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few dogs, one of which has
attached himself to the pousada
and accompanies guests on walks
1o nearby beaches, jops around the
by, or where they will. Onomy first
day he nudged me in‘the direction
ofa beachside bar. He probably has
shares in it.

Inaddition to the dogs, the beach
iz picked clean by a flock — if that is
the collective noun — of small Mack
vultures who bounce around all
day like the ones who did the Beat-
les impression in the fungle Book.

The Ponsada serves a mapgnificent
breakfast of fresh fruit, specially
made cakes, locally baked bread,
cheese, cold meat, jams and honey,
Diinner is served inasingle sitting
atabout Spm. Large pots are put
ourt and you take whal you want. As
elsewhere in Brazil, there is always
rice and beans to go with the niain
course which most evenings was
fish, ol which there is an abundant
local supply.

According to Emmanuel, the
wary of serving food and the spirit
of the place encourages people to
get to know each other, which
worked while [ was there. My fel-
low guests included a British fam-
ily who had lived in Portugal for

Sandwiched betwooen Rio do Janeire and Sao Paulo, Parati boasts a colourful

several generations, and a very
dynamic Danish couple. The pou-
sada lays on various activitics —
diving, riding and the like - or you
can just lie under the palm trees
around the small swimming pool.

I had time to go on a trip on the
hotel's 4oft schooner to picnic on
onc of the many offshore islands.
We had the sea more or less to our-
selves unless you count the dol-
phins which, here and there, aroed
out of the water in front of us.
Unluckily it was a rather grey day,
soowe cventually sailed to a beach
siche cafe to git out the drizele, Nine
of us had a reasonable lunch for
100 reais (about £x1).

On a much hotter day we were
taken on a minforest walk by alocal
guide. The Danish couple led the
wary in stripping offand diving into
every ice-cold pool and waterfall we
came to. A half-Swedish girl and [
ledd the weary in being bitten o pieces
b the insects,

The Atlantic rainforest is not
quite the same as the better known
Amazon forest - most notably itis
net go wet underfool — but it fea-
tures a similarly wide range of
enormous trees, plants and crecp-
ers, Everything is so fertile in the
rainforest. Here and there wooden

stroat life, laft, and a sequanca of beautiful bays.
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fence-posts hammered into the  road has opened up the town and
ground are sprouting new the wholeofthis coast to increased
branches. t's hard to track down traffic. As a result the old town
many mammals, but butter- has now acquired a penume-
flies, some the colour and bra of a new town and a
size of Wedgwood plates are - marina, but its core is hasi-
everywhere. As are birds of cally as it was when the
every colourand sound, gold traders left. The
- But enough of streets are not paved with
nature, there was gold but with huge
thee bk Festival to stones. ‘Cobbles’
go o in Parati. would -scarcely do
Parati's days of them justice. They are
glory were in rocks many times the
the eighteenth size of anything you
century when it would see on Coronation
wazan important port Strect. Walking around the
at the end of an old town is more like picking
Indian trail used to your way over a beach.
transport gold on its way The town is pretty well
1o Burope. Once a safer devoted to tourism = weeke
road was built to Rio de enders from Rio and Sao
Janeiro, Parati declined. Paulo as well as travellers
It perked up in a coffee from further afield.
bt in the ninetecnth There  are  souvenir
cenfury but remains an shops, pousadas and
essentially cighteenth-cen- restaurants of all kinds,
tury town in a grid of mainly I am nota great shop-
two-storey  buildings - per, but it is as pleas-
houses, shops and churches ant as it can be in
built in a simple barogue Rrazil, Brazilians are
style (il it is possible to be not officious shop-
both simple and baroque).  Boadit..onthe  keepers, leaving itup
[n recent years, anew coast beach in Brazil. fo you to decide what

Pholographs by Petes Adames,/Alamy; Christoph

er Fllmﬂl:lworkl

you want. A small group of
Amerindians sat in one of the
strects, offering bows and arrows,
musical instruments and other
items. Europeans are supposed o
have bought up tracts of the Amer-
icas for the price of a few beads,
Mow the original owners are selling
thie beads back 1o us in the form of]
ethnic jewellery. Good huck to them,

Ten miles up the road to Rio,
hidden away in the hills, is a hotel
amd restaurant run by Olivier,
another  Frenchman, le Gite
d'Indiatiba. Here the cooking is
very French but they use local
ingredients. The bill here came to
15 for two,

Parati drums up business with
fetes and festivals. Holy Week,
Saints’ Days and the rum harvest
do not go uncelebrated, And car-
nival sounds good in Parati
According to a local guidebook
Young people put mud and sea
weeds from Jabagquara Beach on
their bodics, frightening the athe
peaple. They walk rhythmicall
crying their shout of war “Uga
Ugal Ha! Hal™

So the literary festival is juston
of many. It comes hard on 1

Coentinued on page 1




‘Uga! Uga! Ha! Ha!’
Is the carnival cry

Continued from page 3
celebration of seafood. This
weekend it’s Julian Barnes,
Hanif Kureishi and Eric
Hobsbawm, a week before it
was wetfish, prawn and
crab. -

Yes, | said Eric Hobs-
bawm. The festival featured
British American and
Brazilian authors who were
all enthusiastically received
by their fans. But, without
doubt, the biggest star was
Hobsbawm. I don't know if
the octogenarian, Marxist
historian plays to many sell-
out crowds in England, but
in Parati he packs them in.
In his talk based on his auto-
biography, Hobsbawm men-
tions how tiresome it is that
in Europe people keep bring-
ing up his support of the old
Soviet Union. Not so, here in
Brazil, where he is listened
to attentively.

But suddenly there was a
disturbance in the hall. Was
someone objecting to his
analysis of history? No it was
just a member of the

audience fainting in the
stifling heat.

. I'll tell you how big Eric
Hobsbawm is in Brazil. On
my journey home I must have
been looking suspicious and
I was subject to a random
search by undercover police at
Sao Paulo airport, They were
unimpressed by my claim to
be writing for The Observer.
Pressed for credentials I could
only produce a BRC biro,

But when I mentioned the
Parati Festival, one of the
officers  enthusiastically
claimed Hobsbawm as his
favourite author. How many
customs  officers  at
Heathrow would say the
same, or would be a fan of a
Brazilian historian?

Anyway, with or without
the festival, Parati is a little
gem and well worth a visit,
as is the Costa Verde as a
whole. As long as we can all
go there without ruining it.
Something you always have
to bear in mind when you
are visiting paradise.






