
      
      
         
            
            
         
      

      
   
      
         
         
            
            ‘Everett writes simply and persuasively about language ... A fascinating thesis ... his courage and conviction should give
               linguists pause for thought’,
            
Observer

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Part Swiss Family Robinson, part Robinson Crusoe, it’s one of the greatest stories you’ll ever read’, Evening Herald

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘A fascinating physical and intellectual adventure’, Conde Nast Traveller

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Irresistible account of a missionary’s intriguing discoveries about language’,
Sunday Times

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Everett is the most interesting man I have ever met. This story about his life among the Pirahas is a fascinating read. His
               observations and claims about the culture and language of the Pirahas are astounding ... I strongly recommend this book’,
               Edward Gibson, Professor of Cognitive Sciences, Massachusetts Institute of Technology
            

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘A remarkable and often painful story of anthropological endeavour’, Caroline Sanderson, Bookseller

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Everett has written an excellent book. A very powerful autobiographical account ... a brilliant piece of ethnographical description
               of life among the Piraha and ... if he is right, he will permanently change our conception of human language’, John Searle,
               Slusser Professor of Philosophy, University of California, Berkeley
            

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Fascinating’, Kirkus

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘An extraordinary work of will and perseverance ... A groundbreaking and beautifully realised study’, Sunday Business Post

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Unforgettable’, Booklist

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Astonishing ... a warm tribute to this people’s unique way of seeing the world ... full of wonder while conveying the fragility
               of the Piraha way’, Waterstone’s Books Quarterly

            
            
         

         
         
            
            ‘Fascinating and candid’, Publisher’s Weekly

            
            
         

         
         
      

   
      
         
         
            
            DANIEL L. EVERETT is Chair of the Department of Languages, Literatures, and Cultures at Illinois State University in Normal, Illinois. He has
               taught at the State University of Campinas, Brazil; the University of Pittsburgh; the University of North Dakota; and the
               University of Manchester. In addition he has been a visiting scientist at the Max Planck Institute and a visiting scholar
               at MIT. He has spent much of the last thirty years living with the Pirahãs and learning their language.
            

            
            
         

         
      

   
      
         
         
         
            
            DON’T SLEEP,

            
            
            THERE ARE SNAKES

            
            
         

         
         
         
            
            Life and Language in the Amazonian Jungle

            
            
         

         
         
         
            
            Daniel Everett

            
            
         

         
         
         
            
            P

            
            
        
            PROFILE BOOKS

            
            
         

         
      

   
      
         
         
         
            
            First published in Great Britain in 2008 by

            
            
            PROFILE BOOKS LTD

            
            
            3A Exmouth House

            
            
            Pine Street

            
            
            London EC1R 0JH

            
            
            www.profilebooks.com

            
            
         

         
         
            
            First published in the United States of America by

            
            
            Pantheon Books, a division of Random House, Inc.

            
            
         

         
            
            This eBook edition published in 2010

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Copyright © Daniel Everett, 2008

            
            
            All photographs are copyright © Martin Schoeller

             The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            
         

         
        
         
         
            
           
            
            
         

         
         
            
            This eBook is copyright material and must not be copied,
reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly
performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in
writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and
conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly
permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised
distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of
the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be
liable in law accordingly.

            
            
           
            
            
         

         
         
            
            A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the

            
            
            British Library.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            eISBN 978-1-84765-122-8

            
            
         

         
         
      
      

   
      
         
         
         
            
            This book is about past events. But life is about the present and the future. And so I dedicate this book to my wife, Linda
               Ann Everett, the constant encourager. Romance is a good thing.

            
            
         

         
      

   
      
         
         
         
            
            I thus learnt my first great lesson in the inquiry into these obscure fields of knowledge, never to accept the disbelief of
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        Some Notes on the Pirahã
Language as Used in This Book

      
        Although Pirahã has one of the smallest set of speech sounds (phonemes) known, it can still be very difficult to pronounce
               without a little help. Here is a rudimentary guide to pronunciation, using the writing system that my missionary predecessors
               to the Pirahãs, Arlo Heinrichs and Steve Sheldon, and I developed for the language.
            

      

      
        
          b Pronounced at the beginning of a word like the m in mama. Between the vowels i and o it is pronounced as a trill, with the lips vibrating (as in some American children’s imitation of a car motor running). Elsewhere
               it is pronounced like the b of baby.

      

      
        
          g Pronounced at the beginning of a word like the n of no. Between the vowels o and i, as in the word xibogi (milk), it can be pronounced as either g or an l-like sound found in no other language of the world, where one makes an l but then lets the tongue continue out between the lips to touch the bottom of the tongue on the lower lip. Elsewhere, it
               is pronounced like the g in god.

      

      
        
          p Pronounced like the p sound in English words like pot.

      

      
        
          t Pronounced like the English t sound in tar.

      

      
        
          k Pronounced like the English k sound in skirt.

      

      
        
          x This is a glottal stop. It is pronounced like the medial sound in the English negative interjection uh-uh: “Do you have any sugar?” “Uh-uh” (the sound where the “-” is). This is not a full consonant in English and is not represented
               in the English alphabet. In the International Phonetic Alphabet its symbol is?.
            

      

      
        
          s Pronounced like the English s sound in sound, except before the letter i, where it is pronounced like the English sh sound in sugar.

      

      
        
          h Pronounced like the American English sound at the beginning of the word here.
            

      

      
        
          i Usually pronounced like the English i vowel in hit, though occasionally like the English e vowel in bed. On some occasions it is pronounced like the ea sequence in bead.

      

      
        
          a Pronounced like the British English a vowel in father.

      

      
        
          o Usually pronounced like the English o vowel in who, though occasionally the vowel o in abode.
            

      

      
        The acute accent (´) indicates a high tone and is written over a vowel when a high pitch is needed. When there is no symbol
               above a vowel it has a low pitch. Think of the English words PERmit (a license or form of permission) versus perMIT (to allow). The capitalized syllables normally have high pitch in English. In Pirahã, every vowel always has a pitch associated
               with it, depending on the function or location in the sentence of the word it occurs in.
            

      

      
        I have tried in most places to translate Pirahã into idiomatic English. This has the consequence of presenting the language
               differently from the way the people actually speak. For example, many of the translations, unlike the original Pirahã sentences,
               include recursion. Anyone with a keener interest in the grammar can examine the Pirahã stories that are included in the book
               or my many linguistic writings about the Pirahãs, such as my chapter in the Handbook of Amazonian Languages, volume 1 (edited by Desmond Derbyshire and Geoffrey Pullum, published by Mouton). The stories in the book will be sufficient
               for most readers, since they provide literal translations (though these translations are likely to be more difficult for non-Pirahã
               speakers to follow).
            

      

    

  
    
      
        

          Preface
        

      

      Science is not just about research teams in lab coats working under the direction of an eminent scientist. It can be pursued
            by lone individuals slogging it out in hard times and hard places—feeling lost and over their heads, yet challenged to bring
            new knowledge out of their difficulties.
         

      This book is about scientific work of the latter type and about intellectual growth in the crucible of an Amazonian culture,
            living among the Pirahã (pee-da-HAN) Indians of Brazil. It is about them and the lessons they taught me, both scientific and
            personal, and how these new ideas changed my life profoundly and led me to live differently.
         

      
        These are my lessons. Someone else would no doubt have learned other lessons. Future researchers will have their own stories to tell.
               In the end, we just do the best we can to talk straight and clear.
            

      

      
        
          The home of the
          Pirahãs
          in the state of Amazonas, Brazil
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          Prologue
        

      

      
        
          “Look! There he is, Xigagaí, the spirit.”
        

      

      
        
          “Yes, I can see him. He is threatening us.”
        

      

      
        
          “Everybody, come see Xigagaí. Quickly! He is on the beach!”
        

      

      
        I roused from my deep sleep, not sure if I was dreaming or hearing this conversation. It was 6:30 on a Saturday morning in
               August, the dry season of 1980. The sun was shining, but not yet too hot. A breeze was blowing up from the Maici River in
               front of my modest hut in a clearing on the bank. I opened my eyes and saw the palm thatch above me, its original yellow graying
               from years of dust and soot. My dwelling was flanked by two smaller Pirahã huts of similar construction, where lived Xahoábisi,
               Kóhoibiíihíai, and their families.
            

      

      
        Mornings among the Pirahãs, so many mornings, I picked up the faint smell of smoke drifting from their cook fires, and the
               warmth of the Brazilian sun on my face, its rays softened by my mosquito net. Children were usually laughing, chasing one
               another, or noisily crying to nurse, the sounds reverberating through the village. Dogs were barking. Often when I first opened
               my eyes, groggily coming out of a dream, a Pirahã child or sometimes even an adult would be staring at me from between the
               paxiuba palm slats that served as siding for my large hut. This morning was different.
            

      

      I was now completely conscious, awakened by the noise and shouts of Pirahãs. I sat up and looked around. A crowd was gathering
            about twenty feet from my bed on the high bank of the Maici, and all were energetically gesticulating and yelling. Everyone
            was focused on the beach just across the river from my house. I got out of bed to get a better look—and because there was
            no way to sleep through the noise.
         

      I picked my gym shorts off the floor and checked to make sure that there were no tarantulas, scorpions, centipedes, or other
            undesirables in them. Pulling them on, I slipped into my flip-flops and headed out the door. The Pirahãs were loosely bunched
            on the riverbank just to the right of my house. Their excitement was growing. I could see mothers running down the path, their
            infants trying to hold breasts in their mouths.
         

      The women wore the same sleeveless, collarless, midlength dresses they worked and slept in, stained a dark brown from dirt
            and smoke. The men wore gym shorts or loincloths. None of the men were carrying their bows and arrows. That was a relief.
            Prepubescent children were naked, their skin leathery from exposure to the elements. The babies’ bottoms were calloused from
            scooting across the ground, a mode of locomotion that for some reason they prefer to crawling. Everyone was streaked from
            ashes and dust accumulated by sleeping and sitting on the ground near the fire.
         

      It was still around seventy-two degrees, though humid, far below the hundred-degree-plus heat of midday. I was rubbing the
            sleep from my eyes. I turned to Kóhoi, my principal language teacher, and asked, “What’s up?” He was standing to my right,
            his strong, brown, lean body tensed from what he was looking at.
         

      “Don’t you see him over there?” he asked impatiently. “Xigagaí, one of the beings that lives above the clouds, is standing
            on the beach yelling at us, telling us he will kill us if we go to the jungle.”
         

      “Where?” I asked. “I don’t see him.”

      “Right there!” Kóhoi snapped, looking intently toward the middle of the apparently empty beach.

      “In the jungle behind the beach?”

      “No! There on the beach. Look!” he replied with exasperation.

      In the jungle with the Pirahãs I regularly failed to see wildlife they saw. My inexperienced eyes just weren’t able to see
            as theirs did.
         

      
        But this was different. Even I could tell that there was nothing on that white, sandy beach no more than one hundred yards
               away. And yet as certain as I was about this, the Pirahãs were equally certain that there was something there. Maybe there had been something there that I just missed seeing, but they insisted that what they were seeing,
               Xigagaí, was still there.
            

      

      Everyone continued to look toward the beach. I heard Kristene, my six-year-old daughter, at my side.

      “What are they looking at, Daddy?”

      “I don’t know. I can’t see anything.”

      Kris stood on her toes and peered across the river. Then at me. Then at the Pirahãs. She was as puzzled as I was.

      Kristene and I left the Pirahãs and walked back into our house. What had I just witnessed? Over the more than two decades
            since that summer morning, I have tried to come to grips with the significance of how two cultures, my European-based culture
            and the Pirahãs’ culture, could see reality so differently. I could never have proved to the Pirahãs that the beach was empty.
            Nor could they have convinced me that there was anything, much less a spirit, on it.
         

      As a scientist, objectivity is one of my most deeply held values. If we could just try harder, I once thought, surely we could
            each see the world as others see it and learn to respect one another’s views more readily. But as I learned from the Pirahãs,
            our expectations, our culture, and our experiences can render even perceptions of the environment nearly incommensurable cross-
            culturally.
         

      The Pirahãs say different things when they leave my hut at night on their way to bed. Sometimes they just say, “I’m going.”
            But frequently they use an expression that, though surprising at first, has come to be one of my favorite ways of saying good
            night: “Don’t sleep, there are snakes.” The Pirahãs say this for two reasons. First, they believe that by sleeping less they
            can “harden themselves,” a value they all share. Second, they know that danger is all around them in the jungle and that sleeping
            soundly can leave one defenseless from attack by any of the numerous predators around the village. The Pirahãs laugh and talk
            a good part of the night. They don’t sleep much at one time. Rarely have I heard the village completely quiet at night or
            noticed someone sleeping for several hours straight. I have learned so much from the Pirahãs over the years. But this is perhaps
            my favorite lesson. Sure, life is hard and there is plenty of danger. And it might make us lose some sleep from time to time.
            But enjoy it. Life goes on.
         

