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THREE THOUSAND MILES
TIHHROUGH BRAZIL.

CHAPTER 1.

FROM JANUARIA TO MANGA DO ARMADOR.

Our united troops—A pleasant ride in the forest—Fazenda de Mocombo
—A Brazilian gentleman—Luxurious quarters—Produce in excess of
demand—Cheap land—Invisible ladies—British weather—Evidences
of cultivation—A cattle farm—A fortunate shelter—Rough fare—A
sudden storm—Limestone hills—A varied country—Village of Jacaré
—A river trader—Chaff—We astonish the natives—A detour—A
trial to one’s patience—Fantastic forms of limestone—A struggle
amidst thorns, brambles, and swamps—A vaqueiro’s house, grimy
quarters—A musical disturbance—A wet morning, a wet day, and a
flooded country—Hospitality refused—A refuge—A damp night’s
lodging—A good-natured black—A welcome to sunshine again—
Manga do Armador—Low type of inhabitants, a riverside Wapping
—Effects of malaria—Probable future improvement in climate of
River Valley.

[anuary 23rd.—This morning
our united troops made a
goodly show as we defiled out
of the city. Besides our three
selves we had nine men, one
boy, twenty-seven mules and
horses, and three dogs, Feroz,
Caranca, and Pequeno.

Soon after leaving the town,
the road gradually leads away

from the river-side, passing

many habitations and long level

tracts of inundated land, the

openings in the low scrub being the only indications of the
VOL. II. ‘ B




2 JanvArRIA TO MANGA DO ARMADOR.

road ; this extended for cight or nine miles, when the track
entered a forest of splendid trees, where a fairly good and
broad waggon-road offered us a pleasant canter ahead of
the mule-train.

Even the dogs, by their gambols and joyful barkings, seemed
to appreciate the merits of a dry wide road in the pleasant
shade.

The forest was singularly free from the usual dense
undergrowth, and many charming glades and openings between
the grand trees formed many scenes of sylvan beauty. Ccn-
spicuous amongst the trees were giant buttressed gammelcira,
many of them wreathed in massive encircling /ianas, such
as the monstera deliciosa, and bedecked with brilliant flower-
ing crimson Jromelias. Delicate tree and other ferns, and
guariroba and jeribd palms softened with their feathery
foliage the dark outline of the massive trunks. Cipos or
creepers hung in long pendent lines like the cordage of a
ship, or formed graceful curves from tree to tree; numerous
orchids, parasites, mosses, and lichens decorated the trunks
and branches, to such an extent that almost every tree was
a garden in itself.

At the end of twenty miles, the even ground of the forest
changed to rolling hills. of a more upland country that had
been cleared of its primitive forest and turned into pasture-
land.

We soon afterwards” arrived at a substantial, two-storied
fazenda, the Fazenda de Mocombo.! Along its wide front,
extended on the first floor, a pleasantly shaded verandah
where an old gentleman in a dressing-gown was seated in a
rocking-chair; and on our requesting permission to speak
with the proprictor, he replied, “ Sox scu criade” (I am your
servant), and further desired us to dismount and enter. We
presented our cards and briefly explained our nationality and

! This place is indicated on maps as a village or small town. Not at
all an nncommon mistake is it to thus misrepresent the most important
estates as villages. Mocembo, like Quilombo, is a retreat of fugitive slaves.




Luxurious QUARTERS. 3

purposes, and that our large troop would shortly arrive. The
old gentleman courteously apologized for not rising from his
chair, saying, “ Sou muito vellw e doente” (I am very old and
ill) ; but, with a kindly smile, he expressed his pleasure to
receive us, and all the poor accommodation of his house was
at our disposition, clapped his hands, and directed his negros
to take the animals and prepare for the rest of the troop.

Our worthy host was a Senhor Marcellino—I regret I have
forgotten the rest of his name—a well-educated gentleman
and representative of the class of educated Brazilian planters.
I shall long remember and be grateful, not only for the
personal comforts bestowed upon us, but for the genial
courtesy and kindliness expressed by this kind old gentleman
in every word and deed. That night we revelled in the
almost forgotten luxuries of a well-appointed bedroom and
a civilized table: to meet such a place as this in these back-
woods is like finding a jewel in a dust-heap.

The verandah overlooked a prettily arranged flower and
fruit garden in the front of the house, where we found many
an European garden flower growing in great luxuriance.
Beyond the garden, the ground stretched far away in great
rolling grassy downs, dotted with many herds of browsing
cattle ; the tall straight trunks of a neighbouring forest and
the blue outline of distant highlands completed the picture ;
by the side of the fazenda a clear stream of water murmured
a monotone as it flowed amongst the stones of a pebbly
bed, and created the pleasant music of the splash of the
falling water of an adjoining water-wheel. In our pleasant
circumstances, with what an appreciative mind a traveller
can enjoy the peaceful surroundings of such a scene in the
quiet of the evening, when the lights of the western sky
assume the pearly greys and delicate azure tints of the short
twilight of these regions, and the first chill mists of night
appear in filmy clouds like snow-white wool.

Our host unfortunately had to retire early, but becfore
doing so he told us in conversation that his family had occu-
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4 Jaxuaria To MANGA DO ARMADOR.

pied lands in and around Januaria for many generations, and
had been planters in the good old mining and colonial times,
when agricultural produce was scarce and very valuable and
slaves were cheap ; now, he says, we are all planters or traders,
and produce more than we can profitably dispose of; he
further told us that he owned an adjoining estate of rich
forest and pasture-land with a good house, fences, and farm
buildings on it ; the area was very considerable—in fact, he
hardly knew its extent ; for this he said he would accept 200/,
for there were many more scllers of land than buyers.

1 know we all saw with regret the sun rise the next morn-
ing and necessitate our departure from the most comfortable
quarters we had met with since leaving Taboleiro Grande.
There were some female occupants of the fazenda, for we
heard their voices, but they were as removed from sight as if
they were the inmates of an Eastern harem.

As usual in many of the better order of fazendas in the
country, we were only permitted to pay for the corn the
animals had consumed, but I knew that some of the blacks
would have a merry time after we had left; for it is rarely
that these poor slaves in these country enugen/ios can obtain
a few luxuries to soften their dreary lives. Unfortunately we
were not enabled to get away so early as anticipated, for a
sudden and violent downpour of rain prevented the loading
of the mules for some hours, as it is always advisable in
travelling not only to “keep your powder dry,” but your
baggage also.

