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Suri (Happy in Nheengatu) and 
Pimenta, the Sloth 
By Bete Morais 
(translation by Coletivo de Tradutores Berkeley-Brasil)* 

Suri (Happy in Nheengatu) feeling the river breeze, others were entering and 
exiting the hole of a rock.

It was a summer afternoon. The water was The swallows had a magical song. They were
cold after the rain. I was walking barefoot over the taking me to other worlds. Everything seemed to
stones, looking for a new story, a new discovery. be perfect and balanced while they were nearby. 

After I spent a few minutes observing the river, They were always whispering the same thing in 
a large fish jumped out beautifully. I think it was my ears, “in order to fly, it is necessary to dream.” 
a giant pacu.1 I walked a little bit more and saw I was on the island of the “agouti peoples,” 
a small island full of rocks with many swallows and from there, I would stay looking at the
sitting down. While some were sitting down, just swallows, who were sliding over the River and 
1. A freshwater fish related to the piranha. 

* Derek Allen, Luiza Bastos Lages, Mônica Carvalho Gimenes, Gabriel Lesser, Ana Claudia Lopes, Isaac McQuinn, and Liam G. Seeley. 
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2 
then returning to the large rock. I was really 
determined to get closer to the swallows. I was 
eager to meet their nest. 

I sighed and started looking for a small canoe 
to cross over to the small island. I found a very 
small canoe; it only fit one person, but the paddle 
was missing. I spent twenty minutes looking for 
one but only found a small stick. 

I entered the canoe and stayed there, sliding 
the small stick on the water and talking to the 
River, as I would do every day. After a few minutes, 
Pequeno,2 my grandmother’s dog, came running 
and got into the canoe as if he were asking, “Hey, 
where are you going?” 

I touched one of his paws, caressed his head, 
and said, “I am trying to go to that island to see 
the swallows, but I did not find an oar.” 

After I said that, the canoe started shaking, and 
we almost fell in the water because of the shock. 

Pequeno and I started running, and the canoe 
continued shaking. But there were no waves. 
I even thought it was a playful river dolphin 
because once, a playful dolphin followed us 
when we returned from the small beach. Playful 
dolphins always show up around here, but my 
grandmother says they are magical and can take 
us to other worlds. 

The truth is that Pequeno and I would certainly 
go to the playful dolphin world because our 
curiosity is bigger than our fear, but that canoe 
moving alone was strange. 

Pequeno and I continued watching from 
afar. Then I had an idea. I got closer to the 
canoe and asked, “Can you take Pequeno and 
me to that island?” 

The answer came immediately. After I asked 
the question, the canoe shook. 

I looked at Pequeno and said, “It looks like 
the canoe wants to take us to that island, but 
you can stay.” 

Pequeno cried a bit but entered the canoe. 
And then he covered his face with his paws. 

I looked at Pequeno and said, “Hold on 
because I am going to push the canoe. And don’t 
be afraid, we know how to swim. If anything, we 
can swim to a rock and ask for help.” 

Then he got calmer and waved his tail. 
I pushed and got into the canoe. We went 

sliding towards the house of the swallows, but 
when we arrived in the canal, the canoe started 
to go down. Pequeno and I widened our eyes. 

2. Pequeno’s name translates as “Little.” 

The canoe sank a little bit more, and we closed 
our eyes. But then we started to hear the sound 
of the waves, so we opened our eyes again. 
Then, we noticed that the River waves were 
taking us to the house of the swallows. And 
finally, we breathed! 

We leaned on the rock slowly. Pequeno got 
out running, and I pulled the canoe towards the 
rock. I called Pequeno, looked at him, and said, “I 
think the River likes us!” 

Then he jumped and started barking, and I 
said, “You can’t bark, Pequeno; the swallows are 
going to fly away.” 

Well, in fact, when we arrived at the large rock, 
there were no swallows. We both became sad. 
The sun was almost disappearing. We sat next to 
each other and admired the sunset. 

When a cool wind hit us, I sighed and closed 
my eyes. After a few minutes, with my eyes still 
closed, I began to hear the swallows, so I started 
to smile. It was as if the sound of the swallows 
were coming from within me. Yes, they were part 
of my body. They were my healing, the echo of 
my small soul. 

After we spent a few minutes feeling the 
sunset, we walked slowly towards the small canoe 
to go back home. 

The way back was more peaceful because the 
island of the swallows was located on top of the 
“island of the agoutis.” So, it was only necessary 
to push the canoe and let it be taken by the 
current until the backwater. But on the way back, 
something surprising happened. 

When we reached the middle of the way, our 
little one stopped moving. Then, we saw two 
groups of thousands of swallows crossing our 
path. Pequeno became very happy. He began to 
bark and jump on the fore of the canoe. 

The two groups of swallows started making a 
choreography in the direction of the sunset. They 
would pass by very closely around us, creating 
wind. They were flying synchronized around us 
and also above our heads. It was a party of magic 
and joy. 

