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Um Viagem na Paraty, Part II, by Christopher Oleata

We walked for hours through the old village of Paraty, surrounded by smiles and colorful colonial buildings. Thick walls, pitched roofs, and carved wooden balconies pushed up against the thick and uneven stones that pave the narrow streets. Time sifted by as we drank cacasa, ate olives, and sampled the many delicious Brazilian flavors at cafes and restaurants.  Music flowed from the cafe doors and apartment windows as we walked about within the euphoric and happy town of Paraty.

The bay surrounding Paraty is one of the largest natural harbors in the world.  The mouth of the bay is dotted with dozens of islands protecting it from the roughness of the South Atlantic.  It was through these waters that much of Brazil’s early shipping and exploration was directed.  It is a quiet tourist town, preparing for the next festival.  We stayed at the Pausada Aconchego, just one of the abundant choices of places to stay.  The first morning, after a long night of fun, we awoke to the quiet sounds of the birds in the patio and spoons spinning sugar into coffee cups.  The gentle ping of the spoon in the cup reminded me to wake up and enter the dream, the dream of Brazil.  I opened the large shutters on the windows to let in the cool morning air fragrant with the smells of the ocean.  I looked up and noticed that some rooms have views out across the tiled rooftops and through the palm trees towards the sea.  My friends and I met in the patio for a breakfast of breads, cheeses, jams, juices, fruits, coffee and many other delicious local specialties.  Our adventure for the day began with a walk through the village to the park along the water in front of a small church.  The low tide from the night slowly rose and crept back into the streets, creating puddles and the always-welcome salty smell to the air.  At the park along the waterfront we stood beside the cannons that point out to sea and looked nearby at the dock full of brightly painted boats and tall ships waiting for a day of touring.  There was a bustle of people milling about the dock, workers preparing the tall ships for sail, and salesmen greeting the many tourists by giving their speech as to why their tour was the best. You can be a part of a large group on a tall ship or, as we did, hire a small boat for a personalized private tour. With some luck we found a boat captain that was an old friend, Jose Carlos or Zeca, and he offered us his small boat Aqualabor for a great price. It was just the five of us, the open turquoise water, the endless expanse of sky and the calming spirit of Paraty.

We sat in the sun on our boat, waiting for the tide to rise just a bit more.  All the boats were leaning to one side as they were stuck and rested on the shallow muddy bottom.  It was like a slow ballet, as the boats, gently over time, lifted off the mud and leaned upright in a gentle motion.  The boats began to wiggle and tug at their ropes as the cradle of water released them from a night of leaning slumber.  Soon our boat was free to slip from the dock and out into the calm waters of the bay.  The day was a festival of colors, sights and sounds. The forever views stretched towards the rugged and forested coastline, kites rising from the hidden rural neighborhoods, large birds gliding by on their way to a secret island nest and the smiles and laughter of my friends as we cruised to wonderful beaches.

The tour moved gently out into the calm bay, giving spectacular views of the coastline.  I sat on the bow witnessing the water cut into bubbles and spray.  Dolphins came alongside us, playing and diving for a moment.  We passed lonely islands, quiet beaches, and other boats cruising on their own adventures.  There was this one tiny Island, Ilha Comprida.  It was just big enough for a one-boat dock, a small house, and a rope bridge over the water to a café on an adjoining boulder.  We passed close and headed into a secluded cove and the beach, Praia Vermelha.  There were other party boats arriving as small skiffs came from the beach to pick people up.  One tall ship had a slide and people began plunging into the deep green water and swimming to the beach.  I joined the fun and swam in.  The beach was narrow, with the deep green of jacaranda trees arching out over the sand.  Small beautiful shells were abundant in the sand and in-between your toes.  There was a wonderful café and pausada so we ordered capirinhas and relaxed in the sand.  Later, we boarded the boat and began our slow cruise again, visiting other islands and swimming before we reluctantly reached the dock and said goodbye to Zeca, our friendly boat captain.  

What a beautiful day we had, and yet, there was still so much more to do, we had only just begun.  Our thoughts turned towards the next day, the mountains, the rivers, and waterfalls. As we began again walking the streets, and sampling foods, we were enveloped in a surreal purple light of sunset.  That light charmed us with a magic that penetrated our hearts and it continues to do so.  Paraty is the perfect destination for individuals, families, lovers, and friends.  Always remember to return to Paraty, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.   

Paraty: www.paraty.com.br

Tall Ships to Hire: www.paraty.com.br/portoseg.htm
Pausada Aconchego: www.paraty.com.br/aconcheg.htm
Hidden Island Pausada: www.paraty.com.br/cantomar.htm
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