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Kuma’s Children.

Their existence was reported two centuries ago by the Spanish

conquistadores of Venezuela, yet they have remained unknown to this
day. Their numbers is small and they have become resigned to their
total extinction as a peonle in the near future, Nothing can save
them and with them will disanpear their entire culture, When the
final day arrives the world will lose ofie of the few livingexacmples
of oprimitive h uman life left in the Americas,
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Naked, nomadic, hunters of the crocodile and gatherers of wild

roots these people, the Yarurofs, roam in small bands over the southern
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\gl “llanos”, 2s the Svanahs of central Venezuela are knwon, Two centuries
,_.4\2'});
@& ! of desultory contact with Eurovean civilization has scarcely made any
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ij g; imptession on their mode oflife and thinking, They live exactly
A i as did their ancestors of long agh, They have succumbed to nothing
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except war, disease, and a diminishing brith rate, It will be all

; over soon,

Twrmwwwwwwﬂzaiwiéﬁug;fry the hone that their race, their nation, their family,
will have a future, To remﬁize that there will be no one to carry
on the traditioms, the racial hoves, that one’s vpeople will disavnnear
for ever is to be confronted with a problem that seemﬁhobeless of
solution, If we are to become extinet why wait for tﬁe to-morrow ?
Relief must be found, and the Yaruros have discovered it in religion,
Death holds no terror for them, Inste=d of desnairing\nightly they

matehry lie on the bare hot sands watching the heavens for signs from

their Mother-Goddess Kuma Whigp'will *reassure them thadshe isuwaiting

.~

e their return to her world,



Thig country of the Yaruros is a low plain lving wouth and east of the |
e Venezuelan Andean mountain system, between the fifth and sixth degree of north
parallel and is flanked by the Bfinoco on the east, with the hills of Guiana
looming beyond it. It is burned by a tropical sun the year around and there

is no degree of elevation that relieves it from the intense heat, since it

rises only a few hundred feet above sea level, During the period of the

rains, to the discomforts of the heat,are added t7ose of high humidity; but

in the dry season an east wind alleviates the effects of the white sun tra-
veling over a clear sky. Temperatures are always high, however, and in the
plains of Apure, 130 degreees F. have been recorded a few feet from the ground.
The heat is most intense at midday, driving all forms of life into a state of
lethargy. The cowboy rests under the shelter of a grass roof, the traveler

seeks the shade of bushes. During the dry season the east winds blow violently,

a double blessing, for it keeps insects awey and co@ls the body,. By mid-
afternoon, when life becomes active again, the wind is more gentle, only to

rise again as the sun setis. Then there is another lull before midnight, but

by twoA.M. it bhows a gale driving all beneath blankets or, lacking these,

to cluster around the fire. Shelter from it means mosquitos. Both fauna :

and flora 2re typically tropical. By riverside and water-hole there is

always a thick growth; otherwise there is nothing but scrubby grasses. Only
the palms seem to be able to maintain their own against the alternating climate.
The palm "llaneraf is found in groves even though there is no water nearby,
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and the moriche gunards the water-holes.
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It is said that a geologist who had been prospecting unsuccessfully for
oil‘énded his report with the sarcastic statement, "The llanos are rich,=-in
water.® He could have added more sincerely that the llanos are rich in winds,
dust, vegetation, colorful animal life, hospitality, but above all rich in
human interest,

Tn remote anti-uity, the llanos formed the botiom of an inlend sea.

This was long a2go, but traces czn be found everywhere, and during the months
when the weters are at their highest at the end of the rainy season, no
imagination is needed to picture it as a sea; only it is a strange sea, sup=
porting a thick flowering vegetation that mekes of it a carpet rieh in patterns
of color., It is peopled with fish and reptile, aquatic mammals such as the
manatejf and the tonino, crocodile, turtle, and a variety of snakes,

Aﬁd/;;en comes the dry season, The ﬁaters withdraw and life retires

to the water=-hole and the banks of the rivers. What was a sea of water be-

Then the east wind blows, and does not cease

comes a sea of sand and grass.

until the waters return, Life is clear and the skies are open to everyone's

gaze. The sun relentlgg;*;;z;ZEEEEQZ?rhead without ever hiding behind a

n the horizon&r At night,

cloud, causing sandstorms and confuseddmirages o
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nothing dims the brilliency of the starsy; +there is the southern cross and
its guards, other crosses more beautiful but less serviceable , amd the north
star low on the horizon, &nd-the three kings, and in March, the glow in the
west, Comes the season of blossoms and later of fruit,

The llanos are not silent., Living things, aided by the winds, produce
a symphony of sound that has no beginning.,and no end, 2and seem to ever be the
background of the panorama that stretches before one. Dominating all is
the impudent roar of the monkeyg, coming from far away, at times threatening
or eagerly eqqouraging the?gggéi;g in the moonlight, The morning and evening
hours afzﬁgﬁ;irs. At night there is the mooing of the cowbird, while from
the rivers comes the snorting of the toninos, and not rarely the rabble voices
of the ducks are raised in senseless protest, The doves send their mournful
cries off into the emptiness, and the pipers their nervous screams, the zorro
its stertling bark and the cats their throaty roars. And there are creatures
thaet slink silently along in constant fear. Of these is the capibara whosse
moments are filled with dread,and the silent snakes sekking an unwary prey,
the turtles and the armadillos and the lumbering ant bear, the scurrying
lizards, but not the cpocodiles thafrgéllow with the best of them,

But in the llanos is found also the most intere-ting of animals, man.
Man, who listens to thq&concerts eof-nature and composes his ownj;, #memy who
views the symphonic panaroma, feels the driving wind, the burning sun, the
cold rain, and seeks the meaning of nature's galleries. Over a portion of
the llanos lives the llanero, a descendant of the conquistadores and the
original population of the region, He breeds cattle and horses and under=-
stands the world in which he lives in terms of war and love. To fight or
to compose a ballad is the s'me to him, He—lives-with a-ecourage-thrt 1m0t
impaired by—the thought-ef-death. He ijs s child of the open vasiness that

surrounds him and he has not elected to throw up walls about himselfy, Tre-

sponding to his world,with freedom, feering no censire, ‘éxpecting none. -
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Over the other portion of the llanos roems the primitive Yaruro., No
breeder of animals is he. He is & hunter and a fisher wandering from water-
hole to water-hole in search of his daily food. Peaceful and mystical, he
is more concerned with spiritual matter than with the glories of this life.
His meterial wants are few, and he would not underst nd the vossesion of
wealth, As long as there is food his worldly desirew are satisfied and he
can withdraw to the world of "is gods and seek the meaning of things,

Our search for the Yaruros began from San Fernando de Apure, an old
settlement in the llenos. In preparation for it the Venezuelan government
was most kind, and my grateful thanks are due to it and to the many Vene-
zuelan friends who did not spare themselves to make my stey in Venezueda
enjoyable and profitable. A young Trinidadian accompanied me. It was
his first time away from civilizstion, and he could never relax to the ex-
tent of giving‘himself over to the country and its people. The trip was a
hard one fof’ﬁin, especially since he was seeking nothing but adventure,
which dg;es but rerely.

Leaving San Fernando, we traveled gouthward, passing t'rough the
settlements of/&""“A ’ Abizgwg:nariche, enjoying llanero hospitality on the
WEY o We rode in the cool hours of the early morning 2nd in the afternoon,
resting-a—few-hours 2t midday, across a desiccated sandy region, meeting
with herds of wild cattle and horses. In the dist nce there were always
mirages. Trees were suspended in the sky, horses ran through the air, and
great clear lakes stretched out before us., But water was indeed scarce, and
had we not been guided by men who know every square inch of the ground we
would have suffered for lack of it. We picked up our guided is relays on
the way, a merry capable lot, whose companionship was of the best, At

night, if we stopped at a ranch we listened to cowboy songs accompanied by

the harp and rattile,
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We mede our first contact with the Yaruros at El1 Buron. Our journey
there hed been complicated by the unwillingness of our baggage carrier, a
strongly individualistic bull who preferred to travel inany direction But
the right one, Using a common co'boyvexpedient, one of our guides tied the
bull's nose to his horse's tail, the result being that the bull was literally
dragged all the way to El Buron., The horse did not mind, in fact, he
seemed to enjoy it; and the bull seemed to get a good deal of satisfaction
out of the knowledge that he was causing so much trouble, But we did not
enjoy it, for the slowness of the pace meant so much more exposure to the
burning tropical sun,

Once we resched El Buron, we promptly forgot the discomforts and annoy-
ances of the trip. We were welcomed with fine llaneroc hospitality by the
cowboy master of the household, Don Manuel Hurtado. He greeted us courteously,
simply, end heertily, and he placed himself and his household at our disposal,

Don Manuel is a good friend of the Indians and has always had pleasant
relations withithem. He gives them work, feeds them, protects them, and
lets them camp on his property. He was anxious toc find out why I was so
interested in the Yaruros, and when I told him, he was in thorough sympathy
with my work and eager to help me in any way possible.