Iate in the morning, however, the united troop formed
the order of march, and away we once more jog, jogged,
splashing through the muddy road and turbulent little
strcams ; a drizzle still was falling, the sky was overcast
with masses of piled up leaden-coloured clouds, and the
vegetation dripped with moisture from every leaf as we
again entered the sombre shade of forest.

A rainy day in Brazil seems to have much more depressing
effects than even to a tourist in an out-of-the-way village, say
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in the west of Ireland, for in these tropical countries one gets
so accustomed to the glare and brightness of the sunshine,
the brilliant skies, and foliage glistening in the fierce light,
that whenever a day of the drizzling British climate occurs,
down goes the thermometer, up goes one’s liver, everything
becomes damp, and chilly, and muddy, and every one looks
pinched, cold, and disagreeable.

Here in the forest, as we ride along splashing in the mud,
carefully drawing mackintoshes over every corner of our
limbs, for the wet leaves of branches occasionally sweep our
faces, and ornament our noses with drops of crystal water ;
detached clouds of mist glide like phantoms through the trees,
and the drip, drip, drip of water is heard everywherc; then
sometimes a mule, without apparent reason, would stampede
off into the adjoining bush, jam and crush the baggage against
the trees, the noise creates other stampedes and confusion of
all the troop; all our carcful arrangement of mackintoshes
are no longer regarded as each of us struggles amongst the
wct bushes to catch the recalcitrant mules, and reform the
troop ; of course, on such occasions it always rains harder,
so on we go, wet, chilly and muddy, to an unknown camp.

In this forest-land, we passed in the lowlands many
clearings of exhausted or existing cultivated plots of maize,
beans, tobacco, cottoﬁ, castor-tree, and mandioca ; the soil is
exceedingly rich and well watered, and the country is
admitted to be very salubrious, yet land can be obtained here
in comparatively almost any quantity and quality, forest,
grass, or scrub, for a mere bagatelle.

In the afternoon we emerged from the almost continual
forest on to undulating hilly ground, grass-clad hills, and
wooded, watered valleys, combining all the clements required
for cattle-raising or agriculture in admirable combination.
At about 3 p.m., after travelling about cighteen miles, we
arrived at the currals and adobe houses of a fazenda nestling
in the shade of great gammwlcira trces and paddocks of
fruit-trees : oranges, bananas, papaw,. ginpapos, jaboticadas,
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&c. The sky had cleared, and the sun’s rays brightened up
the scene, the place looked homely and prosperous, although
to an English farmer’s eyes it would have appeared very
untidy.

On riding up to the door of the residence, a general
stampede of all the female occupants took place ; doors and
window shutters were hurriedly closed and fastened as we
approached. Some blacks cngaged in yoking oxen to a
bullock-cart informed us that the “senhor ” was not at home,
that his name was Marcellino de Sd, a breeder of cattle and
manufacturer of rapadura (bricks of sugar),and that a short
distance beyond was an empty house that we might occupy
for the night.

Continuing our journey over more hills of grass and
scrub, and streamlets and woods in" the bottoms, we even-
tually crossed a stream 100 feet wide, flowing over a flat
rocky bed, with banks of gravel, and ascended the rise of a
hill on the opposite side, and there found our new quarters,
quite a new large housec with a tiled roof, adobe walls,
shuttered windows, and the door standing invitingly open ;
truly we had no reason to regret Senhor Marcellino’s absence,
such quarters as these were to be duly appreciated in such
weather as we might expect at night.

It was a lively and bustling scene, as mule after mule
arrived and the process of unloading and carrying the
baggage into the house went on; then man and horse
stretched their stiffened limbs. Each of the mules as soon
as relieved of its burdens, after a good sniff and examination
of the ground, walks round the selected spot once, and then
slowly goes down on its knees, and turns over on its back for
a good roll in the sand.

Whilst the dinner was in process of preparation, my two
companions and I adjourned to the stream at the bottom
of the hill for a plunge and a swim in the pellucid water.
The preparations for dinner were not made by a cook in a
white blouse and cap, in a modern kitchen, but by black and




A SouaLL. -

/

muddy Bob ; in a pail of water, beans, dry beef, and salt pork
were indiscriminately soaked, and a little of the accompanying
dirt extracted before being put in the saucepan or on the
fire. The house was admirably situated, and commanded
extensive views of well-diversified scenery all around ; at
the foot of the hill was the stream of clear water, clear even
then in the rainy weather ; beyond it in all directions appeared
rolling hills, some clad with fine forests, others with grass or
with low scrub between thickets of trees and groups of palms.
Away to the west about ten or twelve miles, appeared the
dark outline of an irregular range of elevated hills, forming
probably the bluffs of the Western Sdo Iranciscan table-
land.

As the sun set dark banks of clouds gathered over these
heights, shadowing their blue outlines to dark purples and
oreys ; as the clouds advanced the shadows extended over
hill and dale, then slanting lines of pale grey appcarcd be-
tween clouds and hills, thunder crashed, and jagged lines of
vivid light flashed, slight puffs of wind were occasionally
felt, a distant hoarse murmur was heard, the clouds rapidly
extended, enveloping carth and sky in a pall of grey mist,
more and more puffs of wind, a few heavy drops of warm
rain fell, then the leaves whirled in the air, palms and trees
bowed, and with a hoarse cry the storm of wind and rain,
and crashing thunder and vivid lightning was upon us.
Thankful we were as we sat in the semi-darkness with door
and window closed to have such a sanctuary. IHow the wind
howled around, and the vivid flashes of lightning illumined the
interior of the room, followed by terrific salvoes of heaven’s
artillery! Soon, the thunder became fainter and more dis-
tant, and the rain and wind ceased as suddenly as it com-
menced. On opening the door, behold a starry night and
streamlets of water coursing madly down the hill ; the thunder
muttered in the distance, as the clouds and mist disappeared

to the east, and the tropical squall was over.
It was not long after the crash of the storm had ceased
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before the house echoed to the measured notes of its sleeping
tenants.

