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PREFACE.

I cannor allow my readers to remain ignorant of the
name of Senhor J. de Alencar, the author of this and
several other works; for he deserves to be as well
known in England as in Brazil, and it must be the
result of the usual modesty of a really clever man that
he is not so.

He is their first prose and romance writer. His
style, written in the best Portuguese of the present
day—one to be learnt and copied—is in thorough
good taste and feeling. It contains poetic and
delicate touches, and beauty in similes, yet it is real
and true to life.

I cannot thank him sufficiently for having allowed
so incompetent a translator as myself to be the first
to introduce him to the British public. I have en-
deavoured to be as literal as possible, but I cannot
pretend to do him justice, for our harsh Northern
tongue only tells coarsely a tale full of grace and
music in the Portuguese language; but I have
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done my best, and if he permits me to translate
all his works, I hope to do better as I go on,
especially if he will again—as he has already done
—give me instructions in Tupy, the language of

the aborigines.
ISABEL BURTON.

SANTOS SAo PAULO, BrazIL,



HISTORICAL ARGUMENT.

Tuis legend of the aborigines is laid in Ceard, a
northern. province of Brazil, at that time unknown
and unconquered.

In 1603, Pero Coelho, a gentleman of Parahyba,
another northerly province, then already belonging to
the. Portuguese, arrived at the mouth of the river
Jaguaribe in Ceard, with a command of 8o colonists
and 8oo Indians. He there founded the first settle-
ment in Ceard, and called it Nova Lisboa.

This Pero Coelho was abandoned by his comrades
when a certain Jo3o Soromenho was sent to him with
reinforcements, and was authorised to pay the ex-
penses of the expedition by making captives or slaves.
He did not respect even the Indians of the Jaguaribe
river, who were friendly to the Portuguese.

This proved the downfall of the growing settlement.
The natives resented such tyranny. Pero Coelho,
with his wife and young children, was compelled to
fly by land to his own province.

In the first expedition was Martim Soares Moreno,
a youth from Rio Grande do Norte, another northerly
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province belonging to the Portuguese. He entered
into bonds of friendship with Jacatina and his brother
Poty, who were chiefs of the Indians of the seaboard.
In 1608, by order of Dom Diogo Menezes, he re-
turned to establish a colony, and in 1611 he founded
the fortified place of Nossa Senhora do Amparo, or
¢ Our Lady of Protection.”

Jacaina, who lived on the borders of Acdraci—
“River of the Heron’s nest"—settled near it with
his tribe, to protect it from the Indians of the interior,
and from the French, who then infested the coast.

Poty eventually became a Christian, and was bap-
tized Antonio Phelipe Camardo. He highly distin-
guished himself when the Dutch invaded the coast,
- and his services were richly rewarded by the Portu-
guese Government.

Martim Soares Moreno became a Field-Marshal,
and was one of those brave Portuguese leaders who
delivered Brazil from the Hollander invasion. Cear4
should honour his memory as that of a good and
valiant man, and—the first settlement by Coelho at
the mouth of the Jaguaribe having proved a failure—
hold him to be her true founder.

My readers will better understand this tale by my
explaining that the Pytigudras were an aboriginal
tribe who occupied the shores between Parnahyba and
the Jaguaribe, or Rio Grande.

Their chiefs were Jacaina and_ Poty (afterwards
Camarﬁo, “the Pra_v_v_r_n__L two brothers, . who were firm
allies to the Portuguese. They were at war with the
Tabajéras, another tribe occupying the mountains of
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Ibyapaba, and the interior as far as the province of
Piauhy.

The Chiefs of these inland people were also two.
The first was Irapdam, which, translated into Portu-
guese, means Mel Redondo, or “ Round Honey,” a
wild and vicious bee of that name. This famous
bloodthirsty chief ruled in Ceard, but Grdo Deabo—
Big Devil—was Lord of the Tabajdras in Piauhy. _Both _
were bitter enemies of the Portuguese, and allied
themgelves with the French of Maranhfo—another
northerly province—who had penetrated into and
taken possession of the lands as far as the mountain
range of Ibyapaba.
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CHAPTER 1

WiLD green seas of my Native Land, where sings the
Janddia-bird ! in the fronds of the Carnadba-palm !2

Green seas which sparkle like liquid emerald in the
rays of the orient sun, as tretch along the snowy
beaches shaded by the cocoa-tree !

Be still, ye green seas! and gently smooth the im-
petuous wave, that yon venturesome barque may softly
glide over thy waters.

Where goes that hardy Jangada-raft,® which rapidly
flies from the Ceara coast, with her broad sail spread
to the fresh breeze of land ?

Where goes it, like the white halcyon seeking his
native rock in the ocean solitudes ?

Three beings breathe upon that fragile plank, which
scuds so swiftly out—far into the open sea.

. _A warrior youth, whose pale skin betokens that the
blood of the Indians does not colour his veins; a

1 Janddia is a small yellow, red, and green talking parroquet.

3 Carnaiba, a well-known Brazilian palm of large size, with
many thorny branches all the way up the trunk, instead of being
plain and smooth. Each branch-tip is like a fan-palm. When
young, it has a large fruit, full of oil, which is given to pigs and
cattle. 'When grown up, its fan-leaves, dried, thatch the houses,
and make hats and mats ; its thorny branches are used for stakes ;
it also has a delicious small black fruit, and from other parts they
extract wax for making the Carnaba candles,

3 Jangada, a raft.

1N
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child, and a mastiff, who both first saw the light in the
cradle of the forest, and who sport like brothers, the
sons of the same savage soil.

The intermittent breathings from the shore@an
echo which, rising high above the ripple of the waves,
sounds forth—

“JIragémal” * * ¥

_The young warrior, leaning against the mast, raises
his eyes, which are fixed upon the fleetin outline of
the sgiadb'w‘y' shore. ~ From time T6 time Ens"sTg'ht be-
coimes dim, and a tear falls upon the Girdo-bench,!
where frolic the two innocents, the companions of his
misfortune.

At such moments his soul flies to his lips in a bitter
smile.

What left he | i
tale which they told me on the beautiful plains

that saw my birth, during the hush of night, whilst the
moon, sailing through the heavens, silvered the prairies;
whilst the breezes murmured amid the palm groves.

The wind freshens.

The surf rolls in higher billows. The barque leaps
upon the waves—disappears on the horizon. Wide
yawns the waste of waters. The storm broods, condor-
like, with dusky wings over the abyss.

God keep thee safe, stout barque, amidst the boil-
ing billows | God steer thee to some friendly bight !
May softer breezes waft thee, and for thee may the
calm jasper seas be like plains of milk !

But whilst thou sailest thus at the mercy of the
winds, graceful barque, waft back to that white beach
some of the yearning? that accompanies thee, but
which may not leave the land to which it returns,

1 Girdo, a sort of rude bench for sitting upon in the Jangadaraft,

3 Yearning, in the original saudade—an untranslatable Portu-
guese word for which we have no equivalent ; it means a soft
sad regret for some person, place, or happy time missed and
past—in fact, the Latin desiderium.
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CHAPTER 11

FaAR, very far from that Serra which purples the hori-
zon, was born Iragéma.
Iragéma, the virgin with the honey lips,! _whose e hair,

hanging below her palm-Ti _the
rauna® bird’s wing,

"Thé comb of the J4ty-bee ¢ was less sweet than her
smile, and her breath excelled the perfume exhaled by
the vanilla 6 of the woods.

Fleeter than the wild roe, the dark virgin wandered
freely through the plains and forests of_Ipd,® where

her warlike tribe, a part of the great Tabajdra ? nation,
%a@. er subtle, naked foot scarcely pressed
0 earth the thin green garment with which the early

rains clothe the ground.

One day, when the sun was in mid-day height, she
was reposing in a forest-clearing. The shade of the
Oitycica,® more refreshing than the dew of night,
bathed her form. The arms of the wild acacia dropped
their blossoms upon her wet hair. The birds hidden
in the foliage sang for her their sweetest songs.

Iragéma left the bath. Pearl drops of water stood
upon her, like the sweet Mangdba,® which blushes in

1 Iragéma literally means “ Lips of Honey.”
- 3 The Indians, speaking of a tall straight graceful figure,
generally use the palm-tree as a simile.
3 Graina is a bird known by its shining_black.plumage .and
sweet song.

h little bee which makes delicious honey.
he vanilla tree, Baunilka.
o #, a district in Ceard, in which there were f wonder-
T, x_‘lﬂ'ﬂﬂ nd
7a literally means *‘ Lord of the Vill

° Ostycica, a lealy tree whose shade exhales a mous fresh-

ira, the mllk of which
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the refreshing dawn-dew. Whilst reposing she refits
her arrows with the plumes of the Gar4,! whilst she
joins in the joyous song of the forest Sabid,2 perched
in the nearest bough.

i 8

AMM%@%YS
near _her, ow _the bird climbs the branches and
alls fhe wirgin by her name ; then he slips down and
shakes the little satchel4 of coloured straw in which
the wild maid carries her perfumes, her white threads
of the Crautd,® her needles of Jussdra-thorn,® with
which she works the grass-cloth, and her dyes that
serve to tinge the cotton.
" A suspicious noise breaks the soft harmony of the
siesta. Iragéma raises the eyes which no sun can
dazzle, and her sight is troubled.
Standing before her, ab oc-i

orhed

If-fmdged it +s a warrior, and
SOME oF—the Yores FIis face 1<whits
the sands thav-border the sea, his eyes are sadly blu
as the deep. He bears unknown weapons, and 1§ ¢ d 15 clad
loths:
Rapid as her eye-glance was the action of Iragéma.
An arrow shot from the bow, and red drops ran down
the face of the unknown.