      I went to the Pirahãs when I was twenty-six years old. Now I am old enough to receive senior discounts. I gave them my youth.
            I have contracted malaria many times. I remember several occasions on which the Pirahãs or others threatened my life. I have
            carried more heavy boxes, bags, and barrels on my back through the jungle than I care to remember. But my grandchildren all
            know the Pirahãs. My children are who they are in part because of the Pirahãs. And I can look at some of those old men (old
            like me) who once threatened to kill me and recognize some of the dearest friends I have ever had—men who would now risk their
            lives for me.
         

      This book is about the lessons I have learned over three decades of studying and living with the Pirahãs, a time in which
            I have tried my best to comprehend how they see, understand, and talk about the world and to transmit these lessons to my
            scientific colleagues. This journey has taken me to many places of astounding beauty and into many situations I would rather
            not have entered. But I am so glad that I made the journey—it has given me precious and valuable insights into the nature
            of life, language, and thought that could not have been learned any other way.
         

      The Pirahãs have shown me that there is dignity and deep satisfaction in facing life and death without the comfort of heaven
            or the fear of hell and in sailing toward the great abyss with a smile. I have learned these things from the Pirahãs, and
            I will be grateful to them as long as I live.
         

    

  
    
      
        
          Part One LIFE
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          1
        
Discovering the World of the Pirahãs

      

      
        It was a bright Brazilian morning on December 10, 1977, and we were waiting to take off in a six-passenger plane provided by my missionary agency, the Summer Institute of Linguistics (SIL). The pilot, Dwayne Neal, put the aircraft through its preflight
               inspection. He walked around the plane and checked to see how well the load was balanced. He checked for external signs of
               damage. He drew a small vial from the fuel tank to check for water in the fuel. He tested the action of the propeller. This
               is a routine that has become as normal to me now as brushing my teeth before going to work, but then it was my first time.
            

      

      As we prepared to take off, I thought hard about the Pirahãs, the tribe of Amazonian Indians I was going to live with. What
            was I going to do? How should I act? I wondered how the people would react to seeing me for the first time and how I would
            react to them. I was going to meet people different from me in many respects—some that I could anticipate, others that I could
            not. Well, I was flying there to do more than just meet them, actually. I was going to the Pirahãs as a missionary. My income
            and expenses were to be paid by evangelical churches in the United States so that I could “change the Pirahãs’ hearts” and
            persuade them to worship the god I believed in, to accept the morality and the culture that goes along with believing in the
            Christian god. Even though I didn’t even know the Pirahãs, I thought I could and should change them. This is the nexus of
            most missionary work.
         

      
        Dwayne sat down in the pilot’s seat, and we all bowed our heads while he prayed for a safe flight. Then he shouted, “Livre!” (“Stand clear” in Portuguese) out the open pilot’s window and started the engine. As the engine warmed he spoke with Porto
               Velho’s air-traffic control and we began to taxi. Porto Velho, the capital of the Brazilian state of Rondônia, was to become
               my base of operations for all future Pirahã trips. At the end of the dirt airstrip, we turned around and Dwayne revved the
               engine. We sped off, the rust-red earth of the cascalho (gravel) airstrip becoming blurry and then falling away quickly beneath us.
            

      

      I watched the jungle eventually consume the cleared land around the city. The open spaces around Porto Velho became smaller
            as the trees became more numerous. We flew across the mighty Madeira (Wood) River and the transformation was complete—a sea
            of green, broccoli-like trees arched to the edge of vision in all directions. I thought about animals that might be down there
            right now, just below us. I wondered if we crashed and I survived whether I would be eaten by jaguars—there were plenty of
            stories about crash victims killed not by the crash but by animals.
         

      I was going to visit one of the least studied people in the world, speakers of one of the world’s more unusual languages—at
            least judging by the trail of disappointed linguists, anthropologists, and missionaries they had left in their wake. Pirahã
            is not known to be related to any other living human language. I didn’t know much about it except how it sounded on tapes
            and that previous linguists and missionaries who had studied the language and the people had decided to work elsewhere. It
            sounded like nothing I had ever heard before. The language, it seemed, was intractable.
         

      The small air vent above my head in the Cessna began to blow out colder air as we gained altitude. I tried to get more comfortable.
            I leaned back and thought more about what I was about to do and how different this trip was for me than for the others in
            the plane. The pilot was doing his day job and would be back home in time for supper. His father had come along as a tourist.
            Don Patton, the missionary mechanic accompanying me, was getting a minivacation from the hard work of maintaining the missionary
            compound. But I was flying to my life’s work. I was to meet for the first time the people I planned to share the rest of my
            existence with, the people whom I hoped to take to heaven with me. I would have to learn to speak their language fluently.
         

      As the plane began to be buffeted by the midmorning updrafts—typical of the Amazon in the rainy season—my reverie was rudely
            halted by a more pressing concern. I was airsick. For the next 105 minutes, as we flew above the forest on breezes, I was
            nauseated. Just as I had willed my stomach to remain quiet, Dwayne reached back with a tuna sandwich, loaded with onions.
            “You guys hungry?” he asked helpfully. “No thanks,” I replied, tasting the bile in my mouth.
         

      Then we circled the airstrip near the Pirahã village of Posto Novo so that the pilot could get a better look. This maneuver
            increased the centrifugal force on my stomach, and I was already using every bit of restraint I could draw on to keep from
            heaving. For a couple of dark moments before we landed, I thought that it would be much better to crash and explode than for
            this nausea to continue. I admit that this was a rather shortsighted thought, but there it was.
         

      The airstrip had been cleared from the jungle two years before by Steve Sheldon, Don Patton, and a team of teenagers from
            American churches. To build a jungle airstrip like this, you must first fell more than a thousand trees. Then their stumps
            need to be pulled up, because otherwise the wood will rot in the ground, the earth over the stump will collapse, and some
            plane will lose its landing gear and perhaps all its passengers. After pulling these thousand or so stumps, some several feet
            in diameter, you need to fill in the holes left by the extraction. Then you need to make sure the airstrip is as level as
            it can be without the use of heavy equipment. If you are successful, you conclude this process with a strip thirty feet wide
            and six hundred to seven hundred yards long. These were roughly the dimensions of the Pirahã strip we were about to land on.
         

      The day we flew in, the grass on the strip was waist high. We had no way of knowing whether there were logs, dogs, pots, or
            other things in the grass that could damage the aircraft—and us—on landing. Dwayne “buzzed” the strip once and hoped that
            the Pirahãs would understand, as Steve had tried to explain to them, that they should run out and check the airstrip for dangerous
            detritus (once a Pirahã house had been built in the middle of the strip and had to be torn down before we could land). Several
            Pirahãs did then go out and we saw them running off the strip with a small log—small, but enough to flip the plane end-over-end
            if we had hit it on landing. All turned out well, though, as Dwayne brought us in for a safe, smooth landing.
         

      Finally, when the plane came to a stop, the windless jungle heat and humidity hit me full force. As I exited, squinting and
            woozy, the Pirahãs surrounded me, chattering loudly, smiling, and pointing with recognition at Dwayne and Don. Don tried
            to tell the Pirahãs in Portuguese that I wanted to learn their language. In spite of knowing almost no Portuguese, a couple
            of the men got the idea that I was there to replace Steve Sheldon. Sheldon had also helped them understand my coming by explaining
            to them in Pirahã, on his last visit, that a short redheaded guy was coming to live with them. He said that I wanted to learn
            to speak like they did.
         

      As we walked down the path from the airstrip to the village, I was surprised to encounter swamp water up to my knees. Carrying
            supplies through warm, murky water, not knowing what might bite my feet and legs, was my first experience with the Maici’s
            flood stage at the end of the rainy season.
         

      The most striking thing I remember about seeing the Pirahãs for the first time was how happy everyone seemed. Smiles decorated
            every face. Not one person looked sullen or withdrawn, as many do in cross-cultural encounters. People were pointing to things
            and talking enthusiastically, trying to help me see what they thought I might find interesting—birds flying overhead, hunting
            paths, huts in the village, puppies. Some men had on caps with the slogans and names of Brazilian politicians, bright shirts
            and gymshorts received fromriver traders. The women all wore the same type of dress, with short sleeves, hemmed just above
            the knee. These dresses had started out with different brightly colored patterns, but the colors were now obscured by a general
            brown stain from the dirt floors of their huts. Children younger than ten years of age or so ran naked. Everyone was laughing.
            Most touched me gently as they came up to me, as though I were a new pet. I could not have imagined a warmer welcome. People
            were telling me their names, though I did not remember most of them.
         

      The first man whose name I did remember was Kóxoí (KO-oE). I saw him crouching in a bright clearing off the path to the right.
            He was tending something by the side of a fire in the sun. Kóxoí had on ragged gym shorts and wasn’t wearing a shirt or shoes.
            He was thin and not particularly muscular. His skin was dark brown and lined like fine leather. His feet were wide, thickly
            calloused, and powerful-looking. He glanced up at me and called me over to where he was, on a patch of sandy ground, baking
            hot, where he was singeing the hair off a large rat-like animal. Kóxoí’s face was kind, with a broad smile that took over
            his eyes and mouth, welcoming and comforting me on this day of new experiences in a new place. He talked to me pleasantly,
            though I didn’t understand a single word. In my still nauseous state, the pungent smell of the animal almost gave me dry heaves.
            The tongue of the creature was hanging across its teeth, tip in the dirt, with blood dripping down it.
         

      I touched myself on the chest and said, “Daniel.” He recognized this as a name and immediately responded by touching his chest
            and saying his name. Then I pointed at the rodent on the fire.
         

      
        “Káixihí” (KYE-i-HEE), he responded to the object of my pointing.
            

      

      I repeated it back to him immediately (while thinking, Holy twenty-pound rat burger!). Sheldon had told me that the language
            was tonal, like Chinese, Vietnamese, and hundreds of other languages. This meant that in addition to paying attention to the
            consonants and vowels, I would need to listen carefully to the pitch on each vowel. I had managed to pronounce my first Pirahã
            word.
         

      Next, I bent over and picked up a stick. I pointed to it and said, “Stick.”

      
        Kóxoí smiled and said, “Xií” (iI).
            

      

      
        I repeated, “Xií.” Then I let it drop and said, “I drop the xií."

      

      
        Kóxoí looked and thought, then quickly said, “Xií xi bigí káobíi” (iI ih bigI KAo BIi). (As I later learned, this literally means “Stick it ground falls,” with the words in that order.)
            

      

      I repeated this. I pulled out a notepad and pen I had put in my back pocket in Porto Velho just for this reason and wrote
            these things down, using the International Phonetic Alphabet. I translated the last phrase as “stick falls to the ground”
            or “you drop the stick.” I then picked up another stick and dropped both sticks at once.
         

      
        He said, “Xií hoíhio xi bigí káobíi,” “Two sticks fall to the ground,” or so I thought at the time. I learned later that this means “A slightly larger quantity
               (hoíhio) of sticks falls to the ground.”
            

      

      
        I then picked up a leaf and went through this entire process again. I moved on to other verbs, such as jump, sit, hit, and so forth, with Kóxoí serving as my willing and ever more enthusiastic teacher.
            

      

      I had listened to tapes of the language given to me by Steve Sheldon, and I had seen some short word lists that he had compiled.
            So I was not completely unfamiliar with the language, even though Sheldon had advised me to ignore his work, since he was
            unsure of its quality, and though hearing the language was very different indeed from seeing it written.
         

      
        To test my ability to hear the tones of the language, I asked for some words that I knew to be distinguished mainly by tone.
               I asked for the word for knife.

      

      
        “Kaháíxíoi” (ka-HAI-I-oi), he said.
            

      

      
        And then the word for arrow shaft.

      

      
        “Kahaixíoi” (ka-hai-I-oi), he answered as I pointed at the shaft of the arrow at the side of his hut.
            

      

      The field linguistics classes I had taken with SIL before coming to Brazil were very good, and I had found a talent for linguistics
            that I did not realize I had. Within an hour of working with Kóxoí and others (as interested Pirahãs surrounded us), I had
            confirmed earlier findings by Sheldon and his predecessor, Arlo Heinrichs, that there were only eleven or so phonemes in Pirahã,
            that the basic organization of their sentences was SOV (subject, object, verb)—the most common ordering among the world’s
            languages—and that their verbs were very complicated (now I know that each Pirahã verb form has at least 65,000 possible forms).
            I grew less worried about the situation. I could do this!
         