We found at E1 Buron a young woman who was later to prove exceedingly
valuable, She had ; %igure thet called to mind one of Renoir's bathers,
but her face was alive with all the joys of a bonne vivante. uaria, in
spite of her weight, likeJ to dance and whenever the opportunity present!fj
itself she joins’ the Yaruros in their dance, In the plains, humen beings
are not plentiful, and consequently it doesn't occur to them to erect social
barriers that would tend to keep them spart. Soy Maria, whose pedigree
would probably s ow a number of interesting crosses, volunteered to be
our guide to the hearts of the Yaruros.

There-was not much to interest the casual glance about the camp of the
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—Yerureos, There were present about a dozen women, eight men, and some children.

The thing that immediately impressed itself upon me was the extreme poverty
of the camp. There were no houses, no shelters of any sort; only a few

0old baskets, a few sticks, a few rags, calabashes and water-j-rs, and a few
naked humen beings lying half buried in the sand under the shade of thinly
leafed branches thrust into the ground, Several fires were burning and

there were pots over them containing turtle eggs. And yes, there was
something unusual. Several large turtles and small crocodiles were broiling
over a fire. The shells of the turtles and the hides of the crocodiles had
not been removed and for a moment I thought that they were being cooked alive,
but soon discovered that they had been killed before being placed over the
fire. There was little else to be seen, The thought occurred to me that
it was easy to understand the reaction of the casual traveler who stops, looks
and goes away quickly with the impression that there is nothing there more
than the glance takes 1in,

We entered the camp, Pedro the guide, Maria and I, with a confident
menner, Pedro shouted words of greeting in Yaruro, the only words he knew.
He patted some of them on the back, asked after their health in Spanish, called
everyone b other or sister-in-law, and tried to make himself generally
agreeable, The Yaruros' only response to his demonstrathons of friendship

wae to extend their arms half-heartedly and to answer his question’ monosyllab=

ically.
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Althoﬁgﬁ I‘had been guided to this encampment at E1l Buron by a friend
of theirs, they would not accept me as frikend or guest, They steadily
maintained their sphinx-like expressions; and knowing primitive ways a little,
T realised that some of them were afraid and that all distrusted me., I tried
to be pleasant, and asked for the headman. The young man pointed out to me
resisted my attempt to draw him into.conversation. All movement, all the

normal activity of the camp had ceased. The Yaruros moved only their eyes,

e



taking in our least movement, and only averting their gazes when we
looked directly at them. No English drawing room could have been less recep-
tive, so apparently ablivious of our existence, They seemed to ignore us
completely-=but then they themselves had stopped living, so the discomfori was
not all ours, If one has never contacted South American primitives before
such a reception is decidedly disheartening.

I picked up a bow. Being too busy watching the people about me I
failed to realized that the bow was newly made and that the wood was still
green, Choosing the remncnts of an old basket about fifty feet away for a
target, I took careful aim, and shot the arrow, I missed by more than ten
feet. The eyes watching me lighted with amusement and contempt, for it was
inconceivable to them that any one could exist in this world without knowing

ow to shoot a bow better than that., I shot again--this time I ceme within
six inches of my mark. The eves about me changed their expressions to surprise.
Having achieved so much I should have gquit right then, but T was foolish enough
to try agein. I placed another arrow on the bow, raised it, pulled back the
string=--as far back as my ear-- and then, then, with a loud snap, the bow broke.
Amusement at my consternation was in all eyes, except in one pair, those of
the owner of the bow; they reflected only wrath, A stranger had broken his
bow, destroyed two days of patient work--he might have done much more than
merely look crossly at me.

We left soon afterw:zrds, promising to return in the evening, having
accomplished nothing,

That evening we again visited the Varuro camp, taking Maria along with
us. The moon had not risen as yet and the camp fires were low, with the
consequence that we could scarcely see our way through the camp., Pedro and
Maria sang out cheery greetings, addressing the men as brothers=-in-law and
the women as sisters-in-law, while we picked our way throuzh the camp between

scarcely distinguishable piles of devris and groups of umanity,both apparently
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equally devoid of life. A few grunts, a few indifferent gestures of embrace,
was the only acknowledgement of our presence. I then made a friendly gesture
by distributing several yards of tobacco among them. In return they made

me comfortable by putting up a hammock for me. They themselves however did
not sit in hammocks, but preferred to lie half buried in the sand both for
warmth and for protection from the numerous insects. Also because of the
insects, the fires were kept low and therefore gave little heat. A con-
dition of tentativerfriendship having been established, we again tried to

draw them into conversation. Again we were unsuccessful,

Some of the bolder young men asked for rum. I had none with me, for
I had anticipated the demand. All along the road I had been told that if I
wanted to see the Indians dance to feed them rum, and that then they would
put on a real exhibition, It was in vain that I had attempted to explain
to these well-intentioned 2dvisers that it was but a minor objective of mine
to see the Indians dance, and that I preferred to converse with them. Eth-
nology is not understood that way.

Rum is not the key to ethnolo?y; it is the key only to a little gross
immorality--and certain failure in an ethnological objective. Give the
Indians rum and lose all hope of getiing reliable information, I counted
on winning the intimate fri-ndship of the Yaruros, to obtain the information
I wanted,. Therefore, I had brought no rum,

It was Maria that prevented the visit from being a total failure, She
liked me and was anxious to do 2ll she conld to help., Furthermore she likes
to dance with the Yaruros, to hop around and warm her blood, she said, She
had come to start the dancing and dance we did as a result. It proved
enjoyable. There was mitd fun, and it served as an outlet of pent-up feel-
ings, and the people began to lose some of their fear of the siranger. Where

they had been sullenly hostile before, they now merely tolerated me. I was



14,

able to arouse their interest in my flashlight, and to arouse their modesty
and bewilderment when I flashed it upon them. My compass also drew an
excited jabbering circle about me. But I was not able to get any information
from them, and finally left them at abut midnight, my purpose unfulfilled,

but with the satisfaction that at least there had been no friction., Though

I had gained but bery little by my visit, I had lost nothing at all,

On the following day I sent them a pig and later in the day agein visited.
They were still shy of me, but permitted me to go abbut the camp examining
their artefasts. Their suspicion of me was still strong. Two months
before thay had been attacked by irresponsible crocodile hunters, and a great
many of them had been killed, and they watched me closely as a result,

There was not much to be done in this camp, for there were no old men

‘and no real shamans or"medicine men", and the group had been too closely in
touch with the Spanish-speaking llanero to be suitable for my studies. I
then decided to go further into the country in search of another band.

I prevailed upon one of the Yaruros, Estaban, to accompany me for he knew
some Spanish, [Essaban was reluctaent to go, for he did not want to be sepa-
rated from his young and pretty wife. But it was because of his wife that
he finally decided to go. He wanted to earn en-ugh money t§ buy her some
cloth and a mosquito bar, Estcban proved a loyal and fa?thful comﬁanion(f{

We found the next band on ﬁ&%ggg;ﬁ{;goon near the CapanagzﬂRiver. Here
they were temporzrily in the employ of a llanero engaged in building a house.
This group, too, was decidedly acculturized. I had no more success with them,
for the first few days, than I previously had had with the other bend. They
claimed that they knew very little; that they had no old men and no shaman
in the band. 0f course, they did know more than they claimed, as subsequent

events proved, But they insisted that the man 1 should see lived further

down the river.
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So we amused ourselves for #wo days, studying whatever was on the surface,
I was not however doing all the studying. They were waiching me closely and
weighing my statements carefully. v

'ﬂkn&~%hencg;e night their at®itude suddenly changed. I had been sitting
for hours on the s nds in the midst of these people waiting for them to give
me & sign of friendliness, I was almost annoyed at the howling monkeys.
Their rosr was brought to us on the waves of t.e wind, swelling and subsiding
rhythmically and incessantily. They at least were performing their daily
function without concern, I thought, but I was waiting for something to
happen which would open to me a new orld, When the outcome of an undertaking
is in doubt, the most difficult thing to do istec wait patiently. It was
not pleasant to wait, but there seemed to be nothing else todo., I looked
from the people about me to the sky overhead, to the river close by, and back
again to the people., I had traveledfar andhard to reach this sand bank, to
lie on it in the midst of the people that now surrounded me, in the hope
that they would talk, but though I was in their midst, they chose tc ignore
me, and even to fesr me in spite of my efforts to appear friendly.