After the ritual of the swallows, our 
small canoe started to go down again, and 
immediately the group of hundreds of swallows 
was swallowed by the energy of the Rio Negro. 
Pequeno and I came back happy and full of 
swallows inside our bodies. 
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Pimenta, the sloth 
It was a winter morning in the Alto Rio Negro. It 

was very cold, and my brothers and I were sitting 
around the fire, and our father Wiráwaçu (father 
big bird) was roasting many fish. Breakfast was 
warm bejú,3 plantain porridge, and roasted Mandi.4 

While everybody was happy and telling jokes, 
my younger brother was sitting down at the corner 
of the fire hut on his small bench with drawings 
of the jabuti tortoise. He was sulky because my 
father did not want to catch a small otter to be 
his diving friend. 

We were three children: I, the oldest, João, 
Antônio, the second son, and the youngest, 
Miguel. All names had been chosen by the 
parents, but my father would call the youngest 
Muihpü (Sun) or Curumim (boy). 

On that day, when my father saw the youngest 
in a sulky mood, he said, “Curumim, come here! 
I will tell the story of Pimenta, the sloth, but no 
more sour face.” 

The Curumim gave a skeptical look and slowly 
approached the fire. The youngest loved story 
time; it was a joyful moment at home. My father 
loved making storytelling circles before going 
to sleep. He had many stories about his long 
journeys in the forest. 

I remember that on that day, he did not go 
out for a walk in the forest because it had been 
raining a lot. So we stayed home, just talking 
and eating porridge while my mother Maria was 
preparing the dough to make bejú. 

Before starting the story, my father served the 
roasted mandi, brought over bejú and porridge, 
and then said, “Eat up!” 

Then he started the story saying: 
At the time of my father, only two families 

lived around here. I remember when I was eight 
years old and wanted to have a pet. I spent two 
days crying, and my father stayed in silence. 

Well, he did not say anything because I already 
knew the rules—no pets at all. He said it was a 
great responsibility and that I needed to mature 
a bit more. 

After two days of crying, I decided to walk at 
the river’s edge. Right there near the house, there 
was a shrubby area with many embaúba5 trees 
of all sizes. I was looking for insects, and I was 
thinking about adopting some. 

3. A type of flatbread made of cassava flour. 
4. A type of catfish found in the River Negro. 
5. Cecropia trees. 

After a few minutes, I stopped and sat on a 
small mound of sand. While I was there, trying 
to find the ideal pet, I started to hear the sound 
of tree branches breaking. As I heard the noise, I 
stood up quickly and looked towards the embaúba 
trees, but I could not see anything. 

I stood still for some time, watching. Then, I 
was able to see a few small branches falling, and 
it was not an embaúba tree. When I got closer to 
the tree, I saw a tiny sloth trying to cross to the 
embaúba tree to eat. 

The moment I looked into the sloth’s gentle 
eyes, I was mesmerized and immediately started 
talking to her. It was as if she knew me. She 
was not afraid. She looked at me and continued 
crossing. I spent the whole morning telling the 
little sloth my whole life’s story. 

After I finished telling everything about 
my life, the little sloth came down slowly in my 
direction. She could understand me. 

When I saw her getting closer, I was very 
happy. I thought she could be a great pet because 
she was quiet and would not give me too much 
work because we understood each other. 

I looked at the small sloth, and I said, “Let’s go, 
you can stay at home!” 

After I said that, I got close, grabbed the little 
sloth, and slowly walked away. I managed to 
enter the house without being seen by anyone, 
and I left the little sloth in my hammock, where 
she stayed very quietly. 

Before I left again, I told the sloth, “I’m going 
to get more food. Stay here quietly because no 
one can see you.” Then I ran to get more food. 

I knew the elders and my brothers would come 
back much later, so I calmly managed to get some 
embaúba leaves for the little sloth to eat. 

When I came back home, the sloth was in 
the same place, sleeping very quietly. At that 
moment, I thought, “She is perfect. She does not 
make any noise; she stays quiet, and my father 
will never notice.” 

In the afternoon, when everyone arrived, 
I chatted normally. I ate a little bit and I went 
immediately to sleep. Everyone in the house was 
concerned about my behavior, but they did not 
say anything. 

It was at night when everything happened. 
The little sloth revealed herself. 
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4 
After everyone was sleeping, I was still awake 

because I was anxious. Every moment, I would take 
a peek at the little sloth. But there was a time when 
I fell asleep, and I woke up with a strong pull on 
my hammock. The little sloth had started swinging 
on my hammock, she started making noise, and 
at that moment, my father woke up and said, “Are 
you hot, Curumim? It is not cold. Stop that.” 

When I heard that, I quickly picked up the little 
sloth and put her inside the hammock. Up until 
that moment, I did not know that sloths would 
become agitated at night. She would walk and 
jump very fast. 

In the middle of the night, I could not resist 
and fell asleep. The little sloth went straight into 
the fire hut and made a mess. She was hanging 
on everything and made a lot of noise. The dogs 
began to bark, and the sloth, afraid, hung on to 
my mother’s baskets that were hanging on top of 
the fire. 

My father woke up scared. We all woke up and 
ran there to see. 

I jumped out of the hammock and ran to the 
fire hut. When I arrived there, my father was 
trying to calm the dogs down. 

When I arrived, my father looked at me and 
said, “This sloth is a firecracker! She destroyed 
everything. I don’t know how she got here. She 
could have fallen into the fire.” 

I was scared, and I did not have the courage to 
tell my father that I had adopted the little sloth. 