      
        
          In addition to learning the language, I wanted to learn about the culture of the people. I looked first at the spatial layout
               of the houses. The village arrangement seemed to make little sense at first. There were huts clustered in different places
               along the path from the airstrip to Steve Sheldon’s old home, now mine. Eventually, though, I realized that all the huts were
               on the side of the path closer to the river. And they all had views of the river from bend to bend. They were built close
               to the riverbank, none more than twenty paces from it, and parallel to it lengthwise. Jungle and undergrowth surrounded every
               home. There was a total of about ten huts. Brothers lived near brothers in this community (in other villages, I later learned,
               sisters lived near sisters, and in some villages there didn’t seem to be any obvious kinship pattern of settlement).
            

      

      
        After unloading our supplies, Don and I began to clean a small space in Sheldon’s storeroom for our small pile of supplies
               (cooking oil, dried soup, canned corned beef, instant coffee, some salted crackers, a loaf of bread, some rice and beans).
               We walked with Dwayne and his father back to the plane after they had taken pictures and looked around. Don and I waved as
               they took off. The Pirahãs screamed with delight when the plane lifted up, all shouting, “Gahióo xibipíío xisitoáopí” (The airplane just left vertically)!
            

      

      
        It was about two in the afternoon. And I felt for the first time the surge of energy and sense of adventure that comes naturally
               on the Maici with the Pirahãs. Don went to put Steve’s imported Sears & Roebuck fishing boat (a wide, stable, aluminum boat
               with a cargo capacity of nearly one ton) into the river and test the outboard engine. I sat down in the middle of a group
               of Pirahã men in the front room of Sheldon’s house, which was built like a Pirahã house, though larger. It was raised on stilts
               and had only half walls—no doors, no privacy, except in the bedroom for the children and in the storeroom. I got out my pad
               and pencil to continue language learning. Each man looked fit, lean, and hard—just muscle, bone, and gristle. They were all
               smiling broadly, and it seemed almost as if they were trying to outdo one another in their expressions of happiness around
               me. I repeated my name, Daniel, several times. One of the men, Kaaboogí, stood up after huddling with the others and addressed
               me in very rudimentary Portuguese: “Pirahã chamar você Xoogiái” (The Pirahãs will call you OO-gi-Ai). I had received my Pirahã name.
            

      

      I knew that the Pirahãs would name me, because Don had told me that they name all foreigners, since they don’t like to say
            foreign names. I later learned that the names are based on a similarity that the Pirahãs perceive between the foreigner and
            some Pirahã. Among the men there that day was a young man named Xoogiái, and I had to admit that I could see some resemblance.
            Xoogiái would be my name for the next ten years, until the very same Kaaboogí, now called Xahóápati, told me that my name
            was now too old and that my new name was Xaíbigaí. (About six years after that my name was changed again to what it is today,
            Paóxaisi—the name of a very old man.) As I learned, the Pirahãs change names from time to time, usually when individual Pirahãs
            trade names with spirits they encounter in the jungle.
         

      
        I learned the names of the other men there—Kaapási, Xahoábisi, Xoogiái, Baitigií, Xaíkáibaí, Xaaxái. The women stood outside
               the house looking in, refusing to speak, but giggling if I spoke to them directly. I was writing down phrases like I drop the pencil, I write on paper, I stand up, My name is Xoogiái, and so on.
            

      

      Then Don got the boat motor started and all the men ran out immediately to ride with him as he did a few circles in the river
            in front of the house. Looking around at the village, I suddenly found myself alone, and I noticed that there was no central
            village clearing, just two or three huts together, nearly hidden by the jungle, connected to other houses in the village by
            narrow paths. I could smell smoke from the fires burning in each hut. Dogs were barking. Babies were crying. It was very hot
            at this time of the afternoon. And very humid.
         

      
        Now that I was working among the Pirahãs, I was determined to record language data as quickly and carefully as I was able.
               But each time I asked an individual Pirahã if I could “mark paper” (study—kapiiga kaga-kai) with them, although they would happily study with me, they would also tell me about another Pirahã I should work with, saying,
               “Kóhoibiíihíai hi obáaxáí. Kapiiga kaagakaáíbaaí.” I began to understand. There was some guy named Kóhoibiíihíai who would teach me to speak Pirahã. I asked my missionary colleague
               if he knew someone by this name.
            

      

      “Yes, the Brazilians call him Bernardo.”

      “Why Bernardo?” I asked.

      “The Brazilians give all the Pirahãs Portuguese names because they can’t pronounce the Pirahã names.” He went on, “This is
            the same reason, I suppose, that the Pirahãs give all outsiders Pirahã names.”
         

      So I waited all day for Bernardo/Kóhoibiíihíai to return from hunting. As the sun began to set, the Pirahãs started talking
            loudly and pointing to the farthest bend downriver. In the fading twilight, I could just make out the silhouette of a canoe
            and paddler coming toward the village, hugging the bank to avoid the strong current of the main stream of the Maici. Pirahãs
            from the village were yelling to the man in the canoe, and he was replying. People were laughing and excited, though I had
            no idea why. As the man tied his canoe at the bank, I could see the reason for the excitement: a pile of fish, two dead monkeys,
            and a large curassow on the floor of the canoe.
         

      
        I walked down the muddy bank to the canoe and spoke to the arriving hunter, practicing a phrase I had learned that afternoon:
               “Tii kasaagá Xoogiái” (My name is Xoogiái). Kóhoi (Pirahãs shorten their names much as we do in English) looked up at me, his arms crossed over
               his chest, and grunted without emotion. Kóhoi’s features were more African than the Asiatic features of so many Pirahãs, such
               as Kaaboogí, who looked Cambodian to me. Kóhoi had kinky hair, light black skin, and chin stubble. He was reclining in the
               canoe, yet the tautness of his muscles made it clear that he was ready to move quickly as he eyed me subtly. He appeared stronger
               than other Pirahãs, though he was no taller or heavier than any other man in the village, so far as I could tell. The squareness
               of his jaw and the firmness of his eye contact gave him a look of confidence and control. As other Pirahãs came running to
               get food, he handed out parts of animals with instructions as to who should receive what part. He had on orange pants but
               no shoes and no shirt.
            

      

      On my second day I began to work with Kóhoi in the mornings at a table in the front room of the Sheldons’ large jungle house.
            I spent the afternoons walking about the village, querying various Pirahãs about their language. I continued to follow the
            standard linguistic monolingual method for gathering data when no language is spoken in common: pointing, asking for words
            in the native language, and then writing down whatever response the native speaker gives, hoping it is the right one. Then
            practicing that immediately with other native speakers.
         

      
        One of the things about Pirahã that immediately fascinated me was the lack of what linguists call “phatic” communication—communication
               that primarily functions to maintain social and interpersonal channels, to recognize or stroke, as some refer to it, one’s
               interlocutor. Expressions like hello, goodbye, how are you?, I’m sorry, you’re welcome, and thank you don’t express or elicit new information about the world so much as they maintain goodwill and mutual respect. The Pirahã
               culture does not require this kind of communication. Pirahã sentences are either requests for information (questions), assertions
               of new information (declarations), or commands, by and large. There are no words for thanks, I’m sorry, and so on. I have become used to this over the years and forget most of the time how surprising this can be to outsiders.
               Anytime someone visits the Pirahãs with me, they ask how to say these things. And they stare suspiciously at me when I say
               that the Pirahãs have no such forms of communication.
            

      

      
        When a Pirahã arrives in the village, he or she might say, “I have arrived.” But by and large, no one says anything. If you
               give someone something, they might occasionally say, “That’s right,” or “It is OK,” but they use these to mean something more
               like “Transaction acknowledged,” rather than “Thank you.” The expression of gratitude can come later, with a reciprocal gift,
               or some unexpected act of kindness, such as helping you carry something. The same goes when someone has done something offensive
               or hurtful. They have no words for I’m sorry. They can say, “I was bad,” or some such, but do so rarely. The way to express penitence is not by words but by actions. Even
               in Western societies, there is considerable variation in how much we use phatic communication. Brazilians used to tell me
               when I was learning Portuguese, “Americans say ‘thank you’ way too much.”
            

      

      
        
          On my second afternoon in the Pirahã village, after a long day of language learning, I got myself a hot cup of strong black
               instant coffee and sat down at the edge of a steep bank to gaze at the Maici. Several Pirahã men had gone fishing with Don
               in the boat, so the village was quieter. It was about 5:45, the most beautiful time of day, when the sun glows orange and
               the river’s reflective darkness stands out against the rusty color of the sky and the luxuriant spinach green of the jungle.
               As I sat idly watching and sipping my coffee, I was startled by the sight of two small gray porpoises jumping in sync out
               of the river. I had no idea that there were freshwater porpoises. Almost immediately, from around the bend came two Pirahã
               canoes, their riders paddling for all they were worth, in pursuit of the porpoises, trying to touch them with their paddles.
               It was a game of tag, porpoise tag.
            

      

      Apparently the porpoises also enjoyed this because they continually came up just out of reach of the men in the canoes. This
            went on for half an hour, until darkness brought an end to the chase. The Pirahãs in the canoes and on the banks (for by now
            a crowd had gathered) were laughing hysterically. As they stopped chasing the porpoises, the porpoises disappeared. (In all
            my years watching this contest between mammals, no porpoise has ever been “tagged.”)
         

      I thought about where I was, the privilege of being in this marvelous world of the Pirahãs and nature. In just these first
            two days I had already experienced a myriad of new things, such as hearing the screechy metallic sound of toucans and the
            raspy cry of macaws. I smelled scents from trees and plants I had never seen before.
         

      
        
          On the following days among the Pirahãs I watched their daily routines, in between sessions working on the language. Pirahãs
               start their days early, usually about five o’clock, though for a people who sleep very little during the night, it isn’t clear
               if it’s better to say that they start their day or simply never end it. In any case, I was usually awakened by various women
               of the village talking in their huts. They would begin speaking loudly to no one in particular about the day’s events. One
               woman would announce that so-and-so was going hunting or fishing, then say what kind of meat she wanted. Other women would
               echo her from other huts or shout out their own culinary preferences.
            

      

      Once the day has begun, fishing is the most common activity for men. Most of them leave before light, to favorite fishing
            spots hours downriver or upriver. If a fishing trip is expected to last overnight, the men take their families with them.
            But normally men go fishing alone or with one or two friends. If a pond has formed from receding river water, several men
            will be found in that single location, because it will be full of fish that cannot escape. Fishing is mainly by bow and arrow,
            but line and hook are also used if they can get some through trading. The men usually paddle off into the morning darkness,
            laughing loudly and challenging one another to canoe races. At least one man remains in the village to watch over things.
         

      After the men have gone, the women and children leave to forage or pull manioc—also called cassava, the tuber of life—out
            of their jungle gardens. This takes hours and is hard work, requiring a good deal of endurance, but women (like their men)
            head into the jungle joking and laughing. Women are usually back by early afternoon. If the men are not yet back, they gather
            firewood in preparation for cooking the fish they expect their husbands to catch.
         

      
        
          This initial visit to the Pirahãs came to an end after just a few days. In December of 1977 the Brazilian government ordered
               all missionaries to leave Indian reservations. We had to pack up. But I hadn’t come to stay long in any case, just to get
               a feel for what the Pirahãs and their language were like. In those first ten days, I had learned a bit about the Pirahã language.
            

      

      Leaving the village under these forced circumstances made me wonder whether I’d ever be able to return. The Summer Institute
            of Linguistics was concerned too and wanted to find a way around the government’s prohibition against missionaries. So SIL
            asked me to apply to the graduate linguistics program at the State University of Campinas (UNICAMP), in the state of São Paulo,
            Brazil. It was hoped that UNICAMP would be able to secure government authorization for me to visit the Pirahãs for a prolonged
            period, in spite of the general ban against missionaries. But although I went there primarily to secure authorization to reenter
            the Pirahãs’ village, UNICAMP turned out to offer me the greatest academic and intellectual environment I have ever experienced.
         

      My work at UNICAMP paid off as SIL hoped it would. The president of the Brazilian National Indian Foundation (FUNAI), General
            Ismarth de Araujo Oliveira, authorized me to return to the Pirahãs, with my family, for a six-month stay to gather data for
            my UNICAMP M.A. thesis. My wife, Keren; our oldest daughter, Shannon, then seven; our daughter Kris, four; our son Caleb,
            one; and I left São Paulo by bus for Porto Velho in December, for our first family visit to the Pirahãs. It took us three
            days to reach Porto Velho, where a group of SIL missionaries were stationed and would help us travel to the Pirahãs’ village.
            We spent a week there, preparing for the village and readying ourselves mentally for the upcoming adventure.
         