The evening wore an and the howling monkeys became silent, The cowbird
raised its voice once or twice in a melanc'oly call, The toninos fraélicked
in the water. The southern cross began to peep over the horizon; and still
we waited. T had offered tobacco to the Yaruros and they had received it in
silence; my attempts at conversation had been gently brushed aside and they
continued to sit on the slett, waiting for me to tire end go away. They
were puzzled and suspicious too. I had not asked for their women. They
conld not understand what it was that I wanted. But I knew what I wanted?
so I waited patiently.

T asked one of the men sitting near me: .forsabgourd rattle. Thereofolsi

lowed a discussion among the men and finally they decided to give me one.
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Without much heart and almost hopelessly I began to sing a song of the
Bororos of Brazil, accompanying myself with the rattle. It was a song of
another tribe, and I sang it badly, but my unwilling hosts were listening,
recognizing the musical pattern as being 2kin to theirs. I s ng another
when I had finishedthe figst, and then still another, not failing to notice
at the seme time that they were listening carefully and passing comments to
one another. When my repertoire wes ex“austed, I placed the rattle on the
sends and smoked in silence. A moment of intense silence.went by. Then

a hand reached for the rattle and a voice said in Spanish.,

"phors canto yo. Now I will sing.”

The speaker sat again on the sands, facing east. He begen to sing--
a song as wild as the medley of sounds brought to us on the never-ceasing
wind., His people joined us and, sitting behind him in a semi-circle,took
up the chorus at the end of every stanze. The song was now a murmur and
now a shout, but ever meintaining its steady catching rhythm. The moon
appeared brightening the tropical night with its colorless light and
sharpening the many shadows, turning the weving leaves of palms into
quivering ribbons of silver--and my host danced joyfully.

Together, as though on a prearranged signsl, they rose and began to
dance as they sang, around a pole.‘ Women danced aw well as men, and the
children joined in too., With complete abandon, yet gracefully, in perfect
rhythm they moved. Emotion, as expressed by their voices and bodies, was
at its intensest pitch, and so was their control., With perfectly coordinated
movement and sound, they expressed themselves most fully. All night they
denced and it was not until the sun 1ifted itself clear of the hills of
Guiana thet they stopped=t- seek an nour or two of sleep before setting off
for the daily task of hunting their dinner.

At last I had been introduced to Yaruro religious sing ng. The first

song destroyed the barrier that existed between us and that barrier was
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destined never to be erected =2gain, The understanding thus created was to

be strengfﬁened by the words of their gods, who were later to reveal to this
strange people that I was a blood relative of theirs., I was to be regarded

as an elder brother, a shaman who had come from a distent land to visit my
fellow human beings, A song had opened to me the new world which I had sought
so long,

A spirit of friendliness having been established, I begaen to be immersed
in the problems of my researches, which from the point of view of my hosts were
their own personal ones, belonging to their own conscious universe., I began
to learn of a mother goddess called“Kuma;'who ;ﬁves in the west and who waits
for the living Yaruros to return to her bosom; that in some fashion the
water snake and the jagusr afe considered to be thgir ancestqral relatives;
that, onee upon a time, the Yaruros wefe very many and now véry few; that
the 7aruros ha' been visited with great calemitics the preceling yearrand
many of their people had died through sickness and other destructive forces.

There were also intimate personal problems which came to my attention.r‘g

There were the mannerisms of their daily life, which revealed them as true

nrimitive South American aborigines. Also I learned that, tho I could gather
’ g &

inklings of a rich spiritual culture and a good cross-section of the material
phases, that I had to go further down river to meet the spiritual leaders of
the remnants of this once nowerful people if I wanted to reach the heart of
the Yaruros' religion, cosmology, mythology, and ethics.

Accordingly, after singing and dancing with our hosts a few nights,
sharing food and tobacco with them, and exchanging knowledge and confidences,
I left early one morning in a dugout, to search Tor Lendaeta, reputed to be
the wisest of the Yaruros. So, we paddled down the Capanaparo bj déy uAder
; whife éuﬁ énd by ‘night under a white>ﬁoon towards the Orinoco.

About noon one)day, we sighted several empty canoes drawn up on the

bank and knew that there must be more Yaruros nearby. We landed on the sandy

beach and waited for them to return. They came early in the afternoon, the



men bearing turtles and croc&diles slung on poles, the women with baskets
filled with changungq,leaning forward as they walked, looking not unlike
grotesque apes under their heavy loads, and 1little children came too, carry-
ing their share of food, straggling behind the adults, They were frightened
upon seeing me, but bravely greeted me in the_most courteous fashion,

Feeling that my Yaruros paddlers could explein matters more easily if
left alone with the newcomers, I pretended to be busy ith several things
which took me away from thegroup. My two boys acted the,part of mediators
perfectly, for soon afterwards we were all embarked and moving.down streaﬁ to
join the main body of Landa®ta's band who were encamped se#ergl bénds of the
meandering river away. Their good humor almos£ amounted to gaiety._,Tgé
three canoes moved steadily downrfiver, the men éaddling hard, the Womei

sitting quietly and casting shy inquisitive glancesin my directiou.

|
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On a vast @ﬁggggﬂ wind-swept beachvwé found iandaeta:ﬁl_h}s people.
There could have been no wilder untamed picture of a group of ’uman beings;
there was the white s nd, the stpong wind blowing from the east raising it
into dust-clouds)and the intense élare from river and sand, a blue-white
sky, and a few human beings lying or sitting in the midst of allthis and
exposed to allof the elements, a few water jars, a few baskets, several
refuse heaps with buzzards feeding at them, canoes drawn up on the beach,
some turtles with their legs tied together to make escape impossible; all
lost in the immense space of an immense universe,

A little to one side a branch was planted inthe sand and lying inits
thin shade a girl was waiting for her~imminent-heur—of death. r?o the heat
of the é;f'was added the infénse ﬁéaffof her feverish body, and she lay
helpless in the midst of herpeople who were watching her die without being
able to alleviate hersufferings or help her to the end of life, Her

malady was a new one to them, passed on by the newcomers to their world and

thus they had no remedy for it.
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Among primitive people news travels rapidly, astonishingly so, Landaeta,
in this case, received me with the air of one who was expecting a visitor and
it turned out that my reputation had preceeded me and not only did he know
that I was in the country, but also why I was there, He was expecting me
in order to teach me his ways and the ways of his people and to learn my ways
and the ways of my people. To him I was a shaman, no different than himself,
who knew their mqther goddess intimetely and Who was perhaps related to the
gods themselves, Such a reputation had been built up for me by my Yaruro
friends without direct instigation on my part, but it was a necessary inference
of theirs after observing ﬁy behaviour and my interests, The sick girl was
Lendaeta's daughter and as one:physician, as one man to another, he came to
me requesting that I save his daughter from death, Being neither phys-
jcian, nor magician, nor priest, I responded to his plea the best way I
could. Her illness prevented any strictly professional investigstion and lest
I be drawn into a situation of attempting to cure a sick person without
adequate knowledge of the sickness or its remedy, I moved off the same day
to seek other 7aruros; but only with the promise of Landaeta that he would
follow me in the cool of the evening and rejoin me several days later. So
we paddled by day in the hot sun and we paddled at night under the 5right
moon., Late one night we reached our destination.

It has been often seid tat to acccpt the promise of a primitive Indian
is to abandon all thought of its being remembered. Perhaps it would seem
thet I put roo much faith end trust in my friendsin sitting down to wait for
them to join me. But a promise made and accepted without coercion is to
the Indian one that has to be keot, and, as in many other cases of my ex-
perience with primitive people, this one was kept.

That the feeling of suspicion had not disappeared completely was
proven by the attitude of another hunting grop which I visited, I went

alone among them, and unarmed. On my arrival alone in an empty canoe,
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without pad’lers, in wpite of my apparent unarmed state, they regarded me
with suspicion and sullenly warned me to Reep away from them and their camp.
However, good will is never unproductive and when they saw that instead of go-
ing away in either fear, disgust, or anger, I merely squatted on the sesnde,
shared my tobacco with them, said nothing, and then cheerfully paddled away,
their hearts must have melted, for several days later they too had joined my
band of friends, later becoming among those most deeply attached to me,

We camped on a large wind swept beach on the Capanaparo, and waited
there for Landaeta., While waiting T made visits about the country; seeking
out Yaruros wherever I could find them, In one ne&rby group, I noticed an
interesting thing. Unlike most of the Yaruros, these had built permanent
shelters, constructed similarly to the houses of the ranchers., There was,
however, one significant difference. With true Indian logic, they had left
the walls open at the bottom, so that the wind could sweep thPough the house
and keep it ccol and free of insects,

One morning we embarked to visit a group led by Pablo Reyes, which, we
hed learned, was now on the Orinoco, at the mouth of the Capanaparo. Pablo
Reyes had been described to us as a very old and very wise man, and I was
anxious to see him, Borrowing a small dugout, we set out to visit him,
traveling mostly by night, On our way we saw and heard a great deal of animal
and bird life, for the lower part of the river was less 'wnted by the Yaruros‘
than the upper part. (On the banks 'we saw numerous tracks of the cats; ye’
saw many capibaros or "chiguires"w;nd we were often serenaded by the roar of
the howling monkeys.

