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“My grandfather’s name was WAKAAPARO, and he was a great shaman. My father’s name was Seraphim, and he was Baniwa. My mother, Nazaria Trindade, was of the Wanano people from Caruru Rapids on the Uaupes River. I was born in Uapui Cachoeira, which in Baniwa is called KUPIPANI. I grew up and lived in the longhouse of Uapui.
When I was a young boy, I saw the great longhouse that existed in Uapui. It was very beautiful, all painted with designs, called DIAKHE. My childhood with my parents was a very happy one, with my three brothers – Mario, Lourenco, and Gabriel. Lourenco and Gabriel have already passed on to another life. Now I have only one brother, Mario. 

At that time, still in the longhouse of Uapui, men and women did not use clothes like they do today. Men used a piece of cloth tied around the waist, covering in front and back. Women used a small skirt tied at the waist. At that time, there was no malice, like men staring at the women, nor women staring at men. That was the custom. At the time, men, women and children in Uapui, the longhouse, were painted red and black all the time. It was the custom. 

Time went on, and I grew up living with my parents, brothers, and friends who also lived there. In the longhouse that was at the front of the village, when I was around 12 years old (around 1931, Ercilia calculates), my father and uncle organized a great festival of initiation (when they blessed the food and taught the initiates about the world), when they showed the sacred flutes for the first time to us. There were more than 22 young boys between 12 and 17 years of age, the age when a boy’s father or grandfather passes on his knowledge to his sons and grandsons. This was an unforgettable ceremony for me, and I remember it even today. This ceremony is very important for the Hohodene and Walipere dakenai. A person HAS to go through this ceremony. 

The longhouse served as a living-space for the whole family. At that time, there were no separate houses like there are today. A longhouse was only one huge space. There were no separate rooms and kitchens for each family. The whole family lived together in the same longhouse. The custom was that every morning the whole family would come together to eat manioc porridge and food before going out to their work. 

I participated several times in the traditional dance-festivals in the longhouse. Uapui was the longhouse that received the most visits from people of other tribes, it was the main longhouse. Whenever there was a festival, they would advise the chief that on such and such a day there would be a festival , and then they would prepare and fix up the longhouse. The people who would hold festivals there were from various tribes such as the Wanano, Cubeo, Dessano and others. My childhood was full of good times and happiness. The greater part of my early life I lived in Uapui still in the old longhouse. When I was a young boy, I was very thin and all painted up in red and black. In the longhouse, I learned a lot of good things and was educated by my father and uncles. And I learned the stories of Uapui. Our family always had a shaman (or paje) – my grandfather Kaaparo, was a great and respected paje, a famous paje. Unfortunately he didn’t pass on his knowledge to his grandsons; he died early. When he died, Uapui had no shamans – I was only a boy and was too young to learn. Time passed on, and I always wanted to become a paje, but there was no-one to teach me. So, I was sad. At the time, Guilherme Garcia was a great and famous paje who lived on Eagle stream at a place called HAMARALIANA, in the middle of the forest. It was a little settlement. 
Time passed on. Then my clan brother Eduardo Ferreira (father of Plinio) invited me to go to Guilherme Garcia’s settlement in the middle of the forest. My father and mother went with both of us by canoe to Guilherme’s place. It was one day by canoe and one day on foot through the forest to get to where he lived. For the pajes, Guilherme Garcia, for the jaguar shamans, there is a certain time of the year when they prepare to do their work. At the time we went, Guilherme Garcia was prepared to teach the students. For the paje, when it’s at that time of the year DZURUAPI RIKO NAPADAMAWA DZURUAPI RIKO [into a dzuruapi, they transform into a dzuruapi, we transform], they transform in order to have more knowledge. At this time each year, the paje transforms and prepares to teach. They transform (to kill, to shoot darts, and to cure sicknesses given by other pajes, to close their bodies, to close the bodies of others who want their bodies to be closed – in order to not get any sickness that might be thrown by other pajes or by the spell-blowers). To the contrary, at that time, Guilherme Garcia was prepared to teach the wisdom of the pajes to 13 people – there were 13 students who went to study with him: Eduardo, Jose Maximiliano, Jose Garcia, Augusto, Jose Cornelio, Mario, Manuel, Erminio, Joao, Matteo, Emilio, Janeroso, Graciliano. There were so many pajes who learned at that time. Here, among those thirteen people, there are only four who are still alive: Manuel, Mario, Augusto, Emilio (Jose Garcia’s brother who moved to Colombia). The other 9 people have gone to live in another life. This was my life.
How I learned HOW TO BECOME A PAJE. When a person wants to train a paje, the first step that he takes is to bless the parika for the student in order to be able to snuff it without any harm. A person can’t snuff it without having it blessed by the paje because he could go crazy. Seriously. Second step: this is what Guilherme Garcia did for the 13 people. The paje prepares the student for seven days. In that preparation, the person must fast – can’t eat meat, fish, nor hot porridge. He only consumes cold water, everything cold. For the pajes, there is a reason why they can’t eat hot food and can’t drink hot porridge, nor eat food made by pregnant women, nor women who are menstruating. There is a very important reason.
The third step: after all this, the paje talks with the person to see if he wants to continue or not, because the person has to remain separated from his family for 30 days. Thirty days away from the family and thirty days fasting. During the thirty days, the master paje is working with the student. At the end of the 30 days, the paje blesses food for the students to eat. Before a person eats anything after the fast, he has to go and fish, and has to eat the fish that he catches because the fish has a meaning for the paje [EXPLAIN: SWORDFISH IS EQUIVALENT TO THE DARTS THAT THE SHAMAN WILL BE ABLE TO CURE AND TO THROW] The kind of fish that he catches has a meaning. If the student doesn’t catch any kind of fish, from then on he has to leave because he won’t become a shaman. 