After my father managed to catch the sloth, I 
said, “I know where we can leave Pimenta.”6 

My father looked at me with a serious face 
and asked, “Where?” 

So I answered, “Nearby, in the shrubby area. 
There are many embaúba trees there. Maybe her 
mother is there.” 

My father looked at me and said, “I find this 
strange. Don’t you want to adopt her?” 

I replied, “I prefer to go there and visit Pimenta.” 
My father smiled and said, “Let’s all go and 

leave Pimenta in her house.” 
After the dogs calmed down, we all went to 

leave Pimenta on the embaúba trees. 
The sloth stayed there for a long time. I would 

always visit her and stay there, talking to her for 
hours. After she grew up, she must have moved 
to the other side of the River, but I have never 
forgotten her because she could see me. She was 
like a person. 

After listening to my father’s whole story, 
the youngest smiled, hugged him, and we 
finished eating. 

Bete Morais is an Indigenous person from the 
Desana people. She was born in São Gabriel da 
Cachoeira, in Amazonas. She is an actress, writer, 
poet, and art educator with a law degree. She has 
worked in theater since 2011 in the field of embodied 
performance, a social theater that portrays human 
relationships and the environment. She studied 
theater at the Centro de Artes of the Federal University 
of Amazonas and law at the State University of Mato 
Grosso do Sul. She currently leads a body and voice 
workshop in the education field. 

The content, themes, cosmovision, and style 
of her fictional narratives are expressions of her 
ancestral culture, Tukano and Desana, and the 
civilizatory environment of the Alto Rio Negro, 
Amazonas, Brazil. For her, art is a way of talking 
to the world; it is self-knowledge and sharing that 
which one is feeling. 

6. Pimenta’s name translates as hot pepper. It is also a word used to describe naughty children. 
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Wato ne hômpu ne kãmpa 
I live, I see, and I hear Mehi (Mãkrarè) life 

By Creuza Prumkwyj Krahô* 
(translation by Coletivo de Tradutores Berkeley-Brasil)^ 

Dedication 
I dedicate this work to the Krahô people, 

to the Krahô young and old 
that survive 

the daily massacres that 
want to silence them. 

History of the gourd-women 
(Origin of the mehi women) 

Every gourd has a different way and is a 
woman, all were made by the Sun. The woman 
(mehi) came from the gourd. The first woman 
(mehi) and the others emerged from the story 
that I will tell and along with them came the 
resguardos, the practices of caring for corporality, 
fundamental to the formation of the mehi person. 

Sun and Moon were two friends, two men, 
only the two existed in the world. Moon is lazy, 
swears, argues and hinders, for his part, Sun 
works and organizes. They are not relatives 
(hõpin), but friends. 

They made a farm and planted only gourds. 
Moon asked why Sun was planting only gourds. 
Sun said that he wanted a wife, because people 
originated from them. After Sun took a croá1 seed 
and planted it in the same farm. Thus, half of the 
farm was gourd, and the other half was croá. 
Moon asked why Sun was planting croá, he said 
that they were the men. 

Afterward, Sun left a mark on the future village 
of the gourd-women and the croá-men. This is 
the round circle, base of the Mehi villages, in the 
center of this circle is found the patio. Around 
the patio, Sun made several structures of straw, 
which are the homes of each gourd-woman. 
When the gourds were ready, good, mature, Sun 
1. A plant from the pumpkin family 
2. Fruit from a tree of the Bixaceae family. 
3. A type of palm tree. 

called Moon to go with him to the farm, but Moon 
was feeling lazy and didn’t go. Sun went alone to 
the farm, walked through all the vines of gourds, 
looking at the gourds, it was morning. He found a 
gourd, very beautiful, he took this gourd, placed 
it in the water and said: “You will become a very 
beautiful woman”. Sun continued saying that, in 
the afternoon, he had to be in his home. When the 
afternoon arrived, Sun and Moon heard someone 
making noise in the river, it was a mehi-woman. 
Moon told Sun that someone was making noise, 
Sun told Moon: “Calm yourself, don’t be like that.” 
Moon wanted to see who it was, but Sun told 
Moon not to go. Moon looked to the road. There 
came a woman with long hair, big, very beautiful. 
Moon said that the home of her husband was 
over there, so she went on to Sun’s house. 

When she arrived there, Sun received her and 
said that she was the wife that he wanted, then 
they slept together and, another early day, he 
went to hunt, but he went by Moon’s house before 
and asked him not to go there. Moon told Sun 
that he wouldn’t go there. When Sun disappeared 
in the forest to hunt the peccary, Moon went to 
his house and had sex with Sun’s wife who was 
a virgin. After this event, she menstruated, when 
Sun came from the forest, the door had broken 
down, and his wife said that she was bleeding. Sun 
said that, from now on, the women would bleed 
every month. Sun took urucum2 and painted her 
red, took some straws of pati,3 and told her to 
stay seated, and said that while she was bleeding 
she could not bathe in the river, wet her head, 
she could only eat macaúba and corn. This was 
the first resguardo lived by the woman. 