Our first view of the Orinoco was truly_féscin&ting. We catapulted
out of the swift waters of the mwuth of the Capanaparo and staggered about
among the powerful cross-currents and eddies at the confluence of the two
rivers. The east wind' made travel no easier ss—it was blowing a gale., On

the fer side of the Orinoco were the hills of Guiana, rough jagged prominencesg
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with gnarled vegetation, dark patches of jungle growth. There were several
islands of odd shape and one of them, about half way across the Orinoco, was
; the Lindabero wo which we made our way, for that was where Pablo was,.

Encamped on this island we found also a number of "racionales", that is,
squatters who consider themselves civilized, who during the dry season take
to living like the very Indians, except that they clutter their shelters wit~
_civilized equipment, with the result that their housés are infested with parasites
of al1 kinds. However they too live upon crocodiles, turtles, and the eggs
of thé latter,

This portion of the Yrinoco is, in late March and early April, the
g-thering ground of both Indians and settlers. The region teems with
turtles. By common zgreement, certain stretches of the beaches where the
turfles ere known to gather in large numbers arenot hunted until April at
'which time the people dig up thousands and thousends of newly laid eggs out
of which they meke oil and butter., The oil and butter they sell to traders,
who in turn export it. The center Sor this commerce is the little settlement
of Urbana.

Like Landaeta, Pablo Reyes had aiso learned of my coming and was ready
for me., He too is a shaman, and delighted in speaking to a sympathetic
listener sbout religious themes, of the understending of the universe, the
understanding of life =nd death, of the history of his vpeople and their future,
of morality and of justice. He likewise was snzious to hear what messege I
had to bring from my people in respect to these things. So, sitting
under the shelter of some branches, we talked. As we talked we both worked,
Pablo Reyes kept his hands occupied making string, fixing bows and arrows
and I, when not busy writing, pretended to carve little figures out of wood.
The children played about us and Pablo's three wives kept shyly in the
background, though listening carefully to what we seid and often throwing

ingquisitive glances in our direction.
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Profiting by our proximity to Guiana, I decided to visit Urbana where
I could buy some goods for my friends and at the seme time gather information
about archaeologyf Also, I hoped to find there a friend, a Silesian father,
llonsignor de Ferrsri, who has actively begun the establishment of missions
on the Orinoco, missions that are chiefly concerned with furnighing the
people with material,medicinal and spiritual comfort rather than religion in
the abstr-ct, By this time the east wind was blowing so hard that the
créssing of the Orinoco proved exceedingly dangerous, It giézéé%;ecessary
to drag the canoe along the shore of the island until we found the best place
for a crossing. The send was raised in clouds and our bodies were peppered
with it so that we were forced to cover up closely. It finally proved im=-
possible to continue and we were forced to stop and camp inthe open with our
backs to the wind and no shelter excent what we could get out of our hammocks.
" But "o0lding them up was as much a hardship as to be bombarded by sand. We
made one attempt to cross the Orinoco in the afternoon but we were forced to
give it up. Finally late in the afternoon, putting our trust in "God and
the Virgin" as the Venezuelan canoemen say, we launched the canoes Weé paddled
until elmost midnight. We reached Urbena, wild eyed and exhausted, Qur stay
there was short and we hastened back to Lindebara but not ithout recording
on the way interesting phenomenc.,

At sunset as we were approac ing the island, I was amazed to see a column
of bats in flight that stretched for several miles across the Orinoco. The
birds vere coming out of a Guiana hill in the far distance in a cloud and
flew directly over us, and across to the other shore of the river, disap-
pearing into the forest., We w-tched this vest army for about fifteen minutes
and then continued on cur way, not because we had seen the last of the bats,
but beczuse time was short. T was told by my guide that this daily flight
of the bots from the hills of Guiana across the Orinoco generally lasts two
hours. How meny thousands of them live in this ceve and flv daily to forage

B food in the forest is a matter of conjecture.
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When we rezched Pablo Reyes the next day we found there several other
Yaruro femilies, relatives of Pablo, encamped with him, 0f course, we talked
some more, but departed soon in order to return to Landaeta, Without the
aid of the Yaruros the crossing of the Orinoco would have been impossible,
They are exnert coneeists and séfely ferried our baggage to the other side,
Believing that I could handle a canoe, for by this time according to the Yaruros
there wasn't anything that I could not do, since their gods had tol! them that
I was one of them, I was asked to cross in any empty canoe, with the help of
a twelve year old boy. The canoe\hgd several gaping holes in stern and bow
about ten inches in diameter, With serious misgivings, I embarked ith
the youngster, paddling in the bow, Cross=-currents, winds, whirlpools made
the half hour a very exciting one., Several times I gave up hope of crossing
safely or of returning to our starting point, only to be encouraged by the
laughter of my young companion who when we were in extireme danger would turn
and grin happily at me. When it is remembered that in this portion of the
Orinoco, there are crocodiles of enormous size besides ihe dreaded piranha
and that drowning would be easy 1in spite of one's prowess in swimming,
it can be seen that my anziety sprang from a notural appreciation of the
dangers. However, we crossed safely and soon afterwards we hoisted sail,
which consisted of my mosquito net tied to an improvised mest and withthe
eact wind behind us and with gunwales even with the water, we went flying
up the Capanaparo. Our sailing was far from being monotonﬁus,for.every few
minutes, it was necessary to use strength and skill to keep tle canoes up=
right. Three days later we reached Landaeta's camp.

The trip to Urbana had been exciting and interesting, but I brought
back with me ulcers on my feet which incapacitated me for the rest of my
stay with the iaruros. My feet, swollen to immense proportions and with
open sores, refused to support my body, and I was forced to forego any

further trips short or long. My life consisted from now on, for about six
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weeks, of lying on the sand or in a hammock, surrounied by my affectionate
friends, talking about the universe, the Yaruros and their ideas,

In order to make it possible for Landaeta and his people to stay with
me on tha®t partiecular beach rather than move about in search of food, I
turned over all of my food stock to them, sharing equally the products of the
hunt in return. From that day on, Landaeta never left me. The burdenof
hunting fell on the younger men who went out every morning in search of
crocodiles and turtles, of honey, palm nuts, roots, and fish., This made for
great intimacy between us. OQur daily stimuli came from our surroundings,
untamed, unchanged by the hand of man, from being'continuously exposed to
the elements, from slways observing the world of nature over which we had not
contro at ally constantly subjected to the sounds of heavens and earth
produced by the physical elements and the animal world, gezing upon the
changing panorama of masses and color, we were sensitive to the need for
explanations leading to an ultimate understanding of ouruniverse. Reality
is whet we make of it perhaps, and Landaeta's was no less real because it was
born in his primitive sonl,

There is a sharp conirast between the simple primitive material culture
of the Yeruros and the wealth and poetic intensity of the spiritual. The
casual visitor would see merely a naked people plying up and down the rivers
in their canoes, or lying on the sand, feasiting on crocodile or turtle. He
would see stolid fixed faces, uncommunicative, affrighted. But if this traveler
were to become a brother to them he would see an energetic lovable group of
humanity, full of all the emotions and intellectual curiosity of the civilized
man, He would discover that lying on the sands under the open sky at night
is conducive to revery, and that f om sundown to sunrise the Yaruro- livesin
and intensive romantic world which he cannot and rarely would like to share
with anyone else, If this visitor could become so s'mpathetic to Yaruro

culture as to immerse his own soul in it he would discover a universe in
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which gods walk about ministering comfort and man himself becomes 2 god by
association,

Humanity cannot be judged by its material successes alone. Culture,
possessed by human beings and no other species of the animal world, is made
up of more than material inventions which make life easier., Divisions of
the human femily behave in definite patterns of thinking and reasonings:
inventing and more than an thing else always seeking a better world inwhich
to live. We cannot and should not dismiss a people after making a casual
observation with merely a contemptous phrase, an invective, or an expression
of pity. It is true that each people has a history, a way of living, = mode
of thinking, and to try to understand these things would be our objective if
for no better reason than it is possible that we, in seeking a better world
for ourselves, may profit by the knowlege pessessed by other peoples.