After eating, the master paje accompanies the student for five months, watching him carefully. During the five months, the person has to remain separate from his family, he can’t stay where there are children and especially he can’t be around young girls. After that, the master paje does an evaluation of the student. Depending on the paje, he may have to repeat the teaching. If not, then the teaching is done. After that, the students have to follow the advice of the paje. This was the early learning of the paje. It was like this that I learned. I had to suffer a lot, not a little, to get to where I wanted to be. 
This was the first stage of my life as a paje. Then we returned to Uapui and time passed. When I was 17 years old, around 1936, I continued my training with several different pajes. 

The second stage of becoming a paje: I lived in Uapui for two years after the end of the first stage. I already knew, had an idea of how parika is. For 6 months, I studied the general knowledge of MALIKAI [shamans’ power] and general knowledge about types of sicknesses. Guilherme Gaercia gave me knowledge of MALIKAI and of sicknesses. For two years, I could already start to attend patients. But I wasn’t a shaman yet either to bless nor to extract sickness. And I couldn’t do water-throwing [EXPLAIN] Because Guilherme Garcia didn’t give me MALIRIDAKIPE [the body of the paje] . He didn’t give me real knowledge. I asked my father and mother to take me to learn more. But Guilherme Garcia didn’t want to teach me anymore. So I decided to ask my father to take me to learn more from another paje. In 1938, my parents, together with my brothers, and the whole family left Uapui rowing a canoe, slowly, from Uapui to the place called Araripira, on the Aiary River, where we stopped to make parika. Because, at the place where we were going, there was no parika, so we had to take prepared parika with us. We stayed one week in Araripira making parika to take to Venezuela. Then we continued on our journey, rowing, and on foot. We left there by river and got to a certain place and we had to get out of the canoe and drag the canoe by trail until we got to the place where we were going. On the way, the road from Maroa to the city, there were no cars at that time,. So we had to go on walking, dragging the canoe to get there. It was a lot of sacrifice. There was no-one we knew that we could borrow a canoe from so we had to take our own canoe to get to the other river. We got to the river, descended it and got to another river and walked again on land. 
Since it had been a long time since we’d heard any news about the paje we were looking for, we went around asking where he lived – this paje was almost a kin of ours, from the Dzauinai tribe. When we got to where he lived, the information we received was that he was not living there anymore. So we had to go in search of him again. If you don’t seek, you won’t find what you want. When I go to look for something, I look until I find it. And so we found the place – called Wapassussu in Venezuela. This place is very special for me, it affected my life very deeply and even today it is a very special place for me. A place I’ll never forget, it stays in my heart and in my memory. As soon as we got there, we found the paje, whose name was Alexandre, a Dzauinai, who was very famous at that time in Venezuela. I went there in search of the knowledge of the paje. He was very respected at that time. There, my father spoke to the paje and had to pay him, because one cannot fail to pay. He payed him. He asked me, “do you really want to be a paje ? Can you really be without a woman for ten years ?” I answered, “I can do it, I want to.” “OK”. But before starting, Alexandre let him relax for one month. During that month I didn’t stay in one place. I went with my family traveling on the Guaviare River in Venezuela. We traveled very far by canoe. I didn’t know why I was traveling with the whole family. Then we got to a place called UWA. That was where I went to look for the handle of my rattle. The handle is very special, and the place was very beautiful. The handle is prepared at this place. It is not the paje who makes it. But it’s only there you can get the handle of the rattle. Alexandre asked me to go and find it. There it’s a huge field and I went out to find it. I went out looking for it and I found it, it’s the same handle that I have today. It’s very sacred. I got it there. Alexandre looked at it and said, “yes, my son, one day you’ll be a great paje because you got this and you weren’t supposed to. Now that you got it, it’s yours.” The handle of my rattle. Then we went back to Uapassussu, Alexandre’s settlement. This was more or less in 1939 when I began to learn with Alexandre Yawinaapi, Kumadene, Dzauinai. Alexandre began to teach seven students. Mario was with me. Mario, myself, Jose Marcellino, Maximiliano, Rafael, Emilio, and the paje’s grandson. When Alexandre was beginning to teach, a specialist shaman from the Piaroa, named Fabricio (Piaroa jaguar