Sun divided the peccary in half and took one 
of the strips to Moon. He asked Moon why he had 
messed with his wife. Moon asked forgiveness 
and said that it had to be so, no one had to stay 

* This text is based on parts of my Professional Master’s dissertation on Sustainability with Traditional Peoples and Territories (MESPT), from the 
Center for Sustainable Development at the University of Brasília, supervised by Prof. Dr. Sílvia Maria Ferreira Guimarães in 2017. 

^ Derek Allen, Luiza Bastos Lages, Mônica Carvalho Gimenes, Gabriel Lesser, Ana Claudia Lopes, Isaac McQuinn, and Liam G. Seeley. 
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7 
with only one wife. Sun said that he would make a 
wife for Moon. Sun went to the farm, took a gourd 
with a defined, long neck shape, not like the wife 
of the Sun. And he placed it in the water, then, in 
the afternoon, Moon’s wife came out with ringlet 
hair, the thinnest neck, and a large head. Another 
day, he removed all the other gourds from the 
farm and threw them in the river. He took ugly 
and beautiful gourds, of all kinds, and placed 
them in the river. Sun told the gourds that they 
would all become women and that, when they left 
the water, they should go straight to their homes 
with their companions. 

Sun returned to the farm, took all the croás 
and placed them, too, in the water, alongside 
the gourds. He said: “You are the men of these 
women that are here, each woman will come 
from the water and will take her husband”. Each 
croá had a different type, blue, red, and green, 
there were beautiful, ugly croá of every kind. All 
were skinny, there were none that were thick. 

Thus, each woman took hold of the arm of 
their men and the couple went walking in the 
direction of their straw homes, each home had 
a couple. And, thus, was made the village (Mehi). 
Sun said that the sign marked on the ground, the 
circle, was his sign. And he warned that if one 
day the sign disappeared, all would die and there 
would be nothing left. 

The home is the woman’s (mehi), it is her 
who does everything. She makes the life of the 
Mãkrarè, people who originated the Mehi. They 
maintain the home, the rituals, the parties, the 
social relations. The women do and the men 
follow. The rituals and parties happen when 
there is some resguardo to be made with a 
person of a home. Thus, when this happens, 
communication is made by the caller-man in the 
center of the village to the other men, who pass 
on this information in their homes. Thus, all the 
women of the village initiate the organization of 
the party. 
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8 
This is why I decided to tell this story from the 

gourd-women and croá-men. People are born 
undefined—without the gender defined—and they 
need to protect themselves to become mehi women 
and men. The word gourd (cukôn), in the mehi 
tongue, is masculine and croá (pàhxô) is feminine. 
Each resguardo emerged with the history of a gourd-
woman or croá-man. These elder men and women, 
that guide me, told me that I should take care of the 
gourd-women since being a woman, I should bring 
a story or narrative of women. 

I present the gourd-women as holders of 
knowledge, which may seem strange to the 
Cupen4 who have always heard this narrative 
from men. But, I emphasize here that it was these 
elder men and women, who authorized me to 
bring the narrative showing the knowledge of the 
Mehi woman. Bringing this version with a focus 
on women is not a problem for any Mehi elder 
man or woman. 

Along their life, the Krahô person should 
perform many resguardos, which are practices 
of care for the body. The resguardos speak of 
the correct way to live, to eat, to maintain sexual 
relations, to plan children, to perform their daily 
activities. There are always rules that we should 
follow. If the person does not make the resguardos, 
they will no longer know who they are, they will 
not have memory, since to keep the teachings 
and the right way to be Krahô, the person has to 
live, hear, practice, speak, share. This knowledge 
is not in books. 

From the gourd-women, following the vine 
of the gourd and the croá, each gourd-woman 
brings a collection of resguardos: Gourd-woman, 
the wife of the sun; Gourd-woman, maintaining 
life; Gourd-woman, completing resguardos and 
starting others; Gourd-woman, funeral ceremony; 
Gourd-woman, the resguardo of memory; Gourd-
woman, renewal of life; Gourd-woman, teaching 
the men. The resguardos take care of the 
knowledge about the body, the land, and wisdom. 
And all of this is important for school. 

I live in the state of Tocantins. I live in 
Aldeia Sol. I was born in the Galheiro village, on 
February 5, 1971, at noon, close to the foot of a 
jatobá5 called “tehcré”, where my suffering life 
in this world began, since it is not easy to be an 
Indigenous woman. I wanted to breastfeed all 
the time and my mother wanted to sleep, but she 
couldn’t because she had to take care of me. She 
4. Non-Indigenous. 
5. A tree from the Fabaceae family. 

wanted to see me grow, so she took care of me, 
she made the necessary resguardos, and I grew. 

I’m 1.58 meters tall, light, brunette, black ringlet 
hair, today, I am a Krahô woman. And thus, I was 
a child, I was a young girl, I became a woman, the 
mother of three beautiful daughters, and I even 
had time to have a husband, a husband with a very 
golden head of nature, pure. This woman went 
walking, “hunting” a better life for her population 
without rights to life, with the right to be a person 
in the world in which we live, living to escape from 
a hand that clenched our fist. I was and I am in 
search of rights which our ancestors did not live, 
like the right to education and health. 