We arrived at La-daeta's camp at sundown. Bars of yellow blue and
white light streaked the western sky where the sun had set, and the Yaruros
were sitting on the sands watching the phenomenon with a certain rapture.
Quietly they sat, and in silence until the lichts had faded and merged into
a subdued zolden glow. Then L ndaeta came amd greeted me affectionately., He
spoke of “hat we had just seen in the western sky, explaining that it represented
a greeting from the mother goddess Kuma, to her children the Yaruros and to
me, on this earth. The other men come also,and the women too put their arms
about me, but the latter kept their faces averted as is proper in 7aruro culture.
We settled on the sands, Small fires were burning with remnants of turtles
and ¢ ocodiles broiling over them. The s nds glistened in the moonlight that
soon came upon us, Araguate monkeys roared in the distance. An occassonal
bifd sang. Insects ‘ummed, Toninos frolicking in the water came up to blow
lustily. Dogs growled at nothing. Soft murmurs of women talking and laughing,
An occasional misfortune uch as burning one'c finger in h-ndling the cooking

erocodiles met with merry laughter, Children playing in their own untrammeled
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faghion., OCrunching of ssnd as the women dug deep to reach moist sand in which
to bury the thick lezves that were to be used in making cigarettes for us,
Women crawling on all fours to reach a stick or pot, never standing up,
looking like grotesque apes. Some of them wearing pins thrust through their
lower lips, or beads around the neck. All painted bright red with blue on
the cheeks. The put up posts for my hammock, but I preferred to lie on the
sands with them. We smoked and Lendaeat talked, telling me that his gods had
t0ld him about me; that now I was one of their family, and he affectionately
called me "adjimai oteh" meaning brother.

At a point Landaeta rose and walked away into the darkness. His son
and nephew followed him soon afterwerds. He returned after an absence of
nhalf an hour, wearing his shaman's ceremonial cap and breechclout. He went
to sit on the clean white sands to the east of the camp, remaining still and
quiet for a long time. His wife went to him with a lighted cigarette., He
smoked this in silence and alone. Finally he made @ sign and his son and
nephew rose immediately to plent a pole a few feet in front of him, and retired
again to the darkness., After some time Landaeta rose, stood before the pole
facing the east, and smoked in silence. It seemed a long time before he
began to sing softly and hesitantly, a time measured by the rising stars.
After he had finished two songs his wife approached him agzin, thrusting into
the ground close to the pole a stick from wBich hung & emall basket. Landaeta
continued standing facing the east and simg ing, pausing briefly between songs.
His nephew went %o stand berind him; his son also went forward to stand at the
1eft shoulder of his cousin, These two boys joined in the singing repeating
stanze - for. stanza Landaeta's song. A few women led by Landaeta's wife
and daughter went to stand at his right side, and joined the boys in answering
the songs of the shaman. They stood there in front of the pole singing without

until the southern cross hung high in the sky., Then Landaeta's wife took from



the basket a gourd rattle, gave it to her husband who immediately began to
shake it, its liquid tone blending harmoniously with the voices. The singers
beczame more animted when they heard the rattle, and soon they had begun to
dance, with forward bending of the body, rhythmically and in unison., At times
Landeeta would shake his rattle violently and his voice would betray his deep
excitement, His wife from time to time would give 2 lighted cigarette to him,
holding it to his mouth until it was consumed., At midnight the shaking of

the rattle became more frequent and more violent and in the middle of one song
all began to move around the pole, The women put their right hands on the
shoulder of the one 2head, and soon were running, stamping the right foot as
they did so. The men formed #n inner circle, dancing one behind the other,

At the end of each song they would pause for a moment in théir original positions,
As the night wore on, both singing and dancing became more and more animated
until the shaman appeared to be in a frenzy. His voice rose in pitch, "is
rhythm was faster, and more strongly accetuated, and all sang with greater =
feeling. The shaman danced in jerky movements, bending and twisting his

body, half spinning about, first one way then the other, until he seemed to be
quivering all over. The dence around the pole became almost a mad run, made
mor difficult by the yielding sandsunder foot and the complex movements of

the body. The men would leap high and as the right foot was stamped in unison
a resonation beat was produced that soon seemed to represent the pulsating
rhythm of the night, marking off the rich rattling of the gourd and the

choral singing. In the morning hours the wind rose ageain, bringing to us

the roar of the araguato mondeys. It was then , when the morning star was
already high, and the sun began %o peep over the eastern horizon that I fell
aslepp, leaving my friends still in their dance. The previvas day's hard

work with its many hours ofhard paddling and my illness had quite exhausted

me, and thus I failed to observe the end of the dance,
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The sun awoke me, and though I had slept barely two hours, I felt
quite refreshed. T sat up to look about me. There was the vast stretch
of:sand, the fringe of‘jungle and the sparkling river, My Yaruros were
sleeping half buried in the sand, behing basketry to shelter themselves

from the wind, The vultures were already at the piles of refuse, feasting

on crocodiles and turtles. Soon the sun awoke my frirnds, and they too sat
up to gaze uietly at the western sky where they believe their gods hive,

It was only when the sun began to burn our bodies that they approached me

to chat, They expressed their concern over my illness and soon busied
themselves to make me as comfortable as possible, While I distiibuted
among them a few presents bought for them in Urbana, and turned all of the
food over to Landaeta, the younger men were busy building a sun shelter, an
arbor of the sweet smelling guava bush, though for themselves they had only
branches thrust into the sands giving only a thin shade. From now on, I
was completely in their care, and they were careful nurses and tender friends.
Many were the little things they did for me. The best of the hunt wes mine,
and even the women delighted in taking care of my clothing, and to bring

me delicacies,

They were indeed glad to see me, and the women shamans soon began
their chants w ile the men surrounded me and told me in their own language
and in broken Spanish whet had occurred the previous night., Men are
prohibited from singing during the day, but the women sit in swinging ham=-
mocks and chant their songs. I learned too that Landaeta's daughter had not
died, for there she was, grateful and shyly looking at me, completely well,
They attributed her cure to me, though I was not at all responsible for it,
During thenight, they told me, the gods had come among us, and to0ld them that

T 400 was one of Kuma's children, and again they insisted that I was related

t

to their gods.
I learned a great many things. Kuma is their mot'er goddess, the

creator of all things. Puanah and Itciai are co-crestors, and they are



directly responsible for the actual creation of the world, Hatcawa, in

the form of a little boy, is another god who has given mankind fire, the
bow and arrow and many other blessings. Now, when the shaman sings at night
his soul leaves his body and travels to the land of Kuma, leaving his body
behing. The gods may come then, enter his body in the form of songs

and transmit their messages to the Yaruros. They had come the night before
to greet me andto reassure my friendé of my goodness and my own powere of
shamanism.

We sat, smoked and talked all day. In the afternoon we feasted on
crocodile, turtle eggs, wild roots, palm nuts, and honey. Finishing our
dinner we sat quietly facing the west, watching the skies. As the sun set
low again, rays of gold, blue and white shot into the sky from the horizon,
and my friends rejoiced, and I with them, at this greeting of Kuma to us.

Darkness came upon us, and in anticipation of a long night of singing
and dasncing,--I conld sing but conld not dance, since T could not stand up--

I lay on the sands to rest before the beginning of the ceremonies. Alas, the
skies interested me. Their brightness and the changing star formations held
too deep a fascination to be disregarded. There were the three kings and
their children--and then come Landaeta to tell me abdut Yaruro star lore.

T understood but little of it for his Spanish was too broken, and I understood
1ittle of his Yaruro. DMore and more stars ‘ame out and the big dipper, a2
formation not recognized by the Yaruros, begen to twist itself around the low
hanging polar star, Soft conversation and amity, ith the soft voices of the
women in the background, children, laughter, and always the throbbing roar of
the dist nt bands of monkeys.

Landaeta relayed to me -uestions unpermost in his wife's mind. Did
T have a wife in my own country? Did T have any children? Why had they not
come with me? Once in Brazil I had been ssked similar question by another
naked primitive fol&, and I had answered truthfully thet I had neither wife

nor children. I remember their confusion and smazement. In their eyes I
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wes a great man, and therefore *

should have had many wives and many children,
It is certain that they really never believed or understood my answer, So, in
this case, not wanting to meke extensive explanations about our civilization,
which not only does not insist that men and women marry, but even makes it
very difficult for them to do so, I lied, answering that I was married and
had one son,, Of course I had to describe both wife and boy to the inquisitive
women., They wanted to know if her skin was the same color as mine, and her
hair as white as mine, and what did she wear on her body? Also, they made me
promise thet some day I would bring my wife and boy to them, so that the women
whop beceuse of social tebus could not converse directly with me, would be able
to do so with my wife.

As we talked of these things, falling stars played in the heavens, the
big dipper swung higher, and the southern crosses began their journeys. For
a while the wind died down, and the monkeys became silent. The silence was
deep yet there was no loneliness, And then, as the moon rose above the
hills of Guina, Landaeta ageinﬁisgppeared into the darkness to return and
begin his singing.

Unlike our own religious ceremoniesthere was no attempt at creating
artificial seriousness, The children played about noisily under the very
nose of the shaman with-ut reproof, and the adults talked happily. The imminent
communion with the gods was 2n event of festive proportions and no ;estraints
were put on normel and natural behaviour before joyous events.

