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Paraty
Um Viagem na Paraty, Part I, by Christopher Oleata

It was a Tuesday morning and we awoke slow yet euphoric from a long night of dinner and dancing in Lapa.  From our hotel in Ipanema we could see the lake and view across to Corcovado and the Cristo Redentor statue. We enjoyed breakfast in the hotel overlooking the beach and large winter surf before riding a taxi to meet a friend and begin our journey. After a call to the bus station to get the times of departure we went on a short walk to the Parque Lage. At this nearby public park we walked the jungle gardens in the cool light of morning through towering trees, moist caves, and quiet serenity. It is easy to get to Rodoviaria, the bus station in downtown Rio de Janeiro to catch the buses bound for Sao Paulo and all places in between. You hear names on the loudspeaker of locations like Angra dos Reis, Ilha Grande, Trinidade, and our destination of Paraty. We purchased tickets and in a few moments boarded the bus beginning the four-hour ride along Brazil’s Highway 101. Don’t forget to take a seat on the left side of the bus so you can enjoy the spectacular and endless view of the tangled coast of islands, beaches and wonderful towns.

The ride begins in the heart of downtown Rio amidst urban density, life and movement.  The bus drivers brake and gas with the flow of traffic moving through the seemingly endless and unexplainable expanse of Rio Norte. The highway twists through the city, passing favela communities which blanket the rolling landscape like lava flows, twisted and piled in random patterns. All is a sea of faces, cement, brick and steel. A huge city, dark and struggling. After an hour the highway climbs out of the urban valley and into the mountains before descending to the coast and the wild, narrow and busy highway to Sao Paulo. The endless islands and mountains falling into the sea merge together into abstract layers of color and light, the combinations are infinite. Just before sunset we reached the town of Paraty. Mountains turned a deep and magical purple-green and the sky a turquoise glowing blue as the blaze of stars and small streetlights began to illuminate the dusty streets of this slow-moving colonial town.

The bus drove off as we shouldered our packs and walked along through town. On we talked about the history of Paraty, a town made famous by the export of gold, sugarcane, pirates and exploration. The dusty road makes a turn and you enter the historic narrow streets of old Paraty, which occasionally flood due to a rising tide in the bay. The streets are paved with large irregular granite stones sailed over from Portugal as ballast in the gold exporting galleons. The low-lying town rests near the water and the galleons would pull along the shore to unload their stones in exchange for the heavy gold bound for Portugal. Small cars move along the wet and salty streets bumping on the rocky pavement as we walked in wonder looking at pausadas. There are many to choose from and they are all wonderful and reasonably priced. We chose the Pausada Aconchego, with pleasant views into the garden courtyard and rich coffee waiting in the hallway. Much of the town is closed to vehicles and you walk along in a romantic halo of families, restaurants, art galleries, and friends.

The maze of streets lead to the park along the water in front of an old church. We stood beside the cannons pointing out to sea and looked nearby at the dock full of boats and tall ships waiting in sleep for their next day of touring. Pools of ocean water gather around the low walls, cannons and grass as the tide changes. We saw the southern cross for the first time and the large moon came out from behind the mists to reflect on the bay. Later, while walking the streets, happily lost in the maze of storefronts and new faces, some sort of peaceful joy came over us, some sort of magical and relaxing peace. We moved from restaurant to café, talking, eating and experiencing the undeniable wonder that is Paraty. We spent the evening listening to music and sampling the many flavorful foods to offer. We sipped strong drinks and thought about all the things to do. The mind races with ideas like renting a boat for journeys to secluded islands, trips to historical sites like the Morro do Forte, many fabulous and quiet beaches, mountain hikes, waterfalls, and bikeriding.  During the summer, as the waters clear and warm, scubadiving becomes popular and established rental shops are nearby to direct you to your every need. Paraty holds a charm and magic that penetrates your heart from the first moment you step onto the stone streets. As we chose our adventures and began to experience the magic, we found that this feeling would only grow and our thoughts often turned to looking at ways to come back before we had even left. Be sure to read Part II in the next issue of the Brazilian Pacific Times to read more about why Paraty is the perfect destination for individuals, families, lovers, and friends.  
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