      It is not easy for a Western family to prepare to live in an Amazonian village. Planning for our trip began weeks before we
            traveled. We purchased our supplies in PV, as missionaries call Porto Velho. There, Keren and I had to anticipate, buy for,
            and prepare for up to six months of family isolation in the jungle. Everything from laundry soap to birthday and Christmas
            presents had to be planned for months in advance of their actual usage. For most of our time with the Pirahãs, from 1977 through
            2006, we were almost wholly responsible for all the medical needs of both our family and the Pirahãs, so we spent hundreds
            of dollars on medicine, from aspirin to snake antivenom, before each trip. Malaria treatments of all sorts—Daraprim, chloroquine,
            and quinine—topped our list.
         

      We needed to take schoolbooks and school supplies so our children could study in the village. Each time we returned from the
            village to the SIL center in Porto Velho they would be tested by the SIL school, which was itself accredited by the state
            of California. The books (including an encyclopedia set and a dictionary) and other school materials added to the large inventory
            of goods for running our household—hundreds of liters of gasoline, kerosene, and propane, a propane-fueled refrigerator,
            dozens and dozens of cans of meat, dried milk, flour, rice, beans, toilet paper, trade items for the Pirahãs, and on and on.
         

      After our buying and other preparations, I decided to fly in a week before my family, along with SIL missionary Dick Need,
            to prepare the house for the children’s arrival. Dick and I labored from 6 a.m. to 6 p.m. every day, subsisting almost entirely
            on Brazil nuts (we could have gotten fish from the Pirahãs, but since I wasn’t familiar enough with the culture yet to know
            whether the Pirahãs would consider our requests an imposition, we decided to get by on Brazil nuts, which the Pirahãs offered
            to us freely). We lacked food because our tools weighed too much for us to bring any food on the plane. We repaired the roof
            and floor of Sheldon’s house and built a new kitchen counter. We also spent several days with machetes, assisted by a couple
            of Pirahãs, cutting the airstrip grass for the Cessna’s arrival. I knew that for my children, at least, the first impression
            of the house would be crucial to their desire to stay. I was asking so much of them, to leave their friends and city life
            to spend the next several months in the jungle, with a people they didn’t know, hearing a language none of us spoke.
         

      The day my family was to arrive I woke up before dawn. At first light I paced the airstrip, checking for holes. There were
            always new sinkholes opening up. I also searched carefully for any large pieces of wood, such as firewood, the Pirahãs might
            have left on the strip. I was excited.
         

      This was really the beginning of our mission to the Pirahãs, for without my family, I knew that I could never stick it out.
            I needed their support. This was their mission too. They were stepping into a world without Western entertainment, without
            electricity, without doctors, dentists, or telephones—they were traveling back in time in many ways. This is a lot to ask
            of children, but I was confident that Shannon, Kristene, and Caleb would handle it well. I knew that Keren, the most experienced
            of all of us in this kind of life, would do very well and that the children would draw confidence and strength from her experiences.
            After all, Keren had been raised among the Sateré-Mawé Indians and had lived in the Amazon since she was eight years old.
            She loved it. And nothing about the missionary life was too hard for her. In many ways I too drew strength from her confidence.
            She was the most committed missionary I had ever known.
         

      When the plane was about five minutes away, the Pirahãs started shouting and running to the airstrip. I heard it a couple
            of minutes later and ran excitedly to welcome my family to the jungle. My children and Keren were waving enthusiastically
            as they landed. After the plane finishing taxiing and the pilot had opened his hatch, I approached the plane and shook his
            hand vigorously. Keren then stepped off, ecstatic, smiling, and immediately trying to talk to the Pirahãs. Shannon, with her
            dog, Glasses, Kris, and Caleb exited the passenger doors. The kids looked uncertain, but were glad to see me. And they smiled
            broadly at the Pirahãs. As the pilot prepared to return to Porto Velho, Dick said as he was boarding, “I’m going to think
            of you, Dan, while I’m eating a juicy steak tonight in Porto Velho.”
         

      We carried all our supplies to the house with the Pirahãs’ help and then rested for a few minutes. Keren and the children
            inspected this home I had brought them to. It was still in need of serious organizing. But within a couple of days, we would
            get into a routine of work and family life.
         

      After unpacking our supplies, we set up house. Keren had made mosquito nets and hanging cloth organizers for our dishes, clothes,
            and other belongings. The children began home-schooling, Keren managed the home, and I threw myself into full-time linguistics.
            We attempted to carry on an American Christian family culture in the middle of an Amazonian village. There were lessons for
            all of us.
         

      None of us, not even Keren, had anticipated all that this new life would entail. One of our first nights as a family in the
            village, we were having dinner by gas lamp. In the living room I saw Glasses, Shannon’s puppy, chasing something that was
            hopping in the dark, though I couldn’t make it out. Whatever it was, it was hopping toward me. I stopped eating and watched.
            Suddenly, the dark thing hopped on my lap. I focused the beam of my flashlight at it. It was a gray-and-black tarantula, at
            least eight inches in diameter. But I was prepared. I worried about snakes and bugs, so I kept a hardwood club with me at
            all times. Without moving my hands toward the tarantula, I stood quickly and thrust my pelvis to throw the spider to the floor.
            My family had just seen what was on my lap and they stared wide-eyed at me and the hairy hopper. I grabbed my club and smashed
            it. The Pirahãs in the front room were watching. When I killed the spider they asked what it was.
         

      
        
          “Xóooí” (Tarantula), I replied.
            

      

      “We don’t kill those,” they said. “They eat cockroaches and do no harm.”

      We adapted to these situations after a while. And at that time, we felt that God was taking care of us and that these experiences
            gave us good stories to tell.
         

      
        
          Though I was a missionary, my first assignments from SIL were linguistic. I needed to figure out how the grammar of the language
               worked and write up my conclusions before SIL would allow me to begin Bible translation.
            

      

      I soon discovered that linguistic field research engages the entire person, not just his intellect. It requires of the researcher
            no less than that he insert himself into the foreign culture, in sensitive, often unpleasant surroundings, with a great likelihood
            of becoming alienated from the field situation by general inability to cope. The fieldworker’s body, mind, emotions, and especially
            his sense of self are all deeply strained by long periods in a new culture, with the strain directly proportionate to the
            difference between the new culture and his own culture.
         

      
        Consider the fieldworker’s dilemma: you are in a place where all you ever knew is hidden and muffled, where sights, sounds,
               and feelings all challenge your accustomed conception of life on earth. It is something like episodes of The Twilight Zone, where you fail to understand what is happening to you, because it is so unexpected and outside your frame of reference.
            

      

      I approached field research with confidence. My linguistics training had prepared me well for the basic field tasks of collecting
            data, storing it properly, and analyzing it. I was out of bed by 5:30 each morning. After hauling up at least fifty-five
            gallons of water in five-gallon containers for drinking and dish washing, I would prepare breakfast for the family. By eight
            o’clock I was usually at my desk, beginning my “informant” work. I followed several different field guides and set measurable
            language-learning tasks for myself. My first couple of days back in the village, I made crude but useful drawings of the locations
            of all the huts in the village, with a list of the occupants of each. I wanted to learn how they spent their days, what was
            important to them, how children’s activities differed from adults’ activities, what they talked about, why they passed their
            time the way they did, and much more. And I was determined to learn to speak their language.
         

      I tried to memorize at least ten new words or phrases per day and to study different “semantic fields” (groupings of related
            items such as body parts, health terms, bird names, etc.) and syntactic constructions (looking for active versus passive,
            past versus present, statements versus questions, and so on). I entered all new words on three-by-five-inch index cards. In
            addition to transcribing each new word phonetically on a card, I also recorded the contexts in which I had heard the word
            and a guess as to its most likely meaning. Then I punched a hole in the upper left corner of the card. I put ten to twenty
            cards on a ring (taken from a three-ring binder, so it would open and close) and put the ring through a belt loop on my pants.
            I would frequently test myself on the pronunciation and understanding of the words on my cards by working them into conversations
            with Pirahãs. I refused to let the Pirahãs’ constant laughter at my misapplication and mispronunciation of their language
            slow me down. I knew that my first linguistic goal was to figure out which sounds of those I was hearing in Pirahã speech
            were actually meaningful and perceptible to the Pirahãs. These are what linguists call the phonemes of a language, and they
            would be the basis for devising a writing system.
         

      My first big breakthrough in understanding how the Pirahãs see themselves in relation to others came during a trek into the
            jungle with some Pirahã men. I pointed at the branch of a tree. “What’s that called?” I asked.
         

      
        
          “Xií xáowí,” they replied.
            

      

      
        I pointed again to the branch, the straight portion of the branch this time, and I repeated, “Xií xáowí.”

      

      
        [image: -1743749632]
      

      
        “No.” They laughed in unison. “This is the xií xáowí,” pointing toward the juncture of the branch with the tree trunk and also to a smaller branch’s juncture with the larger branch.
               “That” (what I had pointed at, the straight portion of the branch) “is xii kositii.”
            

      

      
        I knew that xii meant “wood.” I was pretty sure that xáowí meant “crooked” and that kositii meant “straight.” But I still needed to test these guesses.
            

      

      
        On the jungle path walking back toward home at the end of the day, I noticed that one long stretch of the path was straight.
               I knew that xagí meant “path,” so I tried “kositii,” pointing toward the path.
            

      

      
        
          “Xaió!” came the immediate response (Right!). “Xagí kositíi xaagá” (The path is straight).
            

      

      
        When the path veered sharply to the right I tried “Xagí xáowí.”

      

      
        
          “Xaió!” they all responded, grinning. “Soxóá xapaitíisí xobáaxáí” (You already see the Pirahã language well). Then they added “Xagí xaa-gaia píaii,” which I later realized meant “Path is crooked also.”
            

      

      
        This was wonderful. In a few short steps I had learned the words for crooked and straight. I had already learned the words for most body parts by this time. As we walked along, I remembered the words that had been
               given to me by the Pirahãs in their language for Pirahã people (Híaitíihí), Pirahã language (xapaitíisí), foreigner (xaoói), and foreign language (xapai gáisi). Pirahã language was clearly a combination of xapaí (head) and tii (straight), plus the suffix -si, which indicates that the word it is attached to is a name or a proper noun: “straight head.” Pirahã people was hi (he), ai (is), and tii (straight), plus -hi, another marker similar to -si: “he is straight.” Foreigner meant “fork,” as in “fork in the tree branch.” And foreign language meant “crooked head.”
            

      

      I was making progress! But I was still only scratching the surface.

      What makes the Pirahã language so difficult to learn and to analyze are things that do not appear in the first few days of
            work, however cheerful one’s immediate successes make one. The most difficult aspect of learning Pirahã is not the language
            itself, but the fact that the situation in which the learning takes place is “monolingual.” In a mono lingual field situation,
            very rare among the languages of the world, the researcher shares no language in common with the native speakers. This was
            my beginning point among the Pirahãs, since they don’t speak Portuguese, English, or any language other than Pirahã, except
            for a few limited phrases. So to learn their language, I must learn their language. Catch-22. I can’t ask for translations
            into any other language or ask a Pirahã to explain something to me in any language but Pirahã. There are methods for working
            in this way. Not surprisingly, I helped develop some of those methods as a result of my ordeal. But the methods for monolingual
            field research were mostly around long before I came on the scene.
         

      
        Nevertheless, it is hard. Here is a typical exchange, after I had been there long enough to learn the Pirahã expression for
               How do you say ——— in Pirahã?:
            

      

      “How do you say that?” (I point to a man coming upriver in his canoe.)

      
        “Xigihí hi piiboóxio xaaboópai” (The man upriver comes).
            

      

      
        “Is this right: ‘Xigihí hi piiboóxio xaaboópai’?”
            

      

      
        “Xaió. Xigihí piiboó xaaboópaitahásibiga” (Right. The man upriver comes.)
            

      

      
        “What is the difference between ‘Xigihí hi piiboóxio xaaboópai’ and ‘Xigihí piiboó xaaboópaitáhásibiga’?”
            

      

      “No difference. They are the same.”

      
        Clearly, from the perspective of a linguist, there must be a difference between the two sentences. But until I learned Pirahã on my own, I had no way of knowing that the difference
               was that the first sentence means “The man returns upriver” and the second means “I am an eyewitness to the fact that the
               man returns upriver.” This makes learning the language very rough going indeed.
            