There was no dancing on this night in deference to me, for * could not
participate in it, but we sat in a semi-circle and sang after the shaman,

Ttciai arrived and I was "elped to sit close to the shaman. Apparently
Itciai was talking about me, referred to as the Man. I lighted a cigerette
and held it to the shaman's mouth, Without interruption of the song it was
smoked inthe shamanistic manqg'or rather spirit style,and Itciai begen to

explain who I was. He said that he knew me well, that I had visited Kuma's
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land many times, that I was a shamen; that my family waqgell, that my wife
was waiting for me and that my son was so anxious he began to fear that I

was dead. He said that there was something big being saved for me in my
country. I was a good man, and a men like the Yaruros, that he was glad I
liked the Yaruros so much, and that he was glad I was living with them, I

had nothing to fear since on my death I would go to Kuma land. Itciai was
saying for me a beautiful lerge horse, for me to ride in the land of the gods.

During this long discourse about me from Itciai which lasted about oﬁe
hour andwhich was translated to me only in fragmentary fashion, the sham an
often at the beginning of a new theught would shake the raitle violently before
my face, and continue the same frenzied tone and shaking throughout, The people
sang lustily, with feeling likewise, a :;reat compliment to me.

Itciai had something to say about the laruros in general, namely that
they were doomed to die, but tha’ a better world and life awaits them with
Kuma. They will heve houses and cattle, clothing, tobacco, and all food;
they will be born again there, young andstrong. This world will come to an
end because the Yaruros szre heing killed off,

Leter Hatchawa came. I had a cigarette ready for him. He appreciated
it and ssked the shamen why I didn't drink of the shaman's drink, e urged
me to drink it. I was a Yaruro. He also acknewledged my acquaintance in my
own country and in Kuma's, and expressed deep affection for me. He biought
good news of my family, saying to hurry b=ck to my wife since she was waiting
for me with much love for a long time. He got another cigarette and I was
embraced several times,

The next to come wasthe father of a Yaruro present there, and as soon
as T heardof it I offered a cigarette. It was properly acknovledged and the
people were told by the spirit that indeed I knew = great deal since I had

cigerettes ready to greet the spirits. At about three in the morning came



oS

. 7

the god Puand--expressly to greet me. he said that I lived in another lend
‘hich he himself nhad made 2nd that he was glad I had come to visit this land.
He received three or four cigerettes. He described ms land as being like that
of Kume, high and besutiful, He gave me further news of my family and said
that he was keeping for me much cettle and many horses in the land of Kuma.

Puané was creeted with happy laughter and general approval, the reception
as demonstrated by the quelity of the singing being frenzied. Puané stayéd
with us for about an hour and a half talking most of the time about me,

And finally at about five Kume herself came tovisit me and like Hatchawa
urged me to drink of the shaman's drink. T had #o drink a gourd full of it,
since it was held to my lips until I finished it. She gave me messages similar
to the others. Finally other Yaruros came, and the shamen eventually returned
being greeted by affection by all, We stopped when the sun ose and began
anothe; day of primitive life,

This was my reception among the Yaruros after my return from the Orinoco.
Afterwards we learned much about each other, and they revealed more and more
of their culture to me. We talked day and night about religion, about morality,
ab-ut the world in which we lived. I learned that a mother-in-law and son-in-
1aw must never look upon eabh other and mever talk to each other, though they
must be careful to do each otner service; ﬁhat.a man must marry his first
cousin, and that socially he is under obligation to his matermal nncle who
later becomes his father-in-law. I learned something of their ideas of the
nistory of the world, and their own history of shamanism, and primitive family
life,

One day T announced to Landaeta that I would have to lecve in the near
future, giving as a reason that mp wife and child needed me at home. Actually,
there were other consideration; my physical condition was becoming worse, though
the sores on my feet were a little betﬁer; and for the tdme being I had;nsarly

exhausted the possibilities of obtaining fresh material from my friends. After



27, »¥

2ll we had been in contact with each other for six weeks, the major portion

of it living communely and conversing with the shaman continuously d=y after
day, somet mes even from sunrise to sumrise. My daily schedule consisted

of rising at sunrise, drinking a little coffee sometimes brought to me by
Londeata and immediately plunging ihto discussions of religious themes. This
would last up to about teno'clock when Laﬁdeata would withdraw and busy himself
making string or carving gourds for several hours. During this period I would
week clarification of some points from whomsoever was present, or work on social
organization, or on geneology. In the early afternoon Landaeta would be back
with new material, new ideas, having thought over what he had said, what 1
hadsaid and what still needed to be szid., This would continue until sundown.

Then there was a short intermission for dinner, bu soon afterward I was
hurried over to the eastern sand where Landaeta and his people sat after dinner,
and there we would sit with the women meking cigers for us, talking about
mythology, religion andgeneral philosophical concepts, These discussions
would last until ten or eleven o'clock but often until much later and not
rarely shamanistic performances would be given which would last until éunrise.
Therefore there was an intense exchange of ideas for relatively long times
with no rest.

The time came when Landaeta became a little restless. He was not accustomed
to camping on one spot for more thantwo or three d ys at a time andhe himself
haddone no hunting about since I had joined them. Besides, the men and
women had to forage fartherand farther away for food. If hy physical condition
hadpermitted it would have been well to continue living with them, moving
from place to place as is normal.

However, + knew I had to return to civilization quickly. The effect
of my announcement on my hosts was interesting, and touching. It will be
recalled that I had eppeared in their midst as a stranger and a potential

enemy and it was through a fortuitous event that I was accepted by them, not
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only as a friend but as a relative who worshipped the same gods. Since
then T had actually been given an affectionate place in their emotional lives
and they were sorry to see me go. They understood the reasons that were
making it urgent for me to leave, expecially understendabde was the fact
that my wife and child who had not seen me for many months were waiting
for me to return. Never the less, they eipressed sorrow, a certain amount
of listlessness began to appear and they would come to me and sit by my side ,
telling me that theywould be a rather lonssome people after I had gone, that
they like to talk about relizius matters, that when I would no longer be
there ith them theywould have no one to talk things over with., This
attitude affected the men and women in a very curious way. We had very
1ittle food in the camp, but still they would not go out and gather fresh
quantities, And when I urged them to do so they answered that the knowledge
of my coming departure made them very sad and consequently they did not have
the proper spirit to gather food, or even to eat,

These people have very little in the way of excess goods, Each femily
has a few baskets, perhaps a water jar, a mat or two, scraps of clothing
and th ir tools, nothing more, And these generally werein very poor condition
from long use. Wanting to bring back a representative collection of their
material culture, I asked them to exchange with me 2 few of their things.
Tmmediately, they became busy weaving hammocks, making basketry and'even pottery
so that I would take back to my wife and child objects new and well-made., This
reaction on their part was spontaneous and they all expressed the idea that
I should take back with me only new, well-made articles to remember them by,
so for about a week beforemy departure, there was intense activity around
camp.

The day of my departure finally arrived and I said goad bye. There

was no ceremonial wailing as had attended my departure from a primitive

village in Brazilj but the bery silence was expressive of the mutual sorrow
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at our parting. Landaeta loaded me “nd my baggage in a canoe and we drifted
slowly away, leaving on the vast beach a few human beings alone in a strange

world but not lonesome since they live with their gods.
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Komals Children
I

#lLet the 'Racional' rob, rape and kill. Let him destroy the very tuings
wiica cost anim so much labor to make. Let nim waste his life in nzte and bldod.
He will maxe nluaself uglier toan RaxxasxXirsixegraaiad when he first appeared,
a diseased and kishapen tiaing. He will innerit a ovarren earta. We, tue
Yaruros, caildren of Kuma, will be destroyed by him, out we shall go to Kuma's
land to live with our mother.

W The virds sing oveautifully out the 'Racionalf does not uear them. He
does not listen to the roar of the monkeys on moonlit nights znd does not dance
to tueir music. The skies are cover.d with color vwhere Kuua sends her shafts of
ligut in greeting to us, her children, but the 'Racional'! does not é;e taem.

At nigut all the dead walx across the sy BNER but the Y"Racional' will not

talk with them. He thinks that they are truly dead. Tnere is no morrow for the
'Racional', He lives hidden from the light of tne day and is afraid of the

night. That is not the way we who are Kuna's children live, and when the '"Racionalt
kills us all we suall go to live with Kuma.

