who had any sense, or
nothing to gain, tried to dissuade them to no avail,

For instance, Sr. Pecora%, the richest merchant of Cuyabd, who
in the rubber days led his men to every part of the stats, told me how
he tried again and again to make the Colonel see reason.

"I to0ld him," said Sr, Pecora to me, "Colonek, you ares an old
man, If you lose your life it does no matter, But, your son is young,
he is only twenty-one, his 1life is still ahead of him, For nis sake drop
this mad venture. You will only lead these %oys to their death."

The Colonel held numerous seances in Cuyabd wo which the promi-
ment citizens were invitsd., The Spirits urged him on, I know that one
Spirit kept reapeting that he would find his lost world hear the Rio
Arame. This river does not appear in amy published map. “hen the Colo-
nel discovered that some Bakairi ﬁalf-breeds who had worked with Major
Ramiro Noronha of the Inspectoria de Froteccao aos Indiés, the Indian
Service, knew where this river was located, he becaue more firmly convinced
of the efficacy of Spiritist phenomena, and of the existence of his objec=
tive. He did not know, I dbscovered this accidentally, that the husband of
the medium was also familiar with this river. This man, had worked with
VMajor Ramiro Moronha, ¥nowing that the Colonel wanted to find his lost

civilization somewhwere between the Xingu and the Araguaya, he, very
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obligingly, supplied geographic and legendary details through his wifs
the medium, 7'is stock of legendary beliefs is very rich, as I learned,
T do not doubt what he was a source for Colonel Fawcett, a conviacing
informant, since his mental makeup is such that he himself can never
tell whether he is telling the tru® fact, legend or a product of his
imagination,

Finelly, olonel Fawcett, his son and Riddel journeyed to the
Bakairi outpost on the Paranatinga river, There they listened to more
legends, and then set off with one guide. the guide returned, but the
three white men hever did. No one has ever seen them since in spite of
highly publicized acdounts e the contrary, The number of persons that
have travelled to the Bakairi outpost and northward are well known, No
one who has cl-imed that he has seen Colonel Fawcett since his disa-
ppearance has ever been there.

I shall come back to Colonel Fawceit later, for my trip took me
to the same region where he thought to find his lost civilization. £ 18
true that I found unknown peoples thers, but contrary to the “olonel's
supposition, they turned out to be about the most primitive in South Ame=
rica, *hey are naked simple folk,

This unfortunate Englishman has become a legend, He annoyed me
no end from the time it became known I was going to Matto Grosso until
lopg after the trip was over, in spite of the fact that T have always
disclaimed any intention of searching for him, In New York, before
setting off, not only I, but the entire staff of the expedition was
asked by reporters if we would seurch for the lost explorers. e answered
in the negative, The reporters made us say yes in the storiss they printdd.
On board ship ever; passenger and every member of the crew tglked about it,
When we landed it became worse, Zverybody we met talked of Fawcett., We went

up the ‘araguay and met a thousand men who had seen him lately. Would we
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zive them a job? They would lesd us to him. On investigation we always
foudd out that they were liars., Some of them have since made the news pa-
per columsn, Thers was nothing about our trip that I dislikg’d so much
as Colonel Fawcet!, e hauhted me all the more for my firm denial of any
interest in him, Later it happened that I explored part of the chapadao
and unwillingly learned some details of his journey from the Kalapmlu, I
wheéemn
kept this information to myself until several years later,/% became
indiscreet enough to publish it in order to put a stop to the claims of
an adventurer, lis story was of how he met Colonel Fawcett who appareantly
refused to be rescued unless an expedition equipped with motion picturse
operators and reports were organized under this man's leasdership. It was
to be a rescue in style., I wrote the British goverament what I knew, It
was published, and now no matter where I go, some bright reporter supposes
that T am setting off to search for Colonel Fawcett.

Our forced stay in Cuyabd wher= everyone knew we intended to fly
north, where no one had flown beforg not only arcused the curiosity of
t+4® season but csused a midl wavg/éinjecture as to the probabilities of
our return, Most of them thought that we wers going to our death and offered
wagers with good odds to bask their theory. Thére were few takers but the
more solicito#s did approach us to give up the absurd ides.

*he following morning a crowd collected at the hotel, another and
bigger one at the river and aftee we had takegééf and were circling over the
city it seemed to us that the entire population was out in the strects to
see us off and to wish us good luck,

Cuyab4d is located practically at ths foot of the chapad@o which we
reached int twenty minutes of flying. The countq%ide up to the vertical
pﬁrpla wall that marks the beginning of the highlands is densely wooded

de
except where a clearing has been made to raise manioc anﬁzther garden products
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It is well drained by numerous streams, many of which have their origin
in the plateau,

A few minutes of flying brought the Moro of San Gironimo clearly
into sight, Tt stood isolated in the plain from which it rose to some
fourteen hulldred meters, it is said, though it appeared lower to us. It
looked like a truncated cone. Ve kept it well to the right as we flew
northeasward.

We climbed high above soft white clouds the kind that invite one
to lie on them as if they were of soft cotton. Only a few hills and the
plateau beyond showed above them, In fifteeen minutes we reached the eadge
of the plateau and climbed higher only to find bsfore us another and
another step beyond, lhese were the heights called by the Brazilians the
Blue ifountains, fhey were rather like a series of rocky walls,

élistening wh'te against the purple -f the rocks and the dark
grsen of the forest in the nerrow valleys, were numerous waterfalls. The
largest of these is the Veo de Noiva, the Bride's Veil, It looked like
one, a narrow stream of water falling a great distance down to a narrow
heavily forested valley enclosed almost completely by unscalable cliffs.
Only on the south was there a narrow opening which permitted the water
to flow on to the Cuyabi river,

We kept the falls on our left and the little village of Chapa-
da on our right,

The edge of the plateau was rough with many jagged rocky
promontories. One place is so crowded with eroded tower-like rocks that
it has been called the "Cathedral" by those who heve ventured into tihis
region in their search for dimmonds in the stream beds.,

There were no clouds over the plateau, only = hezé on the horizon

that prevented a sweeping view of the countryside. We were forced to fly
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at low altitude in order to pick out details to check our course with the
information we had gotien from Major ‘loronha who has mapped a good portion
of this region, ‘is work has been done overland and it was a disappointment
to him and to us that he was not able to fly with us,

We picked up the Rio da Casca, followed it for some minutes and
then crossed it where it came through a narrow gorge flanked by extremely
rough promontoriss. The country to the east of us became increasingly
rough, It wgs wild, badly eroded, but bsautiful, and unquestionably unin-
habitable., Tt can not be cultuvated, nor is it any good for stock raising.,
Its only possible source of wealth lies in minerals, Along its edge to the
east and west, diamonds are common which, unfortunately, are generally
small and not of the prized variety.

We crossed a long escarpment and flaw ove open, undualting
country from which rose imolted mesas. There was no forest except thin
line of it hers and there bordering, we surmised, small streams.

After an hour of flying we spotted below us a tiny settlement.

One of its buildings hed a tin roof. ‘rom Major Noronha's description

we recognized it as the last outpost of civilization, Sinlce Lopes the station
of the Inspectoria de I'rotecgdo aos Indios where the Bakairi Indians had

been collected, e changed our course to the northeast theme and soon

found that we wer:z on the Amazonian side of the divide, Every tiny stream
which we saw now was part of the gqreat Amazon.

Another hour of flying over grassy, rough country brought us to
larger streems bordered with wide belts of forests. One of these, we
decided, was the Kuluene, and siince along its course we expected to locate
villages and a phase with sufficient clear water for the plane to land
we changed our course to the north again, We flew for another hour however
without discovering one nor the other., Since our gesoline supply permitted

us to fly only seven hours we were forced to turn back for Cuyaba. One
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thing was plain, Our hope of flying im with men and baggage could not be
realized, If there was a place at the headquarters of the Xingu where the
plane could land it was too far from the Cuyabi base.

Flying back we re-examined the countiry for signs of aborigines
but the only thing we saw was a column of smoke here and there. The abori-
ginal villages are so well hidden that they are hard to find, In the forsst
ar=as of South America it is the general custom to build the villages at a
distance from the river and in the jungle. Secret paths lead to it, and
there is always a water course known to the villagers over whi? they can
take their canoes. Zven if the paths and the water course is discoversd
by unfriendly peoples thers is so much chance for ambuscade that a war
party has a difficult time of it.

We had supposed that from the ait it would be comparatively easy
to locate aboriginal settlements. This was not the cass. A village clearing
is so small and the jungle towesfso much around it that unless is directly
above it it is not visible, Smoke is not a sign that there are human
habitations there since it may indicate that a clearing is being made or
that the grass is being burned.

Cur safe return after an absence of six and half hours caused
great excitement in Cuyabd; and those who were offering heavy bets that w=
would never bee seen again began to feel discouraged. Their hopeswuere
revived though when we announced that on the morrow we would make another
trip, Najor Noronha hurried to the hotel and was as disappointed as we were
that we had neither located sufficient water for the landin%ﬁf the plane nor
seen any of the villages. He spent the evening with us going over the maps
again,

Iuesday we awoke early and full of hope., e teased each other good~-

hurmoredly in our cavernours room until Lorber announced from the balcony that
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there would be no flying that day. e crowded at the window not wanting
to believe him, but the overcast skies made it plain that we could not,
Ve were in for another period of bad weather.

Later in the morning we went to the Salesian College to consult with
its wealher man, the only one in Matto Grosso and a good one too, He dis-
couraged us., According to his observations we would not be able to fly
north for about a week, That decided Lorber and the rest. Cuyabd was no
place in which to spend a week and besides they had work to do at Descavaldos.
In the afternoon they took off, taking with them several army officers,
leaving me with lueller and Tupi., On Saturday Fen Johnsoq*(and I made our
second flight to the Xingu.

On Saturday the weather having cleared, the plane returned from Des-
cavaldos, and with it came Fen Johnson. The next morning we took off again
for the Xingu teking a slightly different course than on the previous flight,

All we had to go by in the way of maps were the sketches that Major
Noronha had made, but for the most part his observations were wonderfully
accurate, He seemed to have possessed the instinct and knowlesdge of a real
geographer, We picked up the Moro of San Gironimo, the Brides' Veil Falls,
Chapada, and finally the Indian Service outpost Simoe Lopes, We turned
northeastward then and picked up the Rio das Mertes on the far right, a river
about which little is known bu%t which has an extremely bad reputation as the
name River of the Dead implies., Johnson and I decided to explore it some day,

In succession we flew over streams which we guessed were the headwata;s
of the Ronun, the Batory and the Viulusen, Findin;tgio country below us had
suddenly become wooded we decided that we had reached the Viuluene and we

turned northward following the general course of the river. We kept a sharp
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lookout for villages hidden in the jungle, Johnson keeping watch #én the left
and T on the right, The river below us meandered sharply and offered no
clear stretch where the plane could land, We had been flying over three

and a half hours and had covered over three hundred and fifty miles from
Cuyabd when Lorber signalled that we were going to land, Below us two rivers
met, one on the right, greenish in color., We decided that according to
Major Noronha's description we were at the juncture of the Seventh of Septem=
ber and the Kuluene, We landed and Lorber beached the plane on the sandy
shore of an island in midstreamn,

Ao picked up what we thought was the Kuluene Rivser, but we had to fly
three hundred and fifty miles from Cuyabd before we found a clear stretch of
water where we could land safely. We did so finally at what we thought the
Junction of the Kuluene and Seventh of September. We pulled up on a sand
bank almost in midstrsam and waited.

»Since we had passed SimSe Lopes we had not seen any signs of aborigines,
neither villages nor clearings nor canoes in the rivers, only smoke at several
points out of our course which we hadn't been able to investigate for lack
of gasoline, We lunched and waited on the strip of sand, expecting at any
moment to see a conoe come around the bend in the river, or to see an arrow
making for us but nothing happened. The only thing that broke the solitude
wag some bird that kept whistling shrilly. We did hear or thought we heard
several calls from the forests that seemed to be signals between human beings,
but we saw no one,

All of us were disappointed of course, We wanted to see aborigines.

I didn't want to make the overland journey and then disvover that the region

was uninhabited. It seemed that we were doomed to be disappointed., We
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waited several hours watching clouds of butterflies but since we had a flight
of at least thrse and a half hours back to Cuyabd, and it was becoming late,
we suspended from a bush several sacks filled with trinkets and pisces of
cloth and took off very much disappointed indeed., We hoped at least that

the natives passing by in a canoe would see what we had left for them and in
this manner convey the idea that we were amicably disposed.

"However, a real thrill was in store for us., As I have said, we had
given up the hope of sighting any villages. We were flying the same routs
back to Cuyabd and having scanned the territory over which we had passed,
as we thought thoroughly, there did not seem any chance of finding anything.
And yet a few minutes after taking off we discovered that unless one flies
directly over the villages, there is not a chancs of their being seen, so
well protected are they by the surrounding forests, Because of the wind,
we were forced to sweep in a semicircle to head for Cuyabd. This circling
brought us directly over a little village, " Sauceda saw it first, We could
hardly make it out; so Lorber immediately swooped down upon it to a few
hundred feet. It was dramatic, Naturally we had but a glance at the village,
but in one glance we took in a great deal. We counted five long huts grouped
around an open spot occupisd by a smaller hut; near it stood a structurs that
resembled a tipi. We made out human figures running madly about. We circled
again and saw more. In front of the hut in the center a linohof men had
formed. They appeared to be tall naked and red from head to foot. ;;;:ir
hair was emsn red, We circled and dived again. The men shot arrows at us
with extremsly long bows, Not having an excess of gasoline in the tanks, we
hovered over the village only long enough to take some pictures and to drop
a sack containing several knives, fishooks, and pieces of cloth, Then we

headed southward for Cuyabd, much happier than we had been a few minutes before.
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We tentatively identified the village as that of the Naravute on the
Kuluene River. We felt certain that on the basis of Major Noronha's des-
cription we had landed at the mouth of the Seventh of September which flows
into the Kuluene, The Major had said that thoISavanth of September could
be recognized by its green colored waters, The location of the village we
had seen was approximately the same as the Naravute in relation to this
river. What we did not know and the Major did not know was that ak the lower
Kulusne also has a greenish color, Since we had no accurate maps, only
verbal descriptions of the country which no one had seen from the air,
flying was guesswork. It was not until several monthes afterwards that we
discoversd our mistake. We had not landed at the mouth of the Seventh of
September but considerably further north at the junciure of the Kulusen
and the Kuluene, The village we had seen was not the Carib Naravuts but
the Arawak Yawalapiti,

We wendered a bit also about the excitement we had caused in the
village., Obviously its inhabitants had been frightened Judging by the way
so many ran for the jungle. But we had seen too that the men had not run.
They had stood their ground armed with bow and arrow ready to defend them-
s elves against the monster flying overhead. These people we knew, had
never seen nor heard a plane before, nor had any knowledge of any machinery,
What courage then to hold their ground! I looked forward more than sver to
being among them to know at first hand and intimately the sort of people
these red, naked human beings, so far removed from modern civilization in
space and tims, were,

We reached Cuyabd at sundown. As we circled above the city, we could

see that we were causing more than the usual excitement. People wers out in
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the streets and more came pouring out of the houses every second., By the
time we landed, a very large crowd had collected at the river front, and as
we came ashore, s sort of Brazilien cheer went up., We accepted this recep-
tion as a sort of homege, but cn reaching the hotel, we discovered our error.
The citizens of Cuyabd had given us up for lost when we did not return at
noon, While we were waiting for some primitive folk to show up and taking
our ease, every one in Cuyabd was discussing our death, The reception was
not honage but a genuine expression of relief at cur return.

