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Preface

Brazilians often say their country has two kings: Pelé and the singer Roberto Carlos. Roberto Carlos was the leader of what became known as the Young Guard, a group of cool and edgy musicians whose rollicking fusion of samba, swing and rock ’n’ roll was as integral to Brazil in the 1960s as the Beatles or the Rolling Stones were to the UK.

Roberto Carlos was an unlikely character to lead a rebellion. He came from the countryside in the unglamorous state of Espírito Santo and was forced to use a prosthetic after losing part of his leg in a train accident when aged six.1 One of the first Brazilians to ‘get’ rock ’n’ roll, he was at the vanguard of the new wave in the 1950s and 60s. He became one of the biggest stars in Brazil and his popularity increased even further in the 1970s when he moved away from rock to record slower and more romantic fare.

But his aura dimmed as he aged. Modern music passed him by and he got lost in a fog of religious fervour and mental-health issues. His music increasingly comprised sugary ballads and religious songs, and although his festive special for TV Globo remained one of the channel’s top-rated shows every year, his obsessive-compulsive behaviour left him holed up at home for large periods of time. The new songs he recorded turned twee and predictable and his behaviour was the antithesis of cool. He became increasingly superstitious, refusing to sit in chairs numbered 13 or sing songs that contained negative words such as ‘hell’ or ‘lie’. He wouldn’t sign any contracts in the period of a waning moon and didn’t wear clothes that weren’t blue or white.

Some of the richest details of his peculiar lifestyle were revealed by Paulo César de Araújo, a historian and fan of the singer who wrote a biography of the star in 2006. The book, however, was on sale for only a few weeks. When Roberto Carlos found out about it, he took the writer to court and, although he admitted he hadn’t read it, obtained an injunction to have the remaining copies withdrawn.2

A local law that enabled public figures to veto any unauthorized book about their lives meant that almost all the biographies published in Brazil painted rosy pictures of the rich and famous. It was eventually struck down in 2015, but a wave of new biographies was a while in coming. It not only takes time to build a tradition of independent bios; writers and publishers required assurance that a minor error would not lead to a court case. Even if they were found to be in the right, the economic power of the stars, combined with the tardiness and unpredictability of the Brazilian justice system, could easily lead to financial ruin or even jail. Defamation is a criminal offence in Brazil.

Pelé was rarely litigious and he had little need to be, because most of the books written about him were authorized or laudatory or both. His published autobiographies were the sanitized accounts, and even the unofficial versions were almost always flattering. Reading them provided scant reward because, although Pelé’s life was hugely varied and endlessly fascinating, there was little open conflict or controversy: essential ingredients for a captivating life story.

When Robert L. Fish was approached to ghost write Pelé’s second autobiography in the mid-1970s, he took one look at his subject’s life and wondered how he could ever make him interesting. ‘How am I going to write a book about this guy,’ he asked a friend, ‘if he doesn’t drink, doesn’t smoke, has only married once, doesn’t fight and has never been involved in any scandals?’3

Pelé produced four autobiographies over a fifty-three-year period and all four of his ghost writers faced the same problem. There were juicy stories to tell, but few people willing to tell them. Pelé kept his private life hidden and no one close to him wanted to betray The King’s confidence.

Another issue in making the books readable was that Pelé lacked a distinctive voice and played little part in their production. Publishers got round the problem by hiring collaborators to put their own stamp on the projects. That meant each book differed greatly in tone, reflecting the personality of each writer and their attempts to turn Pelé’s blandness into something more readable.

The first to have a go was Benedito Ruy Barbosa in 1961. Barbosa would later find fame and fortune writing blockbuster soap operas, but he was still a young sports reporter when he met Pelé and he formed a close bond with him and his family. Barbosa neatly captured the wonder of Pelé’s rise, a fact partly attributable to their closeness in age but also due to the then more innocent era, where any glimpse behind the curtain of fame was enough to satisfy a public still impressed with celebrity.

By the time Fish produced the second autobiography in 1977 Pelé was a global icon nearing the end of his career. Fish was an American novelist who had lived in Brazil and found fame when his thriller Mute Witness was adapted for the cinema as Bullitt, starring Steve McQueen and Jacqueline Bisset. Fish made up for Pelé’s lack of strong opinions with his own American approach and he updated Pelé’s story and added some dubious flourishes.