"Once the earth vas a fair place. There was peace. Man killed only for
food. Tnere was no hate. Then thne 'BRacional' appeared. He came mounted on & horse.
He was pock-marxed and rotting with disease. ®e put fear into all living toings.
ﬁe «illed meny Yaruros, Kuma's cuildren. Now tuere are only a few of us left.
Soon &ll of us will die, but tnis death will take us to Kuma. Our dead are
therc with rer, in her land,and they are waiting for us also. <Tne 'Racional!
will inherit 2ll of the earti but it will be stripped of all living thnings winican
maxe it beactifwul. He will live with his diseases and fight with his own Kind.
Tne world will vecome darx except in Kuma's land where we ner children will

i o |
dwell in peace.’
Landeata paused, iz as if to listen to the roaring of tuoe mon-eys wilcn

the e
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wind trought to us in waves. And then he added <indly,

"Ard you, adjinal oteh, eler brother, you too will live with us in



s
Kuma's land. You are white but Kuma has told us toat yéu are a pumel too.
like us. Kuma is waiting for you. Life will be beautiful with her.®

2e
Landzetz was the chief and the spiritual leader of his people tne Yaruros.

By 'Racionzl? ne meant tue "civilized " peoples who nad persecuted nis trives
for several aundred years. At first these were 3Spanicsh soldiers and prdests,
but later tnese gave way to the half breeds who however have given up toe
Indian mode of life for the wihite man'!s, Landaets may oe cead now and his
peorle also, but he was a wise man and a £ind nost.

The Yaruros were first reported in tie middle of the 18th century by
toe Cathnolic missionaries wio introducea tihis primitive folx in one paragraph
ana dismissed tuem in another.

WThey are so sensitive ," wrote Fatoer Gumilla ," tunat the least harsin word
or look is enough to send them away. <+hey will venisn , men ,women, and caildren,
and they will never return."

Another missionary accused them of being incorrigiocles Toey were reputed
to oe Wparricides and eaters of clay". No mission was ever establisued for tne
Yaruros. Some of them presented themselves occassionally at tue missicn of anotuer
trive, the Tamanacni, to ve duly ovaptised, obut itmey could not ove aeld there and
apparently the tribe was never Ghristianized. It is worts weniloning that tnose
trives wnich amz vere converted, tue lamanachi, tue Achaguas, Utomacos, and many
otuners pedch snered the pleing of Apure with tine Yaruros mave all disappeared.

Only the primitive, nomedic, unteamaocle Yaruros nave managed to survive.



KUMA’S CHILDREN

I.

“Let the ‘racional’ rob, rave and kild., Let him burn, hate
and destroy the very things which cost him so much labor to maske.
Let him waste his life in hate and blood. Iet him make himself
uglier than when he first appeared, a foul, diseased, mishapen
thing, He will survive our death and live to inherit the barren
earth, We, the Yaruros, the children of Kuma, will be his victims
but we shall go to Kuma’s land to live with her our mother after
the racional hasdestroyed us,

“The birds sing beautifully but the racional does not hear
them, The skies are covered with o lor where Kuma sends her shafts
of light in greeting to us her children, but the racional does not
see them, At night 211 the dead walk across the sky but the racional
will not talk with them, Hethinks that the dead are truly dead,
There is no morrow for the racional. He lives hddden frqm the light
of theday and is afraid ofthe night. That is not the way we, Kuma's
Pumeh live, and when the racional has destroyed us we shall go to
a better world.

“Once the earth was afair place, There was vpeace, Man killed
only for food, There was no hate, Then the racional appeared, He
was mounted on a horse, He was pock-marked and was rotting with
disease, He put fear into 21l living things. He killed ruthless-
ly. He killed many Yaruros, Kuma’s children, Yow there are only
a few of us left and soon all of us will die, But this death will
bring us all to Kuma, She is waiting for us in her land, Our dedd
are there with her and they are waiting for us too, The racional
will inheirt 21l the land but stripped of a3l living thing= which

make it beautiful, He will live with his diseases and fight with



Euma's Children
1

et the YRacionul' rob, rape and kill. Let him destroy the very tuings
which cost oim so much lavor to make. Let him waste his life in hate and bldod.
He will maxe nlaself uglier tuan Raxxasxfirstxsrasisd wuen he [irst appeared,

a diseased and kishapen toing. He will inimerit a varren earth. Ve, tae
Yaruros, cnildx}jn of Kuma, will be destroysd by him, but we shall go to EKuma's
land to liva \yith our mother,

W The éiras sing beautifully but the 'Racionall does not hear them. He
does not l/{sten to the roar of tue monkeys on moonlii nights and does not dance
to tmlr/énusic. The skies are cover d with color where Kuua sends Ler shafts of
li.gutﬁh greeting to us, her children, but the 'Racional' does not sce thew.

At xx{g};t all the dead wals across the siay BNXK but tuhe 'Racional' will not

talk with zha@m.f He thinks that they are truly dead. There is no morrow for the
'Racional’, He}ﬁl_ivee hidden from the ligut of tane day and is afruid of the

nigiht. That is nﬁt the way we who are Kuna's children live, and when the 'Racional!
kills'us all we/ s{@all &0 to live with Kuuwa.

“Once thie/ ;&rth was a falr place. There was peace. Man killed only for
food. There wém no hate. Then tne 'Racional' appeared. He came mounted on & horse.
He was pocx»m_f&ed and rotting with disease. ®e put fear into all living toings.
-He xilied many Yaruros, Kuma's children. Now there are only a few of us left.
Soon all of n; will die, but tuis death will tzke us to Kuma. Our dead are
therc with :Qér, in her land,and tuey are waiting for us also. Yhe 'Hacional!
will inw:it &ll of tue eartu but it will be stri.ped of all living thin.s waich
figs s icﬁ\&(ea tiful. he will live with his diseases and fight with his own kind.
The worlg will vecome durk except in Kgma'z land where we Ler children will

', . ‘
dwell in !Eeace.

I.?.nduta pauqed, Rix as if to listen to the roaring of f.@e mon-eys which
tue east ‘wik:d vrought t4 us in waves. And tihen he added xindly, A

ﬂu.nd you, WM’- otah, elder brother, you too will liﬁc with us ia

l
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3
Euma's land. You are white vut Kums has told us tuat yéu ars a puseh too.
like us. Kuma is waiting for you. Life will be besutiful with her."
| 3.
Landueta was tne chief and the spiritual leader of his people the Taruro-.
By 'Racional’ u& mennt the "civilized " peoples who hed persecuted his trives
for several nunéyiA years. At first these were Spanish soldiers and prdests,
but later tneue;éave way to the half breeds who however have given up the
Indian mode qgflife for the white man's. Landaeta may be dead now and his
people also%ﬁbut he was a wise man and a kind bost.
The;f;ruros were first reported in tihe middle of the 1l8th century by
the Catpééic missionaries who introducea tihies primitive folk in one paragraph
and d;a?xixfpsed tuem in another.
/ﬂﬁThey are so seusitive," wrote Fathcr Gumilla," tuat the least harsh word
prﬁiogk is enough to send them away. <‘hey will vanish , men ,women, anu children,
;

|

and gpzy will never return."

f Anotner missionary accused tnem of being incorriziviey Toey were reputed
10 ué'”parricides and eaters of clay". No mission was ever established for the
Yarqus. Some 0f them presented themselves occasslonally at the missi n of another
tribe, tqf Tamanacni, to ve duly baptised, but they could not bve hLeld there and
ayparbntly the kribe was never Ghristianized. It is worth mentloning that those
trives waich qﬁ:x veére converted, tone Tamanachl, tue Achaguas, Utomacos, and many

i
others gadch ﬁhared tue plaing of Apure with the Yaruros have all disappeared.

Only the priﬁitive, nomadic, unteamavle Yaruros bave managed to survive.



2.
his own kind, The world will become dark except Kume's land where
we her children will dwell,

* And you, adjimai oteh, elder brother, you too will live with
us in Kuma's land, You are white but Kuma has told us that you
are a pumeh too, like us., Xuma is iaiting for you also, Life
will be beautiful with her,”

Landaeta, headan and shamsn of the Ygruros y had been in
communion with hisgods all night, His soul had left hisbody and
traveled to Kuma's land, Many spirits had entered his body during
the absence of his soul and they had sung to us much adviee and
éncouragement. Landaeta’s soul had learned many things, and now
in theearly morning he reassured me that though I was a “racional”
8“civilized” man hisg mother goddess found me worthy. I too was
a Pumeh like the Yaruros,

2.
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With-a Primitive People o2

~of-Venezuels Fluinns

Primitive peoples are disappearing. Under the contemporary conditions
of unrest in the civilized world, no primeval forest, no matied jungle pe#h,
no desert is safe from the invasion of the civilized adventurer, seeking
notoriety, feme riches, simple adventiure, or a mere refuge from a too-op-
pressive—eivilization. Even the lowlands of tropical South America are
being penetrated, and the primitive aborigines made to know a foreign cul=-
ture. Southgiigiiné;;imiiiﬁae larze unexplored regions,’ ah&jln thelr
most remote parts there are numerous small groups of prlmitlve hunters
holding to their traditional mode of life, but thet they wx&%~tonttnus"to el
do_so for any lenzth of timeie—net—bo-be-sxpected,

The forces that are brought into play whenever the civilized seoples.
and %he nrlmltlvejzggznln contzct with each other are generally detrimental
to the latter, Tre newcomers are the real aggressors, since they come to
the country to exploit it, and often to exploit the natives themselves,

The n tives generally have recourse to one means, that of warfare, to pro=-
tect themselves and to keep possession of their country. It is seldom that

heo bt
this contact ie peaceful, though it may be well-intentioned on both sides.
Civilized interests invariably put restraints on the native population, such
as restricting their hunting grounds and activities., Resentment at being
stripped of t&gg;‘iatural privileges leads to fighting for them, Then, too,
civilized men take with them the evils of our civilization, such as economic
systems, religious, political and social ideas foreign to those that are tra-
ditional to their primitive society, and often new diseases that decimate their

population rapidly.