On learning this, we would have gladly played hosts to the entire popu-
lation of the city but we had to be content to entertain these friends who
called on us, Almost the first to arrive and congratulate us was Major
Noronha, We were glad to report to him our success in locating an Indien
village; Other officials of the Inspectoria came also, including Dr, Duarte
who had been very helpful in mapping the trip. All evening long our good
friends came to offer their congratulations, army officers, city officials,
and even some of the Salesian Fathers who tock & keen scientific interest
in our underteking. They operated a weather station and their data which
they put at cur disposal had and continued to prove invaluable to Captain
Lorber during our stay in Mattc Grosso.

Had we found good landing on the Kuluseu River cleser to Cuyabd, baggsge
and men would have baen flown in., This would have saved many weeks of arduous
travel overland that lay before me, which would have suited me well enough,
gince I had wasted so much time in travel or in idle waiting already. My
chief interest was in the aborigines, in their mode of life, not in tra-
versing barren country., However, the landing place was at the limit of the
plane's flying range and if we wanted to do any extra flying in the region

it would be necessary to have a deposit of gasoline there, which had to be
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transported overland, We had to give up the idea and turn to the age-cld
methed of travel, by caravan to the headwaters of the river and thence Py
canoe, Since, however, we wanted to do more exploration by air over the

Xingu, it was arrenged that I should transport ten cases of gasoline for

the plane. Lorber and Johnson would fly in four weeks later to check on

my whereabouts and welfare,

The day after our return from the Kuluseu, Johnson and the plane crew
left for Descavaldos, We clasped hands and promised to meet four weeks
later at the mouth of the Kuluseu. As I watched the plane disappear west-
ward, I felt lonesome, From now on I was alone without a comrade at my
side on whom I could depend, A three month trip in an unknown region was
before me and I felt, all of a sudden, my yéuth, ry inexperience, and my
responsibility, WNot cnly would my life be in my own hands but I was morelly
responsible for the welfere of the men whom I would hire to go with me.
They, poor fellows, wolild go along for the sske of a few dollars, knowing full
well that they might not come back. No fortune, no scientific treasure lay
before them; only hard work and danger. There was work to be done in a
hurry, er I might have lcst courage to go ahead with the project. In the
confusion of hiring men, packing equipment and provisions, and, being polite
to those who called on me in the spirit of courtesy, these thoughts were
forgotten,

Travel in the sparsely settled or entirely wild sections of South
America is made excessively difficult by the scarcity of food. The natives
scarcely have enough for themselves and this of such inferior quality that
strenuous work for more than & few days is impossible for them, Game is not

abundant and certainly not dependable as a source of food. On the plateau

™ T



which my caravan was to cross to reach the upper Kuluseu there are no settle-
ments, game is very scarce, and the streams contain no fish. It was necessary
therefore to take with us all the food calculated to last three months,

The calculation of the amount to take proved a sort of puzzle involving
intricate arithmetic to solve, It all depended on the nuwber of men that
would form the carsven, and later would be needed to man the canoces. Our
equipment could be transported in large canoes which meant six paddlers.

Food for six paddlers for three months would require twe more cances to
transport it. Four more men to paddle, Food fer four more men increased
our load, requiring one or two more canoes, and this meant more men,--mere
food. By some legerdemain we hit upon seven canoes and fourteen men as the
proper number,

Provisions were of a simple kind, We carried no luxuries, my fare
being the same as that of the men. Beans, rice, and dry menic& flour were
to be cur staples. Coffes, sugar, salt, a few cans of milk, oatmeal, con-
centrated tea, some mafe and enough yards of tobacco to last the men the
entire journey completed the list of consumable goods, These supplies
were carried in sacks except that in two gasoline boxes we sealed emergency
rations so weighted that in case we should lose our food in going through
the rapids these boxes would float and their contents remain dry for a
congiderable time, For meat we could only depend on game, fish, and dried
beef, charqui, which we would prepare at the point of embarkation.

The rest of the baggege consisted of: eight cases of aviation gasoline;
four cases of ordinary gasoline and one of oil for the Johnson outboard motor; ;
gix cases of trade goods congisting of knives, axes, toys, cleth, chegp

Jewelry; one smell totslly enclosed tent; kitchen and personal equipment,
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Our firearms included; two .44 revolvers, one .44 rifle, one long range
+22, one ,20 shotgun, one ,410 shotgun. In addition many of the men I em-
ployed carried .44 rifles; one had a Mauser, and another a .28 revolver, A
fair quantity of ammunition completed our arsenal.

In the way of cameras we depended on & Graflex and & DeUry for motion
pictures. The De Vry jammed and the Graflex became useless after forty-
eight hours of submersion in fifty feet of water.

Chooging the proper men to accompany us, or rather to make up the
expedition, took time and patience, At first it seemed that every one wanted
to goy that is, every one but those who had any qualificaetions for the work
expected of him, The first breathless applicant was a kitchen boy employed
in the hotel, a moron who for sleving from sunrise to midnight was fed what-
ever scraps of food were left at the table and was given the privilege of
sleeping across the threshecld on the bare beards. He begged me to take him
away from such slavery, promising to be my faithful servant in return, I
was young and not awfully hard-hegrted, but I remembered in time that a
serious journey was ahead of me and that on my judgment depended its success.
A generous tip may have lightened his disappointment, Others trooped in,
of all sorts of color and with all kinds of stories., They represented the
very dregs of Cuyabd society. I could not take them, and I despaired of
finding any one fit to go.

Finally lueller produced an acquaintance of his who boasted of having
been & sergeant in the army ,nd had a ¢heerful countenance to recommend him,
Vajor Ramiro Noronha recommended three others;--Domingo, a pure black, slow
of speech, silent, but loyal, who had served the Major as servant and

bodyguard; Ismerio, a small wiry caboclo, clean and cheerful, whose virtues
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were dependebility, intelligence, but whose knowledge of cance work was
limited; Dom Joao, known to be irascible but somewhat familier with the
route we were to follow, having accompanied Dyott on the latter's search
for Fewcett, To these men we were to add nine Bakairi canoemen from the
Inspectoria outpost, Simoe Lopes.

Last minute attempts were made to dissuade me from making the trip.
Nor were all those who talked with me inexperienced fat burghers. Some of
them had roamed the jungle 21l their lives, but as they said, it was through
necessity not by choice., Dom José of the Casez Orlando was particularly
upset, He had gathered rubber all his youth and lnew the jungle well, I
celled on him on the eve of my departure, It was a very hot afternoon.

He received me in his office, and after the coffee was brought in, he asked
me the same question that so many of my friends had end still put to me,
Why did T risk my life in such a pursuit as studying savages? 1 gave my
answer as usual which so disturbed Dom Jogé that the thick syrupy coffee
indispensable to the comfort of a Brazilian went untasted. Streams of
perspiration ran down his fat face to collect in the folds of his neck

and then to run on to the already saturated coat. He moved his great bulk
the better to see in the soft afternocon light of his office. His drawling
voice had no hurry in it as he plied me with questions.

"Why do you want to‘go among poor naked savages who live like wild
animals? " he persisted. ﬁkhat has induced you to travel ten thousand miles
away from your home and now to face hardships of a kind of which you can
have no idea and perhaps to risk your very life?

He mopped his face with a handkerchief, "Listen to me, amigo," he

continued, "I know the north country. For thirty yeasrs I roamed the jungles
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for the great god Rubber, Heat, cold, hunger and thirst and sickness will
be your daily fare. It would be a crazy veﬁture even if you were to dis-
cover the lost mines of the martyrs., But to undertake all that is ahead of
you, to visit the savages! It is extraordinary". The old gentleman meant
of course that either I was crazy or a liar., "The savages most likely you
will never see, fthough they will dog you every step of the way and some
fine day when you feel most secure you may find an arrow thru your boedy,
You will see thin columns of smoke rising here and there, marking your trek
across the barren chapadac. At night you will hear cries c¢f animals and
birds near your camp. Don't be deceived, Those cries are made by human
throats, If you will look carefully in the morning, you will find unmista-
kable signs of the presence of the savages near your camp, You will paddle
day after day down deserted rivers which will delude you inte thinking that
no human beings are in the vicinity. From time te time you will hear whistles
and calls accompanying your journey., That music which you will admire so
much is signals made by unknown numbers of bowmen stalking you patiently
through the thick vegetation on the banks for the right moment to pick off
your men, You will be egten by insects and consumed by fevers. The snakes,
the stingrays, the electric eels, the piranha, will restrict your freedom of
movement, You will be tortured by loneliness. "But," he added with a ges=-
ture of hopelessness, "I see that you will risk all this", He leaned forward
and confidentially whispered, "Tell me why?"

My knowledge of Fortuguese was limitedj; so I hesitated in answering his
questions, besides, I knew that I would not be able to convince himj As I
made no answer, he culled for more coffee and while the barefeoted boy was

refilling our cups, he resumed,
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"I have lived here for forty years. During that time rany have come
to Cuyabd from al) corners of the world, with great hopes of finding their
fortunes or of making great discoveries in the wilderness of Natto Grosso,
You know, senEr, our country here is rich in tales of fabulcus gold mines,
diamond fields, lost civilizetions. Even the Jesuits are supposed to have
set up a kingdom of their own in the north. To seek these things, many
have come to Cuyabd and many have left never to return. None has found his
dream, Many have been punished for their boldness with broken bedies,

"Cur last tragedy, sen%r, was the slaughter qf a missicnary and his
family, That was only a few months age. There was a scientist once who
came and who could not be prevailed upon to stay here. He too departed and
did not return. Many months later we learned that he had been cut inte many
small pieces while asleep in his hammock.

"Did you know the Engli;hman Colenel Fawcett? How many times he sat
where you are sitting now talking to me of his dreams! I felt particularly
sorry for his son. I would say to him, "Colonel, put away such fantasies,
enjoy the remaining years of your life, there is nothing in the north but
death, And if you have no regard for your own person, take pity on these
boys whom you propose o take with you., One is your son, your own flesh.
Both have life ahead of them. You are o}d, you have lived, perhaps it
doesn't matter what death you find., These boys gre so strong and tall
beautiful men, have known nothing they have a right to live, instead of
going into a grave in the mouldy jungle."

"But, no. He would smile and pay no attention to me., I begged him
as if the boys were my own sons, It was of no avail. He left for the

north, Neither he nor the boys has returned. Instead of his Lost Civilize=-
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tion, he found only what the north can give so easily, death."

"Theres have been others like him, all seeking chimeras all
failing to come ba_ck, and now you, want to go and you are not even
seceking the Pot of Gold, you say. I don't understand. What ars you
really seeking then?"

In my bad Portuguese I attempted to give the same answer to
DoniJosiféhat I have given to others who have pressed me for a longer
explanation, I said something like this:

"To the Caysbayans there is no region of their states as legen
dary and awesome as the region of the upper Xingu, but actually its
romance is of sort little understood by them, It is to the anthropolo-
zizst the purest bit of aboriginal Brazil a region in whcih not only some
of the simplest culturss can be studied but also their puresst form, *—

“Four rivers, the Ronuro, Kuluseu, Batovy, and Euluens rise in
the chapad@o, converge almost at a point to fowm the Xingu river, They
drain an extensive fan-shaped area which, anthropologicallyy is one of
the most interestiag in South America. Her: the aboriginal population is
caught in a sort of cul-de-sac in which it is held by the morz powerful
tribes that sorround it. The way to the forested ndrth is blocked by
more powerful tribes who guard the rapids and the fishing preserves; lo
the east by the wild, bellicose Tapuya or Ges tribes, who themselves
have been pushed by the civilized Brazilians, into the are:formerly
occupied by the stronger and more advanced Tupi peoples; to the west by
primitive groups who in turn ars feeling the pressure of civilization
flowing in from the lMadeira. That leaves possible room for expansion
only to the south of the chapadfio, though even that is partly under
the control of the Cayapd; but this semi-desert area can ecarcely yield

a living for aboriginal hunters and fishermen, and can but serve as a
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barrier against tre incursion of the white man from the south, a tem-
porary barrier, however, for it is being occupied zradually by cattle-
men and diamond hunters.

"The peoples of this ar%fhave been but meagrely studiesd. Few
white men have visited this region for any reason, and fewer still with
the intention of sé@ying the aborigines. The only published works of any
scientific value are the accouats of Professor's Von den Steiner's two
trips in the '80's and the obszervations of Frofessor ¥ax Scmidt. Neither
of these exploring anthropologists, however, visited the tribes of the
Kuluene, the object of my study. This river was descended and mapped in
1920 by Major Noronha, chief of the Inspectoria de Protecggs aos Indios
in Matto Orosso. On that trip, he discovered the Naravute, Kalapalu and
Kuikuitl ( Cuicuru) trides, but has not published any account of his
explorations,

To find peoples im living iné primitive condition, unaffected
by European civilization, is both important and highly intsresting to
the anthropologist, One of his aims is to discover how differsnt peoples
have solved the material and spiritual problems of life. Too often he
zets the opportunity to investigate a primitive civilization only when
it has alrsady begun to dissolve befores the pressurs of civilized arms
and ideas. Too often he arrives on the scene in time only to observe a
confused wixturs of cultures from which he can gather but a few rennants
of the once pure cultur~ he would like investizate, Most of the time he
is actually observing a rapid and forced change in culturss, without any
clear conception of them as they were before the change. He considers it
a rare opportunity, one that he highly prizes, when he is able to study
peoples whom he finds totally untouched by the civilized world. It is
his chance to obtain a fa;I;ly clear and complete picture of a different

mode of life as lived by a different people - a representation of the

S ——
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independent social edaptation of a groups of humen beings that is una-
facted by the mode of life with which we are already femiliar,

"The peoples inhabiting the headquarters of the Xingu are
practically unaffected by European civilization. Their culture &s the
purest that can be found on the South American continent, and in many
ways the most primitive of those that have survived the four hundred
years of strife with the ZEuropeans., Hers lies the opportunity of
studying primitive groups of the New World that are living exactly
the sare way as they were at the time of the discovery by Coluubus.

"In dddition to the purity of these living cultures i g the
significant fact that in a comparatively small area ars found, living
side by side, Garibs, Arawaks, Tupi, Tepuya and the still unknown mys-
terious Trumai, When South America was discovered, most of Brazil, the
Guianas, Venezusla and the Antilles were inhabited by an unknown nuuber
of tribes speaking languages, the Trumai being an example. Conceantrated
in this araﬁ therefor=z, representatives of each major group of peoples that
onee dnhabited half of South America. In this area there is ample mate-
rial for the linguists, the physical anthropologist, and the ehhnologist,
material of a sort that is basic to the gemeral anthropelogy of about
helf of South America., The tribes living along the Huluseu and Kuluene
rivars, ;/géroparly and thopoughly studied, may supply the social scien=
ces with a rich mine of material.