shaman, Wanhiwa jaguar shaman) was with him. They began to teach the advanced stuff of the pajes. Alexandre and Fabricio were pajes with specialist knowledge. They gave information on the origin of each kind of sickness. The paje understands this. There are two main kinds of sicknesses that the paje understands: Dzauinai pwa, and Yoopinai. When the paje speaks of ther Dzauinai poa, he studies about the Walama, haikuita, hipada, types of Yoopinai (hekwapi rikuperi, uni rikuperi, awakada rikuperi, yoopinai iarudatheta. These two types of sickness affect us Indians more, but for the White people, these two kinds of sicknesses don’t have a cure. Let’s say: there I learned a lot (how to throw sicknesses on to enemies, how to kill enemies, how to defend myself against enemies). The enemies of a shaman are other shamans. A paje always has to be watchful when he does his work, if not, another paje can get him. And the specialist on that was Fabricio (specialist in killing). That kind of knowledge a paje only uses when it is necessary – it’s not for just anyone. Fabricio was a Piaroa. I learned it well from him. The Piaroa paje snuffs parika at night – why ? because at night it’s easier for him to get the people that he wants to kill. When a person asks him to kill another person, it is very advanced learning. It is extremely tiring. You have to snuff parika from 6 to 7 hours straight and without eating. 
For the paje, there’s a rule, that within 8 days, he has to pass on all of the information that he has to the students. It can’t be longer than 8 days. Because when you get to the 9th day, you have to rest. If the paje doesn’t show everything in eight days, then he has to stop and begin all over again. In this case, Alexandre and Fabricio were able to teach everything in 8 days. On the 9th day, they rested. On the following day, he took the students to fish. And, depending on the fish caught, the paje gives it a meaning. If the student gets a swordfish (duirita), it represents a haikuita for the paje. It’s a dart, walama. If he catches that, the student will be an excellent curer of haikuita. All the students got fish. Seven students got different kinds of fish. I caught four different kinds of fish: keredane, dzauira, duirita, carha (trairinha, acara, swordfish, piaba). The fish represent the knowledge and power of the paje, and the power of being a paje. These four kinds, Alexandre told me I would become an excellent healer. Because they represent the sicknesses Manhene, Walama, Hipada, Haikuita, Fiukali. He said, “you’re going to have a lot of work”. These fish that you caught represent a lot of work that you will have. You will save many lives throughout your life as a paje.” And this is what has happened, until today. Then he said, “with these fish, the two paje masters will bless pepperpot (kalidzamai) for the students”. After ten days, all of this time fasting. After that, the two teachers, the students and the families commemorated: like graduating, they have a festival with caxiri. Each student has now become a paje. Then he gives them advice, Alexandre and Fabricio recommended that each paje had to observe restrictions for ten years. All the restrictions that I’ve already mentioned. You have to stay separate from others. 
In the beginning of 1940, I returned with my family to Uapui. I was already a paje. I attended my family and kin. I’d had four years of studying to become a paje. After all of that, I stayed in Uapui. I lived with my parents for five more years. Always studying and practicing my knowledge. There was only one more year left to complete the ten years of restrictions, when a tragedy occurred in my life. My mother, Nazaria, died. In 1949,. The next year, there was no-one to make food for us, for my father, me, my brothers, five men in all. So I married Flora then. I’d already learned everything, so I married her, she was a Walipere-dakenai. After we’d married, I made several trips to Colombia to work in rubber-gathering. On one of those trips to work rubber, I remember very well, there was a place called PAKUWA. After my mother died, I and my family went there; I thought I would live there for the rest of my life. But Flora didn’t want to live there. She said, I had to go back and take care of the land where I was born. At the time, I agreed with her and we decided to return to Uapui. If we hadn’t done that, I’d still be in PAKUWA in Colombia. 
I lived in Uapui but I thought of going back to Venezuela. We’d already had three children. I didn’t stay in one place; I’d always be traveling and then coming back to Uapui. Then I remembered, I’m going to go back and visit Alexandre in Venezuela. It was then that I got news that Alexandre had died and Fabricio also had died. So I went back to stay in Uapui. Even so, I went to visit Alexandre’s children and his widow. In 1968, I went for the last time. Then I lost contact with the children of Alexandre, I don’t know where they’re living. On the last trip, Ercilia had already been born and was very little. 

