1 January 1978

[death/burial]  At 7:00 a.m., Utijat, Urucinta and Wampurai left for Unguyacu to find out what had happened.  Both Chimpa and Kuam and their wives had left the night before.  We debated for a while whether it would be appropriate for us to go, finally deciding to at least visit briefly given that no degree of curiosity seems excessive to the Aguaruna.  Left Naranjillo at 7:45.


Arrived Unguyacu 8:45.  The wailing of the women and the shouting of men could be heard almost from the road, 10 minutes from the village.  As we came into the settlement and said hello to several men standing around, a larger crowd could be seen around one of the houses that I had not visited previously.  Many people, adults and children looking in through the shínki; an incredible row coming from inside and around the house.
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The body had been laid out on a bed (#3); it was covered head to toe in various rags and scraps of blankets; the head was also wrapped so that only the face showed; hands and feet also covered.  An SIL Aguaruna Bible was laid (open to one of the color plates) on the chest, and two candles burned at the head of the bed, next to the jakau’s head.  A fire burned at the foot of the bed.  Some sort of orange plastic bottle was visible sticking out of the blankets near the face.


[death/burial] We came near the door and were invited in.  In room one, men, women, and children milled about, women weeping, men weeping and shouting.  In room #2, mostly women were present, screaming and weeping.  A woman climbed on to the bed and kissed Hector’s body, weeping in the peculiar song-like wail.  Men came and shouted, as if to the body.  We stayed inside only briefly.


Just after we had left, a scramble began at the door as a female mourner tried to run out, presumably to commit suicide.  Oscar, who was standing outside, grabbed her by the hair as she slipped out the door, and held her fast as she wept, kicked, and screamed hysterically.  The most stricken women (Hector’s wife, his sister Mishit, and his Si Da being the only ones I could identify) each had one or several male guards who followed them everywhere to make sure that they didn’t run off.  There were a few mad dashes to the forest, but the women always caught.


Many visitors from other villages along the highway.  Also, messengers sent to Cahuapanas to notify his relatives there of the death.  Most came, chatted for a while, wept in the house with the relatives and left without staying around more than an hour.  By 11:00 the crowd had greatly thinned.  There was a rush to Hector’s widow (in another house) when it was said that she had tried to hang herself -- this proved false.  She was given a “medicine for grief,” some sort of mestizo patent medicine like agua florida which is smelled.  Mishit was alone in the room with Hector’s body, fanning his face with an awájuk and weeping “umaichí, umaichí.”