      

      
        Another thing that makes the language hard to learn is something already mentioned—Pirahã is tonal. For every vowel, you must
               learn whether the pitch on the vowel is high or low. Many of the languages in the world are like this, although this number
               includes almost no European languages. English is not tonal in this sense. I had already decided to write vowels that had
               a high pitch with an acute accent (´) over the vowel and vowels with a low tone with no mark over the vowel. This can be illustrated
               by the simple pair of words meaning I and excrement:

      

      
        
          Tií (I) has a low tone on the first i and a high tone on the final i. Impressionistically, this would be “tiI.”
            

      

      
        
          Tíi (excrement) has a high tone on the first i and a low tone on the second i—“tIi.”
            

      

      
        The language is hard to learn too because there are only three vowels (i, a, o) and eight consonants (p, t, h, s, b, g, the glottal stop, and k). This small number of sounds means that the words of Pirahã have to be much longer than in a language with more speech sounds.
               To have short words each word needs enough sound differences to tell it apart from most other short words. But if your language
               has only a few sound differences, like Pirahã, then you need more space in each word, that is, longer words, to be able to
               tell the words apart. The effect for me at first was that most Pirahã words sounded the same.
            

      

      
        Finally, the Pirahã language is notoriously difficult because it lacks things that many other languages have, especially in
               the way that it puts sentences together. For example, the language has no comparatives, so I couldn’t find expressions like
               this is big/that is bigger. I couldn’t find color words—no simple words for red, green, blue, and so on, only descriptive phrases, like that is like blood for red or that is not ripe yet for green. And I couldn’t find stories about the past. When you can’t find something, but you expect it to be there, you
               can waste months looking for something that doesn’t exist. Many of the things I had been taught to look for in field linguistics
               I could not find at all. This not only made things hard, but it also was at times downright discouraging. Still, I was optimistic
               that with enough time and effort, I would figure out this language.
            

      

      But the future is not ours and our plans are only our wishes. It was folly to believe that I could just ignore where I was
            and focus strictly on linguistics. We were in the Amazon.
         

    

  
    
      
        
          2
        
The Amazon

      

      
        Once you have made your peace with the Amazon, a Pirahã village is a relaxing place. The first step toward this peace is for you to learn to ignore, even enjoy, the heat. That is not as hard as it might sound. The human body, when clothed properly,
               can handle the 90 to 110°F temperatures well, especially since the jungle provides plenty of shade and, in the case of the
               Pirahãs, the Maici River, which is always cool, wet, and relaxing. The humidity is harder to accept, though. Perspiration—that
               otherwise effective tool for lowering body temperature via evaporation in temperate climates—produces little more than athlete’s
               foot and crotch rot in the Amazon, unless your skin, like the Pirahãs’, is weather-beaten and usually dry because you rarely
               perspire.
            

      

      Apart from such minor bodily discomforts, the Amazon region is not merely a place; it is an awe-inspiring force. The Amazonian
            rain forest covers nearly three million square miles: 2 percent of the total surface of the earth and 40 percent of the South
            American landmass. This forest is nearly the size of the continental United States. Fly from Porto Velho near the Bolivian
            border to the city of Belém at the mouth of the Amazon, a four-hour jet flight, and on a clear day you will see the jungle
            stretch out to the horizon in every direction: a green carpet, as far as the eye can see, with blue streaks of water from
            north to south, flowing toward the “moving sea,” as the Tupi Indians called the Amazon.
         

      The Amazon flows over four thousand miles from Peru to the Atlantic. The river is over two hundred miles wide at its mouth,
            with a delta, the island of Marajó, which is larger than Switzerland. There is enough dark and unknown land in Amazonia to
            consume a million imaginations. In fact it almost has—there is a nearly endless list of books about it, on its ecology, its
            histories, its peoples, and its politics. It has aroused the wanderlust and the imagination of Europeans and their descendants
            since the Spaniards and Portuguese first beheld it at the beginning of the sixteenth century. Two of my favorite American
            writers, Mark Twain and William James, felt its pull.
         

      
        Mark Twain left Ohio in 1857 hoping to depart from New Orleans for the Amazon River, apparently to try to get rich in the
               coca trade. One wonders what books or stories we have missed because he changed his plans and decided to train as a riverboat
               pilot on the Mississippi. Might we have had a Life on the Amazon, as opposed to Life on the Mississippi?
            

      

      William James actually made it to the Amazon and was able to explore a significant portion of the main river and its tributaries.
            While on a trip with the Harvard biologist Louis Agassiz in 1865 to collect zoological specimens, James traveled for some
            eight months through Brazil and along the Amazon and its tributaries. After his Amazonian experience, James abandoned his
            goal of becoming a naturalist—one might say that there is no place to go but down for a naturalist after the Amazon. (More
            than one-third of all species known on earth live in the Amazon.) He decided instead to focus on philosophy and psychology,
            eventually becoming the main force in the founding and development of the philosophical school known as American pragmatism.
         

      
        The vast bulk of the Amazon rain forest, river basin, and river lie in Brazil. Brazil is the world’s fifth-largest country
               in landmass, larger than the forty-eight contiguous United States. Its population of nearly 190 million people is diverse,
               containing large groups of Portuguese, Germans, Italians, other Europeans, and Asians, including the largest population of
               Japanese outside of Japan. To the majority of Brazil’s urban-dwelling inhabitants, the Amazon sounds as distant and fantastic
               as it does to Europeans or North Americans. Though they pride themselves on the beauty of the Amazon and its attraction for
               the rest of the world, the majority of Brazilians have never seen anything that one could call jungle. The Amazon is two thousand
               miles from the major population areas of southeastern Brazil, where over 60 percent of Brazilians live. But this doesn’t prevent
               Brazilians from being somewhat umbrageous and defensive when anyone suggests that the governance of the Amazon (such as its
               preservation) follow rules or regulations of foreign provenance. As they say throughout Brazil, “A
          Amazônia é nossa”—“The Amazon is ours!” Some Brazilians’ concern about foreign intervention in the Amazon can almost border on paranoia, as
               when some of my Brazilian colleagues insist to me that U.S. schoolchildren learn in their official textbooks that the Amazon
               belongs to the United States.
            

      

      As the curators of the world’s largest natural history preserve, Brazilians are by and large in favor of conserving the diversity
            of minerals, water, flora, and fauna in the Amazon. But they don’t want to be preached at by the United States or Europe—who
            themselves destroyed much greater forest areas than have yet been destroyed in the Amazon. Local conflicts concerning preservation
            of the Amazon among Brazilians are well known and generally draw significant press coverage. (One well-known case is that
            of Chico Mendes. Mendes was murdered for organizing rubber tappers to use the Amazon’s commercial resources in an ecologically
            friendly way that was ultimately at odds with their employers’ view of how they should work.) But such stories can be misleading.
            In reality, these conflicts are less significant than the widespread agreement among Brazilians that the Amazon should be
            preserved.
         

      Perhaps the best evidence for Brazilian interest in conservation is the Brazilian agency IBAMA, the Instituto Brasileiro do
            Meio Ambiente e dos Recursos Naturais Renováveis (Brazilian Institute for the Environment and Renewable Natural Resources).
            IBAMA is ubiquitous in the Amazon, well equipped, with a professional staff and a genuine and keen concern for the preservation
            of the Amazon’s natural beauty and resources.
         

      The Amazon River system has two types of land and two types of rivers, broadly speaking: white (or muddy) rivers or dark-water
            rivers. Both types in the Amazon are “old” rivers; that is, they meander along with slow-flowing currents, because their
            headwaters are only slightly more elevated than their mouths. Unlike dark-water rivers, muddy-water rivers, such as the Amazon
            and the Madeira (the Mississippi and the Mekong are others), are rich in flora and fauna and have higher concentrations of
            nutrients for fish and other forms of river life. They are also rich in insect life though insects are found on all rivers.
         

      
        During my first days among the Pirahãs I discovered the curse of little flies with V-shaped wings that land on your exposed
               skin during the day. These flies, mutucas, suck your blood and leave you with intense itching at the point of their bite, along with respectable welts if your skin
               is very sensitive, as mine is. You must not hate the mutucas, though, nor even the various types of horseflies that bite and welt the tender skin of your inner thigh, your outer ear,
               your cheeks, and your ass. You must not hate them even when you notice their deviousness—always flying to shaded parts of
               the body—exactly those parts you are not paying any attention to. Why not hate them? Because the frustration will kill you
               faster than the bug bites. I will admit that I have often wished that these insects had better-developed nervous systems so
               that I could torture them. But the feeling passes—most of the time.
            

      

      
        [image: -1743748837]
      

      There are insects at night too. If you spend a night unprotected by a mosquito net on the banks of one of these rivers, as
            I have on the Madeira, it will be one of the longest and most miserable nights of your life, as black clouds of mosquitoes
            swarm around you, flying up your nostrils, into your ears, biting you through your clothes, your hammock, and even your heavy
            jeans, in every imaginable spot. And, heaven forbid, if you have to relieve yourself during the night, they will swarm around
            any exposed flesh.
         

      The river system traditionally dominated by the Pirahãs and the closely related tribe known as the Muras (who no longer speak
            their original language) is the Madeira River. The Madeira possesses the fifth-largest water flow in the world. It is the
            second-longest tributary in the world (after the Missouri). The Madeira River basin is three times the size of France. Among
            the hundreds of tributaries of the Madeira is the dark-water river, the Rio dos Marmelos, about eight hundred yards across
            at its mouth, averaging a width of perhaps four hundred yards and a depth of fifteen yards in August. The major tributary
            of the Marmelos is the Maici, the home of the Pirahãs. No one else lives on the Maici. At its mouth the Maici is more than
            two hundred yards wide. For most of its length it averages perhaps thirty yards in width. It varies in depth from six inches
            in some places just before the onslaught of the rainy season to perhaps eighty feet by the end of the rainy season.
         

      The Maici is a dark-water river, a tea-colored flow carrying fish and leaves at a speed of twelve knots to the Marmelos.
            In the rainy season it is murky. In the dry season the color lightens and it becomes very clear and shallow, and its sandy
            bed is easily visible. Einstein proposed that the distance between two points following the course of an old river is roughly
            the distance of a straight line between those points times pi. The Maici conforms to this prediction. From the air it looks
            like an enormous snake slithering through the forest. Traveling it by boat after the rainy season, some of the curves are
            so tight that the wake generated by the boat travels between the flooded trees from one side of the loop to the other so quickly
            that the craft runs into its own wake as it comes around the corner. The Maici is startlingly beautiful. When floating on
            it, there are times I think it must be like Eden: gentle breezes, clear water, white sand, emerald trees, flaming macaws,
            awe-inspiring harpy eagles, monkey calls, toucan cries, and the occasional roar of jaguars.
         

      The Pirahãs are settled along the Maici from its mouth to the point where the Transamazon Highway crosses it, roughly fifty
            miles. By motorboat, the distance is about 150 miles. The Pirahã village I have worked in the most, Forquilha Grande, is located
            on the Maici River near the Transamazon Highway. The Maici River intersects the Transamazon roughly fifty-six miles east
            of the town of Humaitá (Oo-my-TA), Amazonas. The initial serious purpose to which I put my first handheld GPS was to record
            the coordinates of the village where I lived. They are: S 7° 21.642' by W 62° 16.313'.
         

      There are two major views on how the Amazon was originally settled, represented by the work of archaeologists such as Betty
            Meggers and Anna Roosevelt. Some people, such as Meggers, believe that the agricultural potential of Amazonia’s soil, at least
            for prehistoric technology, was too low to sustain large civilizations and that, consequently, the Amazon has always been
            the home of small bands of hunter-gatherers. Consistent with this view is the idea of some linguists, especially the late
            Joseph Greenberg of Stanford University, that there were three waves of migration to the Americas across the land bridge of
            Beringia, which today lies beneath the waters of the Bering Strait. The first group to cross, some 11,000 years ago, were
            “pushed” southward by the second group to migrate, who were in their turn largely forced to the south by the final group to
            cross the land bridge—the Inuit, or Eskimos. The first group across Beringia settled South America and, aside from notable
            exceptions like the Incas, were mainly hunter-gatherers.
         

      According to Greenberg, evidence for this migration can be found in the relationships among the languages of the Americas,
            both living and extinct. He claims, for example, that the languages of Mexico southward, by and large, are more closely related
            linguistically than those of central and northern North America. In Greenberg’s view, Pirahã would have to be more closely
            related to other South American languages than to any language anywhere else. However, the Pirahã language is not demonstrably
            related to any living language. Greenberg’s claims that it is related to languages belonging to the family that he calls Macro-Chibcha
            are nearly impossible to evaluate, and the evidence that I have been able to uncover over the years suggests that Pirahã and
            the now extinct related dialect, Mura, form a single language isolate, unrelated to any other known language. However, it
            is impossible to prove that Pirahã was not related to any other Amazonian languages in the distant past. Historical linguistics
            methods, used for classifying and reconstructing the history of languages, simply do not allow us to look back far enough
            to say certainly that two languages never developed from a common source language.
         