January 25.—It was a welcome sound that awoke us with
the first glimmer of daylight, the steady crunch of the mules
enjoying their feed of corn. It is always a relief to find on
awakening that no animals are missing.

Once more jog, jog, on the road to the north. It was
twelve miles to Jacaré,” a small village situated on the banks of
the river. We passed through a rough and varied district,
forest and second-growth being the main features of the
vegetation ; on the way were many strange and weird hills
of limestone rock, worn and chased by ages into towers and
pinnacles and other fantastic forms, the interstices being
filled with a variety of a huge blue cactus, and by other vege-
tation too numerous to specify. The road was alternately
rugged from rocks and roots of trees, slippery from the
rain, and soft and swampy in the hollows; we passed
not more than a half-dozen roadside habitations on the
way.

The arraial or hamlet of Jacaré consists simply of one
street of scattered houses and huts facing the river, and con-
tains about 300 souls; almost every habitation has its own
compound in which grow many of the fruit and other trees
common to the district. A wide straggling road largely
overgrown with grass, forms the main thoroughfare; a few
large trees grow on the river-banks, under the shade of which
are discussed local politics and the crops, and form collec-
tively the village ale-house and exchange mart for the
transaction of business with the river-traders. A tumble-
down old barn of a church is of course the indispensable
adjunct to the village.

On riding up to the door of the most comfortable-looking
house, the owner invited us to enter and partake of the
incvitable coffee ; then ensued the usual questions as to our
business, ages, salaries, &c.  In the meantime all the village

> Alligator.
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gossips crowd round the door, the usual gaping, listless, idle
group.

We heard that we should find ahead many habitations by
the riverside, but that the road skirting the river was flooded,
and it would be advisable to take a guide to show us through
the woods around the hills of Itacaramby, a little further on.
A halt was necessary to rest the animals and to shoe many
of them after the rough ride of the morning.

A stroll through the village showed us the usual life of
these riverside hamlets. A trader’s darca was at the muddy
praia surrounded by a number of brown and black women,
chaffering with the pedlar for a cotton dress, needles, ribbons,
flaming red or blue shawls, &c.; at the moment he was show-
ing them, to their intense delight, a straw hat, trimmed with
the brightest of ribbons and imitation flowers ; they could not
find the wherewithal to purchase it, and the hat was restored
to its box, amidst the sighs and regrets of the women. “A:/
Sta. Maria! Que chapeo bonito! Que coisa linda! Aid:
niim, isto nao ¢ para pobres como nos.” (Ah! Holy Mary!
What a lovely hat! What a pretty thing! But, dear me,
this is not for poor people like us.)

Hard by, under the shade of trees, another group of men
were tinkling guitars, and shouting their impromptu songs,
that we found were descriptive of the arrival of the znglezes
(ourselves), their white skin, the great troop, the fat mules,
our land far away where lived all the rich people and no poor
ones, &c., &c., concluding each refrain with “Olke! as mocas
estao olhando” (Look! the girls are watching you). The
latter observation created a giggle amongst the dark /Jourzs of
the darca, between whom and the songster ensued a mild
form of banter.

A countryman with a horseload of beans and salted suru-
bim was going from house to housc to find a purchaser, a few
cattle and pigs were browsing on the bush by the river-banks,
a few loungers at the doorways, and half-clad women leaning
in the windows, or working the old pillow lace, and the
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sounds of the shrill piping chant of the village school,
completed the rest of the life of the village, as it appeared to us.

In front of the village extended the broad and turbid
waters of the flooded river, bearing many a snag on its flow-
ing surface, and excepting the barca at the praia, no other
craft was visible, either up or down the grand mass of water.

Daring our perambulations we had been accompanied by
all the soleques® of the village, who listened with astonished
eyes and open mouth to our conversation with each other in
English. I do not think a single object of our costumne
escaped their observation and remarks; they darted ahead and
about us, like village boys at home around an arriving circus
caravan.

Taking a guide with us, at 2 p.m. we filed out of the
village into lower ground, inundated from the high water of
the river ; the flood extended for a long way inland, the bush
and trees of the banks alone indicating their margins;
for two miles we splashed through this pca-soup-looking
water, when our guide led us off to the left, on to higher
ground, and entered apparently a pathless forest; as he went
on hacking with his facio,' a way through bush and briar,
and we saw our long troop of mules with their projecting
packs, and in front the pathless matted bramble, it certainly
did appear puzzling how we were to get on. Upon asking
our guide what was his object in plunging into this maze, he
informed us that an elevated mass of rock we had perccived
in front of us, and known as the Morro de Itacarambi, ex-
tended to the river’s banks, and the road at its foot is only
passable when the river is not flooded, and that somewhere
in the forest there was a path that passed to the rear of these
hills. A few of the men were called up with billhook and
knife, to assist the guide to clear the way. Slowly we forged
ahead, the ground in many places being treacherously soft
and boggy, in which the animals sank, and were with diffi-
culty extracted ; the trailing vines and thorny bramble tore

3 Coloured boys. * Large wood-knife.
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our clothes and faces, the animals got squeezed in between
trees, or crushed against trunks of trees, and immediately a
mule meets an obstacle to his progress he is at once seized
with a frantic desire to go ahead with all his force ; result,
something gives way and down come the packs, and away
goes the mule into the midst of bramble and briar; add to
it all, a hot steamy fetid atmosphere, like that of a:hot-
house, foul exhalations from the swampy soil, and myriads
of mosquitos. Verily it was a good trial to one’s patience
and philosophy.

After an hour of vexatious and laborious work we came
alongside the precipitous walls of the Morro, towering above
the woods in pinnacled and otherwise fantastic forms of lime-
stone rock, worn by the wecather of ages into strange and
weird shapes like the ruins of old castles ; immense candelabra
cactii in the hollows of the rock added their strange forms
to the hobgoblin appearance of the place.

It was a queer scene to see us struggzling and working our
way in the close pestiferous heat, amongst the trees and vines
of that grim solitude; but time and patience effect wonders,
for in another hour we found the long-sought-for trail, but
hardly better than the pathless jungle we had passed, for it
was thickly obstructed by roots, quagmires, trunks of trees,
creepers, and bramble ; however, it afforded us an indication
that we were in the right direction, as the prospect of passing
a night in such a locality would have been anything but
pleasant. Four miles only, we afterwards were told, was
the estimated distance through that tangled maze.