Today, I have a busy life, I studied in the state 
of Tocantins, I studied teaching and I finished. 
I thought that I couldn’t study any more, but 
someone told me again: “Go, you can do it!” And 
I said: “No”. They insisted again: “Go and study”. 
And once again I went and passed the test. I had 
to leave my family in our home. I took my suitcase 
and left thinking about the why of it all, to leave my 
children with their father and thinking whether 
he would care in the way that I care. 

At times I cried with much pain in my heart, 
so much so that it was tight like a rope around 
my neck, I left crying inside my heart, I went away 
from people so they wouldn’t notice that I was 
crying. Again, I passed the exam at the Federal 
University of Goiás and 5 years went that way, I 
never got used to it, but I finished the course with 
a lot of courage. I learned a lot with the suffering, 
many times without resources to eat on the trips 
from the village to the city. 

In the city, there were times in which I didn’t 
eat good food, because I didn’t have a way to 
eat, I didn’t have money. There were occasions 
in which I didn’t have money, I didn’t have a 
scholarship, I didn’t have anything, I was just left 
watching my friends eat. Sometimes, some well-
intentioned colleagues would offer. That’s how I 
lived with my friends. After I got used to them, 
they sometimes helped me by sharing almost 
everything with me. I became very happy with my 
non-Indigenous friends, with the cupen. They are 
difficult times leaving your home, from your land 
to study or work. Like I said previously, there is no 
space in the city for the Indigenous person and 
life in the city becomes very complicated. 

After contact with non-Indigenous people, we 
came to suffer to learn the culture of the cupen 
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9 
(non-Indigenous). This seems not to happen with 
many cupen, who are not interested in knowing us 
and, thus, respect us. I’m trying very hard to seek 
to understand the cupen way to think and live. 
The majority of the mehi women do not speak the 
Portuguese language, but they understand. We 
search and we fight for means to learn something 
different, the life of the cupen, but despite the 
strong presence of the cupen we should never 
lose or forget who we are, we are mehi. 

We are fighting to learn something different, 
but, despite mixing with the cupen, we never lose 
our ways of being and living, and in that way, we 
do not forget our knowledge of being mehi, as 
the resguardos. We still have marked in our bodies 
our parties, singing, running, hunting, fishing, 
body painting, basket weaving. We are Mãkraré, 
but the whites, non-Indigenous, call us Krahô. 

And for us, the woman never leaves her family 
like this, therefore, everything that I am going 
through is very hard. But at the same time, as it 
was encouraged by my husband, a special person, 
and my daughters, I had to leave to study, often 
crying from my home, because I didn’t want to 
leave them. They knew that the study would allow 
me to gain important and necessary knowledge 
about the cupen. My daughter kept encouraging 
me and said: “Here comes the master’s exam”. 
My daughters, together with my friends, now 
were the people who were encouraging me, and 
not just my husband. It is only in this way that it 
is possible to leave the community, with all this 
support from my people. 

I want to continue studying with the primary 
goal of helping my people, who almost do not 
have any “outside” knowledge. We, mehi, study to 
defend our people. Some relatives are not aware 
of our rights and are afraid of being enslaved, 
they are afraid of the cupen doing them harm, of 
losing their territories. As a teacher, I can deepen 
the knowledge we have about how to fight to 
guarantee this feeling of safety among the Krahô. 
This is sustainability. I want my relatives to 
feel safe among the cupen. I am the first Krahô 
woman to graduate from a university, and I want 
to continue my studies. 

I was very criticized for being an Indigenous 
woman learning the Portuguese language. The 
Krahô men said that I could end up leaving my 
mehi way of being and leading other women 
down the wrong path. But, after having lived all 
of this, I never changed my way of being a warrior 
6. Tropical savanna. 

woman among men, always fighting to improve 
some things in the life of the community and the 
Timbira of Tocantins and Maranhão. That’s why I 
am always striving for my studies. 

I lived and learned a lot from the old Krahô, 
and with this coexistence, I understood the 
good ideas of Krahô life. Today, there are few 
elders alive and without them we are losing a 
lot of knowledge and because of that I want to 
research and record with equipment and pen 
what they have to say. I intend to keep these 
memories, to value their thoughts to the world. 
I want to keep informing and amplifying my 
perception to continue my work as an educator 
in a truly differentiated school system; I want 
to continue to teach in my mother tongue with 
other methodologies and where our knowledge 
system is valued. 

Facing this difficulty that I experience in my 
wanderings and knowing about the presence 
and importance of the Krahô woman, these were 
my main interlocutors for this work. For this 
research, I talked especially with the old women. 
They suffer the effects of a partner who will go 
to the city and fails to comply with his resguardo. 
These women are involved with the children in 
schools, and they know about the problems that 
school can have/create. 

The Krahô people speak the Mãkraré language. 
Linguists affirm that we are from the Jê linguistic 
family and we speak the Timbira language. We 
have as a second language a borrowed language, 
Portuguese. We use the term Mehi (son of emu) as 
a self-designation, and we call the non-Indigenous 
Cupen. According to the 2013 SESAI census, the 
Krahô numbered 2,800 people. We, the Krahô, 
are also called Timbira. 

We are a people who, in the village, wake 
up early in the morning every day, and in the 
late afternoon, we gather in the courtyard to 
share and plan the following day’s activities. The 
Krahô women encourage this practice of getting 
together at the end of the day to keep the village’s 
movement firm. 