      
        An alternative to Meggers’s and Greenberg’s views has been developed by Roosevelt and her colleagues, including my own former
               Ph.D. student Michael Heckenberger of the University of Florida. According to Roosevelt, the Amazon was and is capable of
               sustaining large settlements and civilizations, including, if Roosevelt is correct, the Marajoara civilization of the island
               of Marajó. According to Roosevelt, Homo sapiens has been in South America much longer than the Greenberg Meggers set of ideas would allow.
            

      

      The existence of language isolates like Pirahã and Mura (known by early explorers, when the Mura language was still spoken,
            simply as Mura-Pirahã, two very similar dialects of a single language) might be understood as supporting Roosevelt’s ideas,
            because large amounts of time are required to sufficiently “erase” the similarity between languages to produce a language
            isolate. On the other hand, if the Pirahãs had been separated from other languages and peoples very early on in the peopling
            of the Americas, this could explain their linguistic and cultural uniqueness by either the Meggers or Roosevelt theories.
            The likelihood is that we will never know where the Pirahãs or their language came from—not unless a cache of early documents
            is discovered that record extinct but related languages. In that case, we could use the standard methodology of comparative
            and historical linguistics to recreate something of the Pirahãs’ past.
         

      
        Some evidence already exists that the Pirahãs are not originally from the part of the jungle where they currently reside,
               from the lack of native vocabulary for some species of monkeys found around the Maici. The Brazilian monkey paguacu (a name from the Tupi-Guarani linguistic family) is referred to by the Pirahãs by the same name, for example. That makes
               paguacu a loan word, one borrowed from Portuguese or one of the two Tupi-Guarani groups, the Parintintin and the Tenharim, that the
               Pirahãs have had long contact with. Since there is no evidence that the Pirahãs have ever given up one of their own words
               in order to borrow a word from another language, this suggests that the language had no word for this species of monkey because
               it wasn’t found in their homeland, wherever that might have been.
            

      

      Since Pirahã is not related to any other known living language, I came to realize that we had not been assigned to work merely
            with a difficult language, but with a unique language.
         

      We adjusted as a family to life in the Amazon, completely on our own, with no one but ourselves to turn to for help. We became
            closer than we had ever been, taking great satisfaction and enjoyment in family companionship. We thought that we were in
            control of our lives as we had never been before. But the Amazon was about to remind us who was boss.
         

    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0212_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0230_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0201_007.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0203_007.jpg
MO (ROCHL). NI
w06 (2000)  “foreigner”
xdodi (AoOi) ~ “ear”
xaéoi (a0ol)  “Braz

nut shell”





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0306_001.jpg
Corbett, Greville 105
couch potatoes 2112
creation myths 133,158
faux 244-5, 246
creativity, Cartesian 257, 258
Croft, William: “Radical
Construction Grammar” 208
cultural evolution 100
Cultural Survival 153
culture
determining vocabularies 254-5
discourse-centered 221
esoteric 207
interaction with grammar 207-8,
210,215, 2389
jungle-based people unprepared
for urban life 24551
partnership with language 200-23
and perceived meanings 2023
Pirahan lack of exotic cultural
‘manifestations 60
Pirahan material culture 71-81, 115
relationships with cognition and

ty for things talked

about 254
shaping human grammar 254
and stories 134, 203
unusual Pirahan culture 70
urban people unprepared for
jungle life 247-51
culture-perception connections

224-5
curare 277

curassows 10

curupira (a jungle elf) 170

D
dancing 76,834, 88,187
Darwinism oo

death 58, 81-2,00-67,165-6,171
declarative clauses 236

declarative mood 206
deduction
as an evidential 196
vs. induction 100
Derbyshire, Desmond and Pullum,
Geoffrey. eds.: Handbook of
Amazomian Languages vo11 xii
Descartes, René 2423
Diarroi Indians 148
Diegueno 276
directions.
body-oriented 215, 216, 217
compass-based 216-17
endocentric orientation
exocentric orientation 216
externally-anchored system 217
giving 21517
river-oriented 11516, 217
disjunction 237
displacement 2067
divorce 55,104
dogs 10,72, 99, 100-101, 1235127,

6

135, 136142, 102,108, 212715, 234,
235
Amazonian bush dogs 203

dolphin, Amazon River 170

dreams 130, 131, 21315, 226

drinking 62, 65-0,08,100-101, 144,
264,265

drum languages 186

dry season 8o-81,90,173

dualism 243

“duality of patterning” 198, 199

Durkheim, Emile 11

Dutch language 150

E
Egyptian Theater, Hollywood 190
Einstein, Albert 27,210

electric eels 43,78

“elegance theorizing” 272

Elliot, Jim 271-2





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0307_001.jpg
embedded clauses 235, 256
embedded sentences 132
endangered languages
Hans Rausing Endangered
Languages Project 275
reasons for becoming endangered
276
results of their loss 276-7
endocentric orientation 216
English language
accent 184
phonemes 179
pitch 1834
esoteric communication 204-5,
2412
ethnogrammar 221
Everett, Caleb (DLE son) 14, 15-16,
166
meets the Pirahas 16
during Keren's and Sharon's
illness 32-3,34, 36, 40-43, 45, 45,
50-53,56
returns to the Pirahas 57
helps with evening classes for the
Pirahas 17
Everett, Daniel L.
first visits the Pirahas (1977) 3-14
learns his first Piraha words 7
named by the Pirahas o
UNICAMP 14, 1441 163,170
his routine at Porto Novo 17-18
during Keren's and Sharon's
illness 31-56
his cowboy father 49, 60
returns to the Pirahas 56
and the traders 59-60
and the Pitahas’ murderous
intentions 627
tries to save a baby's life 956
in the jungle with the Pirahas
10810
gives evening classes 17-18

Teservation issue 15058, 244
postdoctoral work at MIT 1512
first journal article on Piraha

sound structure 189
and Peter Ladefoged 190-o1
problems with his boat 192+
anaconda episode 224-5
National Science Foundation
project 231
and the Pirahan rejection of the
gospel 263-73
translation of St Mark's Gospel
26770
loss of faith 270-73
breakup of his family 271
Bverett, Keren (née Grahams DLE's
Wife) 14. 85, 84, 119, 156, 164, 165. 175,
224,268
raised among the Sateré-Mawé
Indians 16, 50
a committed missionary 16
meets the Pirahas 16
severely ill with malaria 31-
40-35,47. 45, 51-7. 163, 249
returns to the Pirahas 57
threatening situation with the
Pirahas 63, 65,66
gives evening classes 117
and medicines for the Pirahas 150
the move to Xagiopai 266
Everett, Kristene (DLE's younger
daughter) xvi-xvi, 14, 1516166
meets the Pirahas 16
during Keren's and Sharon's
illness 32, 34, 36, 40-43, 45, 45,
50-53,56
returns to the Pirahas 57
friendships with the Pirahas 113
helps with evening classes 17
Everett, Shannon (DLE's elder
daughter) 14.15-16,166
meets the Pirahas 16






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0303_002.jpg
Index

The figures in italics indicate a Table;
‘DLE indicates Daniel L. Everett.

A
abstractions 131, 237
accent 182,184
active clauses 2223
Adler, Mortimer: Great Books of the
Western World program (with
Robert Hutchins) 254
acrial photography 157
Africa 241
drum languages 186
Agassiz, Louis 24
agriculture 78
Alfredo, Seu 164-6
alligators (black caimans) 43
Amazon region
Brazilian concern about forcign
intervention in 24-5
conservation 25
humidity 23
inspiration of 23-4
rain forest 23, 24
settlement 28
Amazon River 23, 25,173, 224
Amazon River system 46, 160, 225
American Council of Learned
Societies 189
American Indians: lack of leaders
no-n
Ana (Xaré’s companion) 152

anacondas 43, 81,109, 113-14, 167,
224-5

animals, and a human creative
essence 242

ant communication 198

anteaters 31

anthropology 252, 259

Apurina, Aprigio 69,148

Apurina, Armando 145-8

Apurina, Nazaré 147

Apurina, Roque 148

Apurina, Tomé 145-9

Apurina Indians 69, 84,143, 144, 145,
148

Araujo Oliveira, General Ismarth de
14

aspiration 180

Assembly of God denor
144

assertions 234, 235, 236

Australia 241

Auxiliadora settlement, Brazil 34, 42,
43,45, 163,166,170, 171, 174, 224

“auxiliary hypotheses” 254

B
baby talk 278

Biigipohodi 68, 226
Baitigii o

baixi (Kinship term) 86,87
bananas 78,161, 214
Banawi language 276





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0305_001.jpg
whistle speech 185
yell speech 185-6
chemistry 252,259
Cherokee speakers, Oklahoma 177
chess 23040
Chicago 270
<hildbirth 90-95
children
child-rearing 85-90. 950
corporeal punishment oo
Pirabas’ lack of baby talk 278
seen as equal citizens of society
$9,97,278
and sex 103
teenagers 99-100
0y 106-7
the weaned child 1056
ahaigi 88
Chinese language 7,183,184
Chomsky, Noam 189
deductive approach 253
and Descartes 242, 243
and discourses 240
elegance of his theory 252
and genetics 255, 257
human ability to use grammar 197
hypothesis that specific
grammatical principles are
innate 194
lack of field research 2s2. 253
“logical form” 207
and the mechanics of
displacement 206
recursion 04, 228-9, 230, 234,239
similarities among languages 255,

The Logical Structure of Linguistic
Theory 252
The Minimalist Programmme 252
Syntactic Structures 252
Christianity
Catholic/Protestant hatred 52
DLE's loss of faith 27073
“giving your testimony” 264
Pirahas reject 2636
clauses
active 222-3
declarative 236
embedded 235,256
main 231, 256
relative 226, 227, 231, 236, 256
subordinate 231, 235
clothing xvi, 6, 50, 98, 162, 1645, 168,
211, 24950
Coatd, Brazil 144-7
cockroaches 17, 33, 63, 70,164
coercion 110, 11112
cognition
Chomsky’s focus 221
relationships with grammar and
culture 220-23, 221
Coldrio, Armando 144
Colario, Darciel 144,145
Coldrio family 144, 145, 146
color terms 21, 119, 220, 221, 222, 237
Comanche speakers, Oklahoma 177
communication 1978, 202, 243,
245-6.257
comparative linguistics 20
compass-based directions 216-17
compositionality 199, 220

257 consonants
theory of & 152 importance in other
universal gramumar o4, 208, 221-2, 188,180

221,251-2. 258

Aspects of the Theory of Syntax 252

Lectures on Government and
Binding 252

see also under Piraha language
“contact trauma” 7o

context 15081

coordination 2367





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0247_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0279_003.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0239_002.jpg
Constraint Relationship

Representative Theory

1. cognition — grammar
2. grammar — cognition

3. cognition — culture

4. grammar — culture

5. culture — cognition

6. culture — grammar

Chomsky’s universal grammar
Linguistic relativity (Whorf)

Brent Berlin and Paul Kay's work
on color terms

Greg Urban’s work on discourse-
centered culture

Long-term effects on thinking
of cultural restrictions on certain
behaviors

Ethnogrammar; individual
forms structured by culture





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0200_005.jpg
R





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0201_005.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0187_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0193_003.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0163_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0172_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
DONT SLEEE
IFELERE A RE
SNAKES

Daniel Everett






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0304_001.jpg
Banawds 277
baskets 73-2.76. 78,
bass 254
peacock 130
BBC 233
beans 102, 200
bee dance 198
behaviorism 256, 257
Belém. Brazil 23. 47, 56
Benamor (a FUNAI director) 153
Benedict, Ruth 218
Bering Strait 28
Beringia 28
Berlin, Brent 221,222
berries 13
Bible, the 270
translation see under Piraha

between layers in
universe) 115,116,130
binary language of computers 179
Biola University, Southern California
266
biology 211, 252, 258
Bixi 146
Boas, Franz 210, 218
body parts, words for 105
body-oriented directions 217
bows and arrows 13,73, 78,99, 13
Brando, Marlon 254
Brazil
commercial fishing boats 150
lack of telephones in (1070) 52-3
population 24
the world's fifth-largest country in
landmass 24
Brazil nuts 47, 50, 61,77, 14 145, 147,
n
Brazilian government o
maps 157-8
orders missionaries to leave
Indian reservations (1977) 13-14

prohibits two-way radios to
foreigners 33
Brazifian National Indian
Foundation (FUNAD) 14, 61, 65,
152-4,156,1734, 244
burial 58, 812,96 7

c
caboclos 159-74
attitude to children 172
beliefs 170, 204
culture 159,160, 266
and foods 170-71
and the gold rush 167-8
handling one’s own problems 40
helpful to those in need a1
homes of 39, 42
humor 16870
isolated from other Brazilians 174
passenger boat crew 47
Pirahan attitude towards 2034
Portuguese-speaking residents of
the Brazilian interior 37-8
racism 1667
readiness to fight 172-3
as ribeirinhos or Brazilians 1662
trade 150
trust 165
and turtles 37
values 150-60
cachaga (sugarcane rum) 61-5, 69,
6,98, 100
caimans 43,75, 81,100,167, 240, 247
Canary Islands whistle speech 186
candirus 43
<anoes 75-6, 11,150, 164
card 37
“center-bedding” 256
centipedes 63
channels of discourse 1855
musical speech 185
normal speech 186