"But, Dom José; you understand that this explanation makes sense,
only to those of us who are spending our lives irying to piece together
the history of mankind. To us it seems as fantastic that you should have
risked your life gathering rubber as it seems absurd to you that I should
risk mine to gather a few facts about an unknown people, Some of us cannot
understand the pursuit of money, as our friends who are busy with that do

not understand our own type of insanity,
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"And speaking of thatlDom Jcsé, can I count on your truck being
at the hdtel at four o'clock in the morning?"
Dom Jose sighed, laughed, promised and added,

"Tf 1 were only younger and dot so fat I'd go with you."
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Lxpeditions, should set off in an atmosphere of werry-making
and if that is impossible, a fitting substitute ought to be found.
In the old days the expeditioners went to hear mass, wers blessed,
were given consecrated amulets and flags. Then at the moment of the
departure, there was much excitement, flag-waving, crying, bravado,
things which are considered to be sigMs of inexperience and plebianism
today. The best that the Fhiladelphia expeditioner may have is a crowd
of reporters and photographers to attend to him, If he has graduated
into the higher class of the explor@r fraternity, then he will even
modestly disdain that, When he reache8 foreign soil perforce he puts
on a "poker face"., If thers is any celebrating to be done it belongs
to the common men whom he employs. He must at all time affect a
mythical Anglo-Saxon sang-froid, nonchalance. The trouble is, though,
that extsrnallyy he may be as stone-faced as an Indian but inwardly he
is probably as excited as a bridegroom at the altar.

As the houf for our departure from Cuyabd drew near my men
became visibly disturbed. The trip was dangerous but that is nothing teo
a Brazilian "sertanista", or as we would call him, frontiersman, What
was more meaningful to thq:bhhat caused merrymaking and tears to flow,
was the thought of being separated from their families, That called for
a great deal of emotion, I have no doubt but that the women wept and my
men felt like doing that too, I amn quite certain that they tried to stop
the woman from carrying on so, but secretly they would have been very
disappointed if thers had been less of it. No one really minds being
told so poignantly that he is loved and will be missed.

Unless one has a well=drilled military staff, and can employ
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military discipline, it is impossible to move about lia“to Grosso on
schedule, Perhaps not even them. Something always goes wrong, someone
always forgets., You may rehearse the start of a journey, go over every
detail with your men, have everything ready, or so you think, make the
men swear by all the saints in their repertoire that they will report
at a certain time which is set well in advance of the hour you really
intend to start, a sly little plan of yours to cheat the tradition for
once and when the times comes you will first wait in amusesd tolerancs,
then you complain mildly, later you swear wildly and threaten, Several
hours latsr you are raging and pouring torrents of abuse at everything
and everybody, and still you do not start. The hour that you secretly
appointsd comes and goes finding you angry, sullen and resigned. Seve-
ral hours later your men, locking very, very sad, add some very, verj
drunk, will take their places and off you go to an inauspicious begin-
ning of your new adventurs, If you k ep your grouch it doesn't help
matters, since your men out of respect for you will continue to look
very, very sad and cansecuently will go about their tasks very, very
slowly. ‘hers is only one thing to do, Let your spirits rise, and act
as if everything were going well. Then the men will feel ashased and
will work with alacrity. They will sing, they will talk, and will
accept you as one of themselves,

You con't conquer Matto Grosso, nor do you master your men.
Both have their own ways and the best way to get along is to follow
them, After your men fsel that you understand them, they become
devoted slaves. After all, every Brazilian, irrespective of station
in 1ife, considers himself a gentleman, is independeha},and though
you pay him wages, you dare not scold him any more than you would a

friend. Ihey will reciprocate and you all become gen'lemen adventurers
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with each doing his best. No man can do more than that, and it is useless
to scold or to try to make them feel that they are your inferiors. They
ars not, esprcially the farther you get away from the cities where book
learning has its value, and they know it, However, once you win their
confidence, they keep their place, for they know it well enough, and it
ig part of their codd never to trespass. Each man has his own position

in life and that must be recégnized and respectied.

We were scheduled to leave at four o'clock in the moraning. Cn
the previous afternoon, all the baggage had been loaded on the truck and,
before sending the men off to their families for the final celebration, I
had extracted a solemn promise from each one that he would be at the
hotel at the hour set, Anyone who would have heard their promises would
have been asmazed at their ready acquiescencs.

“Have no doubts, Doctor," they said. "We shall be hers well
befors four o'clock, We believe firmly in being on time. That is the
only way to accomplish anything. Think no more about it. We like té
travel early in the morning aso that we cen avoid the midday sun. You
will see that we will be hers as you have requested us to be."

Although I had been in Brazil for several months and was used
to this sort of thing, I was compeltely taken in. Everything pointed to
a departure at the fixed time. T felt a smug contentment about it, too,
Tn all the books I had read of travel in South imerica, the authors had
aomplained of delays, and T thought that at least once I had given them
the lie., This thought influenced my behaviour during my last evening in
Cuyabd, I wrote a few letters, visited a few friends, and did not even
mind the bowmbardment of fire-cracke?s that went on ocut in the sguare. It

was the feast of St. Anthony and the matives were celebrating it in their
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usual way, At intervals, all the church bells would ring loudly end
erazily. Giant fire-crackers would be set off and soon a mob would come
rushing around the corner, carrying a small image of St. Anthony, which
they were taking to 21l the wells and brooks in and around the cityl The
image, a little figurgine, was immersed in the water, the people belie-
ving that in this feshion, St. Bnthony was conferring his blessing upon
them, In the processions there were usually one or two drums beaten with
the hands in African fashion. It was all very interesting, except that I
was tired and would have preferred to rest quietly, in anticipation of
the work of the morrow,

I awoke at three in the morning and a few moments later was
sipping the black coffee of Drazil, For once, Dom Chico, owner of the
Hotel "splanada, had gone out of his way for a guest., The black boy pro-
ffering me the cup told me that the breakfast was being prepared for me
and my men down below. At three-thirty Ism-rio came, looking neat and
alert, though later he confessed to me that he felt sad at leaving his
fiancee behind., The truck came a little later. A1l seemed to be going
well, These men, Ismerio and the chauffeur, had come before the set
hour. I had reason to believe that we would leave on time, Ve sat,
sipping coffee and eating cheese, saw four o'clock come an?éo, and
had no sizas of Domingiand Dom Jodo. Dom Chico politely waited with us,
though several times he dozed off. A polireman joined us and received his
share of coffee. Several bums offered consolation from the sidewalk, Five
o'clock came, znd my pride began to suffer deflation. Ismerio set off to
find Domingo., Neither returned. Six o'clock and a crowd collected at the
door, derisive somewhat, expectant, eager ‘o be sympathetic,

Close to six-thirty, Dom Jo#o appared. He put on a bold front,

claiming that he had arrived at the hotsl at two o'clock, and finding no
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one about, had gone home again., He was drunk, of course. He todd every-
bedy how terrible it was to leave a wife and children behind. We got him
up on top of the baggage on the truck, and he was held there by the
chauffeur's assistant. As I got ready to mount beside the chaufeur with
Tupi, Dom Chico embraced me, wishing me luck; then every one iimiienr
embracqﬁg me in turn, including the bums., In Brazil every one enjoys
saying goodbye, even to strangers. In the meantime, these good people
bet with each other that we would not return from our journey, but they
were too polite and too kind to voice their opinions aloud before me,

Yinally, we started, after a final farewell to the small crowd
thet had collected in front of the hotel Esplanada, dashed around corners
through crooked, narrow cobbled streets and out of th  cityl On its out=
skirts we picked up Domingo and Ismcrio, the former so drunk he could
hardly stand up, but nevertheless weeping copiously over being separated
from his family., In fact, his wife and children caught up with him as he
boarded the truck and there was one last heart-rending farewell.

The chauffeur needed no urging to go off again. As far as he was
concerned, the soone} we reached our destinstion the better. We tore along
over & sandy read, cut through the forest, It was delightfully cool and
pleasant., The chauffeur wasted no time cn the road, Though there were men
hanging on the top of the baggage, he slowed down neither for sharp
benda nor when the truck scraped the trees. The danger that the men were
in seemed to have cheered them up, for we heard tremendous bursts of
laughter every time that I feared they would be knocked off by some low
hanging branches. An hour and a half 3ater we were at the foot of a plateau
and then began that portion of th= ride thatﬁcft me feeling as if I had
been put into a cocktail shaker.

Climbing to the platemu was the worst parst of the journey. On
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level stretches, there was the equivalent of & road end riding was
almost pleasant, The trouble was that most of it was on an incline. The
heavy rains had washed away all the soil and gravel, leaving a jadged
rock bed thet looked as if it had suffered a bombardment, as indeed it
had when the rock was blasted from the sides of the cliffs, The bed had
been leveled off by filling in holes loose dirt which the water had
thopoughly washed out.

Streams were frequent, deep channels with banks ten feet high,
These were crossed on "bridges" consisting of two narrow planks, one for
each wheel, The procedure was always the same. We would stop on the bank
with the front whe=ls a foot or two from the planks. All would get off,
The chauffeur would examine the planks critically by sceing if they gave
under his weight, foq_getting of course tﬁat there was a considerableg
difference between his hundred and thirty pounds and the loaded truck;
“ie would measurs thqélanks and ‘he truck with his eye to sze if they wefe

in line; then he would climb into his seat, say a prayer and dash across.

We did not trust these bridges but we never let on, Ve always walked

across and cheered ihe chauffeur on, pretending of course, that it gave
us a chance to stretch our legs,

Neverthelwss I enjoyed the ride, The scenery made up for all the
discomfort. The closer we gspproached the steep wall of the platsau, the
more intsnse purple it became. *he sreen of the forests harmonized well
with it. We passed the Fopterao do Inferno, Hell's Gate, an amphitheatre
of purple walls it bottom covered with thick foﬁg?sts. For some mystarion
reason It was infernally hot and we were zlad to leave it behind, Ve
passed tlough moisture-filled valleys and shivered with cold. Finally we
reached the top and paused to look immediately down several thousand feet

to the valley below thickly covered with forests, meandering rivers, and
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distant Cuyabd flashing in the dunlight, ilow possible it seemed for two
peoples, one living on the plateau, the other down in the Cuyabd ¥alley,
rnever to know of each cther's existence!

We went on, and soon afterwards stopped at "Burity", a Protestant
rission, The miseionary did not seem cordial, so after 13cking at the
Eride s Veil, & white stream falling almost two hundred feet over the edge
of a precipice to be lost in the dark green of the forest carpeting the
floor of the huge basin, we went on,

Qur way became easier and soon w e were at Chapada, & village of
a few houses that marks the fork of the roads. Cne goes east to the diamond
fields of Araguapi, the other goes ¥est to diarond fields of Diamentino and
the third, the one we followed, goes north to Simoe Lopez, the Bakairi
gsettlement where it stops. Peyond it there are no roads. Only game trails,

Late that night we camped at Lego Comprida,"Long Lakej but there
was no leke at all there. This part of Matto Grosso seems to be well-known
to the cartographers, to judge by the number of place names that appeared
on the maps. Rivers, ranges of mountains, towns ere distributed over the
area in such a way as to give the impression that it is a well-known ,
settled region, The would-be traveler is completely taken in, The trouble
is that the cartographers do not distinguish between fact and legend, with
the result that if a renge of hountains or a town is supposed to be there
it is marked down without further investigation, In this case, I was pre-
pared for the fraud after heving examined the country from the zir. On both
of our flights to the Xingu region we had searched ¢arefully for the Long
Lake that appeared so prominently on the map, If it existed it would be an
ideal base for the plane, We had not been able to find it, but had supposed
that the cartographer might have rmade a misteke of position, Now my men
arnounced that we were at Long Lake, and upon my insistance for an explana-

tion, they took me down to a depression in the ground, saying that although
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there was no resl lake there, there was always some water. It was, in fact,
nothing but a shallow, mershy water lole, & reel enough lske to one who
travels there in the dry seasocn when there is no water for many miles
around.

laking camp was & simple matter that night. A little fire over
which we made coffee and cur work was done, Some of the men slept'on the
truck, others on the ground, and several of us in harmocks precariously
tied to some scrubby trees that gave promise of breaking under the strain,
In fact, during the night I was awakened by some goodnatured laughter,
directed aprarently at Ismerio whose hammock supports had fallen., It was
cold and chilly, so we made use of the evenl to prepare thick black coffee
and to get warm by the fire.

Wie were off early in the morning, racing madly over & sandy road
recently built by the Inspectoria. It was absclutely straight for many
wiles and I had hopes of reaching Sinde Lopes some time during the after-
noon/ when the chauffeur began to have steering touble, ¥he truck did not
keep us in suspense very long, leaving the road, and in spite of the
efforts of the chauffeur to stop it or keep it going in the direction that
we wanted it, traveled some fifty yards into the sparse scrubby bush, and
finelly ceme to rest with the right front wheel completely off. A pin had
broken off end it took the chauffeur and his assistant some two hours to
put the wheel on again, T took this opportunity to examine the plant and
animgl 1ife of the plateau and found very little of either, There was
espeeially little animal life,

Finally the truck was fixed and we went off again, Ve had not fone
a rile when we came upon five rheas standing in the mdddle of the road,
They were smaller than the pantanal birds but of the same coloration, Li

our approaehﬁ, they started to run ahead of us en the road and I was eble
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to examine their flight for about a mile and then the tooting of the horn
frightened them off thg road and they disappeared into the bush, They ran
with loug sirides, wobbling a litile from side to side, and with their
wings partly open apparently both to balance and support their bodies.

The occasion called for merriment and Ismerio had begun to sing
a caboclo song when we left the road once more, dashed wildly to the left
and carme to rest again on the hub of the left whcel, whilt thé wheel it-
self dashed off on a journey of its own., This time the chauffeur looked
sed, He had no more pins, he said, with which to put the wheel back on
the truck, T had visions of being forced to camp on the spof for a week or
more while some of the men could walk to Cuyabd for the necessary part,
*here was no traific on this road and it was useless to hope that some one
would come upon us. The men and the chauffeur were quite distﬁ%ed. Their
laughter lefyéhem and they stocd around gloomily, Fortunately the chau-
ffeur was energetic and he rummaged in his took kit for something that
might be used instead of the necessary parti{ He found nothing, but he
wee undaunted, He discovered a nail in one of the boards of.the floor cf
the truck. This he took out, After an hour and & half of Lot work, we
mountaid again and proceeded cautiasly.

We were forced to travel with care, for if the nail bréke off
then there would be no recourse left, Ve soon discovered that it was risky
business too, For early in the afternoon we came to the S@o lanuel valley.
Ve looked down upon it from a height and then finally started making our
way down to it by a precipitous trail, Had the wheel broken off again,
we would have plunged down off the side of the cliff, hundreds of feet
high and without a projecting rock or timber to bfeak the fall,

We reached the S@ao Manuel river safely and crossed to the other

side on a new steel bridge which had been built only a year before by the
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Inspectoria as part of its program t¢ bring the hinterland of Matto
Erossc into closer contact with the central cities. We felt better now
that the feat of descending into the valley was accomplished, and we
stopped in the cool valley for a bit of lunch,

e found a little hut by the bridge, the only human habitation
we had seen since leaving Chapada, & distance of one hundred miles,
Three dirty half-starved children were busy making life mieerable for
es many chickens. We asked them questions as to the whereabouts of their
parents, The answer was that they were "over yonder". Although we shouted
and blew the horn, no one came.