We live in the Cerrado6 and have a vast 
knowledge and relationship with the animals, 
plants, roots, and fruits of this environment. We 
keep a relationship with the said environment 
which, for us, the Krahô, is full of creatures that 
must be respected as we respect a person, that 
way, we ask permission to enter the home or 
territory of a plant or an armadillo. Therefore, 
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10 
to plant, harvest, hunt, fish, we establish a 
relationship with the beings that dominate 
these worlds. In this way, our narratives and 
rituals count on the presence of all of the beings 
in the universe. 

We have a classification proper of the many 
environments of the Cerrado: iromré (small bush), 
iromcati (big bush), hawen (vegetation on the top 
of the ridges), hare (pathways), ken (ridges) and 
hakot (bush). Our territory is located near the 
tributaries of the right bank of the Tocantins River. 
Our time is divided between the rainy season and 
the drought. During the rainy season, we fish and 
hunt. During the drought, the parties happen. 
There is the party of kwyrtti or papa rout, of the 
cashew, bacaba, honey, coconut, the amjikim of 
tére, the tep, the ketuwajê. These parties start in 
the month of April, the beginning of the drought. 
The fields are prepared in May, June, July, and 
August. We have log races for each village, which 
happen in the afternoon. 

Our Indigenous Land is called by us Mãkraré 
and is located in the state of Tocantins, in 
the cities of Goiatins and Itacajá. The Cupens 
called our Indigenous Land Kraôlândia and 
later Krahô. Despite having a territory of about 
3,200 kilometers demarcated, in 1944, by the 
government of the state of Goiás, with the rich 
native cerrado preserved and a good water 
supply, several issues really concern us. In the 
1988 Constitution, we earned many of our rights, 
but, upon laws made by the Cupen, we have been 
finding only suffering. Not even the right to land 
is respected today. 

To pass on the knowledge about the 
resguardos the person must get involved in doing 
or experiencing the resguardos. This is the way to 
keep in the body, in the person, your memory, 
who you are, who your people are. The person 
has to live and to live among the Krahô is to share 
the knowledge of the ancestors. Many changes 
have happened and are still happening in the lives 
of the Krahô, the problem is when these changes 
end up nullifying Krahô knowledge and imposing 
other ways of knowing the world. 

Today, in the Krahô villages, there are schools 
and writing in the Krahô language, which are 
helping and creating a new way of recording 
this knowledge. In this movement, children and 
young people are getting to know the world of 
non-Indigenous people. The Krahô believe that 
the school must follow the Krahô way of passing 
on knowledge. However, care must be taken 

so that the time-space of the school does not 
conflict with the Krahô way of being and living. 
It is clear that, currently, the way the school 
works and its teaching dynamics are removing 
young people from this Krahô space-time. The 
school has a non-Indigenous logic that was 
imposed, and this is being problematized by 
Indigenous teachers. 

To alleviate this other logic, I and some Krahô 
teachers are thinking about dividing the school 
year between five months of classes with non-
Indigenous teachers, who teach subjects in 
Portuguese, and seven months of classes taught 
by the Krahôs in the Krahô language, which 
would involve the children and young people in 
the music, history, subsistence activities (hunting, 
farming, fishing), in camping in the forest to get 
to know the Krahô world. 

Inserting the school in these activities that are 
being lost and affected by the school would be 
a way of combining the dynamics of Krahô life 
with the school. The idea of having seven months 
with the Krahô Indigenous teachers arose from 
an attempt by the teachers to combine the time-
space of the school with the way in which the 
Krahô pass on knowledge and reinsert them 
into the Krahô learning dynamics with intense 
participation of the elders. 

Teachers know that the school year must 
be completed to have the educational training 
that the state of Tocantins requires, but the 
question is how to make this work in the “hands” 
of the Krahôs, that is, based on the Krahô way 
of being. The way the school is structured forces 
Indigenous teachers to stay in the classroom 
and follow a class program imposed by the state 
of Tocantins. Since 1992, the school has been 
removing children and young people from Krahô 
experiences and sociability. This is an element 
that has caused the body’s resguardo and care 
to be forgotten. School is a right earned by the 
Krahô people and should not be used as a way of 
violating them in their territory. It is worth noting 
that this change in the way the school operates is 
an initiative of Krahô Indigenous teachers, and it 
is still under discussion. 

Since 1994, I have worked with education 
among my people. I want to build a school in the 
way of the Krahô people, that is, more reflective of 
Timbira’s values. Our education is differentiated, 
but in practice, this has never happened. 

I think that the relationship between the social 
context, territory, different formative processes, 
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11 
and pedagogical practice must be strengthened, 
there can be no separation between one thing 
and the other. I am working on the Political 
Pedagogical Plan (PPP) for my village, where 
I intend to make sure that formal education 
respects our traditional system of education and 
knowledge. In our worldview, we split the world 
into several halves. In the dry season, the Wacmejê 
half takes place, when the main parties begin, so 
classes would take place in this environment, in 
the courtyard, together with the elders, pajés,7 

singers, hunters, and other traditional experts. 
During this period, students could closely 
monitor every detail of these movements. In the 
rainy season, when the Catamjê half takes place, 
we would stay in the classroom more, studying 
writing in Portuguese, which would not prevent us 
from having the elders explain how society works 
and is traditionally organized. In both periods, 
evaluations and records would be carried out 
with teachers and students. 