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-8.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-8a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-6.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-7.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-4.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-5.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-3.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes colour plates-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0135_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0092_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0080_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0056_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0044_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0037_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0019_003.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0014_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0004_002.jpg
Mixed Sources






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0310_001.jpg
7

Jaguars 4,27, 53,73, 70, 134
black (panthers) 1227

James, William 24, 246, 272

Japanese sport fishermen 150

Jefferson, Thomas 272

jeito 255

Jesus Christ 263-4, 265,260

Joaquim (Apurina Indian) 143,
1457140

John the Baptist 268

José, Padre 40, 42

246,251

K
Kaaboogi (later Xahoapati) 9, 63
appearance 11
the shooting of his dog 100-101
panther story 122-6, 253
Kaapasi 9. 100101, 124, 125
Kaaxatoi 216, 269
Kaboibagi 134, 214
kagahsis (bark cances) 75. 11
kagi (“expected associate”) 102,135
kai (daughter) 86
Kaiod 247
Kaisse, Professor Ellen 180
Kant, Immanuel 210
kaodibast (Fast mouth sy
138-0.187, 255
kapioxiai (it is other) 137, 138
Kaxaxdi (Alligator) 85
Kay, Paul 221,222
Kinship system 868,133, 220, 237
Kinship terms 86-8,133
Kknowledge
and pragmatism 2467
requires eyewitness testimony for
the Pirahas 246
Kohoibisibiai (Kohoi) xv. 68, 106,
127,139,134
asa hunter 10
meets DLE 10-11

0 12057,

DLE's principal language teacher
Vi, 10, 181, 1845, 215-16, 2267

appearance n

threatens DLE 64

on Pirahan drinking 66

brings Pirahan weapons to DLE

60
and dancing 83
infidelity 1034
anaconda hunt u3-14
beliefin a layered universe ns-16
name changed to Tidapahai 138
guide for the FUNAI team 1567
rejection of the gospel 2634
Koobio 187
Kopaiba (oily resin) 144
Koran 270
Koxoi
appearance 6-7
teaches DLE hi
7
personality o7
and his son 978
in the jungle o
Kracke, Dr. Waud 152,153
Krifka, Manfred 186
Kroeker, Betty 534 55-6
Krocker, Dean 55
Kuhn, Thomas 254

first Piraha words.

L
Ladefoged, Professor Peter 190-91
Lalana Chinantec 189
lamparinas (small kerosene lamps)
o
language
aby-product of general properties
of human cognition 243
the creativity of 228, 220, 242
deductive approach 1 253
the engine of 211
inductive approach to 253






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0308_001.jpg
severely ill with malaria 31, 32, 34,
35,37, 40-43. 45, 47-8. 50-57. 163
returns to the Pirahas 57
and corporeal punishment oo
Pirahas’ sexual behavior in front
of her 104-5
friendships with the Pirahas
n2-13
on an acaconda hunt 115, 114
helps with evening classes 117
anaconda episode 224,225
evidentials 1067
deduction 196
bearsay 196
observation 196
exocentric orientation 216
exoteric communication 204, 205,

242
experiential liminality 120

E
family
importance of 101, 14
nuclear 81, 98, 114
farinha (manioc meal) 30
Fernando (boat-owner) 45-5
Field, Sally 202
field research 252, 253, 256, 250
“field sciences” 252
firewood 13,99 1456
fish 10, 30, 44,73, 77,78, 81, 85, 17,
145,150, 200,
fishing 12,13, 758,91, 99,106, 112,
139,143,150,160, 204, 205, 246, 264
273
Fitch, Tecumseh 228-9, 234
folktales 170
food 08,90, 100
DLE salad conversation 200-10,
a3
food-sharing regulation nz
level of consumption 76-7

not stored 76,132
preservation 76

form 198, 2454

Forquilha Grande see Xagfopai

free variation 182,188

frogs 140,177,178, 247

fruits 00

fundamentalism 277

G
game 66.,75,90,145, 200
gathering 76, 77-8, 98, 106, 149
Gé speaking people 70
Geertz, Clifford vi
gender-neutral language 219, 220
gender-specific language 220
genetics 255, 257
geology 252
German language 180
germs 213
sestures 109
Givon, Tom 20
glottal Stop 64,178,179, 181,183,186
gold rush 167-8
Gongalves, Marco Antonio 138
Google 254
Gordon, Matthew 191
Gordon, Peter 89, 13941
GPS 28
Grace. George 2041
Graham, Al (Keren Everett’s father)
56
Graham, Sue (Keren Everett’s
mother) s6
grammar
biological basis of 238
as the engine of language 211, 250
essential to human
communication 100
finite/infinite 230
grammars with/without recursion
236






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0309_001.jpg
interaction with culture 207-8,
210,215, 2380

meaning as the gyroscope of
srammar 200

not crucial to communication per
se 107

T ips with cognition and

hoagi, hofsai (son) 86
Hockett, Charles 108, 242
Hollebrandse, Bart 24
homes 8,18, 33, 71-3, 81
Hugorani people 271
hum speech 185,186,189

culture 220-23, 221
specific grammatical principles
are innate hypothesis 194
Van Valin's theory 207-8
grammatical number 105-6
Greenberg, Joseph 28, 20
grubs 77

"

haggis 254-5

Handbook of South American Indians
(Steward, ed.) S0

Hans Rausing Endangered
Languages Project, School of
Oriental and African Studies.
London University 275

hard sciences 252

hardwoods 47, 145,173

Harmon, John 53, 54

harpy eagles 27

Harrison, Rex 190

Hauser, Marc 228-9, 234

‘Hawaiian language 179

Hayes, Bruce 191

hearsay. as an evidential 196

Heckenberger, Michael 20

Heinrichs, Arlo xi, 8, 68, 83, 119,133,
137-8,164, 264

Heinrichs, Vi 138

Hepburn, Audrey 180,190

Heraclitus 138

hero, the concept of 222, 223
historical linguistics 28, 20
Hmong language 170
Hoaaipi 111-12

Humaits, Brazil 27-8, 34, 48,50, 52,
53, 540153, 168,170,171, 224

human genome 238, 255, 258

hunter-gatherers 28

bunting 10,13,73, 76. 98,99, 106,
113-14, 149,150,160, 187, 205

Hymes, Dell 185

1

IBAMA (Instituto Brasileiro do
Meio Ambiente e dos Recursos
Naturais Renovaveis; Brazilian
Institute for the Environment
and Renewable Natural Resources)
25

immediacy of experience principle
(IEP) 84,1313, 141,142,106, 213,
215,223, 2348,

imperative mood 206

mperative sentences 256n

Incas 28

incest taboo 87

INCRA (National Institute for
Colonization and Agrarian
Reform) 156

infidelity 1054

insects 25-6, 434,77, 168

International Phonetic Alphabet 7

interrogative mood 206

intonation 183,184, 226, 231

Inuit (Eskimos) 28

Ipé trees 38

Irish language 276

Iahoixol 136

itauba wood 164

iteration 233, 234






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0317_001.jpg
suicide 265
Summer Institute of Linguistics
(SIL) 3,8.14,17,163,164.
Porto Velho missionary
compound 15, 53, 56,120,161, 267
supraglottalic pressure 191
sweet potatoes 37
syllable structure 185
syntactic constructions 18
Syntax 109, 228, 231, 236, 241

T
tail recursion 233
tape recorders 244-5. 2678
tarantulas 16-17, 63. 70,177
Taylor, John 267
telephones 245
lack of telephones in Brazil (1979)
523
phone chains 53, 55
Tenharim people 20,7
tenses 132
Terra Preta (Black Earth), Bra
148
terrorism 277
Thomason, Richmond 220
Thoreau, Henry David: Walden 71
Thurston, Carol 2041
Tiigii 1
Toitoi 157, 158,187
tonal languages 7, 21,183, 184
linguistic conventions 21,185
10018 13,75, 75.79. 80,99
Toucan (a Piraha) 6
toucans 13.27
Tower of Babel 275
toys 106-7
trade vessels 46-7
Transamazon Highway 27, 157,172,
103,266
1r6es 4,37, 39, 4172, 73,98, 134, 188,
224

truth conditions 121
twbers 13,08, 257
Tukaaga 144, 146.147. 140
Tupi Indians 23,143, 170
Tupi-Guarani linguistic family 20
Tupinamba 60

twrtles, Amazon River 37-S

Twain, Mark 24

Tzeltales of Mexico 177

u

UNICAMP see State University of
Campinas

universal gramimar o4, 208,

universe, layered 16, 130

University of California at Berkeley
222

University of California at Los
Angeles (UCLA) 100, 101

University of California at Santa
Barbara 101

University of Groningen.
Netherlands 242

Urban, Greg 221, 222, 223

urucum dye 107

v
values
biological 211, 212
cultural 212, 213
societal 211
Van Valin, Robert 231
“Role and Reference Grammar™
2078
verbs
needed by all languages 238
and nouns 256
Piraha 8, 106, 225, 226
role in a sentence 197, 205
verbal suffixes 106






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0318_001.jpg
Vicenzo (Catholic lay missionary)
35-4,40. 42,63
Vieira, Amaury 153
Vieira, Delcio 153
Vietnamese language 7
vowels
importance in other languages
188,189
see also under Piraha language

w
Wallace, Alfred vii
Warlpiri of Australia 220
Wayne, John 172
weaning 105
whispering 186
whistle speech 185, 1878, 189
Whorf, Benjamin Lee 218, 219, 221,
222
Whorf hypothesis 217
Williams, Robin 202
Wilson, E. O. 211
women
and the men’s drinking 68
pleading with the Everetts to stay
66
work of the 13, 98, 99
words
sentences built from words 105
sounds and meaning determined
by culture 201
understanding cultural relevance
and use 201
word boundaries 182
Wray, Alison 2041
Wycliffe Bible Translators 267

x
Xaaxsi o

Xabagi 35, 66, 01,128

Xagibi 130,141

xagacas (Brazilian canoes) 75-6

Xagfopai (Forquilha Grande), Brazil
86,187,266

xahaigt (Kinship term) 86, 875,
ng

Xahoabisi (one of DLE’s language
teachers) Xv. 9, 65, 67-8, 1034, 226,
249-51

Xahoaogii $1

Xahodpati 65-6, 200-10, 213

Xaildibaf 0. 68, 71, 72-3, 128,188

xaipipai (dreaming) 130-31

Xaitoii (an evil spirit) 81

xacsi (foreigners) 150

aosi-gii (authentic foreigners) 150

Xard (FUNAI representative) 152

Xiabikabikabi 68

Xidisoxdi 187

Xiako 68

Xibaih6ixoi 68, 1034

Xibii (Kohoi's daughter) 115

ibiisi (bloods) 137,138

ibipiio 127-9

Xigagai (spirit) xv, xvi

Xingu region, Brazil m

Xiooitashoag! 186,193

XipoGgi (Piraba hunter) 127, 135, 210,
240-51

saabi 130-31

sacoxoi (Doulor) 103,139, 140, 141,

267

Xitihoixof 134,135

woi (space between bigis) 115, 116

Xoii 91,92

Xoogidio

Xooi 106

Xopisi 144147

Xowdgaii 146

Y
Yanomami Indians 70, 116
yell speech 185-7,180.
Yoruba 185





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0315_001.jpg
psycholinguistic studies 220
psychology
pumas 151

Q
quantifiers 119-21, 220

3
Americans perceived as racist 52,

173
of caboclos 1667
of traders 60
Radio Nacional 144
radios 33,144,171, 244, 245

Raimunda (Otdvio's wife) 146, 148
rainy season 6, 80,81,192

rats 63,77

Rausing. Hans 275

Rausing, Lisbet 275
reasoning
and language 230, 231
and recursion 231, 232
Received Pronunciation (RP)
English (the Queen's English) 100
recursion xii, o4
an auditory form of 228
and coordinate structures 2367
defined 228, 220, 233
found in most human languages