This Morro de Itacarambi is a strange featurc of the
country ; it is an elongated mass of limestone rising abruptly
from a plain, for we had travelled around it inland from river-
bank to river-bank, and all the way found the ground around
it practically flat and swampy. It stands there a solitary
remnant of the land that once filled the valley of the river, a
grim vestige of bygoneages. The limestone hills on the road
to Jacaré arc precisely of a similar formation.
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As the sun became low in the west we emerged once more
into daylight and open space ; before us strctched a broad
cxpanse of swamp, bounded on the east by a belt of forest
that excluded a view of the river, and on the west by rising
ground covered with cerrado scrub.

Learning that a cattle farm was at the further side of the
swamp, about two miles distant, we pushed on our panting
weary animals, splashing through the flooded land, and often
floundering in the many quagmires; finally we reached the
Sitio de Itacarambi, the outlying station of a cattle fazenda,
and residence of a cow-herd (vagueiro). It consisted merely
of an open shed witha corner partitioned off by mud walls ;
at the rear was the cattle curral, knee-deep in black fetid
mud that extended to the floor of the open shed. All around
outside the ground was marshy, wet, and muddy.

The wvagueiro willingly consented to shelter us for the
night, his roof and dry floor being very acceptable in such a
sloppy neighbourhood, albeit the odours of the mud of the
curral were not those of Araby the bless'd. That night Bob
had to “ hurry up ” with his messes, for our long day’s ride of
twenty-four miles had created appetites that an alderman
would have envied.

After dinner as we cnjoyed the fragrant weed, in the dark-
ness rendered visible by the dim smokey light of a solitary
lamp of cotton-wick placed in the shallow iron cup of
castor-oil, and by the flickering light of a log-fire, we forgot
the fatigues of the day, and the squalor around us, and one
and all dropped off into dreamland; unfortunately our
slumbers were not to last long, for the house was soon after
invaded by a number of carousing friends of our host, who
noisily entered regardless of his sleeping guests; songs and
dances were soon started, accompanied by a rub-a-dub-dub
symphony on a drum, constructed out of the hollow trunk of
a tree, on the extremitics of which sheep-skins had been
stretched. Many and hcarty were the blessings we called
down upon the strangers, and the air became blue with the
observations ; finally, our host, noticing our restlessness (it
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evidently occurred to him for the first time that perhaps we
might not appreciate the concert), blandly inquired if the
turmoil was inconvenient : the answer he received immediately
cleared away all doubts. When he suggested to his friends
that the estrangeiros (foreigners) perhaps might want to sleep,
the rough, but good fellows immediately desisted, and calm
and peace ensued.

January 26¢/.—This morning there was rain, steadily pour-
ing rain and drifting clouds of mistand drizzle, that shrouded
from view all distant objects and made the air damp and
chilly. The men presented a benumbed appearance when
they arrived with the mules from the adjoining pasture, their
heads and shoulders carefully enveloped in their poncios,
but legs and fect bare, their faces were blanched and blue,
and their teeth chattered with cold. No, their faces were not
exactly blue, their brown complexions assumed more of a
drab, or dirty yellow tinge ; dripping with wet, they looked
like turkey-buzzards after a shower. They took very
kindly to a dram of cackaca, tossing it off without a wink,
with a sigh of satisfaction, and “Ak! agora o bivo
morreo!” (Ah! now the diro has died)—that awful insect
that is always being killed, but only dies to again resuscitate,
a veritable Pheenix amongst insects.

One by one the animals were led into the shed and loaded
under cover. Breakfast over, and an extra ration of rum
served out to the men to keep off the chills, away we filed
off in the driving rain and flooded land.

Fortunately, we obtained a guide from amongst last night’s
visitors, otherwise it was very doubtful if we should have
been able to find our way through the water that covered the
land. All day we splashed through the water, always keep-
ing by the river-banks, then all submerged. It rained all day;
the sky overcast with grey clouds and leaden in its hues,
the surrounding country all obscured in driving mist and
rain, and the chilly, damp air, altogether formed anything
but a conventional Brazilian picture.

The adjoining country is low-lying grass land, intersected
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by bushes and occasional clumps of woods. The few poor
huts we passed were flooded and deserted ; water, water
everywhere, and not a place to rest. In the afternoon the
weather became worse, violent gusts of wind swept by and
rain poured in torrents, accompanied by thunder and light-
ning ; several deep holes of small strcams had with great
difficulty been crossed ; in one case, the packs were unloaded
in the wet and mire, and carried across on the men’s backs,
the animals swimming across ; everything, man and baggage,
was thoroughly soaked, but there was no alternative but to
proceed ; we might just as well have camped in a shallow
lake as to have stayed there.

At 4 p.m. we sighted a wagueiro's house on dry ground,
called Poco de Lavagem, but the owner being away, the
female occupants would neither appear nor answer to our
summons, and remained silent and invisible behind the
closed doors and windows. After a consultation it was
decided to push on again, as higher ground was reported to
be had further on. The pack-mules were with difficulty
driven away from the inhospitable house, grunting as a mule
will grunt when he is disgusted.

The rain still came down in torrents, and the water in
places became so deep that the mules were almost swimming ;
we were in despair when we thought of our clothes, stores,
&c., and saw the boxes and trunks continually dip into the
water. Not a human being had been met the whole of the
long day.

Fortunately, towards the late afternoon the waters shallowed,
and at last, in the fading light of this gloomy day, dry ground
was reached, and better still, a house with an open and empty
copial (large open verandah) in thefrontof it. Onknocking
at the door it was found to be closed and fastened, and no one
replied. 'We could not, however, stand upon ceremony, and
hastily got the baggage under cover of the friendly roof.

How wet, cold and hungry we all were! with some
difficulty wood was obtained from a thicket hard by, and
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there was soon a welcome fire burning, over which Bob soon
prepared some dampers of farinka (bejoo) that stayed our
ravenous hunger until the beans were ready ; from 7 a.m. to
7 p-m is a long day’s ride through rain and flooded land all
the way, without a halt for rest or refreshment.