Health in an Indigenous area, as it is 
structured, also does not fit into the Krahô logic 
or with respect to this logic. One of the problems 
is having only the figure of the Indigenous health 
agent (AIS) and no other Indigenous professional, 
who could be more likely to act and modify the 
work routine. Without the Indigenous nurse or 
doctor, health professionals do not understand 
nor respect the Krahô. This is the reality that 
prevails in general, with some small exceptions 
of professionals “open” to dialogue. 

Therefore, health professionals often do not 
take into account the care practices of pajés. For 
example, they do not wait for the pajé to “see” the 
person in the process of becoming ill and “act”, 
they insist that the person must be moved to the 
city and be seen by a doctor. This all happens 
within Indigenous territory, disqualifying one of 
the greatest Krahô authorities. Sometimes the 
doctor does not know everything. The person 
stays in the hospital for a long time and they do 
not let the pajé enter that environment, and they 
do not let the person return to the village when 
they no longer want to submit themselves the 
hospitalization process. 

There is an insistence on taking the person to 
the hospital, and when they are in the hospital, it is 
difficult to control their return, even if the person 
wants to go home. There is no participation of 
the Krahô in the treatment being carried out. 

7. Shamans. 

They don’t let the Krahô take the medicine they 
made to the hospital. The problem lies in the 
lack of dialogue and the possibility of the Krahô 
participating in the treatment. There is no respect 
for the Krahô’s care practices and the Krahô’s 
choice of how to care for themselves. They do 
not respect the pajé who knows various types of 
illnesses and the movement of the person’s body 
throughout their life cycle. 

In the village, the pajé accompanies the 
person who becomes ill and performs therapeutic 
procedures that the doctor is unaware of; health 
professionals do not believe in the pajé and do 
not respect him. In the current scenario, it is 
possible to state that the majority of people who 
work in Indigenous health among the Krahô are 
going against the National Policy of Attention to 
the Health of Indigenous Peoples, of 2006, which 
states that traditional health practices must be 
respected and coordinated with official services. 
Furthermore, they end up patronizing the Krahô 
when they want to decide on the best treatment 
for the person and impose it. They treat the 
Krahô as if they were children, not respecting 
their decisions and choices, deciding their lives. 

Both the right to education and the right to 
health for Indigenous peoples were achievements 
of Indigenous peoples that are not being properly 
carried out and end up taking place in extremely 
violent and racist work processes in Indigenous 
territory. In cities, when they are in city health 
services, the Krahô also suffer from disrespect 
and neglect. 

The Krahô Indigenous Land currently has 
problems in its surroundings with the presence 
of soybean and eucalyptus monocultures that are 
very near and can impact the forests, rivers, and 
our farms within the territory. In addition to the 
animals, the Krahô themselves may suffer from 
the presence of these large monocultures. Many 
knowledge transmission practices, especially in 
the male universe, take place when men, children, 
young people, and old people go walking and 
camping in the cerrado. Without the presence of 
this territory, this knowledge is threatened. 

Life in the city can be a problem for the 
Krahô, especially due to the abuse of alcoholic 
beverages, the Krahô people need to find a limit, 
which I believe is in strengthening the Krahô 
knowledge that must be lived to be learned by 
these people. Therefore, it is important to practice 
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12 
the resguardo. The problems the Krahô face drive 
people to drink. The city attracts with drink. The 
space in the city for the Krahô is the “street”, when 
they are in the city, they are frowned upon. There 
is a lot of prejudice against the Krahô way of life 
and the Krahô people. And in the city, the space 
given to the Krahô is violence. These are serious 
problems that end up making it impossible for 
the Krahô to live their knowledge and care for 
life, which is being called resguardo here. 

I went to learn-research about how the Krahô 
woman lives with the resguardo, how she feels 
without or with the resguardo in place, how 
important the resguardos are for the woman. 
To do this, I sought to understand resguardo for 
all Krahô (men, women, children, young people, 
adults, old people). 

Resguardo is understood here as all care in 
the life of the person and their family members, 
it involves knowing what to eat, what to wear, 
how to paint, cut your hair, whether you can 
work, fish, run log races, go to the farm, have sex, 
take a shower together and what to sing. It also 
involves care at important stages of life, such as, 
for example, when giving birth and menstruating, 
which must be maintained by the woman-person, 
her partner, her other children, and her parents. 
So, it is a family care that needs everyone in the 
family to happen. 

In the resguardos, there is care for the body. 
In the case of children, care must be greater 
and involve the people with whom they interact. 
In this way, this happens more intensely, with 
the mother, father, siblings, and other closest 
relatives. Thus, for example, if a child gets sick, all 
the relatives keep waiting and cannot eat a certain 
food. This shows that everyone participates in the 
child’s pain. Among the Krahô, care is collective. 