1 Gard or Guard, the ibis of Brazil, a bird of the marshes, with

autiful red colour.
abid, a well-known bird about the size of our thrush, which
im¢s beautifully, and can be taught like a bullfinch. It is the

ni% tingale, the bulbul of South America.
Ard, parroquet.
¢ Uri. 1 have called-it-sgtchel, but it is a little coffer or
basket, in which the eep their treasures, and which
accompanies them as does=+4dy’s dressing-case in Europe.
. 8 Crautd, a bromelia or wild pine-apple, from which are drawn
fibres finer than thread.
6 dl/u.r.réra, a palm with large thorns, which are used here even
ese days to divide the threads in making lace.
7 Méo espirito da floresta. The natives called those evil spirits
Caa-pora, *‘an invisible misfortune,” Those who lived in the
forest were most feared.

.
n
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At the first impulse his nimble hand sought his
sword-cross ; but presently he smiled.

The young warrior had been brought up in the
religion , wherein Woman 1§ a

OVE. Ted_mor
than from his wound.

What expression was in his eye and whole face—
who knows? But it made the virgin cast away her
bow and Uiragdba,! and run to the warrior, pained at
the pain she had caused. The hand so swift to strike
more rapidly and gently staunched the dripping stream.

Then Iragéma brake the murderous arrow. She
offered the shaft to the unknown, and she kept the
barbed point.

The warrior spoke :—

“ Dost thou break with me the arrow of peace ? " 2

“Who twubngr_ﬁe_ﬁmu
Iracéma’s brethren? How came he to_these forests,

whlchn\wlf_rggrot,hgr_wmm.m&m_hm-?
“ Daughter of the forests, I come from afar: I

come from the land which thy brothers once pos-
sessed, and wherein mine now dwell.”

“ Welcome be the stranger to the Prairie of the
Tabajdras, Lords of the Villages, and to the wigwam
of Araken, father of Iragéma.”

CHAPTER IIL

THE stranger followed the virgin through the glades.
When the last sun-rays fell upon the crest of the

1 Uiragdba (aljava), quiver for arrows.

3 Guebrar a frecha. To break an arrow with an Indian was
a bond of alliance which could not be broken. It was owing
to this circumstance, and to Martim Soares Moreno throwing
away his European costume, and dressing and painting like the
Red Men, entering also into their customs and language, that he
acquired such an influence over them.
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mountains, and the turtle-dove cooed forth her first
lament from the forest depths, they sighted upon the
plain beneath them the great Taba ;! farther on,
hanging as it were from a rock, under_the shade of
the lofty Joaseiro,? the wigwam of th€ Pagé?

The ancient man was seated at thi rway upon
a mat of Carnadba, smoking and meditating on the
sacred rites of Tupan* The gentle breath of the
breeze fluttered his hair —long, thin, and white
as flocks of wool. So statue-like was he, that life
only appeared in his hollow, sunken eyes and deep
wrinkles.

The Pagé descried, nevertheless, from afar the two
forms, advancing, he thought, towards a solitary tree,
whose dense foliage was casting a long shadow adown
the valley before him.

When the travellers entered the deep gloom of the
wood, his eye, made, like the tiger’s, for darkness,
recognised Iragéma, and saw that she was followed
by a young warrior of a strange race and a far-off
land.

The Tabajdra® tribes beyond Ibyapiba were full
of a new race of warriors, pale as the flowers of the
storm,® and coming from the remotest shores to the
banks of the Mearim.” The old man thought that it
was one of these warriors who trod his native ground.

Calmly he awaited.

@Taéa, a village settlement.
3 Joaseiro, a tree which produces the joaz fruit, the {'lujube.
agé, priest, Druid, magician, soothsayer, or fetish-man,
Tupan, the Great Spirit—Thunder, and, since their con-
\/ n, the Consecrated Host of the Tupy Indians.

5 Zbyapaba, the Serra or mountain range which bounds the
province of Ceard, and separates it from Piauhy.

6 In the original, afvos como flores de borrasca. They speak of
white clouds announcing a storm, and this is, literally, ¢ white
as the flowers of the storm.”

7 Mearim, a river which rises in Maranhdo, and empties
itself into the ocean.
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- The virgin advancing, pointed to the stranger and
said :—

“ He came, father.”

“He came well. Tupan sent this guest to the

wigwam of Araken.”
nd thus saying the Pagé passed the calumet! to

the stranger, and they both entered the wigwam,

The youth took the principal hammock, which was
suspended in the centre of the habitation. Iragéma
lighted the fire of hospitality, and brought out food to
satisfy hunger and thirst. She produced the spoils
of the chase, farinha-water, wild-fruits, honeycombs,
wine of the Caju 2 and the pine-apple.

The virgin then went to the nearest spring of fresh
water, and returned with the full Igagdba,® to wash
the stranger’s hands and face. When tiie warrior had
eaten, the venerable Pagé extinguished the Caximbo
and spoke for the first time.

“Thou camest ?” ¢

“T came,” replied the unknown.

“Thou camest well. The stranger is master in .
the wigwam of Araken. The Tabdjaras have a
thousand warriors to defend him, and women without
number to serve him. Let him speak, and all will
obey him.”

“Pagé! I thank thee for thy hospitality. As soon
as the sun shall be born, I leave thy wigwam and thy

1 Calumet, original caximbo, the pipe of hospitality.

2 Cajié, the cashew of India—a tree with a fruit like an
apple : it is singular because, unlike other fruit, its nut is out-
side at the top, as if a schoolboy had stuck it in for fun. This
must not be confounded with the Cajd, which is another Brazilian
fruit like a yellow plum.

i 8 Iga¢dba, a large earthen pot or jar for wine or any other
iquor,
% Vieste () Vim. The salutation of hospitality was—

Tupy. Brasilian. Englisk,
Ere wub& Tu vieste, Thou camest,
Pa-aiotu. Vim, sim, I came, yes.

Auge-be. Bemdito. Be blessed.
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prairies, where I strayed, but I would not leave them
without telling thee who the warrior is whom thou
hast made thy friend?- ——-- - ——.__

“It is Tuparf whom the Pagé serves. He sent him
a guest, and he will take him away again. Araken
has as yet done nothing for him. He does not ask
whence he comes nor whither he goes. If he would
sleep, may the happy dreams descend upon him ; if
he would speak, Araken listens.”

The stranger said :—

‘I am of the white warriors who raised a Taba on
he banks of the Jaguaribe,! near the sea, where dwell
thePytigudras,2 who hate thy blood. My name is
1 Y which in thy tongue means Son of a Warrior.
[y Tace is that of the Great People who first saw the
lands of thy country.# Even now my brethren, routed
and beaten back, return by sea to the margins of the
Parahyba,® whence they came, and my chief,® aban-
doned by all, crosses the vast regions of the Apody.”
Of so many I alone remain, because I was amongst
the Pytiguéras of the Acarad,® in the wigwam of the
valiant Poty, brother of Jacaina, who planted with
me the Friendship-tree. Three suns have set since
we went forth on the hunting path. I lost sight of

1 Jaguaribe, the largest river of the province of Ceard: from
agsar, small tiger, and ¢be, plenty,

2 Pytigudras, the great Indian nation who inhabited the lit-
oral of the province from Parahyba to Rio Grande do Norte,
whose chiefs were Poty and Jacafina, brothers, and firm friends
of i = all thé Portugnese.” , They
were at war with the Tabajaras and the French.

3 Descendant of Mars. o

yThe Portuguese,

5 Parakyba, a province south-egst of Ceara on the Atlantic.
Pero Coelko and his party.

he Sertdo desconkectdo or unknown regions of Rio Grande

do Norte, the most north-easterly province of Brazil on the

ntic.
; 8 ?ﬂarad, or ‘‘Stream of the Herons,” also called Acdraci,
*Stream of the Herons’ Nests,” a river of Ceara.
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Tabajdras.”

“It was”Some bad spirit of the forest that blinded
the pale-face warrior in the darkness of the woods,”
replied the old man.

The Caudm ! chirped at the other end of the valley.
Night had set in.

my frien:ls(,?d thus I strayed to the prairies of the

CHAPTER 1IV.

THE Pagé shook the Maraca-rattle 2 and left the cabin,
but the stranger remained not alone.

Iragéma returned with the maidens summoned to
serve the guest of Araken and the warriors who came
to obey him.

“ May happiness rock the White Warrior’s hammock
during the night, and may the sun bring light to his
eyes and joy to his soul.”

Thus saying, Iragéma’s lip trembled, and the tear
stood in her eye.

“Thou leavest me then?” asked Martim.

“The most beautiful virgins3 of the great Taba
remain with the warrior.”

“The daughter of Araken was mistaken in bring-
ing them here for the guest of the Pagé.”

“Iracéma may not wait upon the stranger. It is
she who guards the secret of the Juréma® and_the

1 Caudm, a bird of evil omen, which feeds on serpents, and
chirps its own name.

3 Maracd, an instrument used in the religious and war-like
ceremonies of the Indians ; a kind of loud rattle,

3 As mais bellas mulheres, Any Indian’s idea of complete
hospitality.

4 Juréma, a kind of acacia with thick foliage. It has a bitter
fruit and acrid smell, and, mixed with the pulp of its own leaves
and other ingredients, it made a kind of hasheesh, which is said
to have produced vivid and happy dreams, The making of this
dram was kept secret by the Pagés.
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yg;;ey of dreams. _ Her hand prepares for_the Pagé
the drink of Tupan.”