In the evening the owner of the house, a black man, and
his wife, a mulatto, arrived. We tendered our apologies for
our occupation of his verandah (then well filled-up with our-
selves, men, saddles, and baggage) ; he good-humouredly told
us to make ourselves at home, and that his “ house was at our
orders.” As we saw no more of him that night, perhaps he
thought it just as well not to kick against the pricks ; it would
have required a good many owners to have turned us out into
that dark wet night. We had to make ourselves as cornfort-
able as the limited space afforded ; we certainly had a sound
thatch roof overhead, but from the open front and sides the
driving moisture-laden wind blew upon us all night. Well-
aired beds were not de 7zguenr that night.

Although I have mentioned the chilliness of the air, I found
the thermometer registered 70° (F.) in the day, and 65° (I.) in
the evening. It is really not the temperature that makes one
feel cold ; it is the excessive and penectrating dampness of the
air, that seems to have a peculiar affinity to one’s bones.

That night, after the mules had had a feed of corn, they
were turned loose in the darkness to find a pasturc for them-
selves, and early in the morning every one appeared in camp,
waiting for another ration of maize, evidently having fared but
poorly in the night ; but corn, it is well known, constitutes the
sum-total of a mule’s earthly happiness.

On our host informing us that the Arraial da Manga do
Amador was only four miles distant, we made an carly brealk-
fastless departure, in order to reach that place and rest the
mules for the day, and dry our sopping effects.

A clear bright morning followed the wet of the previous
day ; how welcome was the sun again after such a day ! and
as we cantered along ahead of the mule-train we felt inclined
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to shout, like Massaniello, “ Hail! smiling morn,” for verily
the distant hills, the foliage, and river were gilded and bright
with the burnished rays of the morning sun; but as it
ascended in the heavens, its heat eventually developed such a
stcam from the saturated ground, that the atmosphere became
like a vapour-bath, the wind died away, and the temperature
became close, hot, and stifling.

On the borders of pools of water, rapidly evaporating,
myriads of butterflies covered the moist ground, rising in
clouds as we rode through them, like a fall of variously-
coloured snow ; they were of many varieties, but the common
brimstone colour predominated. ‘

Manga do Amador was at last sighted, situated on high
ground by the river-side.® On arrival we succeeded in ob-
taining a large and fairly-clean empty house, where, as soon
as the troop arrived, the wet baggage was unpacked, and
clothes and stores extended in the sunshine in a yard at the
rear ; such a cleaning and drying of clothes and persons, for
we all felt such very way-worn travellers.

The village is built upon two elevations, eighty feet above
the river, and consists of a dilapidated old church, and about
fifty or sixty houses or ranchos occupied by the variously-
coloured, mixed races of the country, bodes|® cabras) caboclos}
and negros.

I did not sce in the whole village any semblance to a white
skin ; even the more well-to-do indicated by their flat faces
and lank black hair, their Indian origin ; there seemed to be
more than the usual apathy in this place, and scant of civility,
they had barely energy enough to favour us with the usual
inspection, or wearily turn their limp lounging forms towards
us as we passed.

5 It is eighty miles from Januaria by the river ; the bluffs of the banks
are thirty-four feet above ordinary water-level.

6 Bode, a male goat, is a slang term for a mulatto.

7 Cabra, a female goat, is a common name for any coloured individual,

but only applied to the lower classes.
8 Caboclo, a countryman, but the name infers generally an Indian origin.
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There was a great predominance of ill-favoured mulatto
and caboclo women, tricked out in all the coarse finery of
country-embroidered chemises, many-coloured ribbons and
gorgeously-coloured cotton-skirts ; nearly all were tinkling
guitars, and swinging in hammocks in their grass-thatched,
mud-walled huts.

This place is a species of riverside Wapping, or Southsea
of the olden time, and a favourite place of call for the dar-
quetros to have “a day ashore ;” but there being no ships in
port, perhaps accounted for the more than usual want of
animation,

In all these riverside settlements a traveller cannot help
noticing the emaciated frames and listless countenances of
many of the inhabitants, due in a great measure to repeated
attacks of sezols, or maleta, as the intermittent fevers are
variously termed. A wholesome life, and a few local efforts
might probably prevent the development of the discase ; but an
utter neglect of all hygiene, poor diet, excess in drink and
debauchery, late hours, and the squalor and filth of the habita-
tions are a direct invitation of the sickness in a malarious
district. As a proof that the fevers can be greatly avoided,
it will be observed that all the wealthier classes are compara-
tively robust, and free from the complaint even in districts
that have a bad name ; there are, however, some localities, like
the Upper Sio Francisco, that, in its present wild state, are
simply untenable, no personal care or precaution being suffi-
cient to guard against an attack of the endemical fevers.

The rich red earth of the river bluffs, and the many fine trees
in the clumps of woodland that surrounded the village, indi-
cate the excellence of the soil. When this grand natural
highway of inland Brazil becomes developed by thrifty and
energetic immigrants, what a paradise it must necessarily
become ; the fevers will disappear, as they have disappeared
in many parts of the United States, by occupation and
cultivation of the land.
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A matuto on a chilly
morning.
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FROM MANGA DO ARMADOR TO CARINHANHA.

Another wet march—Difficulties of passing flooded streams—Orchids—
A varied vegetation—A jararaca-assu snake—A sensible woman—
Generous and kind hosts—Valueless mutton—An industrious and
contented man—Fazenda de Tabua—Another ugly crossing—Cattle
districts—Ponte de Lagoa—Mosquitos—A dreary night—Carousing
black neighbours—Dismal squalor—A haunt of the demon sloth—
The riverside road—The rising of the waters—The boundary of
Minas Geraes and Bahia—The Rio Carinhanha —The city and its

inhabitants—Secluded lives of the females
—A long delay—Programme of explora-
tions to be made—Climate—Idle lives—
Improvidence—A vessel is chartered for a
voyage down the river—Good-bye to old
Tommy.

REFRESHED and reinvigorated after a
day’s lounge, the early morning saw us
once more on the march, but gusts of
wind and a heavy leaden sky gave indi-
cations of another wet march, and as
we descended gradually from the wooded
bluffs of the Manga to again flooded
lowlands, the rain came down in violence,
as though it had been reserving its force
for us to fairly get under way:.