Notable in the resguardo practices are the body 
painting, the use of Crow (buriti log),8 and the Krahô 
songs. It can be said that these are three central 
pillars in every resguardo. Paintings present many 
meanings, for example, when done vertically or 
horizontally, such as the rattlesnake painting, 
which will have a certain meaning. The drawing 
of the Cerrado jabuti tortoise is used on children 
of 2 to 12 years old. Adults use other paintings 
such as hawks or vultures. Painting and resguardo 
go together, they are never separated. When a 
person finishes some resguardo, they have to be 
painted to free themselves, if they do not paint 

8. A type of palm tree. 

themselves, the person may suffer. Each painting 
has its time, history, and origin. Each painting has 
an animal, plant, song, and specific protection. 

In turn, the Crow is the buriti log. This log also 
accompanies the resguardo and the paintings. 
Crow is life, it is the spirit of the people. When 
someone is cured of an illness, this process must 
end with a party with the log. When a person 
dies, it is also necessary to have a party for the 
deceased and the buriti palm tree must die too. 
Crow is present at central moments in the lives of 
the Timbira. All buriti is a life of a human being, 
it has life. It is a characteristic of the Timbira, the 
log race and, to carry it out, buriti logs must be 
removed. This process must be done with great 
respect for the plant. 

The songs also play a central role in the 
resguardo practices. All the songs come from 
nature and follow the movements of the 
community. There are songs for fishing, hunting, 
weddings, and food consumption. Thus, the 
school needs to encourage young people to 
learn about music organization. I believe that the 
school can play an important role in documenting 
this singing. For this reason, I started the use of 
a methodological tool with students that consists 
of transcribing and drawing these songs at school 
that bring a series of information that young 
people do not know. It is a good way to teach 
through joint construction with students. 

In this community movement, each family 
always participates in the construction of 
knowledge, each one building daily activities. 
The processes of initiating girls and boys into 
adulthood require the participation of families 
and the involvement of everyone. The resguardo 
practices must be observed during this transition 
to adulthood. Boys and girls need to go through 
the wyhty process, an initiation ritual, to define 
their belonging in the social environment. 

Doing this study was important to record this 
knowledge for people who do not know about 
the resguardos of the Krahô people. Mainly, 
it should be left to the Krahô children, as the 
older ones, who have the knowledge, are dying 
and the younger ones are not interested, so this 
work can be important material in schools. I 
want to insert Krahô knowledge into the school’s 
study dynamics. This work also ends up being 
important because it has the perspective of the 
Krahô woman. 
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13 
To execute this research, I talked and listened 

to people, elders, adults and young people. I 
observed the resguardos, the few moments in which 
they are still alive, because many Krahô no longer 
want to do the resguardos. For cupen science, it can 
be said that this research had an anthropological 
approach, since I sought to understand the way 
the Krahô think, feel and live their lives, their social 
relationships, how they understand their world 
and the events in the resguardos. 

The elders guided me, I did not do this research 
alone, they gave me directions about how to 
explain something so grand and complex, which 
is the resguardos. I realized that the research 
carried out by a Krahô, like me, does not happen 
alone, it is not done only by me but involves old 
men and women, they are my guides, they tell me 
the path I should follow. 

To reach the Krahô’s understanding of the 
resguardos, the elders told me about the history 
of gourd-women and croá men and guided me 
on how to organize all the information I collected. 
According to this story that deals with the first 
mehi, — this is how the Krahô are called, in 
the Krahô language — the gourd-women were 
the first people who learned from the Sun, our 
creator hero, about the resguardos and, thus, 
this knowledge was being passed on. Everything 
happened in that first village, and this knowledge 
was mainly with the gourd-women, and they 
passed it on. 

Besides conversations with the elders, another 
way of collecting data was by participating in 
events alongside my people, observing how 
they make and live their resguardos in certain 
situations in life. I went to the woods with the 
old men and boys to see how a hunter is trained, 
I had never had this experience before. The 
Krahô old men and women care about the young 
and like to record interviews with stories and 
songs, they want to leave a safe path to the next 
generations that they learned from their fathers 
and grandfathers. 

I need to emphasize that I managed to gather 
several moments when the resguardos are 
experienced, but this does not mean that they 
are happening. Every day that passes there is a 
distancing of the Krahô, especially the men, from 

living the resguardos. Men are increasingly in 
the city, women are giving birth in the city, all of 
this makes it difficult to live Krahô care. And the 
school takes children away from the resguardo. 

The participation of mehi women so that the 
resguardos remain in the lives of the mehi is very 
important. It was important in our history, of our 
ancestors and continues to be important to this 
day, given the absence of men in this process 
who are being attracted to the city, gourd-women 
continue to transmit this knowledge. 

Creuza Prumkwyj Krahô is an Indigenous teacher 
in her community, in Aldeia Nova, Kraholândia 
Indigenous Land, and an important leader in the 
field of intercultural education. She completed an 
Indigenous teaching degree in the state of Tocantins, 
an undergraduate degree in the Intercultural 
Education Course at the Núcleo Takinahaky of 
Indigenous Higher Education of the Federal University 
of Goiás, a specialization in Intercultural and 
Transdisciplinary Education at the same center, and 
a Professional Master’s Degree in Sustainability with 
Peoples and Traditional Territories (MESPT) at the 
University of Brasília (UnB). Her interest has always 
been in the complex practice of Krahô resguardos. 
Prumkwyj researches, systematizes, and records 
a large series on mehi care, which guarantees the 
physical and spiritual health of her relatives. 
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