The Christian warrior crossed the wigwam and dis-
appeared in the darkness. &

The great village lay in the bottom of the valley,
which was illuminated by bonfires. Loud rattled the
Maracd. The savages were dancing and beating time
to their slow surging of the savage song. The in-
spired Pagé headed the sacred rejoicing, and taught
to the believers the secrets of Tupan. The principal
chief of the Tabajéra nation, Irapdam,! had de-
scended from the highest point of the Ibyapaba
Serra, to lead the inland tribes against the Pytigndra
foe. The warriors of the valley celebrate the arrival
of the chief and the coming fight.

The Christian youth saw from afar the glare of the
feast-fire, and walked on, gazing at the deep-blue,
cloudless sky. The ¢ Dead Star ” 2 glittered upon the
dome of the forest, and guided his firm step towards
the fresh banks of the Acara.

When he crossed the valley, as if about to enter the
forest, the figure of Iragéma arose before him. The
virgin had followed the stranger like the soft and
subtle breeze which passes through the tangled wood
without stirring a leaf.

“ Wherefore,” she murmured, ‘“has the stranger
left the Wigwam of Hospitality without taking with
him the Gift of Return?® Who harmed the pale-faced
warrior 1n the tand of the Tabajiras?”

‘ 1 ) rapiiam was the celebrated Tabajara chief in Ceard. The
vd means Mel-Redondo in Portuguese, in English Round-
Honey. He was so called after a wild and vicious bee of that
name, whose honeycomb is round. . Irapiam was a bloodthirsty.
chicf, and his_tribe were bjtter _enemies of - the Pytigharas, and

et allies_the Portuguese, They supported the French of

aranh3o. -

strella’ morta, dead star. They so called the_Polar star
on aceount of its immobility, and it was their guide by night,

. 3.0 presente da volta, a hospitable Indian custom,
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The Christian felt the justice of her complaint and
his own ingratitude.

“ Daughter of Araken! No one hurt thy guest.
It was a longing to see his friends which made him
leave the prairies of the Tabajéras. He did not take

the Return Gift, but he carries in his heart the memory
ra¢éma.”

_“'ITHE'memory of Iragéma dwelt in the heart of

the stranger, it would not suffer him to depart. The

wind blows not away the sand of the desert when the

sand has drank deep of the water of rain.”

And the virgin sighed.

“The pale-faced warrior should wait till Cauby
returns from hunting. The brother of Iragéma has
quick ears. He can hear the Boicininga ! amidst all
the noises of the forest. He has the eyes of the
Oitibd,? which sees best in the dark. Cauby will guide
him to the banks of the river of the herons.”

“How long will it be before the brother of Ira-
¢éma returns to the wigwam of Araken?”

“The rising sun will bring the warrior Cauby to
the plains of the Ipd.”

“Thy guest will wait, daughter of Araken; but if
the returning sun bring not the brother of Iragéma,
it will take the pale-faced warrior to the Taba of the
Pytigudras.”

And Martim returned to the cabin of the Pagé.
The white hammock, perfumed by Iragéma with
Beijoim,3 gave the guest a calm and sweet sleep.
The Christian was lullabied to sleep by the murmurs
of the forest and the low tender song of the Indian
maid.

! Boicininga, rattlesnake,
2 Oitibé, a night-bird of the owl family.
d s Bmzam, in the original Bezjoim or Beiyuim, an odoriferous
rug.
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CHAPTER V.

THE Prairie-cock raises his scarlet crest from out his
home. His clear trill announces the approach of
day.

Darkness still covers the earth, but already the
savage people roll up the hammocks in the great
Taba, and walk towards the bath. The old Pagé,
who had watched all night, talking to the stars, and
conjuring the bad spirits of the darkness,! entered
furtively into the wigwam.

Lo! thundered forth the Boré? filling the valley
with its booming sound.

The active warriors seize their. weapons.and rush
to the prairies ; when all were collected in the large
and circular Ocdra,® the chief Irapdam sounded the
war-cry.

grounds. (We)guard the S ch supply with
water the rivers and the fresh Ipus,* where grows the
manfva,® and the cotton. We have abandoned to
the barbarous Potyuara,® Eaters of Prawns, the naked
sands of the sea, with the table-lands wanting wood
and water. Now these fishers of the beach, always
conquered, give sea-way to the white race, the Warriors

Y Os mdos espiritos da treva : the savages call these spirits
Curupira, wicked imps. _—

3 Boré or Muré means a pipe of bamboo, which gives out a
hollow, roaring sound.

3 Ocdra, a circular space in the centre of a village, upon which
all the wigwams open.

[pi, a small fertile oasis in the prairies.

5 Afantva is the root of mandioca, which is like our parsnip,
but larger. The Indians dry and grind it, make bread of it, or
eat it as farinha (flour).

(& Potyudra means a * Comedor de Camardo,” or e
Prawn.” This was a spiteful soubriquet given to the Pytigudras
by 'l"!_‘ieli)r enemies, because they lived on the shores and chiefly
ate fish,
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of Fire,! the enemies of Tupan. Already the -

2 i Soon
they will be in the prairies of the Tabajdras, and with
them the Potyudras. Shall we—Lords of the Villages
—do like the dove, who hides in her nest while the
serpent curls himself along the branches?”

The excited chief brandishes his tomahawk,® and
hurls it into the middle of the circle. Bending down
his forehead, he hid his eyes, ruddy with rage. ¢ Ira-
pdam has spoken,” at length he said.

The youngest of the warriors advances.

“The Sparrow-hawk hovers in the air. When the
Nhambui 4 rises, he falls from the clouds and tears out
his victim’s heart. Tabaj i
of the Serra, is like the sparrow-hawk.”

The Pogema® of war Eﬁl-.fnders and re-echoes. The
young warrior lifted up the tomahawk, and in his turn
brandished it. Whirled rapidly and menacingly in the
air, the chief’s weapon passed from hand to hand.

_’ll‘Le_m:mbl:_Andka__mehﬂuf.jhehgé, let it
fall, and stamped upon the ground-with his foot, still

firm and active.

The Tabajéras are struck by this unusual action.
A vote of peace from such a tried and impetuous
warrior! The old hero, who grew to bloodshed as he
grew in years—the ferocious Andira—is it he who lets
fall the tomahawk, herald of the coming struggle ?

Uncertain and silent, all gave ear.

“ Andfra, the old Andfra, has drank more blood in

L_Guerreiros de fogo, * warriors of fire,” the Portuguese.
mboabos, a name given to the Portuguese, and afterwards
strangers, on account of their trousers, Its literal meaning

is a fowl with feathers down its legs, and alludes to the European
practice of wearing nether garments.

Zacapé, tomahawk,
Y\Vkambi, the Brazilian partridge.

Pogema, the great noise made by the savages on solemn
occasions—war or triumph. It consisted of clapping their
hands and beating palms, accompanied by war-cries or shouts.
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war than all these warriors who now gladden the light
of his eyes have drank Cauim! at the feasts of Tupan.
He has seen more combats in his life than moons
which have stripped his brow. How many Potyudra
skulls has his implacable hand scalped before Time

lucked off his first hair! And old Andfra never
Eeare'd that the “enémy “would tread his native
ground; he rejoiced at their coming, and, as the
breath of winter revives the dried tree, he felt youth
return to his decrepid body when he scented the war
from afar. The Tabajdras are prudent. They will
lay aside the Tomahawk to play the Memby 2 at the
feast. Let Irapdam celebrate the coming of the
Embo4bas, and give them all time to swarm upon our
plains. Then Andfra promises him the banquet of
victory.”

Irapiam could no longer restrain his fury.

*The Old Bat® can remain hidden amongst the
wine-jars, because he fears the light of day, because
he drinks the blood only of the sleeping victim.
Irapdam carries the war at the point of his toma-
hawk. The terror which he inspires flies forward with
the hoarse boom of the Boré. The Potyudra already
trembles as he hears it roaring in the Serra, roaring
louder than the rebounding of the sea.”

CHAPTER VL

MARTIM strolls pace by pace amongst the tall Joa-
zeiros which encircle the wigwam of the Pagé.

1 Cauim, wine of the Caji.

3 Memby, horn or trumpet,

3 Andira means “ Velho Morcego,” or “ Old Bat;” hence
the taunt of Irapiam.
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It was the hour in which the sweet Aracaty ! comes
up from the sea and spreads over the arid plains its
delicious freshness. The plant breathes, and a gentle
shiver upraises the green tresses of the forest.

The Christian looks upon the setting sun. The
shadow gliding down the mountains and covering the
valley enters into his soul. e thinks of his native
place and the beloved ones he has left behind: He
wonders if he shall'some day see them again.” Nature
all round bewails the death of day. Murmurs the
tremulous, tearful wave; moans the breeze in the
foliage ; even silence is sorrowful.

Iragéma stood before the young warrior.

“Is it the presence of Iragéma that disturbs the
peace of the stranger’s brow?”

Martim looked softly in the virgin’s face.

“No, daughter of Araken! thy presence gladdens
me like the morning light.
native land that brought a saudade

s e e

averted his eyes. Iragéma’s head
sank upon her shoulder, like the tender palm of the
Carnaiiba when the rain overhangs the plains.