At two miles out we came across an
ugly swollen stream, showing only the
bush-tops above water to indicate the
neighbourhood of the banks. It had
to be crossed, however, somehow. By




DirFicuLTiES OF FORDING FLOODED STREAMS. 19

the rushing water, that served as a bridge for foot-travel-
lers ; a number of saplings were lashed together to scrve
as a long firm handrail, the ends being secured to the bush
on each side of the stream ; then ensued the wearisome work
and delay of unpacking all the baggage and transporting
it on the men's backs, the submerged trunk serving as a
bridge; we were carried across in similar baggage fashion ;
then after onc or two excecedingly narrow escapes from
drowning, all the animals were safely swum across; all the
time the rain poured down pitilessly.

On the other side of the stream the ground was
higher and not flooded, and covered with a magnificent
forest growth. I never saw so many orchids and other
objects of interest as in this forest ; especially noticeable was
a grand vine bearing bright crimson passion flowers.
One orchid, whose flowers I plucked, possessed a perfume
like heliotrope. Often the only answer to any inquiries for
local names of these plants is “uma flor atod,” or “uma coisa
alod,” i.e. “ a useless flower,” or “a useless thing.”*

One 1ight casily have filled any number of pages in only
attempting to describe the varied vegetation, the great
quantities of variegated leaf plants,” the maze of tree-trunks,
the coiling, festooned, all-embracing vines, the Luttressed
trees, trees tall and smooth as a scaffold-pole, or studded
with spikes like the mamma de porco? here where every tree
or palm, or sapling, or vine is different to its neighhour, only
a series of drawings, or a volume of description could rcally
convey an idea of these woods.

On the road through this forest, the men killed a large
Jararaca-assu, five feet nine inches in length.

' A very good story was once told me of an English mining engineer,
who came out to report upon a mining property in Brazil, and under-
standing nothing of Portuguese, he described, in his report, a certain
species of rock as being known to the natives by the name of “ pedia
alod,” or, in other words, a useless good-for-nothing stone.

* Xanthoxylon, sp.
3 Caladium, gen,
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A mid-day halt was made during a cessation of the rain
in a picce of open rolling hill-country by the side of a
small swiftly flowing rivulet.

Long sheets of water bordered by cerrado, or grass, or
clumps of wood, was the type of country traversed in the
afternoon.

At 4 p.m. we arrived at a comparatively neat and bustling
cattle-fazenda, situated on a gentle rise from the lowlands,
and surrounded by cerrado. At the ‘door of the house a
neatly dressed young woman was standing, who, strange
enough, did not run away on our approach.

On inquiring if we could obtain pasturage for the animals,
she informed us that although her husband was not at the
moment at home, she expected him to arrive shortly, and
that we were quite welcome ; there was good pasture close by,
and would we dismount, enter, and take some coffee. Here
was a change indeed ! what varieties of people one meets in a
day’s march, and how difficult it is to generalize a nation by
the individuals one becomes associated with, for here was a
country-woman who fled not at sight of strangers.

Inside the house there were many indications of thrift and
activity ; the furniture was naturally plain and simple, yet
there was an air of comfort rarely met with. We were
shown into a large room with tables, chairs, and benches,
and were told it was at our disposition ; a neighbouring closed
shed received the luggage, and the tent was raised for the
men.

Seeing a number of sheep wandering about, I' asked our
hostess if we might purchase one.

«“ Purchase one of those useless animals? What for ?”

I explained that we should duly appreciate their flesh for
dinner.

“ Deos me livre)’ she replied with astonishment, “what
cat those dixos ! why you may have a half-dozen if you like ;
but sell them we cannot, as they are valueless.”

i The country Brazilians have a curious antipathy to mutton that is
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Whilst we were carefully superintending the grilling of kid-
neys and mutton-chops, our host arrived, a good-looking active
young man of twenty-five or twenty six years of age, and
as near a white man as the country-side can produce. He was
very cheery and kind, and endeavoured to do all in his power
to make us comfortable. He had excellent beds made up
for us of sacks filled with leaves of the husks of maize, and
that, I can assure any one, is not to be despised, especially
when accompanicd by rugs, pillows, and clean shects.

Our host told us he had been married cight years, and was
then twenty-six years old ; he had inherited the lands from
his father with a few slaves; he owned many herds of cattle
and cultivated a 7oca ; that he enjoyed excellent health, and
with his wife and children he was, as he really appeared to be,
perfectly happy and contented ; he had enough to supply his
simple requirements, and every year his stock was increasing.
We chatted on until late in the evening, and our host and his
wife were apparently so interested in our conversation that
they were loth to leave us; we sat around a fire in the yard,
some on chairs, some on logs, some on hides, and roasted
sweet mandioca in the fire ; the senhora eventually fetched her
guitar, and favoured us with songs that, if rather high-pitched
and nasal, were at least kindly meant. Our best thanks and
kindest remembrances to the fazendeiro de Tabua.

January 29th—On leaving Tabua the next morning we
experienced again rough treatment by the weather, for as
we entered a second growth of forest (forest bush and scrub),
down carme the rain again, and also in a short distance
another ugly stream, the Riacho de Colindo, appeared as
a bar to our progress; its steep slippery banks, and deep

simply incomprehensible ; they themselves can give no reason, beyond
the fact that they have never been accustomed to it. It is quite within
the last twenty vears that mutton can be obtained in the butchers’ shops
even in Rio de Janeiro. I remember that in Pernambuco in 1868 to
1873 the only mutton procurable was what could be obtained from the

passing Royal Mail steamers.
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swiftly flowing waters appeared almost impassable. After a
long time and much difficulty a tall jacarandd sapling was
felled, and hauled into a proper position across the flood, to
serve as a pinguella’ and by its help, with time, labour, and
patience, the opposite shore was finally reached with all the
baggage.

Further on the country becomes more and more open, long
stretches of grass sward and thin cerrado-covered hills
appear, and frequent roadside habitations, chiefly small cattle-
stations or herdsmen’s huts, indicate a purely and simple
cattle district.

Twenty-four miles of steady jogging found us at sunsct at
Ponte da lagoa, a small refzvo or cattle-station belonging to
a ncighbouring fazenda.