During my entire year in lMatte Grosso, I can loeck back to only
one time when I enjoyed bathing in a steeam, This one time was in the
Sao Manoel river. At other times and places the water of the rivers was
warm and somewhat hesby with sediment and full of pirenhas, but this
stream was fast-flowing, clear and so cold that it was impossible to
stay in it a very long time, In fact, the water wgs so ccld that, al-
though we had been very hot, what with waiting for the chauffeur to make
repairs on the truck and not a bit of shade under which we could rest,
the men did not plunge in as would have been their usual behavicur, So
the dog Tupi and I were the only ones to enjoy the swim in the cold,
clear mountain water, for once being able to move about freely, and

carelessly with nothing to look out for but rocks and the swift current.
there were no piranha in these waters, and I enjoyed myself. Vhen I came
out of the water, T found that I had won the admiration of my men for
braving the coldness of the water, and they were comnuenting to each other
on the strangeness of my country that was so bleak and cold but that it

produced men a2s hardy as myself,

-
We went on, and in the afternoon we reached the Fazenda Sao Manoel.
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A beautiful matronly woman, that malarie had given a pallor that but
softsned her face, welcomed us. A flock of children, girls and boys,
gttented to our needs. ‘he oldest boy, a lad of twenty, rode in,
dressed in a wide straw hat with a string urnder the chin, tattered
shirt, tattered trousers, barefooted but wearing enormcus spurs. The
other boys resembled him closely., T was introduced to a tattered bare-
footed 0ld man, He was the school master, the only one in the region,
One of the rooms of the hut served as his schocl room. Put he knew
Greek and Latin, and mathemetics and showed & remarkable knowledge and
interest in geography especially that of the United States. He was in-
terested in Nev York and the latest inventions, T discovered that he
talked intelligently upon any subject that night be hit upon. Vonderful
0ld tattered schoolmaster.

Poverty all sbout us, yet we had to accept hospitality. Thick
black sweet cofiee that can only be had in DBrezil, and later a dinner
thet was @ marvel., After that it was our turn to entertain, For the
young people we had a cheap mechanical toy, but the adults found it
equally amusingl But the phonograph won everycne, Especially two records,
both of caboclo origin, They knew the songs and they played them over
end over again and laughed. he was a little risqué, so the girls
retired to where they could hear but could not be seen, but the matron
rerained, It was simple and delighiful,

Temerio had gone off to fetch Totd Lruno, rancher and muletser,
who was to supply most of the oxen and mules for the journey from Simde
Lopes to the Kuluseu river, He returned with his wman, the two on rorse-
back suddenly appearing in our midst without warning. Though a man of

means, Bruno was dressed like the rest. Ve arrangefthat he was to leave
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for Simoe Lopes early the next morning in order to arrive there the
same day.

The next morning we said goodbye to our hosts with more than
the usuel feelings of gratitude for their kindness, *‘hat they had been
and there was no way of repaying them for their Bospitglity. Ferhaps
it was their wistfulness at our departure dhich affected us. Human
beings seldom passed that way and they were sorry to see us go., Cn our
part we felt that the little house marked one of the last links with
the"civilized"world., Our waving back to the little group of children,
their brave mothér, and the tattered schcolmaster continued until we
reached the forest and 2 curve of the road hid them from view,

A few hours later after an uneventful cool drive through a
forest, the journey by truck was done. We stopped on the left bank of
the Faranatinga river., On the ctier side abcut a quarter of amile
away were the white buildings of the post. Along & narrow path leading
fromw the buildings to the river were men and women walking rapidly
towards us, Some maked children were paddling across the river to us in
clumsy canoes, using any stick at hand for paddles. Tverything was serene
and quiet, The men began to unload the truck, Tupl scué;ried arcund pre-
tending that he was a great hunting dog, but he too was a fraud for he
never learned to distinguish between a butierfly, lizard, or deer and he
chased everything that he saw, After all smoothg haired fox terrieﬁ:are
not hounds, and in addition he had been raised in New York,

The party from the post arrived at the bank. I watched them board
the raft and pole it across, They seemed to be expert river people. It was
my first meeting with the Bakairi Indians. *he success of my trip would

depend largely on them and I was naturally curious.
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The agent of the Inspectoria, an immaculate young man, mounted the
bank to greet me and to invite me over to the Fost. He had received his or-
ders from Majcr Noronha, but he would have done the same thing out of pure
Brezilian courtesy, Ve crossed over together and soon were sipping thick
black coffee while a crowd of Bakairi women and children gazed upon me with
curiosity, In the months to fellow I was to become so accustomed to being
gazed upon very much as a wild animal at the zoo that I rarely became annoy-
ed over it, but at SinTe Lopes I felt a little uncemfortable.

The oxen and mules should have reached Simoe Lopeg the same day
but Toté Bruno failed me. In our talk at the Fazenda Sa@o lianoel he had pro-
mised to come to the Fost within twenty-four hours, but the sun set and he
did not come. Nor did he put in an appearance the following day.

During this period of forced waiting I completed the expedition per
sonnel by recruiting nine Bakairi cancemen who have the reputation of being
the best river men of Katto Groseo., Formerly they lived along the headwaters
of the Xingu and Tapajos rivers, whose courses are broken up by numerous ra=-
pids and cascades., On removal to the Fost, they did not give up any of their
river traditions. The children are taught to paddle from infancy and even as
youngsters become extremely skillful in guiding the clumsy, heaby, bark ca-
noes in treacherous waters, The Bakairi paddle is short and the blade is
narrow, The paddler employs a short quick stroke, shifting his paddle from
one side to the other with every two or three strokes, Steering is done
more from the bow than from the stern, the use of the stern paddle as a
ruddr not being clearly understood. They resort to poling from the bow when
going against the current, Among the Bzkairi, as indeed among most South
Anerican river people, the women are as accomplished in paddling as the men,

In order to recruit these men I had to make a hendsome gift to their

cepit8o or chief, This individual has no real authority, but he had to be
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appeased in a social way, Each man was given a shirt, trouseg? and & red
or blue neckerchief. Their wonien received calico and cheap jewelry. In
addition, I promised them wages as high as I paid the "camaredos", as

the Erazilian workmen on such work as ours are called. This was not
necessary, bbt I could see no reason why the Bakairi should be paid less,
The exemple of the Inspectoria in fair and just treatment of the aborigi-
nes should be a guide to any one traveling in these regions.

A interesting experiment is being tried at Simée Lopes. The Ba-
kairi, a Carib people, were, a few years ago, naked saveages, semi-ncmadic,
plying up and down the rivers in search of their daily dinner. Nothing
much can be said about thei; economiclEJture. They lived slmost exclusively
on fish and cultivated the wild variety of the manioc, a diet supplemented
at times with what they gathered in the forests. They constructed grass-
thatched houses, made crude baskets, hammocks and bark cances. Nothing
much more than that, Suct simplicity places them in the same cultural le-
vel with our own ancestors of many thousands of years e&go. In other spheres
of hunan activity, they maﬁy not have been the equivakent to pre-historic
wan, but certainly they were far removed from our twentietf century civi-
lization.

What is being tried at SimGe Lopes by the Brazilien government is
to convert these people to a modern way of living, asking them, in a way,
to leap ahead thousands of years. It isn't as if one individual were taken
e little boy or girl, and raised in a civilized community. In such a case,
the child would probably develidp like any child of civilized parents. But,
at SinGe Lopes, it is the entire Bekairi tribe; kept more or less intact
in its political and social life, thaet is being transformed into a twentieth

century group. They are being asked to wear clething, to cultivate the soil
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intensively, to raise stock and dairy products, to learn the value of money
and to labor for it and in addition, young ones are being taught to read
end write. No attempt is made to force them to do these things.

The tribal organizetion is kept as of old, and the Bakeiri lead

net
thetr own 1ife in their own way. They arg/?orced to stay at the post,lﬁr
in any way are they bound to do as the agent says. The agent is merely a
teacher. He talks to them and advises them on any problem that may come
up, but it is understood that they are free wen and that they are to make
the decisions affecting their life at the Fost.

What a bewildering world it must appear to them, Previously, if
they were successful in the hunt, they feasted, if unsuccessful, they
starved, There was nevzyény thought of saving for tomorrow. They had no
desire, nor sufficient knowledge, to acquire wealth, They labored for no
one. They were naked and felt no shame in the presemnce of each other,
accepting the humen body for what is is rather than for what we make of
it, In spite of the efforts of the Inspectcria to preseve as much as
possible of the old Bekeiri social institutions, there is nc phase of their
1ife that escapes the inevitable clash with modern civilization, They are
‘orced to watch ruefully a topsy-turvy world in which they have nc proper
place, although they are encouraged by their well-wishers to become an in-
tegral part of it.

The post maintains a school in which is taught reading, writing
the rudements of erithmetic and such crafts as carpetering, weaving, tailo-
ring anl shoemaking. Generally, if a boy shows unssual telent he is taken
to Cuyebd and even to Rio de Janerio to be given further instruction. This
education is not compulsory, though most of the Bakairi take advantage of
the opprortunity. It is the project of the Inspectoria to form good=-self

sustaining citizens of such groups of the aboriginal population as come
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under its tutelage.

The post has a herd of cattle and the Bakairi are being taught
the principles of cattle raising. It is the desirc of every Bakairi now
to omm cattle, which at the present time is held in com on. No atlempt
is made to turn the PBakairi into a sedentary agricultural people, It is
considered unwise to radically transform their mode of life by tying

they have
them down to the soil, when/been used to a semi-nomadic existence. On
the other hand, they are encouraged to practice some agriculture, raising
ranioc, sweet potatoes, some maize and cotton, Each man clears his own
land yearly, and plants his crops.

In spite of the liberel attitude and practice of the Inspectoria
tle Pekairi have been dying fast. Fevers previously unknown to them scem to
decimate them rapidly, though all efforts are made to keep medical supplies
on hand and to supply medical attention. ‘peir life is not as strenous as
formerly because of the improved methods of gaining = living, and this may
account for their lowered resistance, On the other hand, there is no doubt
but that at the headwaters of the iaran%gtinga it is less healthy than in
the region of their former homes, Even the tribesmen from the lower Kuluseu
who have followed our expedition on its return to the pest suffered greatly
from fevers upon reachking it, though it was the dry season and there were
few insepts., Syphilis ic prevalent ameng the Bakairi, acquired by those who
have journeyed to Cuyabéd and brought it back with them to transmit it to
their fellows., This dread malady carries more serious consequences to pri-
mitive peoples then to the Luropeans. Sometimes it proves fatal, but in
general, its debilitaing effects prepare its victims to fall easy prey to
other diseases,

fhere are practically no fish in the Paranﬁgtinga, at least near

the post. Since beef is obtained only on rare occasions, and practically no
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hunting is done, the diet is considerably pcorer than when thsy were living

i their eboriginal state, It consists chiefly of manioc and occasicnally of
rice and beans supplied by the Inspectoria., They live on the starvation fare
of most Brezilian countrymen, which are so poor that it is a wonder that

the peasant survives at all. This may alsoc explain their lowered resistance
to disease,

I collected very little museum material of their ocwn manufacture
from the 3Bakairi, In their transition to civilization, thesy are gradually
abandoning their own arts. Pottery has not been made since their coming to
the post, according to them, The huge vesss$3 that they possei‘either have
been brought with them from their former homes or bartered from the tribes
on the Euluseu., “t is claimed that the proper clay cannot bs found in the
neighborticod 6f Simoe Lopez, They still make r=&d arrows, an iron nail
being substitutad for the old bone point, but most of the arrows they use
also come from the Fuluseu. For the o0ld hammock made of palm-leaf fibre
the cotton hammock has been substituted, but the same open net siyle has
been Bept. From the same tribes are bought the mussel shell ornaments
worn by both men and women, In brief, almost anything that is found in
their village must bear the suspicion that isn't a Bakairi product.

However, they have preserved a fesw customs, such as filing the
upper teeth to a point, wearing under the Zuropean clothing the gee string,
he ceremonial use of the bull-roarsr, and they remember meny of their ce-

remonies, which, however, they seldom perform, For they have acquirsd the
psychology of an inferior people in spite of the eiforts of the Inspesctioria
to prevent it., They look back upon their ancient culture with feelings of
shame mingled with a yearning for its rsvival.

They are a small people but strong, with relatively large heads,

They responded well to being measured and to having their blood tested, Of
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course each one received some trinket in payment but the whole perfor-
mance soon becane a zort of game with them When T announced the winner
of the "competetion" for ths largest head that individual became the
butt of what I suppose were Bakairi jokes,

Above the heads of the curious crowd of Bakairi who greeted us
on our arrival at the Post I saw a man looking young in spite of a
scraggy beard, He was a whits man, tattered and wora, with the sickly
greenish pallor that marks the man who has felt the ravages of malaria.
I knew him and was surprised to see him there. is name was Giacomo
: ] T had wmetr .
4nzil, a young italian from Veneto who/md seem peewented W me in Cuya-
b, i sl

We shook hands and he welcomed my arrival at 35inide Lopes in a

flow of poetic words., To my query as to what he wgs doing in such an out-
of-theX-way place he answered somewhat shamefully tiat he was Bound for
the Amazon but that fever had interrupted his journey. Of all the romantic
advanturers that I have met no one has equaled this young men in extrava-
gant imagination and futile action, According to himself he was the devil
incarnate but actually he was a rouwantic young poet whose dreams were of
such a magniiude that neither he nor the world could keep up with them,
lalaria and weaknsss had defeatsd him though his spirits remainsd uncon=-
quered, Had he but known something of the vegetation of the country, he
would have found water fifty feet of where he passed searching for it,
An employee of the Inspectoria, searching for a bullock, saw the man
erying, hungry, and thirsty, At the post they took good care of him but
there is no physiciad there and the food is poor., In addition, his deapair
did not help his illness. i Cuf*b;,

Eiacomo Anzil had come to visit me at the hotel,He was a tall
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broad-shouldered young man of twenty-four a native of Udine in northen
Ttaly, one of those odd characters only too common in the interior 6f
Brazil., We had met on my first visit to Cuyabd. He was introduced to me
by the Italian consul, with a request that T try to do something for

him if possible, T had talked at great length with him about his hopes
and dreams and listened to his spectacular autobiography., He liked to

be dramatic, especially when we promenad=d in the garden in coupany with
the citizens oﬁt_pyahﬁ.

He had told me his story in the public gardens of Cuyab4. The
band was playing, opera, maxixe, march, tango. ‘he girls in their best
fineries circled around and around, The men looked on, We circled, liy
companions voice rose above the tumult, He was excited and as he talked
he beceme more so, The girls looked at him in passing. He was a striking
fellow, I noted that he made mental note of the admiring glances that he
drew.

His boyhood was spent in the war zone, He was a refugee after
Caporetto., The war ended, and his father, who was a major in the Italian
army, became a victim of the disillusionment that followed. He committed
suicide, bequzsathing to his son the rovolver with which he had ended his
life, Anzil still carried that revolver,

During our conversations it came oul that he was deeply attached
to hi;ﬁothsr, living in Italy. To her he wrote often, and always the
letter was in verse. Poor woman! ‘he poems were beautiful, but they must
have been distrsssing to receive, for the ordinary add simple feelings
and longings that one puts in a letter when writing to one's mother were

0
in this casq/biignantly expressed that to the anguish of knowing the
plain fact there was addéd extra dramatic quality by the very artistry

in which they were told.
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After the death of his father, the boy thew himself in the new
political movement that appealed to youth in Italy, Fascism., He also
went about dosing non-beslisvers with castor oil, and brsaking heads;
s0 he claimed though he must have bsen quits young in tiose days. After
that he was cnrolled in the army air corps. Aviation for a time, satis-
fied his resiless spirit, All went well until he got the desirs to fly
ovar his beloved's house. He took a plane without the necessary permi-
ssion, burned it, almost burned himself to death, then emigrated to
Argentina to escape from the disgrace., He became a rsporter and later
joined a geological expedition., 1t was then that he formed the idea of
linking the Paraguay and the Amazon valleys with a road, a project that
has often been discussed. Apparently he was promised the support of
certain organizations to survey the route. He went to Cuyabd but the
promises of his backers were not fulfilled. He would not be defeated.
H; would do it alone, without an expedition. Being a good walksr, he
formed the project of marching alone to the Amazon, Life? What did it
mean to him? Away from h's country, away from everything that he cherished,
penniless, without ideals that would lead him to thes romance that he
desired so much, what did it matter? If he succeeded he would at least
have proven that he had done the impossible, "Avanti", forward", not
backward., It has no value otherwise.wﬁhat good is my mind if it is daun=-
ted and afraid of obstacles? What good is it if it is afraid to lose its
casing, the body?"