¢ She s not sweeter than Iracéma, the maiden of
the honied lips, nor more beautiful T’ murmured the
guest. —
~The forest flower is beautiful when it has a branch
to shelter it, a trunk round which to entwine itself.
Iragéma does not live in the soul of a warrior. She
never felt the freshness of his smile.”

Silent were both; their eyes fell to the ground.
They heard nought save the beating of their hearts.

1 Aracaty, the savages of the interior so call the sea-breezes,
which blow regularly towards the evening over the valley of
the Jaguaribe, and refresh the interior after the scorching heat
of summer days. Aracaty is the quarter whence comes the
monsoon, and in some Brazilian places the evening sea-breeze still
retains that name.
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he virgin was the first to speak.

“ Gladness shall soon return to the heart of the
pale-faced warrior, because Iragéma wishes that before
nightfall he may see the bride who expects him.”

Martim smiled at the young girl’s artless wish. /

“Come !” said the virgin.

They crossed the forest and descended into the
valley. The wood was thick on the hill-skirts; a -
dense dome of dark-green foliage protected the
sylvan shrine dedicated to the mysteries of barbarous
rites.

This was thesacred-wood-of-the-Juréma. Around
stood the rugged trunks of the Tupan tree; from the
boughs, hidden by thick greenery, hung the sacrificial
vases; ashes of the extinct fire, which had been
used for the feast of the last new moon, still strewed
the ground.

Before entering this place of mystery, the virgin,
who was leading the warrior by the hand, hesitated,
and applied her subtle ear to the sighings of the
breeze. Each slight noise of the forest had a mean-
ing for the WWMWQ
there Was Tiothing SUSptetoUs—rrthe deep respiration
of the forest.

Iragéma signed to the stranger to wait and be
silent, whilst she disappeared in the thickest of the
wood. The sun still hung over the mountain ridge,
and night began to shroud the solitary spot.

When the virgin returned, she brought in a leaf
some drops of an unknown green liquor, poured
from an Igagdba, which she had taken out of the
ground. She presented the rude bowl to the warrior.

“Drink !”

Martim felt a sleep like death take possession of
his eyes; but soon his soul seemed full of light, and
strength exhilarated his heart. He lived over again
days better and happier than any that he had ever
known. He enjoyed the reality of his brightest hopes.
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Behold! he returns to his native land. He kisses
his aged mother. He sees the pure angel of his
boyish love, more beautiful and more tender than
before.

Then why, hardly returned to his native home,
does the young warrior again abandon his father’s
roof and seek the desert?
iQNow he crosses the forests; now he arrives at
the plains of the Ipdi. He seeks in the forest the
daughter of the Pagé. He follows the slight trail
of the coy virgin, incessantly sighing forth her sweet
name to the breeze :—

“Iracéma! Iracé .

Now he finds her, and wmds his arm round her
sweet form,

The young girl, yielding to the warm pressure, hides
her face upon the warrior’s bosom, and trembles there
like a timid partridge when its tender mate ruffles
with the beak its delicate plume.

The warrior more than once sighed forth her name,
and sobbed as though to summon another loving hp

Iragéma_felt her soul esca
fiery kiss,

And his brow bent low, and already the flower of
her smile hung down as though calling to be culled.

Suddenllj' the virgin trembled. Quickly disengag-
ing hersell from the arm that encircled her, she seized

her bow.

'CHAPTER VII,

IracEma threaded the trees silent as a shade; her
sparkling eyes pierced through the foliage like star-
beams. She listened to the profound silence of the
night and inhaled the balm-blowing breeze.
She stopped. A shadow glided amongst the
®
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he virgin was the first to speak.

““ Gladness shall soon return to the heart of the
pale-faced warrior, because Iragéma wishes that before
nightfall he may see the bride who expects him.”

Martim smiled at the young girl’s artless wish. /

“Come !” said the virgin.

They crossed the forest and descended into the
valley. The wood was thick on the hill-skirts; a -
dense dome of dark-green foliage protected the
sylvan shrine dedicated to the mysteries of barbarous
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stood the rugged trunks of the Tupan tree ; from the
boughs, hidden by thick greenery, hung the sacrificial
vases; ashes of the extinct fire, which had been
used for the feast of the last new moon, still strewed
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boughs and the leaves were crackled by a light step,
unless indeed the report was the buzzing of some
insect. Slowly the soft sound waxed louder, and with
it the shadow became darker.

It was a warrior.

With one bound the virgin confronted him, trem-
bling with fear, and still more with wrath.

“JIragcéma!” exclaimed the brave, recoiling.

“The Anhdnga?! hath doubtless disturbed the sleep
of Irapiam, that he has lost himself in the Juréma
wood, where no warrior enters save by the will of
Araken.”

“TIt was not the Anhdnga, but the thought of
Iragéma that disturbed the sleep of the bravest of
the Tabajdra braves. Irapdam hath descended from
his eyrie to follow up the plain the white crane of the
river. He came, and Iragéma fled from his gaze.
The voices of the Taba related in the hearing of the
Chief that a stranger had sat under the roof-tree of
Araken.”
 The virgin trembled. The warrior fixed upon her
his burning eyes.

The heart_here in Irapiam’s breast became a tiger’s
heart. _It panted with rage. He came scenting the

quarry.

7 “The stranger is in_this wood, and I ac-
when that of the white warrior shall fill the veins of
the T@Wﬂen
mayJove hip.”

The maiden’s black pupils flashed in the dark, and
a smile of contempt dropped from her lips, bitter as
the gouts of caustic milk which the Euphorbia sheds.

“ Never will Iracéma give herself to of
the Tabaj aves. € spirit of Tupan alone fills

(1 j nhdnga, the spirit of evil. A ghost is also thus called,
the'word being composed of anhe, alone, and ange, a soul or
spirit. Thus it means a spirit simply, a phantom.
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“her breast. Vile is the vampire that hides from the
light and drinks the blood of the sleeping victim.”

“ Daughter of Araken! provoke not the Ounce.
The name of Irapiam flies farther than the Goan4d!
of the lake when he scents the rain beyond the
mountains. Let the white warrior appear, and let and let
Ira éma open her arms to the victor.”

he white warrior is the guest of Araken. Peace
brought him to the plains of Ipyd, and peace guards
him here. Whoso offends the stranger shall offend
the Pagé.”

The Tabajdra chief roared lion-like in his rage.

“The fury of Irapiam now hears only the ven-

eance-cry. The stranger shall die.”
% The daughter of %raken 1s stronger than the
Chief of warriors,” said Iragéma, seizing the -war-
trumpet.2  “ She holds here the voice of the Tupan-
god, who calls on his people.”

¢ But she will 7o call,” said the Chief scoffingly.

“No, because Irapiam shall be punished by"
hand of Iragéma. His first step will be the step of
death,”

* The virgin with one bound retreated as much as
she had advanced and drew her bow. The chief still
grasped the handle of his formidable tomahawk, but
he felt for the first time that it was heavy for his strong
arm. The blow that was_abont to. strike

had already wounded his own heart. He then knew
Fow easily the strongest brave is, out of his very
strength, vanquished by love.

“The shadow of Iragéma will not always hide- the
stranger from the vengeance of Irapdam. Vile is the
warrior_who_allows himself to be protectéd Ry a
waman.?.

. Thus saying, the Chief vanished amongst the trees.

The virgin, always on the watch, returned ta the

1 Goand, a large species of wild duck.
* In the original /nubia, a war-trumpet of large size.
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sleeping Christian, and guarded him for the rest of
the night. The emotions so lately undergone agitated”
her soul, and ripened all those sweet affections of her
heart which the stranger’s eyes had quickened to life.
fghe longed to protect him from all peril, to shelter
im as though she were an impenetrable asylum.
Then, deeds following her thoughts, she passed her
arms round the sleeping warrior’s neck and she pil-
lowed his head upon her bosom. [ -
. But when the joy of seeing the stranger saved from
the perils of the night had passed away, the thought
of new dangers about to arise caused her the liveliest
disquiet. :
“The love of Ir
desert-sands ; it kills the flower of the forest,” sighed

€ Virgin.
Tﬁa&;lowly she withdrew.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE white gleam of dawn awoke the day and opened
the eyes of the white warrior. The morning light
dissolved the visions of the night and drew from his
mind the remembrance of his dream. There re-
mained but a vague sensation, as the perfume of the
cactus clings to the forest clump, even after the sharp
wind from the mountains has laid it bare in the
early morn. '

He did not know where he was, .

Teaving the sacred grove, he met Iragéma. The
virgin was leaning against a rongh trunk in the holt.
Her eyes were on the ground; the colour ‘had fled
her cheeks, and her heart trembled upon her lip,
like drops of dew on the bamboo! frond.

1 Bambii, the well-known Indian cane,
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No smile, no freshness, had the Indian maid; no
buds, no flowers, has the acacia scorched by the sun;
no zazure, no stars, has the night when loud jars the
wind,

““The forest bloom has opened to the sun-ray; the
birds have already sang,” said the warrior. “Why
does only Iracéma hang her head and remain silent?”

The daughter of the Pagé trembled. Thus trembles
the green palm when its bole is shaken ; thus the rain-
tears are showered from its frond ; thus its fans quietly
murmur.

“ Cauby the brave is coming to the Taba of his
brothers. The stranger can depart with the now
rising sun.”

‘““Iragcéma then would see the stranger go from the
prairies of the Tabajdra; then will gladness return
to heart ?”