My companions and I were a long way ahead of the troop,
the sky was becoming black with the massing of clouds of
an approaching wet night, and the small hut of the ret:70, tem-
porarily crowded with odorous field-hands and their friends,
afforded not the slightest shelter for our large party. It was
level betting which arrived first, baggage or rain : it was almost
dark before both arrived at the same time ; it was a dead-heat
between them. The two tents were hastily raised, but not
before we were freely sprinkled and bespattered with mud ;
a small lean-to of boughs and grass was constructed for
Bob’s kitchen shelter. The wet grass and soil of the interior
of the tents were not the most enviable places for repose, but
in them, nevertheless, we had to lay our hides for beds, and
make the most of circumstances. The air was extremely
hot and stifling, and to our sorrow we soon found filled with
torturing mosquitos, in such numbers that all thoughts of
sleep were impossible.

Sccing that our black neighbours in the rez/70 were evi-
dently equally tormented, by the clouds of cow-dung smoke
issuing from their roof, 1 sent to beg a quantity, which they

> Pinguella is a common term used to express a tree or a log thrown
across a stream for the use of foot-passengers.
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willingly gave us from a store they had collected. We soon
had this burning in and outside of the tents.

The smell, or the smoke, of burning cow-dung, is certainly
most effective in driving off mosquitos—in fact, the most
efficacious remedy used in Brazil; as soon, however, as the
smoke ceases, the mosquitos return with reinforcements ;
consequently it is a choice between being half-suffocated
with the fumes or of suffering the insects to inflict their
wérst. Whilst awake, we sneeze, cough, the cyes smart, and
we rub our tingling bodies until sleep relieves us, then the
fires expire, and the mosquitos recommence their attacks.
What with the close hot steamy atmosphere, our fatigues,
smoke, hard beds, and mosquitos, it was a long and weary
night, and the morning found us in a feverish state of body
and mind.

Our black friends had evidently determined to make a night
of it, for we heard their guitars, voices, and the hand-clapping
and shuffling of feet of the batugue dance all the night long.

January 30th.—The cool air of dawn, the morning cottce,
and a bucket of water to a certain extent refreshed and cooled
our feverish and smarting bodies.

The broad light of daylight revealed an abject scene of
dreary discomfort in the hut of our ncighbours, a smoke-
begrimed, old and rotten rancho, the thatch décaycd, and
festering with age and damp, the whole almost tottering with
decrepitude ; logs, refuse and rubbish, rotten hides and rotten
saddles, encumbered the interior and surroundings; rank grass
and bush partially hid from view the wretched abode; the
inhabitants appeared wan and sickly from their last night's
debauchery, evidently having drunk heavily of the ficry
cachaca, as most of them were yet “half-scas over.” These arc
the conditions that promote and foster the intermittent fevers.*

6 It is a false idea that the DBrazilians have, of drinking inordinate
quantities of raw spirit as a preventitive of ague. The custom only
disturbs the constitutional functions, debilitates, and renders them more
liable to the infection.
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Near the hut was a poor weed-overgrown 7o¢a ; where tall
castor-oil-trees mingled their beautiful foliage with the tall
stems of Indian corn, beans struggled for life with coarse
weeds, grass and samambala bracken ; small plots of manzoc
were almost indistinguishable in the chaos of plants, decayed
and broken fences, and all the other evidences of idleness
and neglect. Gladly we departed from such a haunt of the
demon sloth. ,

A steep descent by a zigzag, slippery path, knece-deep in
mud, brought us to a foaming stream, fortunately not deep,
and which we were enabled to ford with but a slight wetting
to the baggage.

IFour miles more of open country interspersed with hollows
filled with brambley scrub and woods, brought us to the
Corrego de Escuro, another similarly ugly place to what we
had experienced on each of the last two days. Two or three
hours of hard and anxious work, however, saw us again on |
the other side. ;

Beyond the Corrego de Escuro the road follows the crest
of the river-banks for two or three miles, the adjoining land
is extremely low, and away to our left the floods covered
many miles of country. On our right were the turbid waters
of the Sdo Francisco ; we were on a ridge with water on each
side ; the river was evidently rising, for in many places we
could see the waters breaking down barriers and invading
new areas; many parts of the road were already under water
for considerable distances, the bushes being the only evidences
of the existence of ferra firma in the vast expanse of waters.

Another four miles brought us to higher ground and the
I‘azenda de Iiscuro, a small cattle-farm by the riverside.
Pushing an over two more miles of flat, partially inundated
land brought us to the Rio Carinhanha, where we leave the
Province of Minas Geraes, in which we have so long been
journeying, for that of Bahia on the other side of this river.
Owing to the floods, necither banks, nor mouth of the river -
could be distinguished, only the tops of bushes indicated & ]
anproximately its limits.

R e S —
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A ferry is provided at this place in the form:- of a large
ajojo. My companions and I crossed over at once, leaving
our train to follow. The water of the Carinhanha was beauti-
fully clear, even in that time of rains, a fact that shows that
its course traverses either a comparatively flat and sandy or a
rocky country. The former is the case.

Two miles more by a petfectly flat plain with a lagoon in
its centre, brought us at last to our destination. A few out-
lying scattered and thatched huts first indicate our approach
to the town. Then the cemetery appears in sight, a square
enclosure, surrounded by a neat whitewashed wall of adobe
bricks, with a wooden gate and entrance; a little further on
we pass up a sandy street lined with poor adobe houses and
palm-thatched huts of wattle and dab, that leads us to
the square, containing the town residences of the wealthier
farmers of the neighbourhood, the houses of the district
judge, priest, lawyer, doctor, public prosecutor, municipal
judge, justice of the peace, and the principal traders of the
city, the principal church, the gaol, and the municipal
chambers. All this is suggestive of wealth and prosperity
and fine buildings, but, alas! it is as deceptive as similar
names would be in the first nucleus of a town in the Western
States of the United States. There is not a single sobrado or
two-storied house in the whole town, but the houses of the
whiter and more well-to-do classes are exceptionally neat
and clean. In front of them are raised brick pavements
where, in rocking-chairs, the families assemble in the cool of
the evening for coffee, chat, or a nasal song “do amor”
accompanied by the tinkling notes of the wire strings of the
native-made guitar.