The Ttalian Consud suggested that I taks him with me, but since
he was no woodsman, no sdentist, there wgs nothing for him to do., I could
not, But hers he was one hundred and fifty miles from Cuyabd determined

to continue his journey to the Amazon, Suicide, we said, and it was. He



.

- 203 -

presented a dilerma, If I were to offer to take him with we in 8ll probda-
hility he would be a burden on account of his inexperience, his mental
and his physical state, If I did not it was csertain that he would plunge
into the northen forest to certain death, T decided ! to make one mors
effort to convince him to go back to Cuyadd, but after arguing with him
for an hour using as a bait a ride back on the truck, I gave up ., After
all it was his own problem and his own 1life, The following moraing I
relented and offered to take him with me, He accepted.

At the end of the second day we received word that Toto Bruno
was in the neighborhood with the pack animals. So it was that waes I
drank the usual cup of syrupy black coffee with extra enjoyment. I had
slept soundly, the sleep of those whose mind is at rest and who antici=-
pate happy days. Everything seemed to be properly arranged. Ny men were
chosen, .the bullocks, mules and horses were there, There did not seem
to be anything in the making which would further delay our departure,
and once we left the post I would havs better control of our movements,
It was going to be a day of action, an eventuful day that would see the
actual commencement of our journey.

The sun had not risen much above the horizon when this optimism
began to feel false, It began with Mueller, He came to report that we
did not have enough animals for the journey., ‘his was a serious matter,
Cur baggage had been carefully cubt to the minimum in Cuyabid. To lsave
anything behind would iisrup:our plans, It called for immediate investi=-
gation, I thougﬁ; of course, that it was a ruse to delay our departure,

Mueller, Dom Jodo, and Toto Bruno composed my open air council
in this important matter, but with the thorough democracy of the Brazi-
lian hinterland, everyone gathersd around to form a cormittee~of-the=-

whole, all looking sadly sympathetic as if I had lost my family during



- 204 -

the nizht or was sbout to die. Toto Bruno had promised me twenty-five
bullocks and seven mules, &0 I began with him,

"Dom Toto," I said, my voice modulated in the customary note of
courtesy, "how many animals have you brought3”

"Dom Vicente," he answered in a hollow voice to impress me mors,
"I did not heve enough time, and besides many of my bullocks are not fit
for a journey, I have brought twenty bullocks and seven mules."

"Dom Abraﬁgg, you promised me three horses and two mules".

"They are here, Dom Vicents, at your service,™ he answeref pooudly.

"Gracias, Senhor, ind you, Dom Joqg were told by lMajor Noronha to
lend us ten bullocks from the herds of the Inspectoria. Are they here?"’

"Doctor," he stammered, "there are only five hers, The others are
not fit for use., Besided, I thought that Dom Toto would being the twenty-
five. T shall send my own son for five more, and for my own mule,ie shall
leave tomorrow,"

"No," I said, "We will lsav: today. If the bullocks don't arrive
hers we will saddle your mule to carry a heavy load of our ba:gage. I am
disappointed in you, Dom Teto. I counted heavily on you to fulfill your
promise. Tf by ten o'clock the other animsls don't arrive we shall have to
yse your saddle mules also".

‘hers ig nothing that a Brazilian dislikes more than to use his
saddle animals for pack., My council looked deeply coacerned and I left
them to worry over the matter and to shift the responsibility for the lack
of bullocks to one another. Soon afterwards, though, T had the satisfaction
of seeing Dom Joﬁ&s son whipping his mule into a fast canter towards his
father®s ranch. Totd Bruno and his men made their way to the other side of
the river to round up the bullocks, mules and horses. They had to be swum
across the Paranatinga to our side,

Though I was still uneasy and annoyed I thought that no further
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obstacles would appear. I was mistaken. Nueller apreared again, crestfallen
and sad to report that the Bakairi would not go unless I supplied rifles
for everyone of them, Antonio the cook was standing nearby, and of course
he became excited, If the savage Bakairi were going to be armed he would

‘i

refuse to go any further unless he were given a rifle and a revalver,
was clear that my men from Cuyabd,including lueller, were frightened at
the mere thought of uncivilized Indians. I sent for Paghuli. He was re-
puted to be tha best Bakaeiri canoceman and by common eonsent acted as
their chief, He stood before me, immaculate ‘n appearance, with an
embarrassed smile on his clean face, He laughed when I explained to him
the difficulty and had shown him our armaments,

"It would be fine", he answered,"if we all had guns, but it is
not necessary, e shall carry our bows and arrows with us. Two of us have
rifles and you have enough to protect us. e trust you,"

I was pleased to hear this, though I suspected that they really
trusted themselves. The Bakairi have been good fighters, following the
tradition of the Carib tribes that overran northern Seouth America. This
was the first instance that made me suspicious of lMueller, This complaint
had little if any foundaftion and it showed that he was not to be trusted
in handling the personnel. The morning passed, in fact, with lueller
bringing complaints or reasons why we could not start. I laid it all to
excitement and excessive zeal,

From time to time in this narrative I have told of exasperating
delays occurring in spite of any amount of carsful planaing, They were
inescapable, The more one rejoiced over the though:that at last every-
thing was ready, the more certain it was that something would happen to

mer the well laid plans, It was as if there were a malevolent power pur-
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suing us everywhere, making its presence known as an antidote to suug
contentment over a job well done, I do not recollect any other time
winen 1 have been closer to belioﬁéing that Satan exists as an invisible
all-powerful personality entering into the bodies of men and beasts,

‘he missing eanimals haed not arrived at the Posi by elevsn o'
clock, and T had to listen to all sorts of faentastic schemes proposed
by Kueller as substitutes for the original plan. This German expatriate
did all he could to get me to either postpone the trip or give it up
altogbther, He suggested, for instance, that I should leave him behind
with half the bagpgage and that he would follow as soon as the animals
could be obtained, in a week or ten days. I did not listen to this
suggestion, but T did not discourage him from making others, Later he
returned to tell me in an awed voice that the Kayapo Indians were on the
warpath and it would be lucky if any of us would sver come back alive.
¢ urged that T ask the goverument to assign to us a squad of soldiers,
T do not remember all the conversations we had, ‘ut it was an ugly and
disgraceful morning for both o us,

At twelve o'clock the animals were all there and I gave orders
to proceed with the loading. For the first time that moraning the protest
that arose had some sense to it., To start a journey at midday was the
height of folly, It was exceedingly hot, and since severzl hours of day
light were nesded for the bullocks to feed, we should hat have started
the%: But I knew that if we waited until morning, we ran the risk of
further delay. I held firm to the decision to begin the journey at once,
By this tiue, the Bakairi women had aroused their sentimehts of love

for their husbands to the point of begging the later hot to go on such
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an arduous and dangerous trip, I could ses that the men were beginning
to be influenced by the pless of the women and were wavering in their
determination to go with me. It was evident that the sooner we left
the post the better. The loading began.

The morning troubles were not over yet., T had in my employ
for the overland trip to the Kuluseu, Nueller, fomr wen from Cuyaba,
the Ttalian youth Anzil, nine Dakairi, Totd’Bruno, and six muletters
under his direction. 7ith such a formidabls array of men, it would
appear that the loading of the twenty nine bullocks should have pro-
ceeded at a rapid pace., It would have if all oﬂ/%he men had worked,
but that was not the case, We were in Brazil, after all, Lverybody
who could possibly think of a reason, got out of working; and almost
any reason would do, ~nzil knew nothing about packing and being con-
sidered socially above the rest was not expected to touch a single
thing. This applied to me also., lueller was to act as my personal
assistant, his duties being to supervise the men and the work; manual
labor was not expected of him except if there should be need, Dom
Joio had been accustomed to authority over the Bakairi and therefore
kept away irom any work which would make him lose caste, This applied
also to Toto Bruno who was @ man of consqquence in that region. “nd
my Bakairi refused to have anything to do with the lo=ding, claiming
that their work began at the river, since they were canoenen, not
muletders. Applying a little arithmetic, we see that there were only
nine of all my company who could be utilized in the work immediately
before us. Txhortations, proffers of bribes proved ®f no avail, The
work went on slowlyl My impatience had only the effect of somewhat

confusing the men, already in a2 high pitch of excitement over the
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imminent departur-., lhe only thing to do in such cases is o philosophi-
cally siand aside end observe, hoping for the intercession of some saint

or othner to solve the problem, But no saiﬂy@as aware of our existence that
day. The bustle and confussion continued, Hours passed in the enervating
heat and nothing much happened, Tven the phonograph that had been scradching
all morning in order to keep a pretense of gaiety had lost its fascination
for the crowd, Finally, things came to a stand-still altogether. And there
was lLiueller before me again, explainigg that we would have to postpone the
start until some other day., ‘his time there didn't seem to be any solution
for the difficulty.

Oxen do not carry heavy loads and one las to be exceedingly care-
ful about the packing. In the place of kayaks, the natives use rawhide
packs made by themselves, which are strapped, one on each side, to a grass=-
padded pack saddle. Nueller came to tell me that we did not have enough of
these, Dom Jomo had sent the bullocks, but they had come w’'thout the nece-
ssary packs, Therefore we could not s‘art anyway. This time his story was
true, Calling Dom Jod@o to task for his negligence did no good. To zll
appearances, the gloom about me deepened, but I knew that, inwardly, the
men were rejoicing at myldiscomfiture. In fact, some of them proceeded to
unload those bullocks what had been gotten ready.

I was about to lose my temper altogether when I was saved from
such a social calamity by Dom Abrahamao, This individual deserves = few
lines of comuent, He had promised me three horses and o mule with saddles
and had kept his word, He had stood apart, wetching everything, silent
and courteous, waiting to see us off before retumning tc his ranch many
miles to the south. He came forward now and energetically took = hand in
the proceedings. With grave humor, he scolded the muletéers, tropeiros as

they are called, for not knowing their business any better, and incidentally
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here was a Brazilian who was not afraid to do manual labor in spite of
his social position, *he baggage was re-arranged, Within an hour all
was ready. When Dom ﬂhraﬁﬁﬁb embraced me, following the Brazilian
style of saying goodbye, my response was more Lhan a courteous gesture
on my part. It carried with it real appreciations for what he had done.
When it became obvious to everyone that it wae no use to hope
any longer that our journey would be put off until the next day, its
invevitibility befame accepted and social barriers were forgoiten. Every-
body participated in the work., In fact, a sort of sigh of relief went
up, Countenances became calm. Ribald jokes filled the air, until gaiﬂf,
took the place of the sullenness that had prevailed all morning., All
were infected with the spirit of the occasion, and off we went, after
every one had embraced svery one else, at two o'clock in the afternoon,
We travelled only two Brazilian leagues that day, that is about
five m'les, but T considerzd it excellent progress, Camp was made at the
site of the old Tnspectoria Post. The mules and horses were hobbled,
the oxen let loose since these animals are so well trained that nevsr
wender away.ﬁuring the night. Our dinner of rice, beans, manioe¢, charqui
and coffee had a special flaver for me in that it was our own. Swinging
in the hammock listening to the soft chatier and occassionel burst of

laughter from the men T felt content, Cur journey had tryly begun,
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Chapter XII

Something in the landscape and the air of the chapad®o turned the hard
seven dey's march to the Kuluseu inte a gay affeir, The caraven went aleng
glowly, for pack oxen are of a slow gait and feed as they ge aleng. The
men who were not concerned with the driving of the pack animals went gfoot.
The going was rough, but on that account we led such a leisurely life that
not even my native Brazilians could find fault with it., Nor could I, in
spite of being accustoned to a more active existence,help but enjoy the clear
skies, the high winds and the great silence.

Mounted on a slo“hmcving horse in a wild country barren of all the
discords of modern civilization time seemed to be limitless. There was
chenge in the landscape’but it took place slowly and as it'were,carefully.
It seemed a silent world at first, but soon my ears began to catch the rum-
bling of a whole symphony. Later they sought to isclete every little sound,
to interpret it and to relate it to the total. The wind played on the tall
grasses, little animals dashed rapidly at.our feet, birds took to flight
seeking the safety of the skies contributing their music of swift moving
wings and song before disappearing, and above was the hum of insects, rest-
less and persistent. Wy eyes wandered over the landscape teking in form,
mams, color, and distance, There was the limitless blue sky above us, a
world¢ in iteself, cloudless in the morning, dotted with small fleecy white
nasses at noon, rich in tones of gold and crimson at sundown, The grasses
changed color with the hour., Covered with mist in the morning,upon its
lifting,there was a carpet of green,gold, and mauve, to fade into grayer
tones in the sunlight butlto reappear in rich and mature tones in the late
afternoon, Little swift flying birds would flesh by adding their rainbow
hues to the sky. Looming about us,there was the static purple of escarp~

mente and protruding rocks. There was the smell of dry earth, the perfume
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of the cool brooks guarded over from the het sun by bowers of crimson and
golden flcwers, All these things the body tock into itself, receiving,
learning, refashioning, becoming ever more sensitive, and wiser,

The forty-twe animals and twenty-three men merching in single file
would come creeping towards me, one of the tropeiros in the lead, those in
the ven creeping down into the valley while the rest were still coming
over the crest of the hill, a long line of oxen, brightly caparisoned
mules, and finelly the Bekairi carrying their bows, arrows and rifles with
their naked long knives, facafes, slung from the shoulder, Very often I
rode zhead alone to scout for game, then stoﬂ:%or the rest to catch up with
me, The second dey Bleck Domingo set a style of perscnal decoration which
made the men look as if they were carrying bouquets of flowers on their
heads, I had giveﬂhim, a8 well as the rect of the men, a large red kerchief,
This he wrapped around his head. On top of it he wore a battered old hat,
With his solemn black face he looked funny enough to draw the good-natured
banter of hig comrades. He not only took it in good part but on the second
day cut he began to ornament the hat with all sorts of brightly colored
flowers that he picked as he walked aleng. This set the style for the other
men with the result that each vied with the others in building up more gay
and fentastic headress., Even the stolid Bakairi joined in the fun,

Sometimes an ox would stray off the line or engeage in nonsensical battle
with one of ite fellows which always aroused much shouting and running to
and fro, At other times some wild voice would burst into a Brazilian meledy
as wild as the landscape which seemed to form part of the wind and the deep
sky. Anzil now and then alsc raised his voice in meledious songs of his

native lend. An occasional joyous barking of the dogs, who never cpased
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leaping high over the grass in constant lookout for game,would set the men
into & run., A shot and we would be assured of meat for the pot that night.