240

found in the thought processes of
all humans 94, 240

as independent of grammar o4

as the key to the creati
language 228-9

markers for 231

amatrioshka-doll characteristic
(nesting) 227, 232

origin of 240

and phrases 230

yof

and Piraha 228, 220, 230, 233, 234,
7,250
and reasoning 231, 232
and stories 230, 24041
tail 233
avisual form of 228
reference 200
relative clauses 226, 227, 231, 234, 236,
256
reservation, Piraha sce under Pirahas
Ricardo (radio technician) 171,172
rice 102, 200
Rio de Janeiro 152
Rio dos Marmelos 27
Rio Negro 173
ritual $1-4
river traders 59-60, 78, 82, 86,117,
144-5. 146, 148, 249, 266
Roberts. Professor lan 233
Roeper, Thomas 242
Romance languages 180, 106
Romano (boat owner) 173,174
Ronaldinho (river trader) 60-65
Rondonia, Brazil 3, 34, 55
Roosevelt, Anna 28, 29
rosewood so
Rotokas language 179
Rousseau, Jean-Jacques 211

s

Sakel, Jeanette 2047

Salesian priests 34

salvation 264, 266

sandwiches 160

Santa Luzia, Brazil 34. 37. 39. 40,42

Santarém, Brazil 47

Sa0 Paulo, Brazil 14,163, 174, 244

Sapir, Edward 210, 218, 210, 222,250

The Status of Linguistics as a

Science 218

Sapir-Whorf hypothesis 217, 219, 220

‘Sateré-Mawé Indians 16






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0316_001.jpg
Saussure, Ferdinand de 108
School of Oriental and African
Studies (SOAS), University of
London 375
Science journal 228
scientific revolution 254
screaming piha 108
Searle, John 211
semantic fields 18
sentences
built from words 105
embedded 234-5
formation of 197
and intonation 231
and recursion 233
role of verbs in 197, 205
sets of 231
and sign language 199
and stories 195, 230
syntax 107
SeX 82—, 88,103,130, 250
sexist language 210
Sheldon, Steve xi.5-6.15.68,78,85,00,
91,119, 126,133, 134, 213, 214, 264, 265
Shoorist, The (lm) 172
sign language 199
simon, Herbert 241
“The Architecture of Complexity’
231-2,240
Simpricio 75-6
singing 83, 84, 85, 130
Skinner, B.F.256-9
sleep 79, 80, 81,130
smoking 07§
snakes XVii, 63, 70, 79, §4, 112, 1314,
177,178,192, 247. 250
social sciences 252
societal values 211
“society of intimates” 2057
sorva (fruit of the couma tree) 59,
144

sound patterns 108
Spaniards in Brazil 24

American claim 136-7

and coercion 1, 112

in dances $4

and immediacy of experience
principle 141, 213

Kinds of 137

and musical speech 187

Pirahas make themselves visible to
7

seen by the Pirahas 130,134,136,
137, 205, 218, 254

taking the shape of things in the
environment 134

trading names with 0,158

warding off 74

world-wide contacts with the
numinous 137

Xagbi's kaodibogi specch 130

State University of Campinas
(UNICAMP), Sao Paulo, Brazil 14,
144,163,170

Steriade, Donca 191

stingrays 43,109, 167

stories

“The Death of Xopisi’s Wife.
Xaogioso” 91-4

“Killing the Panther™123-7, 134,
223,233

and modifiers 233

and recursion 239, 24041

“Xipodgi and the Jaguar” 134-6
stress clash override 154

Stress systems 180, 100
subordinate clauses 231, 235
sugarcane 37





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0313_001.jpg
Pau Queimado, Brazil 37. 30, 75,163
paxiuba palin trees 73,108,109, 130
peacock bass 130
Peirce, C.S. 246
Pentecoste, Brazil 86
Pequial, Brazil 130
Peru 60
phatic communication 1112,
phonemes
English 170
European languages 170
learning large/smaller number of
7980
in musical speech 205
in Piraha language xi, §,18,178,
179,181, 182,188,100
phonetics 100, 211
phonetics laboratories
solar-powered 191
UCLA 101
phonology 100
photographs 240
phrases
complex noun 235
and modifiers 233
and recursion 230
and sign language 199
verb 236
physics 252
pigs 73,70
piihé (Kinship term) 87
iihoatai 2680
Pinker, Steven 208, 254, 258, 250
Piraha language
accent 182
access to Piraba sound data 191
and Bible translation 17,178, 184
210, 215, 263, 264
channels of discourse 1858
compositionality 199
consonants 21,178-9, 182,188,180
context 18081

difficulties in learning 20-22.

duality of patterning 199

few sound differences 21

glottal stop 64,178, 17, 181,183

mediacy of experience
PrInciple 84, 1313, 141, 142, 196,
242

intonation 231

lack of color terms 21,119, 220,
237,230

lack of comparatives 21

lack of counting/mumbers 1615,

1,196, 217. 220, 223, 237 239

lack of grammatical number
105-6

lack of phatic communication

lack of quantifiers 119-21, 220

lack of stories about the past 21,
122

lacks disjunction 237

monolingualism 2o

not demonstrably related to any
other living language 4. 28

nouns 195,196

phonemes xi, 8,18.178.179, 181,
182,188,100

pronunciation xi-xii

and recursion 228, 220, 230, 233,
234,237, 230, 242

rhythm of Piraha speech 140

sentence structure o1, 94, 228

Sheldon's word lists 7

sound structure 188, 189, 190, 101

syllable lengths 182

tenses 132

tones 7,8, 21,131,180, 182,183,184

verbal suffixes 106

verbs 8, 106, 225, 226

vowels 21,178, 183, 188, 159

wide use of pitch 185

women and 178-0






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0314_001.jpg
Pirahas

affection 85, 08

anger as a cardinal sin 104

appearance 77, 1z

the Apurina experience 1430

areas of settlement 27, S0

attitude to illness 58-9, 97, 115-16

belief in what they see 266

coercion 112

culture see wnder culture

curiosity of 51

daily routine of 13

DLEs children'’s attitude to the
Pirahas u2-13

“Don'tsleep, there are snakes™
i, 70

foreign knowledge notimported
75-6,203-5

happiness 85,2780

Kinship system $6-8, 133, 220, 237

knowledge and pragmatism 2467

lack of concern for the future 78,

70

lack of missionary impact on
Piraha religion 142, 26373

lack of psychological ailments 278

and nature 115-16

origin of 20

peaceful with cach other 86,101,
148

in a phonetics lab 191

Portuguese (or American)
knowledge not valued 13

range of conversational topics 257,
258

relative lack of ritual $1-4

reservation issue 150-58, 244,
276

sense of superiority to and
disdain for other cultures 242

survivalists 108, 273

talk of the spiritual 213

trade with Brazilians 220
treatment of children 88
treatment of the elderly 85, 58
and two-dimensional

representations 240
values §4, 95, 102, 104, 110, 112, 114
115,122,129, 203, 205, 27071
view of violence and war 102

piranhas 43. 248

pitch 185-4.185

planes 3-5.,33,107, 1275, 200

Poi6i 3,114

Poko 95,96

Ponto Sete, Brazil $4,143, 144 145,

147,148
porpoise tag game 12
Porto Velho, Brazil 23, 35, 47, 95152,
157.165,171,224
airport 53,100
capital of the state of Rondonia 3,

34
DDLE’s base of operations 3—4. 14,
docks 150, 160
FUNAI directors in 153
gold rush days (carly 1080s) 167
Keren's and Sharom’s illness 52,

545,249
Pirahas in 249-51
Portuguese in Brazil 24
Portuguese language 60, 158, 2445,
276,277

Posto Novo, Brazil 152,153
airstrip 5,15, 16, 31. 96,99
DLE moves to Xagiopai 266
homes §,18, 33, 71-3, 81

potatoes 257

pragmatism 2467

Presley, Elvis 254

Projeto Rondon 174

prosodic channels 189

prosody 208





OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0311_001.jpg
L tion between
and society 210-11
language shaping thought idea
217,218
learning a language 202
as a “natural phenomenon” 211
not the only source of societal
values 211
origin and nature of 258-9
partnership between language
and culture 20023
and perception of the world 115
perhaps our greatest
accomplishment as a species 211
as a product of environmental
conditioning 258-0
“productivity” of 242
as profoundly “special” 243
and reasoning 230, 231
similarities among languages
255-6,257
and thought 219
to speak Piraha s to live Pirahan
cultre 210
see also endangered languages
“language instinct” 04, 208, 258
language isolates 28, 20
language organ/instinct 2378
latex 47,144
leishmaniasis 278
Levinho (FUNAI anthropologist)
156,158
Levinson, Dr. Stephen 216
life expectancy 58,137
Lingua Geral (“General Language”s
“Good Tongue™ (Nheengatu)) 60,
70
linguistic anthropology 133, 222
linguistic determinism 217, 210
Linguistic Inquiry journal 189
linguistic relativity 217, 219,
linguistic sign 108

1

Linguistic Society of America 219
linguistic theories 258

loan words 20

“logical form” 207

™M
macaws 13,37, 36, 210,
Macedo, Dr 55
machetes 78, 107. 108, 136, 150, 187,
iss
Macro-Chibeha linguistic family 28
macumba 170
Madeira River (main references) 4,
25,27, 34, 40-43,156, 160, 167, 224
Maici River (main references) xv. 6,
9110112, 23, 27-8, 20, 542 43, 590
78-9.80, 86, 85,00, 144, 147, 145,
153,154,156
main clauses 231, 256
malaria xvil, 15,115,150, 171, 249, 2
278
see also under Everett, Kerens
Everett, Shannon
Manaus, Brazil 47,157,160, 161,162
Manicoré, Brazil 34,147, 160,163
manioc (cassava) 13, 36,37, 30, 78,
101, 143, 145,146, 150, 155, 203
Maraj6 island 23, 20
Marajoara civilization 29
Marmelos River 34,39, 40, 50,75.127,
148,150, 156, 163, 224, 263
marriage 82-4.87, 102,103
Massachusetts Institute of
Technology, Cambridge,
Massachusetis 189, 240, 253, 279
Brain and Cognitive Science
Department 278
Department of Lingustics and
Philosophy 152
Marerial World (BBC radio
program) 233
matrilocality 6

5






OEBPS/images/Don't Sleep There Are Snakes 9781846680304 txt_0312_001.jpg
Max Planck Institute for
Psycholinguistics, Nijmegen,
Netherlands 216

Mayberry-Lewis, David 153

Mead, Margaret 218

meaning 198, 200-203, 207, 2534

Meggers, Betty 28, 20

Meirelles, Apoena 61,153,173

Mendes, Chico 25

Mexico. languages of 28

migration o the Americas 28

Mineragao Taboca mining company
157

Missouri: the “show me” state 213

Mitchell, Dr. Curtis 266

modification 205-6, 207, 236

‘monarchical structures 110

monkeys 10, 27, 20, 60, 73, 248

‘monolingual situation 20, 120

Moneiro, Cesdria 42, 45, 45. 172,

174
Monieiro, Godofredo 42, 43, 44, 165,
170-72,174

Monteiro, Juarez 168,171,172

Monteiro, Regina 170

Monteiro, Sonia 170

Moody Bible Institute, Chicago 270

Morse code 179

IOSUIOES 26, 43-4, 45, 108, 161,
188

Mrs. Doubifire (film) 202

Mundurucu Indians 152

Mura language 27, 28, 20

Mura tribe 27, 7980, 260

Mura-Piraha 20

musical speech 185, 187, 204-51

mutucas (biting flies) 25-6

My Fair Lady (flm) 100

myths 1334, 141,142,170

6s.

~
name-changing o, 138

National Science Foundation 180,
190, 251
natural selection 275, 276
nature ns-16
Neal, Dwayne 3-6.9
necklaces 74-5
Need, Dick 15,16
New Guinea 241
Nimuendaju, Curt: “The Mura and
raha” so
normal speech 186
needed by all languages 238
simplicity of Piraha nouns 195,
196
and verbs 256
“null-subject” parameter 222
numerosity 130
nuts 56, 61,77, 101,113

o
observation, as an evidential 106
oral history 158

oral literature 84,158

ostracism 11112, 149

Otdvio (Tofbaitii) 145, 146, 147, 148
otters 78

3

Paita (Koxof's son) 97-8

palm leaves 72,84, 107

palm wood 108, 109, 110

panthers sce jaguars, black

papayas 37, 214

Parintins, Brazil 47

Parintintin Indians 20, 74. 80, 146. 152

parrots 210

passenger boats (recreios) 45-51.
160-63

passive clauses 222,223

patrilocality 86

Patton, Don 4, 6,8,9,10,12