The church is a plain whitewashed oblong edifice of brick,
a roof of tiles, and tile-roofed open corridors run along cach

side of the building. The gaol is a huge birdcage of sticks
" and mud, and roofed with tiles, very old and very dilapidated ;
such a place of detention would amuse any ordinary civilized
rough, but the few prisoners in the.cage were apparently
contented with their lot, and did not wish for a change, other-
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wise they doubtless would have moved ere this; they had
plenty to eat, and from their friends outside could obtain
tobacco, rum, guitars, go for a walk occasionally, and sleep
the rest of their time away. What more could they do if
they were free? Beyond the south square a street leads into
the more plebian north square, that with a few more streets
completes the little city, Cidade de Carinhanha.

We proceeded to visit, firstly, Mr. J. B . Our delay was
reduced to the minimum compatible with the necessity of the
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The North Square, City of Carinhanha.

discussion of businessand future movements. Mr. A. I —
was found located in the black and brown interior of anun-
whitewashed, smoke-begrimed mud-hut, facing the birdcage-
like gaol. We ourselves, with the assistance of Dr. Joilo
I.opes Rodrigues, usually known as Dr. Lopes, obtained each
one a wretched shanty. Our friend is the gentleman Captain
Burton met with seven years previously, at Malhada, and
brought down with him in his “brig.” With the Captain’s
permission, I will repeat his observations of this gentleman :—

“ A white man walked in whilst we were sitting with Lieut.
I.ourciro, and astonished us by his civilized aspect, amongst
all this Gente de Cor; he was introduced as Dr. (M.D.) Joio
Lopes Rodrigues, who had graduated at Rio de Janeiro, and
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had settled at Carinhanha. No one had the indecency to
ask him the reason why ; he complained of the Prequi¢a do
Sertio—the idleness of the wild country—and of stimulus
being totally wanted, except when a stranger happens to pass,
I have heard the same in Dublin society ; possibly Dr. Rod-
rigues, like a certain Abyssinian traveller, found ‘making up
his mind’ a severe and protracted process. He had suffered
from the damp of the river valley, always cold-damp or hot-
damp, so different from the dry air and sweet waters of the
sandy table-lands on both sides of, and generally at short
distances from, the river. He had none of the pretentious
manner and address usually adopted by the Bahiano, who
holds himself the cream of Brazilian cream, and he rcadily
accepted a passage in the raft to his home, about two miles
down stream.”

And at Carinanha he further says: “ Dr. Rodrigues led
us to his house in the square, and offered us the luxuries of
sofa and rocking-chair, wax candles, and a map of the war;
moreover he gave me his photograph.”

I had many opportunities of meeting the Doctor, and also
Poctor José Marianno dos Campos, the Juiz de Direito, and
other local officials, white men and apparently gentlemen,
and can testify to their courtcous manners and many little
acts of kindness. One day we caught a glimpse of the wife
of Doctor Lopes, certainly the only pretty face we had seen
for a long time, and the only one perceptible in Carinhanha ;
but the Doctor, with all his polish, maintains the old Portu-
guese custom of secluding the female part of his houschold
from the contact of strangers. What an awful life it must
be for a young woman in these circumstances, no relief or
change to the dull routine and monotony of her daily life,
immured in the small rooms at rear of the house, that only
look out upon a yard with a few fruit-trees and flowers.

Ten days we passed in this sleepy city, waiting for Mr. J.
B—— to make up his mind and arrive at some determination
of his next movements. Finally it was.decided that he would
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personally examine the country between here and the Rio
Tocantins, accompanied by Messrs. A. F—— and H. O——,
Mr. H. G—— remaining at Carinhanha until his return. I
received instructions to go to the mouth of the Rio Grande,
and proceed up that river, cross the divide, and descend the
Rio do Somno, and the Tocantins, and afterwards to find my
way to Bahia on the coast.

The days passed very slowly and monotonously, the weather
was hot and sultry, sometimes reaching 92° in the shade in
the day-time, yet there appeared to be no sickness, although
the greater part of the inhabitants appeared to be without
occupation, sleeping and lounging in the day-time, and play-
ing the guitar, singing, dancing, and drinking cacha¢a at
night. It would appear strange at first to imagine how
these people manage to subsist ; the reason of so much loafing
is, that after a few days’ work in the fields or on the river,
either in cultivating the ground, in fishing, or by petty trading,
the men manage to -gather a little cash, and then return to
the town, where they idle away their time in drink and de-
bauchery until their means are exhausted and they are forced
to again return to a little more work. No provision is made
for old age or sickness, or large families, for when either of
these contingencies occur, the men take to begging like ducks
to water, and accost you with “ Alms, for the love of God, for
a poor old man—or for a poor sick man—or for a poor
father burdened with a numerous family,” &c., as the various
circumstances may be. It is rare that they arc refused a
copper, if it is, the refusal is always accompanied by a touch of
the hat and a perdoe” (pardon), an exculpatory reply that is
meant to excuse not so much a disinclination to confer the
alms for the sake of the beggar, but for ¢ the love of God,” in
whose name it has been requested.

We divided our time in taking walks in the town and
adjoining country, in visiting the Gente graido,® in chatting

’ Pronounce pear-dvy-ce.
‘I'his expression is used to signify people of importance. The words
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with the customerless shopkeepers, or sketching, writing, or
discussing our future journeys. |

Having at last received my final instructions, an ajo0jo,
belonging to one of the storckeepers, was chartered to take
me to the Rio Grande for the sum of 2748 000, this amount
included the wages of pilot and two boatmen, and provisions
for same, for about a week’s journey, that cost per day about
four times the price of the fares of the Royal Mail steamers
for a similar period.

I had now to part with poor old “ Tommy,” my ancient
and much bantered grey mule, that had carried me safely,
without any mishap, for two years of constant work. It was
like parting with an old friend. I was very fond of the
animal, and had done my best to win his affection, but corn
was ever his soul-absorbing thought.

The rest of my troop I handed over to my companions for
their journey by land to the Tocantins.’

literally mean ‘“matured people,” consequently the expression combines
both age, position, or wealth.

* A Dbrief summary of their exploration will be found in Appendix B, at
the end of this volume.




C ARSI SN

FROM CARINHANIIA TO BARRA DO RIO GRANDE.

Departur<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>