We were driving elong a black yearling for slaughte# on arrivel at
the Kuluseu, This animzl caused much hard work and amusement though it must
have led a miserable life, A piece of cow hide was tied over its face like
a mask,and the poor fellow could do nothing but follew ite fellew creatures
with the packs. It seemed to be possessed of an unconquerable spirit, how-
ever, It was always ready to fight man, dog, oxen, or mule, in fact, what-
ever it encountered on its path;in spite of the fact that it could not see
vhere it was geing or what it was fighting, With its short horns it was
no match for the longhorns, much bigger and heavier animals, but it fought
willingly and desperately and kept the whole caraven on the defensive and
in a turmeil, It always encountered much difficulty in crossing streams.
The men tried to drive it across the fords or bridges prepared for the rest
of the animals,but they seldom succeeded, The resuli was that it would
plunge knee deep in mud, struggle over slippery rocks or try to eclimd
vertical banks., Its spirit and its helplessness won the good humored
sympathy and respect cf the men, but for all that,no one suggested lightening
the death sentence that hung over it,

We followed one of the trails cutting across the plateau, used by the
aborigines in their wanderings for geme and war. FPrimitive peoples roam
a great deal and not always for & utilitarisn purpose. They like to go
from place to place, hunting as they go along. Very often they visit other
tribes, in the spirit of peace or war as the case may be, The numerous
trails cutting acrose the deserted chapadBo in all possible directions are
witness to this activity., MNany of them are pridarily game trails, bdut

that does not prevent the noradic gborigines from ueging them,

s
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Viewed from the air in our flights to the Xingu, this country had appeared
as a vast grassy, rolling plein with thin threads of forests marking the water-
coursges, escarpments rising abruptly from it, and a waterfell here and there
reflecting the strong sunlight, I found it now considerably roughér than
we had supposed it to be. There seemed to be no end to the low stony ridges
at the fool of which flowed small streams hidden away under blankets of
vegetation, These were true cases, cool and colorful, contrasting sharply
with the harsh barren country above,

As we moved eastward and slightly to the north, it became frsquently
necessary te build bridges for the heavily leden oxen across the small but
steep-banked streams, In spite of their great shoulder strength, oxen have
wezk backs and when carrying a load,a misstep may bring disaster, We could
not afford to lose any of these animals, having none for replacement. Banks
were leveled and rough bridges made whenever there appeswred to be the slight-
est danger of an accident, Under the hot sun, this was hard work, but in
generel the march was & pleasant one.

The start in the morning was made at about eight o'clock, unless one
of the mules had wandered too far off during the night in spite of being
hobbled, While the packing of the animals was going on, the cook was busy
preparing breckfast, each man receiving before the start a mountzin of beans,
rice, the gritty maniecc flcur, and coffee. No restrictions were placed on
rations. Each man could have as much as he wanted, For the day's march
each man wee given a bar of "rapadure", brown sugar put up in cakes that
looked like coarse soap. The Brazilian camerada likes nothing better than
this sweet food. Finally the animals would be started on their way with

much shouting, riding around, and dogs barking. After every one was on the
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move, I took my place at the head of the column with Tupi fellowing clcse on
my horse's heels,

The caravan was practically in charge of Toté Brune., The Brazilian
"tropeiros" or muleteers know their business well and resent any interference,
I found it best to merely set the hé} for departing in the morning and making
camp in the afternoon., The detzils of loading and unleoading I left to Dom
Totd. He did his job well, Though he had failed me in the matier of supply-
ing the agreed number of oxen, once we left Simbe Lopes he worked indefati-
gably and took great care not to delay our march, The men under him res-
pended te the work in hand cheerfully. Once we left camp,my job was merely
to keep at the head of the column, I was the "capitfo, the "capdtain”,
"leader", "chief", and as such my place was to lead.

A low fog hid the tall grass from sight at sunrise, but soon after-
wards it would lift, In the early afternoon would appear white clcuds in
the skies that had been perfectly clear all morning, enough of them to en-
hance the beauty of the sunsets and no more, The region is windswept, so
thet though the sun was hot enough, the heat was never unbé}able. Camp
was generally made in the middle afternoon, by some stream, in order to
give the oxen a chance to graze., In addition tec having water clcse at hand,
we could find some shelter under the thin forest growth that bordered it,
Skies were invariebly clear at night. It never rained, but the dew was un-
believably heavy during the night, All personal belongings, to be kept
dry, had to be put under the cover of the hides used to help keep the loads
on the oxen during the day, Our blankets were almost wringing wet by morning,
The temperature fell so suddenly that few were able to sleep after midnight,

most of us preferring to huddle around the fire, to talk and drink coffee,
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which, after discovering that it was being prepared and drunk surreptitiously
in the belief that I was asleep, I allowed the cock to dispense freely
provided he made sure that I received my share., We had enough of it to in=
dulge in the vice to our hearts' content.

After camp was made,I was more busy. I was the spiritual adviser,as
well as the doctor, The Bakairi, without ﬁuch to do during the day except
to walk, had to be cheersd on, They felt despondent at leaving their
families behind, The prospect of visiting their former country was an ine-
centive to them,and it helped to keep them with us. They might have suddenly
decided to go back to SinfSe Lopes. Primitive peoples are independent that
way, and had they felt insulted or neglected, they would not have hesitated
to abandon the caravan, My interest in their language and culture helped
to keep them loyal. They weraldistruatful at first and taciturng until it
began to dewn con them that I had no other motive than to reduce to a written
record their ancient customs, This came slowly and, in fact, it took many
weeks to win their confidence completely, Travelling over a rough rocky
country, most of the men had woukds to show by nightfall., These had to be
medicated, They never were seriocus, but were time consuming,

The portable phonograph, the only luxury that we had, helped the men to
pass the long evenings in an atmosphere of ribaldry. The records included a
number of popular Brazilian love songs and these were a source of stimulation
to the fertile bawdy nminds of the camaradas. Few of the men had ever seen
e phonograph before and none had ever owned one, Those who had come from
Cuyabd had listened to Dom Chicofs at the Hotel Esplanada, who kept his
screeching practically all day and most of the night, but the rest of the

men were less familiar with it. To the Bakairi it was entirely new. It was
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a simple pleasure te all to listen te it, and it became a nightly ritual for
cne of the men to &sk permission to play it. I alweys granted it, of course,
For myself, I had included seversl favorite records which the men played for
me as & token of their desire to please me. They preferred the Brazilian
love songs, though,

The camaradas behaved well except Antonie the cook who began to com-
plain, Nueller, on whom I had depended so much, began to sulk, The more
we penetrated Indisn territory the more apprshensive he beczme, Anzil had
troubles of his owvn. Daily he gained in physical health, but mentally he
wae far from cheerful. Despondent over his failure to reach the Amazon,
he exaggerated his failure to the point of making me realize that something
had to be done to cure him or be sent back. I put him te work in addition
to talking with him, The results of my efforts tc bring sanity back te his
sick mind will appear later, At this time the two white men on whom I had
hoped to depend in a personal way were on their way te feiling me completely,

At practically every stream we crossed,Mueller and Anteniec searched
for diamonds and gold., They would dig in every hole on the rocks in the
bed of the streams, carefully examine every handful of pebbles for a glis-
tening piece of carbon, or would scoop handfuls of sand hoping to find the
glistening yellow of gold., They never found either diamonds or gold but
their feverish search never abated,

The banks of each brook were gardens of brilliantly colored flowers.
Tall burity palm trees marked the course of these bubbling streams. But
cleuds of insects were there too as a sort of welcoming cormittee, Sting-
less bees walked on the face leaving a sticky liquid behind, "lampiolhos"
entered the nostrils, the ears, and the mouth if one was careless encugh to

open it, “piums", little black flies left tiny black spots where they bit,
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The only consclation was that there were no mosquitces.

Occasionally something happened to draw a laugh even from the usually
non-cemmitgl Bakairi, Anzil who was riding a horse too thin, too small, and
too tricky for him found himself rolling down a bank and in a moment in the
breok below, while his mount began to feed nonchalantly on the level ground
above, After that Anzil walked, His long legs, he claimed, were equal to any
troop of horses, He was a good walker teco, but that did not stop the good
natured chaffing from the Brezilian "camaradas". Antonio,who saw a Kayapo
behind every bush and rock,cama in for a relentless ribbing from the men to
whom the countryside was an open book. He was a dark, thin man, with too
voluble a tongue and too willing to talk about his cwn bravery. He was not
even a good cook, When one day he swore he was within a stone's throw of a
large group of Kayapos whe chased him back to the carevan, his fate was
sealed, After that everybody discovered Kayapog everywhere.

Sometimes we surprised deer that bounded off before a shot could be had,
though several fell to our guns., Once Tupi roused a tapir, the other dogs
Jjoining in the chase;it was bayed and killed, a happy event,for it supplied
us with meat for two days. A puma one day caused a great deal of excitement,
Upon seeing it, almost the entire personnel gave chase, whirling lariats
shooting arrows and guns, whooping and laughing, It was finally killed,
and eaten that night, OSeveral mutung birds whose meat was found to be ex-
cellent were killed in the jungle patches that bordered the streams,

One day Evariste, one of the Bakairi,and I were ahead of the caravan
when we saw on the crest of the next hill a deer., We needed meat, but it
did not seem possible that we could get within gunshot of it. There was
neither bush nor any rise of the ground under cover of which we could ap-

proach, Evariste asked for the lean of my shotgun, Curicus to see what he
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would do, I gave it to him, He had never used one before, but he was familiar
with a rifle, Taking off his rubber sandals, he advanced slowly towards

the animal making no sound,and keeping his eyes fixed on the quarry. The
slightest movement on the part of the deer caused him to stop and stand

stock still, As soon as the animal returned to its feoding’Evariate ad=
vanced some more., This went on for a long time until he was within ten

yards of the deer and in full view of it., I believe that if it had not de-
cided to move away, Evariste would have walked right up to it. The Bakairi
never waste a shot, As it was, the aninal fell an easy victim.

We passed near two village sites that the Bakairi identified as Kayap$.
There was no time to excavate for artefacts, however, as we had to keep our
schedule with the plane, Ve saw fires and columns of smoke on both sides
of our line of march and ahead., These were also attributed to the Kayapé.
The Bakaeiri were certain that we would be attacked by them at the first
opportunity,

The Kayapé are an elusive people. Nomadic’they seem to range over a
large territory lying between the Rio de losg Mortes, the Araguaya and the
Upper Xingu, keeping mostly to thinly forested savannah country of the
chapad8o, They are suppﬁsed te be intractable, valiant, and dangeraus.,

more sedentary
They attack the diamond miners, the ranchers, and thq/tribes of primitive
folk indiscriminately,

It would have suited me well indeed to have followed their treils and to
come into friendly contact with them, but traveling with a watch on ny
wrist, as it wem, imposed by the arrangements I had made with my come=
panions at Descavaldos, this was impossible. In our plans we kept the
psychology of New York, that of doing as much as possible in the shortest

period of time. It was the only discordant note in our mareh to the Ku-
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luseu,

I had time at my disposal, a great deal of it, but I could use it only
to look, listen and think. I was cut off from my men, somewhat, by their
respect for the capitfo, and for some days I traveled with them,but in seli-
tude., I did not mind. There were many things I wanted to examine at leisure
in the world about me, and there were many problems to occupy my thoughts,
Riding across the barren country under clear skies or lying in my hammock
in a world of deep silence and soft moonlight at night, I could review my
life and measure what I had experienced at my ease. Such daily indulgence
in introspection led me to demolish many castles and to build simpler ones;
which I hoped would have better foundations. What happened was that the
many acquired vestments of civilization dropped off until I thought I was
reduced to only the garment of my own personslity. I began to revaluate
the world then.

Romantic Giacomo Anzil helped this along, He needed desperately a new
base to stand on. Obviously’his egocentric despair had to be forgotten if
he was to return to a more realistic way of thinking, Whenever an oppor-
tunity to lead him on in this direction presented itself, I took advantage
of it, but often T came out second best,

I wae watching the caravan one day when Anzil came up the hill, Tall
and thin, riding a white horse that seemed too small to bear him, he looked
the part of some Quixotic knight-errant., With his usual flurry of poetic
language, upon joining me, he launched into an extravagant eulogy of the
chapad®o, which "makes us feel stronger, "almost more human", "induces new
forces to enter into our being", "beggars privations and suffering in the
path that leads to human glory". I chided him a little for his romanticism,

calling to his attention that it didn't quite fit with the spirit of modern
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times,

"Yes," he answered. "I romanticize the world, but you as a scientist
and a modern are not the cne to cast aspersions on the poet.

"Look around you. How can you deny that nature is a romance in itself
and that you are engaged in doing nothing else than striving to discover the
plot?

"You will agree, I think, that it is the fundamental romance of our
existence on an unimaginably huge scale, before which all our human efforts
at creating something are insignificant, What is its secret that it has
proved impossible fo# man, after thousands of years of striving, to under=
stand it, or even to conceive of its dimensions? Actually, man being
the hero of the romance has helped to complicate it, What a sublime gb-
surdity--to have the hero striving to understand the complex patterm of which
he is a part,~-in other words to understand himself. As you well know, all
peoples which havs left records behind have.suffered from this urge to dis-
cover their proper place in nature. Sometimes they have turned to religion
for an explanation of the gosmos and of man, sometimes to philosophy, some-
times to science. But no explanation has bsen sufficiently satisfactory to
weather the attacks of new thought. The question arises anew. Always thers
is produced a new explanation, a new synthesis, and always it is destroyed
by the onslaughts of the human mind. You scientists thought that you had
found the ultimate explanation in evolution, In fact, you fought hard enough
to keep it, It seemed for a while that you had found the answer in evolution,
But soon your restlsssness discoversd many disquisting and horrifying posgi-
bilitiex., Not the least of these is the biological blind alley, Is it

possible that man has devsloped along certain evolutionary paths that doom



-221=-

him to extinction like so many other species? Will man destroy himself?

"But what shall he do, what shall he not do? Is he leading himself to
destruction? How is man to travel to reach his goal? Some say it is by
introspection, to loock within one's self, Others say to turn to God for aid,
that only divine revelation can tell the truth, Some of you say let us
methodically and empirically investigate,

"What are you doing but investigating this great romance in your quest
to learn something of the culture of primitive peoples? You scorn romance
and yet, as an anthropclogist, you are more intimately in touch with it than
any one else, Think of your Bakairi who ars about to die as a people. Have
you thought how it is to belong tec a race that is doomed te extinction as my
companions, my Bakairi comrades are? It is like traveling with condemned
men=-no hope, One knowsa that 1ifs will suddenly stop flowing. And as one
approaches a seer on his death bed yearning for his confidences, so it seems
to me that you approach these people, What magical wisdom, vision, have
they that we have not, which perhaps we have lost? Let us drink from their
cup of wisdom, you say. Is it of no significance that we, the white lords
of the earth, who are about to destroy them should try to learn something
from them? But that seems to be natural to the human race. There is a force,
which drives it on destroying the very thing that is needed to shed some
light upon those problems that confuse us so and alwgys have, Maybe these
peoples are experiments and now they have come &b the end of the blind alley.
Perhaps, we too may be a blind experiment, Consider how far we have trawveled
from the primitive oneness with nature, the gulf that separates us, We have
even created an ideal that only man made things ars worth enjoying. Of baauty
we made an intellectual and artificial lady standing up on a man~-made pedes-

tal. Yet I, a poet, tell you that beauty springs not from the minds of men,
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Tt exists outside and is there to remind man that above anything that he
can create there is something greater,

L
singing "Guard'El lar Quand' E Bello"”, Can't you picturs a rugged peasant,
a man of the soil, stained by the soil which gives him life, on some tall
rock,looking at a peaceful sea, singing those simple words, "look how
beautiful the sea is" ? Appealing to mankind to drink in the beauty that
is there for everyone to see and enjoy. Admirastion, veneration, rapturs,

a feeling of warmth, of nearness to the other elements of the world, It is
this indentification with nature that is of values, It is a frimitivs
feeling but it is precisely this going back which is of value, It re-
freshes, it gives birth to new thoughts and emotions become decadent for
lack of intimdcy with the zood earth, One feels that one is part of a
successful experiment, That is the joy that comes upon a member of our
race when nature takes him back,

"I romanticize my existence and the world in which I live bscause
I understand naithcr,but I feel both, I am no scientist, only a poor poet,
not good enough to sell my verses. I ask and try to find out whither I am
going. My romancs may give me the answer, My bodi, this wind, this waste-
land, the clear sky may awaken me to the truth,”

I had no answer for Anzil. T have never been able to answer a
poet, I don't always understand his language it seems, to me,

As we approached ithe Nuluseu the Bakairi became more excited, At
night they formed a group lying in their hamuocks or serapped in their
blankets sitting around a small fire listening in rapt attention to Paghuli
their chief who had lived up to a few years previously in the country we

wers approaching, It was the land of their ancestors; whers they had fished

All primitive souls seem to feel this. Listen to my Italian peasant
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and Yuntad and cultivated their ranioc fieslds and fought for théir land,
their dignity and their womens there in large urns their fathers were
buriedy Thers their shawans had communed with the spirit world, made

magic against their enemies, apd their people had danced to the music

of the magic flutes in the clear light of the moon.

