
Forgotten Tigers of Rio de Janeiro

Papai was a tiger. But he never roar. He silent an strong, an he can be stealthy an clever too, when

he have to be. He defend us little one, an all the weaklin in the pack, with great courage, so much it

becomin his name: Coragem. An, when he have to do it, he defend himself too, brave an sure - an

so noble that everybody roun get struck dumb. An he have his stripes. Oh sure, hard workin get

him his stripes.

In the days when Papai live in Rio, he work for a Portugee; big fat planter with one big fancy

house up by the Petropolis road. The Portugee buy him in the Valongo market, cause Papai is

beautiful with so dark, dark skin an long, lean muscle, so good white teeth, an strong, broad feet.

The plantation all cane, hunder acre of it, an Papai work hard, so hard, an soon get some reputation

for bein good worker, who can plant all the rows he get give, an never be tire. But toilin dont earn

him any better life. Seem like harder you work, harder they beat you. Papai he never complain, jus

keep right on workin. What can you do? In them day, slave is slave; master is master. Slave keep

on, keep on workin til they back break, an master is sit roun all day gettin fat from cane money.

Even some slave arrange slave for themself. Even carpenter get helpers to carry the tools aroun.

Rio hardly can wake up in the mornin without slave. This the kind a city she is back then.

Seem like bein good worker dont do you no good in those day. After all the years of plant in

cane, burnin cane, cuttin an cookin it, Papai stronger than anybody. No matter how many beatin he

get, he back in the field at daybreak. An the Portugee, he so dumb he boast all about his slave who

never get tire, no matter how many cane row he layout. Soon, this the gossip you hearin all roun

the rich neighbourhood - my Papai, Coragem, jus a poor slave, but famous all the same. All the

Europeen noble an the merchant hear of him, an the rich Carioca too. They start lookin at they own

slave: the housemaid an the farmhand, the gardener an they laundry girl, an they see how they

workin: sweatin, half fallin down with overwork, but all the same they get jealous. They want for

themself a slave that never tire. They want Coragem.