“The Juruty-dove! abandons the nest wherein she
was born when the tree decays. No more shall joy
visit the breast of Iragéma. She will remain like the
bare trunk, without branches, without shade.”

Martim supported the trembling form of the maiden; .
she rested wearily upon the warrior’s bosom, like the
young tendril of the Badnilha which twines tenderly
round the sturdy branch of the Angico-acacia.?

he youth murmured—

.(:{‘Thy guest remains, maid with the black eyes! he
stays to bring back upon thy cheek the flower of hap-
piness, and to sip like the bee the honey of thy lips.”

Iragéma disengaged herself from the youth’s arms
and looked at him with sadness. .

“White warrior! Iragéma is the daughter of the
Pagé, and keeps the secret of the Juréma draught,
The brave that shall possess the Virgin of Tupan will

die. J
. 1 Juruty, a species of Brazilian dove.
2 Angico, a large cedar much prized by joiners and carpenters,
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“And Iragéma?”

“If thou shouldst die!” . . .

This word was a sigh of agony. The youth’s head
fell upon his breast, but soon he raised his form.

“The warriors of my race carry death with them,
daughter of the Tabajdras! They do not fear it for
themselves ; they do not spare it to their foes. But
never, unless in combat, do they leave open the Ca-
mocim ! of the maiden in the wigwam of their host.
Truth hath spoken by the mouth of Iragéma. The
stranger should leave the Tabajdra camp.”

‘“ He should,” said the maiden, like an echo.

Then her voice sighed forth—

“The honey of Iragéma’s lips is like the honey-
comb which the bee makes in the trunk of the Gua-
biroba:2 poisonous is its sweetness. The maiden
with the blue eyes and sunny hair 3 keeps for her brave
in the Taba of the pale-faces the honey of the lily.”

Martim withdrew quickly and returned but slowly.
A word trembled on his lips.

“The guest will go, that peace may return to Ira-
¢éma’s bpsom.”

“ And_he—bears—with_him the light of ILagéma s
eyes and the flower of her soul.”

A"Strange noise rewechoed through the forest. The
youth’s glance sped in its direction.

“It is Cauby the brave’s cry of joy,” said the maid.
“Iragéma’s brother announces his safe return to the
prairies of the Tabajdra.”

_““Daughter of Araken, conduct thy guest.to the
wigwam. It is time to depart.”

1 Camocim, also called Camotim,the urn or chest which served
as coffin to the abon«vmes. The word ¢’ am ’otim means *“hole
i)o bury the dead,” f.om co, hole, ambyra, dead, and ankotim, to

ury.

2 In the original Guabiroba or Andiroba, a tree which gives a
pungent, bitter oil.

3 Portuguese, cabellos do sol, hair like the sun ; in Tupy, g‘uara-
¢fdba ; so they called the yellow hair of Europeans
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They paced side by side, like two fawns who at
the sunset hour return through the wood to their
nighting-place, whence the scent of suspicion is borne
by the breeze. When they reached the Joazeiros, they
saw Cauby crossing beyond them, his broad shoulders
bending under the weight of his chase. Iragéma went
to meet him.

‘The stranger entered the wigwam alone.

CHAPTER IX.

THE morning sleep weighed down the eyelids of the
Pagé like the fair-weather mists hang at daybreak
over the deep caverns in the mountain-side. Martim
hesitated, but the sound of his step reached the old
man’s ear and startled his decrepit frame. .

‘““ Araken sleeps!” murmured the warrior, slacken-
ing his pace.

The venerable Pagé remained motionless.

“The Pagé slambers because Tupan hath turned
his face to the Earth, and the Light hath frightened away
the evil spirits of Darkness. But sleep sits lightly on
the eyes of Araken, like the smoke of the Sapé-grass?
on the top of the Serra. If the stranger came to see
the Pagé, speak ; his ears are open.”

“The guest came to_tell Araken that he is about
to go forth.”

~—%The stranger is Lord in the wigwam of Araken;
all the roads are open to him.. May. Tupan guide
him to the Taba of his race,”
—Caiiby and Iragéma came up.

“Cauby has returned,” said the Tabajdra brave.

“ He brings to Araken the best of his game.”

1 Sapé, leaves for thatch ; coarse grass which grows on worn-
out lands. ‘
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“The warrior Cauby is a mighty huntsman of the
mountains and the forests. The eyes of his father are
proud to dwell upon him.”

The old man opened his eyes, but they soon closed
again.

“ Daughter of Araken! choose for thy guest the
Return Gift, and prepare the Moquem ! for the journey.
If the stranger need a guide, Cauby, the Lord of the
Path,? will accompany him.” .

And sleep once more closed his eyes.

While Cauby hung up the quarry over the smoke,
Iragéma took her own white hammock of cotton
fringed with feathers, and folded it into the Urd of
plaited straw.

Martim awaited her at the doorway of the wigwam,
and the maiden came to him and said—

““Warrior that takest away the sleep from Iragéma’s
eyes, take also her hammock. When he sleeps in it,
may dreams of Iragéma speak with his heart.”

“Thy hammock, maiden of the Tabajdras, shall be
my companion in the wilds. Let the cold wind of
night blow fiercely, it will protect the stranger with
its warmth and breathe the sweet perfume of Iragema’s
bosom.”

Cauby went forth to see his wigwam, which he had
not visited since his return. Iragéma departed to
prepare provisions for the voyage. There remained
in the cabin only the Pagé, who was sleeping aloud,
and the youth with his sorrows.

The sun was setting when Iragéma’s brother re-
turned from the great wigwam.

g;ﬁlaquem, in the original, from mocaem. The B:azilian
ians roasted their game Lefore a bright fire to prevent its
putrefying wheun they took it on a journey, and in their tents
they hung it over the smoke.

2 Senhor do caminko, ‘‘Lord of the Path,” is what the abori-
gines called their guide.



IRAGEMA. 25

“The day ends sadly,” ! quoth Cauby. “ The night-
shade is already falling. It is time to depart.”

The virgin laid her hand gently on the hammock
of Araken.

“ He goes,” murmured her trembling lips.

The Pagé stood upright in the midst of the wigwam
and lit his Calumet. He and the youth exchanged the
pipe of farewell.

“ Well-go 2 the Guest, even as he was welcome to
the wigwam of Araken.”

The old man walked to the door and puffed forth a
cloud of smoke upon the wind, When it had dis-
persed in thin air he said—

“ May the Jurupary? hide himself, and allow the
guest of the Pagé to pass unmolested.”

Araken returned to his hammock and slept again.

The youth took his arms, which seemed to be
heavier than when he had first hung them to the
stakes round the wigwam, and prepared to depart.

First went Cauby ; at some little distance followed
the stranger, and directly after him Iragéma.

They descended the hill and entered the dark
forest. Already the Sabid of the wold, sweetest
songster of eventide, deep hidden in the thick myrtle-
brake,* warbled the prelude of her plaintive song,

The virgin sighed forth— :

¢ The evening is the Sorrow of the Sun. The days
of Iragéma will be long evenings without a morn, until
the Shadow of the Great Night shall fall upon helﬁ_]

1 O dia vae ficar triste. The Tupys called evening Caruca,
a word composed of “Che carac acy,” ‘I am sad.” They drew
their image of grief from the twilight and the approaching gloom.
2 In Portuguese they can say, ‘‘ Well-gone be the guest as his
welcolming ;” but we have no single English word as a pendant
6 walcome.
Jurupary, a demon, which word literally means *crooked
niotith ” ( juru, a mouth, and apara, crooked, deformed).
% In the original Ubaia, a myrtle with a healthy wholesome
fruit («da, a fruit, and aie, good).
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The youth turned towards her. His lip was silent,
but his eyes spoke. One tqgg_c&r_se/dmLLiunﬂnly
cheek, like the drops which during the summer heat
trickle over the scarped rock.

Cauby walked on and disappeared in the dense
foliage.

The bosom of Araken’s daughter heaved like the
overflowing billow fringed with surf, and she sobbed
aloud. But in her soul, so dark with sorrow, burned
a faint spark which lit up her cheeks. Thus in the
blackness of night a firedrake glimmers over the
white sands of the high-land plateau.

“Stranger, take the last smile of Iragéma—and fly ! ”

The warrior caught her in his arms and placed his
lips to hers. They were as twin fruits of the Araca!
shrub, both sprung from the womb of the same
flower.

The voice of Cauby called the stranger by name,
and Iragéma remained clinging for support to the
trunk of a palm.

-CHAPTER X

!N/the silent wigwam meditates the old Pagé.
< Iragéma leans against the rugged trunk that serves
ds a stay. Her large black eyes, fixed on the forest
clearings, and sunk with sorrow, gaze with long and
tremulous looks, threading and unthreading the seed-
pearl of teardrops that bedew her cheeksﬁj )

The Aré, perched on the opposite shelf, views with
sad green eyes her beautiful lady.

From the day that saw the white warrior tread
Tabajdra land she had been forgotten by Iragéma.
The rosy lips of the maid never opened now to let

1 Araga, a Brazilian shrub with fruit of the guava family,
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her pick from them the fruity pulp or the paste of
green maize,! nor ever now did the sweet hand
caress her or smooth the golden plumage of her head.

If she spoke the beloved name of her mistress, the
smile of Iragéma was never bent upon her, nor did
the ear of the mistress even appear to know the voice
of that companion and friend, which had once been
so dear to her heart.