It is difficult for us moderns, more nomadic than the nomadie
primitives, to feel an attachment for the land of our ancestors. My Baka=
iri wers being civilized at Sir®e Lopes. There is no doubt that they wan-
ted to be ciilized, or at least, to acquire the trappings of what little
civilization filters to places like I'atto Grosso, but their hearts were
not at Sin®e Lopes but at this site of their former villages. They ysarned
for the free life of fishing: and hunting, the cersmonial 1life of the

(‘ village and the Joy that comes from living out in the open most of the
time without any more responsibility than to secure the day's dinner,

Then we could see the forasts which marked the land close to the
Kuluseu, Paghuli and Manuelsinho asked me to climb with them a tzll escarp-
ment, the highest, they said, of ths region at the foot of which pesssd our

a
trail. It was/hard climb, but it was worth the view that we had frou the
top, Befors us, mnd we wers looking northeastward towards the Yulusey was
a roughd rolling country, grass covered and wind_swept ending in a maze of
forest in‘the far distance, Varcellino spoke in Bakairi to lianuslsinho, who
in brokea Portuguese, translated it to me,

"Paghuli su:s.that the land you see was formerly the land of the

s Bakairi, our land, We had our villages there by the Kuluseu rivsr, well
protacted in the forsst frmm our enemies. Our ancestors are buried there,
CI all of them in clay pots., It's a beautiful country with much fish in the

] rivers, Now whers we live at 5infle Lopes there is no fishg e want to
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spend a night at the same place where we had our villages. We would
like also to show you our caves where we had many dances. No white
man has ever been there and no one knows where they are except Paghuli
hers and Apacanu. You have been good to us, says Paghulk,and we would
like to go thers, We are very happy to be returning to our land."

Ther= was no bitterness on the part of the Bakairi, only longing
for the land of their ancestors, 2 land of ghosts of the past and nothing
more, They knew that their tiibe was becoming extinct, and I know they
would have wished to finish their days there on the Kuluseu, But now,
and they knew this too, having experienced the crumbs of the civilized
loaf of culture, such as the wearing of pants and shirts, eating of mice
and beams, and learning to resad a language not their own, they could
nasily return to their naked, savage life for which’nevsrthelessithoy
yearned so much,

We saw no hut, no campfire,mnor the remmants of one, which would
indicate the presence of human beings in the chapad®o. Znd yet at night
the Kayapo came near our camp, and in tre morning no sooner,we commenced
our march than a column of smoke would start up ahead and to the left or

right of us, Later similar columns would appear at the various points on

the horizon, Human beings were wand-ring over the chapadﬁo‘obviously'and they

were keeping a close watch on us., My men knew it and they never wandered
away from camp alone with the exception of several of the Bakairi who knew
the country and whose woodcraft was phenomenal, These always returned with
some concrete evidence of the presence of the Kayapo in the neighborhood,
Tupi andp violated the general rule by wandering off after camp
was made and we were waiting for night to close in on us. Tupi was inde-
fatigable, During the day he ran ahead of my horse leaping high in the

gir in order to get his head above the tall grass, eyes, ears and nose
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straining to catch a message of the nearness of man or beast, Foor
fellow,the wilds were always too much for him so that he worried himself
too often ovar such things as a columa of ants, a holes in the ground, a
butterfly to which none of.the native dogs paid any attention. He nevef
left me except to give chase to anything thet crossed his path,but even
then, he would not go far., No matter how tired he was by the end of the
day, he would leave his solf-chosen place beneath my hammock to follow
at my heels as soon as he became awars that I was going for a stroll.
We would wander off together, alone,I naively thought at the beginning,
now stopping to look at a plant, now at a butterfly, now a dbird, or
whatever we found., Tupi would of course plunge at alnost anythinu,and
1is disconcertment was indeed great when he came upon an armadille or
turtle which would withdraw within their shells on kis approach., He woudd
stand off, the ears cocked up,head twisting to one side, then the other
side, stiff legged. Occasgionally, he would give a faint hearted bark,
leap away and come back to the attack\but'for all that,both turtle and
ammadillo would not look out again.

We would go on after a while,anﬁ soon something else would in=-
terest him mors,

After several such jaunts,we discovered that we wers not alone.
Following at a distance and making no sounﬂ'wouli be one of the Bakairi
or black Domingo, Ny men indeed remonstrated with me about this habit
of walking off alone, but both Tupi add I had equally short memories.
ie had come to enjoy Matto Grosso, its sights, its sounds, its smells,
and whatever might be lurking behind bubsh or rock., It called to us day
and night ,and we did not want our trysts to be held under the burden of
fears. ‘he men wers right from their point of view, but we wer= too, I

)

was never able to develop the habit of having a bodyguard around,
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Crossing the Batovy proved difficult and caused us half a day of {

hard work, There was no natural ford where the oxsn could cross without . %
|

running the risk of breaking their legs or backs. The water was not so ' j
daep, but the river bottom consisted of flat smooth slippery rock heavily F
pocked with heles whers the water had 1issolved it mway. It proved necessary ;
o bulld a ford with “ranches, for a distance of sbout seventy-five yards,
Tven then, the baggege had to be carried across on the men's backs and the

F oxen driven scross with the utmest care. It was back breaking labor and
F dangerous. That night there were many cuts and bruises to treat.

Wnile this was going on, some of us mounted guard. It would have been

disastrous if the Kayapo or any other marending savages had decided to atiack

us. We discovered some frasshly made trails, which in no way reassured us, When

Tupi and I roussd a “mutung", the Bpazilian wild turkey,=and since we were al-
(‘ ways in need of meat I brought it downg=the scund of my shot excited some of
the men who were sure that I was being set upon by our unseen enemies, Fortu=
nately, the Bakairi wasted no time in locating me, and we walked back in
triumph with the mutung to quist the panic, In 2ll fairness to my camaradas, T
must say that there wers only fomr among them who were easily scared, the
German, the youth Anzil, Don Jofo and the other town bred Brazilian, Antonio,
llueller was not so much afraid as apprehensive. The constant slmlking to which
we were subjescted got on his-nerves. lYad he met an Indian face to face, he
wonld have not minded. But to know tha® watching us, waiting for an opportuﬁiﬂé
to attack, were human beings pzeyed on him,

On the sixth day, wa left the grasslands to cut our way through the

forsst to the Kuluseu a 1littls below the mouth of the stresm known as the
Argme, It was hard going both for men and beasts, and consideradbly mors

dangdrous as well as uncomfortable, The ground was rocky and thornye Branches
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reachad out te hook the packs on our long hoﬂ}d oxen, Cceasionelly, an ox
would stop in its tracks to present its horns at a poisonous snake barring
its way. The dogs roused game which they would have purpued but for the

restraining commands of their masters who had no time for hunting, We had

to reach the river that day, for there was no feed for the oxen in ihe forest.

On & narrow ste=sp trail we lost an ox. It slipped and fell, Tts pack

57
'

caught on a branch. All might have gone wild if the black steer had not de-
eidéd to attack. Tt was finally driven off, but we were sorry to lose it,
| Tt was an exceptionally fine animal and docile, However, there was nothing

3

to do except to slaughter it, which was done. On reaching the river, we

5]
fod

ccident reprieved the young masked

O

dried the meat for future use. This
stasr which had been driven along for slsughter on the Nulussu, We could not
sat 211 thas meat thct one ox would supply, before spoiling, and if we dried
(‘ the rest, we would not be zhle to carry it with us. Se the steer had in
store for it not death, but another seven days of blind marching and fighting
until it reached the Post when it would,one hoped, be returned to the herd
and liderty.
We had reached the Fuluseu several miles below the mouth of the
Arame, The second siage of the trip was done, Cn the morning Toto Eruno with
his fropeiros and “he animals would start back for Sinfs Lopes and with its
departurs we would break all connection witk the outside world. We would
have to depend on ourselvas entirely to solve whalever probhlem might come
up, of food, travel, illmess, danger, We would receive no news from our fa-
milies, nor could we send any.
The men £slt this as they gathered to look et ths waters of t%e
Yulussu, For the Rakairi, this was & mixed feeling. They thought the

farilies they had left behind them, but this river was where their ances=
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tors had fished, bathed, and paddled their canoss., Further down river they
could coms upon the siBes of their former villages, their cemeteries, and
their secret ceresmonial gathering places. Most of them had spent some years
of their childhood paddling bark canoes on the Kuluseu. Paghuli and Apacanu
had lived there until they were young men, It was their river, their land.

For the camaradas and the rest of us it was something different.
Theies were no memories associated with the river. We thought rather of our
land and our people which we had left behind. The Kuluseu represented the
future, the road to an unknown and unpredictable adventures, Thewe was work
ahead and danger. For me,thcre was 2 fresh world of experience znd knowledge.
In the next few weeks I would be among peoples of the past living in the
present, and unfortunately without a futuve. Civilization would reach them
some day, slowly)as T was reaching them, but it would engulf and destroy
them. I would be among people whose only future was death not only for them=-
selves, but for ever thing they thoughtand believed in, In a sense, I was
going to assést at the death bed, before their final experience, civilization
would come with 3ifts and promises for a "better" life which they would
accept gladly,not understanding their poisonous nature,

For all that)the present was with us, The animals had to be unloa-
ded, the camp had to be prepared., The men, kired as they were, turned to their
tasks with a will. FacaBes, those long heavy knives which we used for any-
thing from picking the teeth to cleawing an enemy in two, were unslung from
the shoulder t« cleartlargo cham' er in the forest. All the under_growth and
hanging vines were cut down. The baggage was distributed in such a way as to
offer protection from any possible attack and ‘hé the same time could be
put under our eyes to prevent any pilfering. Antonio prepared his kitchen
and soon was offering steaming coffee, The tropeiros drove their charg s to

a2 small meadow nearby. Hammocks werpa sinng betwsen the trees., I set up my
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medical kit, gidng quinine to this man, té%ted a wound on the next one,
And then all was done, all was peacafui. Full of meat, beans, rice and
coffee, e lollad in our hammocks smoking the black tobacco of the Era-
zilian hintsrland. The men talked in soft tones until laughter woudd
rise above all suddenly andi violently for a momeht, and the lazy talk
would be resumed. Sleep came easily but.noi for long. The cold had the
men clustering around the fire begging Antonio to give tlhem Boffee, T
joined them. Tupi stayed bemaath the hammock, For once,he too was tired
end would not move. liore talk and the Rammocks again until dawn suprised
us still sleepy, but content,

In the morning *‘otd Bruno started back with the caravay, carrying
with him inmumerable messages from the men to their families and friends,
and we resumed our work arrangingycamp. I‘he clearing was extended to the

river, making for us a large, roomy and clean cavern whose sides and roof

!
were solid walls of wegetation and with only one entrance, a narrow path
leading to the river. This became our practice, whenever we made camp,
the ‘insects and the moisture being less troublesome in the forest than

in the open. Furthermore, we could swing our hammocks between trees, whereas

)
it would have been necessary to set up hammock poles were we to caup on
the sandbars, As to the danger of attack by the aborigines, we felt that
we were equally Safe in the forest. The baggage was piled in the middle of
the clearing. In a circle around it we tied our hawmocks to trees, The
Bakaifi made & circls of thebr own close to the kitchen, Arranging a tem=-
porary camp of this sort did not take long, but after a seven day irek
eeross the w£$es of the plateau, the men were entitled to some rest, The

rest of the day was given over to loafing and the cares of personal belon-

gings,
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The following day the Bakairi began the search for suitable jatuba

trees, for our canoss wer= to be made from their bark. The men set our early

without sating the customary brezkfast of rice and beans, carrying with them

nothing but their weapons without which ‘hey would not stir from camp. Were

a man to breakfast befere setting out to locate the jatuba trees, he would

never find one, they said, and in case he did, the bark would be too thin

; or too thick or wouid_crack. Therefore, they had to go fast until the tress
were found, While making the canoces, they fasted until the end of the day's
work, and then tbBey ate only what they considered pure food, in this case,
rice, furine and meat, They explained that strictly they should have saten

nothing but piranhe and biiju, foods that we did not possess. Sexusl absti-

:

nace is also necessary during the course of the work, end they further believe

that wers women in the catamenial pariod or prasgnant, to pass nearby, the bark !
C' would split, Tn fact, after work is begun, no one must approach, and if some 1
one does come upon the workers, unaware that a cances is being made, hs must on |
no geccount lsave, So strictly sre these tabus ohserved thﬁt I myselfl suffered |
rmuch inconvenience one day., Cnce I went tc visit the men at work, and coming 1
upon Paghuli as he was cutting awey the bark from a tree, I was forced to

stey nearby until the canoce was wedged fast in its frame and the drying out
processes with fire completed, Then and then ohly was T allowed te go back

to camp,

In the afterncon, they returned with news that_several Jjatuba treses
had‘been located, and also that a trail marked with broken plants.hgd been
discovered running almost in circle around our camp, indicating the presence
of the unfiiendly Kayapog in the neighborhood, a bit of news that wgs disquisﬁﬁ
#ing. Tveryone saw to ifr that his arms were within rsach.

For the comfort of the Brazilian camaradas I permitted the making of -
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a dugout canoe for their use$ with this sort of watercraft they were familiar
but were distrustful of the bark cances. Subsequently,I had occasion to repent
of my decision and they of their request, In four days the Bakairi made six
canoesy two of which were of good size, each capable of carrying an estiﬁated
total load of a thousand pounds. The dugout was not completed until the se-
venth day, and it proved hardly serviceable them, Its capacity was limited to
two cases of gasoline, and it geve infinite trouble to its crew in the rapids
because of its nonflexibility and great weight, The jatuba bakk cance, on
the other hand, is flexiblej this feature, combined with the thickness of the
bark, diminishes the chances of puncture or capsizing on hitfing a subnerged
rock or tree, which cannot be avoided and happens frequently, especially in
the upper waters of the rivers, Such a bark cance suffers 1little or no damage
where a dugout would either capsize or split. Canvas cances would tear too
easily.