In the beginning of 1970,we returned to Uapui and saw that my house was very old. My uncle Jose Cornelio, who was already very old, decided he couldn’t remain as chief of the community of Uapui. So Jose gave me the post to take care of the community in 1972. One year later, the itinerant Salesian missionaries arrived in the village. Father Roberto, an Italian; Sister Teresa, from Ceara (Brazil), Sister Ines, a Bare from the Rio Negro). These were the first educators who helped the people of Uapui at that time. In Uapui there seven families; then the people of Ucuqui upriver) came to live there – Jose Garcia and his family and other people. And I stayed on as chief of the village. In 1974, the first little one-room school was built at Uapui. From 1972 to 1984, I was the chief of the community. In 1976, [RW: the year that I did my first fieldwork there in Uapui] an airstrip was built behind the village and I was the guide for the military who were opening up airstrips in the region – Sao Joaquim, on the upper Icana, and at the mouth of the Querary River, border of Colombia. Three airstrips were opened; today, two are still open, Uapui is not [RW: it was fixed up for the inauguration of the shamans’ house]. I was employed as the field guard for thirteen years. In 1977, there was great sadness in my life, for my father died [RW: I was there when he died]. In 1979, I lost my uncle, who was a great shaman [RW: I learned from him; I’ve actually learned from four shamans: Manuel, Jose Cornelio, Jose Garcia, Eduardo Ferreira]. By 1985, I was already tired of being chief of the community, so I passed it on to my brother Mario, but he didn’t stay very long, just a few years. In 1989, I and my family went to visit friends in Colombia or Venezuela. We went to Uacapana, where our friends lived. It was soon after that that my son Jacinto died, a young man of 22 years of age. A lot has happened in my life, and there’s been a lot of sadness. 
In 1990, I got very sick and went to Sao Gabriel da Cachoeira for treatment. Six years later, I bought a piece of land in Sao Gabriel and made a house. Today I have a house in Sao Gabriel and in Uapui. In 2001, I got so sick that I had to go to Manaus for treatment in the hospital. In 2004-5, I had two surgeries and, with the help of the Captain, doctor, I recovered my health. So, from 2000-2005, I wasn’t able to do my work as paje because I was very sick for a long time [RW: another coincidence with my life: I was hospitalized during that period for 7 surgeries, including a hospital infection on my leg; Manuel’s sickness was in his legs also] I was very weak in my spirit and my body. In 2006, I recovered and went back to attending patients. I even worked in the military hospital, but they didn’t pay me anything. I did my work as paje and blessing. A paje can’t remain without doing his work, his rituals. He becomes sick if he does. His body wants it, needs it. Today, I like to do my work, and I will only stop when I die. When I’m really sick, I can’t work. Today, I am healthy and attending patients, and I am very much sought out by patients. In Sao Gabriel, I treat five to eight people per day.
Concluding, So that has been my life. [A lot of things Ercilia was not able to translate, so I need to go back and ask Alberto to help me translate] Today. Manuel is 89 years old. He has worked as paje for 64 years, working and suffering a lot to support his family. And today, he’s considered by the indigenous people as a true and respected paje. He is proud of that. Despite his age, he still works. 

So that’s his life, but there are other things not translated that he talks about on the tapes. Dona Flora is still alive. They had 11 children: four died; seven lived. All of them have families.Only Ercilia is single, and she takes care of her parents. In 2009, they had 33 grandchildren and 16 great-grandchildren. All of them love their grandparents. 

That is all, I Ercilia am proud to be his daughter, a Hohodene warrior, and descendant of Keruaminali, our clan ancestor.

The end.