Woe to her! The Tupy nation called her Jan-
ddia,? because in her joy she made the plains resound
with her vibrating song. But now, sad and silent
because disdained by her mistress, she appeared no
more the beautiful Janddia, but rather the homely
Urutdo,® which knows only to groan.

Low sloped the sun over the Serra heights ; its rays
hardly gilded the highest crests. The hushed melan-
choly of evening which precedes the silence of night
began to oppress the various sounds of the prairie.
Here and there a night-bird, deceived by the thicker
darkness of the forest, screeched aloud.

The old man raised his bald forehead.

“Was it not the cry of the Inhuma bird ¢ that
awoke the ear of Araken? ” said he, wondering.

The maiden trembled. Already she was out of the
wigwam, and back to answer the Pagé€’s question.

¢ It is the War-cry of Cauby the brave !”

When the second screech of the midnight bird

1 Indian-corn, milko.

2 Jandéia, also written Nkendéia and Nkhéndaia, which is an
adjective that qualifies the ard or macaw, from nkeng, to s?eak,
antan, hard, rough, strong, and ard, the agent who acts, #k’ans'-
aré. Ceard in Tupy means “the song of the jandaia,” from
cemo, to sing loud, and aréra, paroquet,

3 Urutao, a night-bird.

4 Inkhuma, a bird which sings regularly about midnight with
a harsh unpleasant note. The orthography is amkuma, from
anko, solitary, and anum, a well-known aotophagus, which the
aborigines regarded as a bird of augury. Thus it would mean
the “ solitary anum,” the unicorn-bird.
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reached her ear, Iragéma ran towards the forest, fleet
as a doe pursued by the hunter: she never drew
breath till she had reached the clearing, which lay in

e wood like a long lake.

The first thing that met hereye was Martim, sitting
tranquilly upon a Sapopema! bough and eyeing all
that occurred. Opposite him a hundred Tabajdra
warriors with Irapdam at their head formed a circle,
The brave Cauby, his eye flashing with anger and his
weapons grasped in his muscular arm, stood up before
them all

Irapiam had demanded the stranger, and the guide
had answered him simply—

¢ Slay Cauby first.”

The daughter of the Pagé flew like an-arrow.. Behold
her graceful form shielding Martim from the blows of
the braves. Irapdam roared with rage, as roars the
ounce attacked in its lair.

“ Daughter of Araken,” said Cauby in a whisper,
slead the stranger to the wigwam. Araken alone can
save him.”

Iragéma turned towards the white warrior. |

“Come!”

He remained immovable.

* «If the stranger will not come, Iragéma will die
with him.”

Martim-arose ; but far from following the maiden, he
walked straight towards Irapiam. His sword flashed
in the air.

“ Chief! the Braves of my race have never refused
combat. If he whom thou beholdest did not seek
it, it was because his fathers have forbidden him to
shed blood in the land of hospitality.”/,

The Tabajdra chief yelled with joy; his powerful
arm wielded the tomahawk. But the two champions

1 Sapopema, a tree with thick branches. The wood is hard,
and is much prized for furniture.
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had scanty time to measure each other with the eye.
When the first blow was being struck, Cauby and
Iragéma were between them.
ﬁn vain the daughter of Araken besought the Chris-
ian, Vainly did she throw her arms round him, en-

deavouring to withdraw him from the combat. On
his side, Cauby as vainly strove to provoke Irapdam,
and to draw upon himself the wrath of the chief.

At a sign from Irapdam, the warriors seized the
brother and sister, and the combat beganW/

Suddenly the hoarse sound of the War-trumpet
thundered through the forest. The sons of the Serra
trembled as they.recognised the boom_of the Sea-
shelland the War-cry of the Pytigudras, those Lords
of the Shores, which the, fallen trees shade. The
echo came from the Great Wigwam, which perhaps
the enemy was at that moment attacking.

The warriors flew there, carrying with them their
Chiefs. With the stranger only remained the daughter
of Araken.

CHAPTER XIL

THE Tabajara warriors, rushing to the Taba, awaited
the enemy in part of the Caigdra or Curral.l

The foe not coming, they went forth to seek him.
I/They beat the forests all around and scoured the
plains. There was no trace of the Pytigudras; yet
the well- known War-boom of the Shell from the shores
had sounded in the ears of the mountain braves. Of
this none doubted.

Irapiam suspected_that it was a stratagem of the
daughter of Araken to save the stranger, and he went

1 Caigara, from cai, a bit of burnt wood, and the desinence

¢ara, what #s or is made. “What is made of burnt wood,”
ie., a strong cnclosure of pointed stakes—a Curral.
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straight to the wigwam of the Pagé; as the Guard!
runs along the skirts of the forest when following the
trail of the escaping prey, so did the wrathfu! warrior
hurry his steps. rep

Araken saw the great Tabaiﬁ-a chief enter his
cabin, but he did not move. Sitting on his hammock
With crossed legs, he was giving ear to Iragéma.
The maiden related the events of the evening; be-
holding ‘the sinister countenance of Irapdam, she
sprang to her bow and placed herself by the white
warrior’s side.

Martim put her gently away and advanced a few
steps.

The protection with which the Tabajdra maid sur-
rounded /i, a warrior, angoyed him.

‘“ Araken! the vengeance of the Tabaj4ras demands
the white warrior ; Irapdam comes to fetch him.”

(‘ “The Guest,;s the beloved of Tupans- wha.so

m

W lests the Stranger shall hear the vaice.of his.
Thunder.”

Tt is thg Stranger who has offended Tupan,
robbing him_of his Virgin Who eeps t ‘ 'J'of

the !urgma draught.” SR .
mouth of Irapiam lies like the hiss of the

Giboia,” 2 exclaimed Iragéma.
Martim said—

“JIrapdam is vil be the Chjef of

braves.
e Pagé spoke slow and solemnly—
“If the Virgin has yielded the flower of her Chastity
to the white warrior, she will die; but the Guest of

————

! Guard, a wild dog, the Brazilian wolf. The word decom-
posed with g, the relative #, to eat, and ara for a, the emphatic
desinence is g-»-dra, *“ comedor,” or *‘ voracious eater,”

3 Giboia, the wild people so called the boa-constrictor, the
largest snake in the Brazils, which can easily swallow a stag.
The word comes from g7 a hatchet, and éboza, any snake (the
root of our “boa "), because the serpent strikes with its fangs
like the blow of a hatchet,
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Tupan is sacred ; none shall touch him ; all shall serve

hjm,”
Irap#iam raged ; his hoarse growl rumbled within

his muscular chest like the noise made by the Sucury !
in the depths of the river. .

“The wrath of Irapdam’s anger will not let him
hearken to the old Pagé! It will fall upon %im if he
dare to' withdraw the Stranger from the vengeance of
the Tabajdras.”

At this moment the venerable And(r?z brother of
the Pagé, entered the cabin. He grasped the terrible
Eomaﬁawi{, and a still more terrible fury gleamed in
his eyes.

“The vampire comes to suck Irapdam’s blood, if
indeed it #s blood and not honey? that runs in the
veins of him who dares to threaten the old Pagé in
his wigwam.”

Araken stayed his brother.

“ Peace and silence, Andfra !”

The Pagé raised his tall thin stature, and appeared
like the angry viper® who crouches on the ground
the better to spring upon his victim. His wrinkles
waxed deeper, whilst his shrunken lips displayed his
white and sharpened teeth.

“Let Irapiam venture one step more, and the
wrath of Tupan shall crush him with the weight of
this lean and withered hand!”

“At this moment Tupan is not with the Pagé,”
replied the Chief.

The Pagé laughed, and the sinister laugh seemed

1 Sucury or Sucurin, a gigantic serpent which lies in deep
rivers, and can swallow an ox. The word comes from sux,
zn ani’l’nal, and cury or curu, a snorter, “the snorting or hissing

east,

3 Si é que tens sangue e ndo mel nas veias. The meaning of
the word /ragsuam is *‘round honey.” It must be remembered
that Irapiam taunted Andira farther back about 4is name,
which means “old vampire,” and this was 4zs retort.

3 In the original Caninana.
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to roll round the enclosure like the bark of the
Ariranha.!

““ Hear his thunder,2 and let the warrior’s soul
tremble as the earth in its depths ! ”

Araken pronouncing these terrible words, advanced
to the middle of the wigwam. There he lifted up a
great stone and stamped with force upon the ground,
which suddenly clave asunder. A frightful noise,
which seemed torn from the bowels of the earth,
issued out from the dark cavern.

Irapiam neither trembled nor turned pale, but he
felt his sight growing dim and his lips lost their power
of speech.

“The Lord of Thunder is for the Pagé ; the Lord
of War will be for Irapijam.”

. The grim warrior left the wigwam, and soon his
mighty form disappeared in the twilight.

The Pagé and his brother resumed their conver-
sation in the doorway.

Martim, still surprised at what he had beheld,
could not take his eyes off the deep cavern, which
the stamp of the old Pagé had opened in the ground.
A dull sound, like the distant boom of the waves break-
ing upon the shore, still echoed through the depths.

The Christian warrior reflected; he could not
believe that the God of the Tabajdras had given such
immense power to his priest.

Araken perceiving what was passing in the mind of
the stranger, lit the Caximbo and seized the Maraca,
or mystic rattle.

Y\Ariranhka, the largest species of Brazilian otter.