When a jatuba tree suitable in skze and in the condition € the bark is
found, 2 platform of slender poles is built around it. ‘hree upright poles
are set up forming a triangle around the tree., Cross pieces in which the
worker stands are lashed across from pole to pole, The outline of the canoce
is then marked on the tree with a machete, and the bark is peeled off care-
fully by driving in flexible wedges #m between it and the wood. The bark thus
removed from the tree is bent into the proper shape by building a smoldering
fire on its inner surface and by means of poles used as levers on the sides,
forming eventually a frame_work in which the canoe is wedged, The bending in
the sides tco much is prevented by cross pieces, Somstines the maker etches
out a design on the outer bark, The cance is az shallow affair and practically’
flat bottowed, which gives it stabilityl The bow is open and clay is used

along the edges as a bank to keep the water out, The stern is raised somewhat,
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but often wuter enters by it likewise,

?he presence of the Kayep8 in the neighborhood kept the men
nervous and alert, The Bakairi discovered numercus fresh trails around
our carmp, and several nights they stcod ready with their erms when they
heard strange calls which to me seemed to come from birds, but which
Faghuli and Apacanu assured me were made by the unseen Kayapo. In the
morning, we exarined the neighborhood of the camp,and sure cnough, we
found footprints on the bank below us marking where they had crossed
the river. On the opposite bank we found the broken chaft of an arrow
stuck in the soft ground. There were also many foctprints there, 21l
large, showing that our night visitors had not come with their women
and children,

One night the violeht bakking: of the dogs and a yelled curse
from Anzil zave us a scare, I'veryone leaped out of his hammock, some
shouting, "Kaveapod", to seize whatever arme he had carefully placed

ithin reacl before going to slesp, but our flashlighte revealed no-
thing but a huge tapir that had blundered into camp and was still
charging blindly in efforts to escape. In iis wad car@er it had bumped
into Anzil, knocking him out of his hermock. As we flashed our light
on it, the animal succeeded in disentangling himself from the carp,
and we heard it go crashing away into the bush. There was much merri-
rent at £nzil's mishap., Few went to sleep again, however. Lost of the
me: huddled around the fire, drinking coffee and recounting for each
other's benefit stories of night attacks by jaguars, snakes and savage
Indians, and of revolutbonary armies that have a habit of rising in
Viatto Grosso frequently tzles.

The danger from a Kayapo attack was real. They have been bitter
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(h enemies of the Bakairi and often atteck the more sedentary tribes of the

Kuluseu. They never harmed us, but then no one ever straggled off,and as a
bodyswe were too well-armed for them, T don't think though that they ever
left the neighborhood. “he men found signs of their presence daily. ?hey were
bold fellows. 1 remember paddling down stream with Apacunit in one of the new-
lyw nade bark canoes, one day, shooting a mutung and going back to camp.
Neither of us saw any signs of the Kayapo, yet an hour later Apacanu went
down stream again to fish and came back quickly to report unmistakable signs
of these elusive people. T went back with him and found the bank trampled
by naked feet, the remnants of a small fire and scraps of £ish, During that
hour they had crossed the stream, shot piranhas, and feasted on them within
g helf mile of our camp,

I would have welcomed peacful contact with them, but not my nen,.
The Kayspo have a formidable and fearsome reputation in Katto Grosso. The
week befors we left Cuyabd a report had reached the city that three men had
been killed by them. Consequently, the men whom I had employed in Cuyabéd were
a little apprehensive. On the other hand, the Bskairi felling that we held
a tremendous advantage over them in being so well supplied with firearms,
would have welcomed a skirmish with their hereditary enemies, For them it
would have been a happy occasion, Both the Bakairi and I were disappointed,
nowever, for different reasons, and we cared not at all for the obvious relief
of the others,

Many of the legends describiéng strange tribes,circul&tad in Egrope
after the first voyages to the HNew Uorld, are still cureent in latto Grosse.
Jo¥o Climaco was en inexhaustible source for marvelous tales told with such
(" positive conviction that it was hard to laugh at him, This man had lived in

the hinterlend most of his life but he was endowed with such a lively imagina-

| e it b el



- 234 -

tion that it was impossible to know when he was recounting fact or sone
fanciful dream., Wrapped in 2 red blanket, he would huddle around the
fire stuttering away fact and gyth by the hour to the men who listened
out of politeness and because they had nothing else to do. ‘he nearness
cf the Kayapo aroused himie great achievements of tale spinning. He
endowed these people with such fabulous attributes that I wondered

what = real meeting with them would do to him, for one thing, the Kayapo
have the extrazordinary ability of reversing their feet so that one never
knows in what direction they are traveling. ‘heir stride is about three
yards long, a fact exam nmed by himself, He claimed that they were the
bastard children of the Jesuits who, upon being expelled from Brazil,
fled to the chapedfo, built for themselves and underground fortress-
city out of solid rock, and after cepturing native women, began the
Keyapo. Cne night we were awaskened by a terrific crashing noise much
like the sound of an explosion, I had no explenation of it, buﬂ@om JoZo
did, "e told more of the Jesuits well into the morning hours, ‘he noise,

he explained was caused by the shifting of an inmense gold treasure

)
hidden in the secret caverns of the Jesuits.

T suspect that there are socme unknown caverns on the chapadfoe.
After this story of Dom JoBo, the Rakeiri came to me with the invitation
to visit some which, they said, were used by their ancestors to carry
out secret ceremonies. They described these caverns as being extrenely
beautiful, covered with paintings and as being sacred, No white man, they
said, had ever been taken there, but since I had come from so far away to
study their customs, they would guide me to them, T would have to go alone

in the company of three Bakairi, Of course, I was interests=d, and I came

to believe in the existmnce of the caverns, after questioning Faghuli end
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Apacanu, “here were two reasons why I could not take advantage of the
offer, The trip would take several days, which we could not spare if

we wanted to arrive at the mouth of the Kuluseu on time, and I was not
sure of the men. Fritz, whom I had taken along as my personal assistgnt
and foreman, was beginning to show a timidity thai“aséﬁc apprehensive of
his cracking altogether under the strazin, and the rest of the menhight
suddenly decide to go back home,should I absent myself for several days.
T never made the trip, but the Bekairi story has aroused my curiesity to
the poist that if our plans to return to the region for further study
ever materialize, I shall make it a point to follow the Bakairi to their
secret chambers,

I listened to the Bakairi legends with greater interest than to
those of Dom JoBo, They said that to the east livéd & people called the
Fhoi who are very suall, scarcely over three feet tall. The story of the
existence of a pygmy tribe in South America is common, but no one has
discovered it. Very small people have been reported by Bolinder from Co-
1ombia,and the Trumai whom I met later on this trip were well under five
feet tall, Is thers anywhére in the South Lmerice a pygmy tribe? “t is
difficult to understand why the Bakairi, for instance, who are small
peopls themselves, should speak of an even smaller race with Whom they
claim they hade had some contact, peaceful and otherwise. They told also
of another tribe, the Renehoto; who are gigantic in stature, It is impo-
ssible to tell whether thase stories have their basis in myths or whether
they condtain some thread of fact until we have thoroughly explored the
remote regions of South America. It is extremely unlikely that true
pygries will be found, but it would b= enlightening to know the lowest

stature limits of the American Indiens.
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Chapter XIII

Anzil, with the license of a poet, liked to refer to the seven
deys we spent fighting rapids as the "Seven-Dey Dance of the Seven Canoces".
He was new to river travel and knowing neither how to swim nor how to pa-
ddle, he spent most of his time painfully meking his way along the shore
or seated in a csnce, holding on_to the sides, while his Bskeiri crew
shuttled the fragile bark through miles of jagged rocks and swirling pools.
For him, there was none of the joys that come to a canoeman when striving
with muscle and skill ageinst the mad rush of watert that would dash boat
and man to destruction. He was an onlooker at the theatre, participating
only indirectly in the struggle of the men against the maddened river. The
seven-day dance of the seven canoes left him full of wonder and admi;ation.
He wrote a poem about it,

For the rest of us, it was the hardest kind of labor, with’plea~-
sure only when we succeeded in smat¥ching ourselves safely from a particu=-
1arly'rough stretch, and, at the end of the day's battle, when we relaxed
in our hamuocks., ‘hey were seven long days of ‘physical strife that left
the men conquerors, but wounded, sick, and thoroughly exhausted., Ve were
glad to reach clear water where we could glide silently, close to the
banks, beneath overhanging verdure in an atwmosphere of complete peace,

e embarked in the newly made cances on londay morning June 13.

A mist hung over the river as we prepared the cances. ‘he baggage had to
be distributed carefully’not only in accordance with the as yet unknown
capacity of each cance, but in such a way that the loss of one would not
cripple the expedi ion, Each carried food, trade goods, and equipment, Lnis

was work which the Bgkairi liked and understood, and they did it cheerfully.
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?heir bark cances proved serviceable, but the dugout was a disappoiniment.
“ntonio and Mueller had started to mske it, Domingo had attempted to finish
it. It was excessively heavy, leaked through inmumerable cracks, and coudd
carry only one case of gasoline, one dog and two paddlers, There was no
time to make another bark cance, however, to replace it, Liueller had been
insistent on its being made, threatening to walk along the bank rather

than trust his life to any bark véssel, Now that it was nede, he refused

to enter it, To river men like the Bakairi this was amusing. They could
keep anything ailoat., T knew that from that time cn his-authority over

the canoemen was gone, ‘hey did not understand his fear,and they mocked

hir behind his back, It fell tc the lot of Antonio and Domingo to paddle
the dugout, Antonio because he chared lueller s fear of bark canoes and
Domingo because of all the men, he wes tﬁe most experienc&d with duogouts,
lueller had to be content with a bark cance after all, in which he traveled
as a passenger until we were free of the rapids and he trusted himself with
a paddle,

‘he canoss were shallow affairs, narrow and lorg. The largest two
regsured about thirty feet in length. The bark was not reenforced in any
wey. On the bottom a few sticks were laid across on which reszted the ba-

rage and on which the paddlers sat cross-legged. ‘hey sat sc low that

it expleined the quick short stroke which they employed. ?he paddling
was done entirely into the works at all, At first I tried paddling with
a long stroke to which I was accustomed)but I had to give it up. It almost
broke my back, There was nothing to do but to let Faghule who paddled stern
to teach xe 211 over again,

We hed not paddled twenty minutes away from our camp when we

struck the first rapids, and thqfresh signs of the presence of the Kayapog.
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The Bakairi, stripped naked, went into the water tc push and guide the
cances through the channels often obstructed by fallen trees which also
had to be cleared out of thewhy, while some of us mounted guard against sur-
prise attack against the Kayapog. The first obstacle to smooth progress was
not serious,and soon we were in clear water again. Not for long, though.
Avout a quarter of a mile further downstream we had to take to the water
once more, Our struggle with submerged rocks, trees fzllen across the
river, swift cross currents, slippery footing was on., Axes and machetes
flashed in the sun as we hacked our way through, the Bakairi laughing as
they loosed a canoe to the currentﬁo be caught by others stationed further
down_stream just inkime to prewent its being smached or capsized., At
other times it was necessary to portage the baggage while the canoes were
dregged or shunted through narrow shallow channels, It is a mystery how those
fragile bark canoes were not ripped and split in spite of their flexibility.
Watching the Bakairi at work, one could not but admire their skill,
It was work tc which they were accustored and enjoyed. They kept in good
humor no matter how hard the work or what hurt they suffered. The rocks
were siipporyband often they fell, cutiing their feet, bruising their legs.
In the deeper pools there was the danger of being struck by en electric eel.
In the sandy stretches there mgght lurk a sting-ray. They kept a vigilant wateh
and many times saved the camaradas from some hurt by warning them in tile.
To every misfortune, such as being knocked ageinst a jagged rock, the response
was laughter, No swearing, no loss of tempers, The Bakairi were in their
primitive stride,
In the quieter stretches ,we were able to appreciate the full beauty
of a narrow tropical river. A wall of dark green vegetation loomed high on

each side of us, Giant wild fig trees with heavily butiressed trunks guarded —
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the banks. A lacework of creepers in bloom lent a fairy land mystery to the
dark recesses of the Jungle . Hundreds of yellow and green butterflies
covered narrow beaches, White birds gazed silently at the river. Capibaras
slunk into the water at our approach or leaped ffom & bank to stay submerged
until all danger was past. We paddled to within a few feet of tapirs feeding
on the b%ks before they fled into the forest. A puma drinking at the water's
edge leaped into the bushes unhurt at the sound of a gunshot in the air,
Others played fifty yards in froent of the cances, not afreid at all. Ve

never shot at them, Deep silence, broken only by some bird-call, seemed to

go wedl with the darkness of our passage under the canopy of leafy branches
that, stretchiig out frem each bank, almost met overhead,

"Moving in this secular silence, I seemel to be traveling a horrible
but sublime patb toward my ultirate destiny, ™ confided Anzil one day.

"Cnly evening with its preparations for food and for rest reminds me that
we are human beings traveling in a world of reality, but afterward, there
is the silence again and I return to my dreeams,"”

I could not deny that it was a sublime patj. It awakened boyhood
dreams of mysterious jungle rivers, full of strange animals, birds, flowers,
unawekened to the wenace of men., In the early morning end in the late after-
noon the river and its banks were crowded with animal and bird life, for which
flowering bushes and creepers breaking the evenness of the green made a
fitting background. The struggle in the water made ua a part of it all,

It was a priritive world and we were primitive,

One merning after the mist lifted Paghuli, paddling behind me, called
my attention to a huge snake, the type that the Brazilians call sucuri trailing
aleng behind the cance, ite head not more than four feet away from the stern,
It nust have measured azbout eighteen feet in length, It was a beautiful

#

thing, a long undulating orange ribbon enjoying itself in the wake of the
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cance, At about the sanme time, Apacanu.in the bow pointed ahead. Some
twenty feet away were half a dozen large river otter, frolicking in the
water, For about an hour we traveled that way, otters in front of us leading
the way, smeke behind us, curious, I supose to see that it was all

a_bout, We traveled silently, my hand over Tupi's muzgle to keep him

from barking. The other canoes were some distance behind for which I

was glad, On the banks white cranes looked on without fear of us,and,

even a puma which we surprised on a bit of sand,lifted its head,

smelled us and then leisurely stepped back into the forest, Tupi,of

course, almost weet mad, but I did not relent., He had to keep quiet
even if I could not meke him keep still, I don't know how far we

would have traveled in such company if a stretch of rapids had not
interfered, Then we were about fifty yards away from the shallows,

the otters dived and did not appear again. The snake swam away to-

™k

wards one of the banks. There was nothing left ahead but the struggle
with the rapids.

My days were filled with activity now. I peddled, hacked away
at wood obstructions, and helped drag the canoes in spite of the remon=-
strances of my men who would heve had me eit in the canoce lolling at
my ease. I enjoy physical action,and no Brazilian sense of propriety
could cheat me of it, Dom JoHe and Wueller were shocked., I was setting
an example for them, & good exgmple, I thought, but a bad one ac=-
cording to them, My working forced them to do likewise.

I thought it a good thing, Perhaps Nueller would forget his
imaginary fears and grievances under the stress of physical fatigue.
Anzil was made to work whenever it was possible., He knew nothing of

river work)and the 1little he did he found hard., I noticed though he