As in the other countries of South America, in Venezuela the aboriggnes




have disappéared or have blended with the European or African races, Out-
side of Venezuele"amd Guiana there are but few groups pure in race and
living within their ancient culture pattein., It is truly regretful that
thé”extermination of so many tribes took place before any attempt could be
made to preserve accounts of their cultures for future generations, They
themselves were not acquainted with the art of writing and thus weie not
eble to leave behind literary accounts of their history and culture.

In the interior, however, in the great s#gé;s“;egion of the country,
called the llenos, two tribes have managed to survive to this day. They do
not occupy the extensive territory as formerly they did, nor are their numbers
very great, but they have remained faithful to their ancient mode of life,
and have chosen inevitable extinction to absorption into the laboring class
of Venexuelan society, These are the Yaruros and the Guahibos of the llanos
of Apure, and it was the former that, in the spring of 1934, the University
Museum expedition visited and studied. They were hostile to the expedition
at first, and as long as this feeling lasted nothing could be done, Thus
the first step of the expedition was to break down this suspicion and to win
them over to a friendly attitude. Success ceme when least expected. But then,
that is field ethnology. It is the unexpected and the unforeseen that brings
about the fulfillment of plans, or sometimes their frustration,

~—w;£;~;;;;£53’ naked -and nomadic, roam in small bands over the esggggs of
inner Venezuela, not far from the Colombian border., Contact with European
civilization has scarcely made any impression on their mode of living., They

g+ill live 2s did their ancestors, hunting the turtle and the crocodile,

g thering wild roots and fruit., They know that they are dwindling so rapi@ly

that in a few years they will have disappeared as a people. In this afflic-
tion, they have turned to religion for relief, and so, at night lving on

the bare hot sands they watch the heavens for comforting signs from their
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gods and stoically await the day when the last one of them will have gone to
Kuma's land where there is no death, no hunger, end no unfriendly people to
oppress them,

Before the coming of the Spaniards this region was populated by numer=-
ous abori?‘i peoples, There was no fear of extermination, fo;tﬁge Caribs,
the "Huns" of South America, preferred to subjugate rather than to exterminate

the peoples they conquered Then came the European, soldiers and prlests) anof

Most of the netives were exterminated +ith in'uman cruelty, and there was ’“‘“1”57

%tL(

borne on the consciousness of the survivers, on those very same ones who Gt
‘67’»&,

considered themselves the children of gods, the knowledge that they were in-
ferior to another race, In fact, at times they were not considered to be
human beings at all. In the transformation that has occurred since, war and
disease have been active factors., Had the aborigines reelly been animals,
they would have at least been domesticated and treated with care, Preserves
might have been set aside for them as we do for game; but primitive peoples
the world over have had the misfortune to be humans after all, and because
of that entltled to no kind of even fair treatment,
ihey are a short people, but they do not give that impression, They.
are stocky, with deep chests, heavy shoulders, strong legs and rather small j
arms. Their hands 2nd feet are small and beautifully ;éde; .rTheir wrists
and ankles are small, The legs are straight, round and strong. This is
seen even among the old women, who, though desiccated and with wrinkled skins,
will still show beautifully round strong legs. Their faces are broad and
heavy with a mongoloid cast,

They are not very strong and do not seem to have any great powers of
endurance, It is not, incidentally, a question of lak&k of interst in the
task, but actual phr/sical inability, Perhaps it is true that the Indian

race is not as yet acclimatized to the tropics, for certainly it does not



seem as well fit to gstand up under the tropical heat as the negro races,

There is a legend given life from time to time that in the fastness of
the wilds of South America are to be found white Indians. However, no such
legend is built around the Yaruros who are known by the ranchers that occasion-
ally come in contact with them as being rather dark. This question of the
color of the netive peoples of tropical America has received much attention
in popular literature, O0ften little account is taken of the darkening effects
of sunlight, For inst:nce, the Yaruros who live exposed to the tropical sun
the entire day are darker than tribes I heve seen who live in the forests
and are subject to the sun's rays to a lesser extent, I heve noticed also
that some Yaruros who wore scraps of clothing showed a considerably lighter
skin color in those parts which are generally kept covered than on the parts
thet are 2lways exposed to the sun, This is not surprising, yet it is
easily forgotten by some who write szbout the IndienSand meke statements
about their color. The difference is truly siriking, since the Yaruros will
show & skin almost as black as the chocolate colored negro where it is
exposed and as light as the tanned hide of the young American who spends his
time on the beaches for a summer where it is covered.

Linguistically, the Yaruros are not related to any other people on
the continent, This does not mean, though, that they have no language &s
is sttributed very often to primitive peoples by untrained explorers, Their
language is very complex and difficult to leern. An interesting fact is that
they have a man's 1anguage and a woman's language. The endings of many words
vary in accordence with the sex of the speaker. They understznd and know
each others' language, but are very careful to speak only the language allowed
to their sex,

Physically, the tribes of South America are not primitive in the same

sense that the archaic races of REurope were primitive. There is neither the
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bulging brows, nor the stooped posture, nor the protruding jaws. But, on the
other hand, their economic culture must be civen a place close to that of our
precursors, Tt is difficult to imegine a more simple economy than the one
possessed by these people. Bow and arrow, digging stick am the key artefacts.
They have canoes, but they do most of their huntng on land; they know how to
meke pottery, but more often calabashes, gourds, turtle shells do as wells
they know “ow to make basketry but hve very little use for it; they construct
a simple shelter, but only for shade. Verious primitive peoples have sought
the shelter of caves; the Yaruros do not even seek the shelter of the forest.
Primitives have utilized stone tools: the Yaruros are satisfied with bone and
wood.

Unfortunately it is impossible to compare that phase of culture which
we mey call the non-mateyial or spiritual.,  The preliterate races thet have
vanished have not left much in the way of information on such topics aB re-
ligion, for instance, The spirituasl culture of the Yaruros and the other
primitive groups of menkind of South America astonish one by its depth, but
there is no way of comparing it with shatoof our own remote esncestors.

To a greater degree than his civilized brother the primitive is nature
conscious. With him there is no need for drives to get him to observe it
as smong civilized peoples. The primitive lives in a world of raw nature
and perforce he must associate himself with it, whereas in the case of the
civilized men, hiks life concerns are generated and solved by man-made worlds
to a greater degree. The daily stimule come to the primitive from the
pysicel world and from the life contained in it. Alweys exposed to the
elements, always wetching a world of nature over which he has no control at
all, subject to the sounds produced by wind and rein, thunder, and the animal
world, he is more sensitive to the changes that take place and seeks ex-
planations for pienomena which among civilized peoples are the prerogatives

of a few to experience.
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Dr. Vincenzo Petrullo,
60 Windemere avenue,
Lansdowne, Penna.

Dear Dr. Petrullo:

Fnclosed please find the manuscript.
I am sorry that I kept it so long, but I wanted to read
it over carefully, and I enjoyed it hugely.

Unfortunately -- magazines want art.
Had there been good pictures with this it would have
peen a wonderful story for the National Geographic.

Before you go away again why don't you
get a good 4 X 5 news camera, they can be bought for
less than £75, and I am sure you will find it profitable.
It would even not be necessary to develope in the field.

As a matter of fact any of the news agencies
would be happy to lend you equipment and material.
Of course, the "lender" expects the exclusive rights to buy
the resulting pictures.

I kxnow that the NEW YORK TIMES has made
this arrangement in the past with explorers. For that
matter I understand that the National Geographic also
lends photographic equipment. It does not take long to
nget on" to the use of this equipment and the modern
news plates and films are so fast that they are practically
fool proof. You go to such unusual places that the art
would be extremely valuable. The prices which the
National Geographic pays for stories are such, I believe,
that it is worth while. With kindest personal regards,

Very cordially yours,
Oc\\/w\‘\- ELK\'\Q\*A\"“
George H. Eckhardt.

2047 North Park avenue,
Philadelphia, Pa.