/3 Onve seu trovio. This was a stratagem practised by the
/ Pagés to rule their votaries by terror. The hut was built upon
\_a'rdck which contained a subterraneous passage, communicating

by a narrow aperture with the plain. Araken had taken the
recaution to block up the two entrances with stones, and thus to
ﬁide them from the people. Removing one stone from each end
caused the air to rush through the narrow spiral channel with a
loud noise, as the sea-shell murmurs when applied to the ear,
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“It is time,” he said, “to appease the wrath of
Tupan and to hush the voice of his thunder.”

So saying he left the cabin.

Iragéma then approached the youth with laughing
mouth and eyes sparkling with joy.

“The heart of Iragéma is like the rice-plant, glad
in the waves of the river! None can hurt the white
warrior in the wigwam of Araken.”

“Keep away from the enemy, Tabajira maid,”
replied the stranger in a harsh voice. And retiring
quickly to the opposite side of the wigwam, he hid
his face from the tender complainirg looks of the’
virgin.

- “What has Iragéma done that the white warrior-
should turn away his eyes from her as if she were the
worm of the earth ?”

The maiden’s words, gently whispered, reached
Martim’s heart. Thus whisper the murmurs of the
breeze in the fan-leaves of the palm-tree. The youth
felt anger against himself and sorrow for her.

¢ Dost thou not hear, beautiful virgin ?” exclaimed
he, pointing to the speaking cave.

_ It is the voice of Tupan !”

“Thy god speaks by the mouth of his Pagé: /f
the virgin of Tupan yield- lo the stranger the flower
of ker chastity, she shall die.”

Iragéma hung her head.

“ It is not the voice of Tupan that the pale-faced
warrior- hears, but the song of the white virgin that
calls to him.”

Suddenly the strange sounds which came from the
depths of the earth ceased, and there was so deep a
silence in the wigwam, that the pulses throbbing
through the warrior’s veins and the sighs that trembled
on the virgin’s lips were heard.

! In the original abati, or abaly n'agua. Aébati is rice, which
thrives when in water, and which Iragéma used as a symbol of
her joy.

C
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CHAPTER XIIL

THE day darkened ; night was already coming on.

The Pagé returned to the wigwam, and again poising
the slab of stone, closed with it the mouth of the
subterranean passage.

Cauby also arrived from the great Taba, where he
and his brother braves had retired after beating the
forest in search of the Pytiguara enemy.

In the centre of the wigwam, amidst the ham-
mocks, slung and squared, Iragéma spread the mat
of Carnatba palm, and served the remains of the
game with the wines made during the last moon,
‘I'he Tabajdra brave alone relished the supper; the
gall which is wrung from the heart by sorrow did not
embitter his palate.

[ The Pagé drew from his calumet the sacred smoke

of Tupan, which filled the depths of his lungs. The
stranger greedily inhaled the fresh air to cool his
boiling blood. The maiden seemed to sigh her soul
away, like honey dropping from the comb, in the
frequent sobs that burst from her trembling hps

Cauby soon retired to the great Taba ; the Pagé
still inhaled the smoke which prepared him for the
mysteries of the Sacred Rite.

There arises in the night silence a v1b\'atmor cry
which ascends to the sky.
and listens. Again a similar sound is heard. The
warrior whispers, so that only the maiden could hear
him—

“ Hast heard, Iragéma, the Seagull’s cry ?”

“Iragéma has heard the cry of a bird which she
does not know.”

“ It isthe Atyaty,! the Heron of the Sea, and Iragéma
is the mountain-maid who has never trodden upon
the white beach upon which the waves break.”

Y Aty.ty, seagull,
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¢ The beach belonvs, to the Pztlggras, the Lords of
the Palm 1 groves.” ”

—The warriors of the who inhabited the.
seaboar

Pytiguaras, Lords of the
alleys ; but the Tabajdras, their enemies, contemptu-
ously termed them Potyudras, or Shrlmp_Eaters. :

" Tragéma did not wish to oﬂ'end the whlte wamor,

gave
for themselves

The stranger reflected, and retained for a moment,
on the lip of prudence, the word which he was about to.
utter.

“The Seagull’s song is the War-cry of the brave

% the @F

e maiden trembled Tor her brethren. The fame
of the fierce Poty, brother of Jacaina, had spread
afar, from the sea- -shore to the heights of the Serra..
carcely was there a wigwam which had not panted’
with a lust of vengeance; in almost all of them the
blow of his unerring tomahawk had laid a warrior low

in his Camocim.

Iragéma thought that Poty came at the head of
his braves to deliver his friend. Doubtless it was he
who had sounded the Sea-shell at the time when the
combat began. It was therefore in a tone of mxed
sadness and.sweetness that she replied—

““The stranger is saved; the brethren of Iragéma
will die, for she will not speak.” ’

. %Cast out this grief from thy soul, Tabajdra maid !
The stranger in leaving thy prairies will not leave in
them, like the famished tiger, a trail of blood.”

Iragéma took the hand of the white warrior and
kissed it.

¢ The stranger’s smile,” she continued, “blunts the
remembrance of the harm they wish me.”

Martim rose and walked to the door.

“Where goes the white warrior?”
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“To seek Poty.”
“ The guest of Araken may not leave this wigwam,

for the wartiors of Irapiam will kill him.
“ﬁiﬁﬁ?ﬁm&ﬁﬁmms weapons
only. He will not be protected by old men and
womenT”

“What is one brave against a thousand? The
Tamandu4! is brave and strong, yet the cats of the
. mountains kill and eat him because they are so many.
The arms of the white warrior only reach as far as
the shadow of his body—those of the Tabajdras fly
high and straight as the Anajé.” 2

“ Every warrior has his day.”

~ “The stranger would not. see Iragéma._die, yet he
would make her hehold his death.” »
artim hesitated, perplexed.

“Iragéma will go and meet the Pytigudra Chief,
and will bring to her guest the words of his warrior
Triend.”

“—The Pagé finally awoke from his reverie. The
Maracd rattled in his right hand ; the bells rang in
time to his stiff slow step.

He called his daughter apart.

“If the braves of Trapdam fall upon the wigwam,
1#t up the stone and hide the stranger in the bosom
of the earth.”

“The guest must not be left alone. Wait till
Iragéma returns. The inhuma has not yet sung.”

The old man again sat upon his hammock. - “The
maiden went forth after fastening the door of the
wigwam,

1 Zaman:lud, ant-eater.
2 Anajé a powerful hawk, the local eagle.
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CHAPTER XIIIL

THE daughter of Araken advances in the darkness;
she stands and listens.  For the third time the cry of
the Seagull sounds in her ears; she bends her steps

'ﬁra'lg‘ht to_the ?lace whence it_came, and arrives at
the edge of a lake. er glance pierces the darkness, -
but finds nought of what it seeks. The tender voice,
soft as the hum of the colibri bird, breaks the silence.
“ Poty, the brave’s white brother calls him by the
mouth of Iragéma !”
Echo only answered her.

“The Daughter of his Foes comes to seek him,
because the stranger loves him, and she Toves the

stranger.”

Tffe smooth surface of the lake clove, and a figure
appeared swimming towards the margin and rising
from the water.

“Was it Martim whao sent Iracéma, since she knows
the name of Poty, his brother in war?”

®The Pytigudra chief may speak ; the white warrior
is waiting.”

“Then Iragéma will return and tell him that Poty
has come to save him.”

“The stranger knows, and sent Iragéma to hear
Poty’s tidings.”

“The words of Poty will leave his mouth only for
the ear of his white brother.”

‘“He must wait then till Araken leaves and the
wigwam remains deserted ; then will Iragéma guide
him to the presence of the stranger.”

“ Never, daughter of the Tabajdras ! has a Pytiguara
brave crossed the threshold of a foeman’s wigwam
save as a conqueror. Bring here the warrior of the
sea.”

“The vengeance of Irapiam hovers around the
wigwam of Araken. Has the stranger’s brother
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brought Pytigudra warriors enough to defend and to
save him ?”

Poty reflected.

" “Relate, Maid of the Mountams, all that has
happened in these prairies smce the Wamor of the
Sea planted foot upon them.”

Iragéma related all—how the wrath of Irapdam had
burst forth against the stranger, until the voice of
Tupan, invoked by the Pagé, had appeased his fury.

“The anger of Irapdam is like that of the bat; he
fears the light and flies only in-the dark.”

The hand of Poty suddenly closed the maiden’s
lips ; his words sank to a whisper.

“The Virgin of the Forest must hold her breath and
hush her voice ; the foeman’s ear listens in the dark.”

The leaves gently rustled as if trodden upon by
the restless Nambi. The sound at first came from
the skirts of the forest and then swept towards the
valley. The valiant Poty gliding along the grass,
like the clever prawn from which he took his name
and quickness, disappeared in the deep lake. The
tvater without a murmur buried him in its limpid
wave.

Iragéma returned to the wigwam ; on the way she
perceived the shadows of many warriors' who were
crawling on the ground like the Intanha frog.!

Araken, seeing her come in, left the wigwam.

The Tabajdra maid related to Martim all that had
passed between herself and Poty. The Christian
warrior rose up impetuously to rescue his Pytigudra
brother. Iragéma threw round his neck her beauti-
ful arms.

“““The Chief does not want his brother. He is the
son of the waters, and the waters will protect him.
Later, the stranger’s ear shall listen to the words of
his friend.”

3 Intanha, commonly called the ferrador, the blacksmith frog.
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“ Iragéma, it is time that thy guest should leave the
wigwam of the Pagé and the plains of the Tabajdras.
He does not fear the braves of Irapiam ; he fears the
eyes of the Virgin of Tupan.”

“ He will fly from them?”

“The stranger must fly flom them as the Oitibé
does from the morning star.”

Martim hastened his steps.

“Ungrateful brave! go slay, first brother, then
self. Iragéma will follow him to the happy plains
where wend the shades of those that were.”

“ Kill my brother, sayest thou, cruel maid?”

“Thy trail will guide the enemy to his hiding-
place.”

The Christian halted suddenly midway in the wig-
wam, and there remained silent and still. Iragéma,
fearing to look upon him, fixed her eyes on his shadow,
which the bright embers of the fire threw on the
broken wall of the wigwam.

The shaggy dog lying close to the hot ashes gave
signs that a friend was approaching. The door inter-
woven with the fronds of the Carnaiba palm was
opened from without. Cauby entered.

“The Cauim wine has disturbed the spirit of the
braves. They are coming to slay the stranger.”

The maiden arose impetuously.

“Lift up the stone which closes the throat of
Tupan, that he may conceal the guest.”

‘The Tabajéra brave uphove the enormous slab
and poised it on the ground.

“The son of Araken shall lie across the Wigwam-
door, and if a brave pass over his body, let him rise
no more from the ground.”

Cauby obeyed. The maiden fastened the door.

A few moments passed. The war-cry of the braves
sounds closer; the angry voices of Irapdam and
Cauby rise above the rest.

“ They come, but Tupan will save his guest.”
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At this moment, as if the thunder-god had héard
the words of his virgin, the cave, which till then was
still, roared with a dull roar.

“Listen! It is the voice of Tupan!”

Iragéma- presses the warrior’s hand and leads him
into the cave. They descend together into the bowels
of the earth.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE Tabajéra braves, excited by their copious liba-
tions of foaming Cauim, were inflamed by the voice
of Irapiam, who had so often led them to victory.

Wine appeases-the-thirst—ofthe bady but breeds
another and a wilder thirst jg the savage mind.

Themvwﬂ‘ﬁg‘:aﬁm audacious
stranger who had defied their arms, and who had
offended the God of their fathers and their War Chief,
the greatest of the Tabajéras.

Then they leapt with rage and rushed about in
the darkness. The red light of the Ubirdtdn! which
shone in the distance guided them to the cabin of
Araken.

From time to time the foremost of those who
came to spy the enemy raised themselves up from the
ground.

“ The Pagé is in the forest,” they murmured.

“ And the stranger?” inquired Irapiam.

“In the cabin with Iragéma.”

The great chief leaps up with a terrific bound, and
reaches the Wigwam-door followed by his warriors.

The face of Cauby appears at the entrance. His
arms guarded a space in front of him—say within the
reach of a Maracaj4’s spring.?

1 The iron wood of uéira (from pdi, wood, and antan, hard).
3 Maracajd is a wild cat, It must not be confounded with
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“ Dastardly are the braves who attack in herds
like the Caetetys.! The Jaguar,? Lord of the Forest,
and th’e Anajé, Lord of the Clouds, combat the enemy
alone.”

“ Dirt be in the vile mouth which raises its voice
against the bravest of the Tabajara braves.”

Saying these words, Irapiam brandished his fatal
tomahawk, but his arm stopped in the air. The
bowels of the earth again rumbled as they had
rumbled when Araken awoke the awful voice of
Tupan.

The braves raise a cry of fear, and, surrounding
their Chief, force him away from the funest spot and
the wrath of Tupan, so evidently roused against them.

Cauby once more lay down across the threshold ;
his eyes sleep but his ears keep watch.

The voice of Tupan became silent.

Iragéma and the Christian, lost in the depths of
the earth, descended into a deep grotto. Suddenly a
voice arising from the cavernous depths filled their
ears.

“Does the Sea-Warrior listen to the words of his
brother ?”

“It is Poty, the friend of thy guest,” said the Chris-
tian to the maid.

Iragéma trembled.

“ He speaks by the mouth of Tupan.”

Martim then answered the Pytigudra—

“The words of Poty enter into the soul of his
brother.”

the AMaracujd or passion-flower, which represents all the instru.
‘ments of our Saviour's passion, as the pillar, nails, scourges,
and crown of thorns.

1 Caetetiis is the wild pig of the forest, from caeté, large
virgin forest, and sun, game, which euphony changes to ¢,

4 Jaguar, amongst the aborigines, was applied to all the
animals that devoured them, especially the ounce. Jaguaret?
meant “the great eater.”” It is derived from ja, “us,” and
guara, * the voracious.”
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“ Does no other ear listen?”

“ None save those of the Virgin who twice in oné
sun has saved the life of thy brother.”

“ Woman is weak ; the Tabajdra is revengeful ; and
the brother of Jacainal is prudent.”

Iragéma sighed and lay her head upon the youth’s
breast. " -

“Lord of Iragéma, stop her ears that she may not
listen,” .

Martim gently put away the graceful head.

“The Pytigudra Chief may speak ; the ears that
listen are friendly and faithful.”

- “His brother orders and Poty speaks. Ere the sun
shall rise over the Serra, the Sea-Warrior must seek
the river-plain of the Herons’ Nests. The Dead Star
will guide him to the white beach. No Tabajdra
brave will follow him, because the Inubia of the
Pytigudras will sound from the mountain-side.”

“How many Pytigudra braves accompany their
valiant Chief?”

“Not one. Poty came alone with his arms. When
the bad spirits of the forest separated the Sea-Warrior
from his brother, Poty followed his trail. His heart
would not let him return to call the braves of his Taba ;
but he sent his faithful dog to the great Jacaina.”

“The Pytigudra Chief is alone ; he must not sound
the Inubia, which will raise all the Tabajéra braves
against him.”

“He must do it to save his white brother. Poty
will mock at Irapdam, as he mocked him when he
fought with a hundred men against his white brother.”

The daughter of the Pagé, who had listened silently,
now bent towards the Christian’s ear.

“Iragéma would save the stranger and his brother ;
she knows her thoughts. The Pytigudra Chief is

! Jacaina was the celebrated Chief, brother of Poty, and a

friend to Martim Svares Moreno. His name is that of a black
tree, also called in Brazil Jacarand4.
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staunch and brave. Irapdam is crafty and treacherous -
as the Acauan.!! Before the stranger can reach the
forest he must fall, and his brother must also fall with
him.” '

“What can the Tabajira maid do to save the
stranger and his brother?” asked Martim.

“One more sun and another must rise, then the
moon of flowers? will appear. It is the feast-time
when the Tabajdra braves pass the night in the Sacred
Woaod and receive from the Pagé their happy dreams.
When they are all sleeping, the white warrior will
leave the plains of Ipi, and will vanish from the eyes
of Iragéma, but not from her soul.”

Martim strained the maiden to his breast, but soon
he gently repelled her. The contact of her beautiful
form, sweet as the forest lily, warm as the nest of the
Beijaflor,® was as a thorn in his heart. He remembered
the awful warning of the Pagé.

The voice of the Christian repeated to Poty the
project of Iragéma ; the Pytigudra chief, prudent as
the Tamandud, took thought, and then replied—

““ Wisdom has spoken by the mouth of the Tabajira
Virgin. Poty will wait the moon of flowers.”

CHAPTER XV,

THE day was born and dead. The fire, companion
of the night, already shone in the Wigwam of Araken.
The stars, daughters of the moon, rolled their slow
and silent courses in the blue heavens, awaiting the
return of their absent mother.

1 The Acauan is a Secretary-bird that destroys serpents. The
word is from cae, wood, and wan, from », “ to eat ’—a wood-cater.

3 A lua das flores, the moon of flowers.

3 Beijaflor, literally Kiss-flower, the humming-bird.
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Martim gently rocked himself; and his soul, like
the white hammock which waved from side to side,
wavered between one and another thought. There
the pale-faced virgin awaited him with chaste affec-
tion. Here the dark maiden smiled upon him with
ardent love.

Iragéma leant languidly against the head of the
hammock ; her large black eyes, tender as those of
the Sabid-thrush, sought the stranger and pierced his
soul. The Christian smiled. The virgin, trembling
like the Sahy-bird ! fascinated by the serpent, bent her
yielding form and reclined upon the warrior’s bosom.

He strained her passionately to his heart, his lips

sought her longing lip, and thus_they celebrated in
this SM

In a dark obscure corner sat the Pagé, plunged in
the contemplation of things remote from this world.
He heaved one long sad sigh. Did hisheart forebgde

that could not see? Or was _jt some
ill-omened presentiment concerning of his
race which 1e- in_the soul of Araken?

No one ever knew !

Th st tly repelled the Indian girl. _He
would ngt leave a trail of disg itable
Wigwam. He closed his N € mignt Mot see

her, and endeavoured to fill his thoughts with the
name and the fear of God. .

Christ !—Jesus !—Mary !

A calm returned to the warrior’s breast, but every
time his eye rested upon the Tabajdra virgin he felt
the blood course through his veins like liquid fire.
Thus when the thoughtless child stirs the live embers,
its sparks fly out and consume its flesh.

The Christian shut his eyes, but amid the darkness
of his thoughts the Tabajdra virgin ever arose, and
ever more beautiful. In vain his heavy lids invoked

1 Saky, a beautiful blue bird,
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sleep. They opened despite all his endeavours. An
inspiration from Heaven at last descended upon his
troubled mind.

‘ Beautiful maid of the desert! this is the last
night of thy guest under the roof of Araken. Would
that he had never come there! For thy sak