The next attempt to capture The King came almost thirty years later, just as the market for sports books was exploding. The fully updated life story was originally delivered in Portuguese by Pelé’s old journalist pal Orlando Duarte, but the first draft was short and contained too much about Santos FC and not enough about Brazil, a serious problem for publishers who were eyeing foreign sales. Alex Bellos, a former Guardian correspondent in Rio de Janeiro, was brought in to rescue the project and make it more appealing to an international audience.

Bellos had recently published Futebol: The Brazilian Way of Life, an insightful and best-selling book about the culture of Brazilian soccer, and he sat down with Pelé three times to try to coax more stories out of him. But with only a  few weeks to carry out interviews and rewrite the whole thing, much of what made it into the finished manuscript was a straightforward transcription of Pelé’s own words. Bellos wasn’t given time to research the stories more deeply, although the book did faithfully capture Pelé’s piety, with its twenty-six mentions of God or religion in its 305 pages.4

That was followed less than a decade later by another hurried attempt, this time to cash in on Brazil’s hosting of the 2014 World Cup. American publisher Celebra hired Brian Winter, an accomplished ghost writer who had previously helped write autobiographies for Brazilian president Fernando Henrique Cardoso and Colombian president Alvaro Uribe. The urbane Winter was given just nine weeks to research and write Why Soccer Matters and little quality time with his subject. For Pelé’s handlers, every day spent with the writer meant a day less spent making lucrative personal appearances and Winter did not get the access he needed.

The publisher wanted a concept as much as a memoir, but with so little time and almost no new material, the slant towards Brazilian history and globalization was incongruous to those who knew Pelé had little interest in either. When they met up at the launch in São Paulo, Pelé breezily told his scribe, ‘They tell me it’s very good.’5

There were dozens of other books, some entirely about Pelé, others focused on a specific time or event in his life – for example, his childhood, the 1970 World Cup, or the New York Cosmos – and still more about Santos or the Brazilian national team that placed Pelé at their centre. Some were published only in Portuguese while others were slanted towards European and North American markets. The 2000s saw a series of enormous books the size and weight of paving stones that cost upwards of £1,000 each.

They were mostly hagiographies and they usually focused on Pelé the footballer. Getting beyond that to see what made him tick was a real struggle, even for the official collaborators granted a few hours of interviews and a visit to his palatial home near Santos. It wasn’t just that Pelé kept people at arm’s length, it was more that what you saw was what you got. There were no real hidden depths, no layers, no complexities that he was comfortable sharing.

Or so it seemed.

When I first planned on writing a new biography in 2017 my thoughts were on Pelé the man. What did we know about him really? People drew facile conclusions from the Viagra ads, the online arguments over his goal tally, and the laid-back happiness that so many observers inexplicably found annoying. But the image that was formed was one-dimensional, a black-and-white sketch compared with the colourful canvases of Diego Maradona, Johan Cruyff or George Best.

Having lived in Brazil for almost twenty years, I had seen enough to know there was more to Pelé. I firmly believed (and still do) that he was one of the most consequential celebrities of the twentieth century, someone whose work was as important as that of Muhammad Ali, Paul McCartney or Charlie Chaplin. They, and contemporaries like Marilyn Monroe, Ernest Hemingway and Frida Kahlo, brought joy to millions and had weighty tomes detailing their life and work. Pelé, I felt, deserved the same attention.

The foundation of his life was football and I was committed to saluting the twenty-six major titles with Santos, the three World Cups with Brazil, and the record-breaking tally of goals. But those feats had already been documented. The real challenge would come in examining the areas that had been ignored or glossed over by the journalists and authors who covered his life until now; the marriages, the business deals, and the relationships away from the football field. I wanted to know what made Pelé the man he was – and who around him brought him success and failure, love and respect, joy and sadness.

Pelé’s sheer longevity was key. For Brazilians alive today, Pelé was a constant presence in their life, a Zelig-like figure who intersected with just about every other important figure of the last seventy years. He prayed with the Pope, sang with Frank Sinatra, made movies with John Huston. He had breakfast with Garrincha, lunch with the Queen, dinner with Andy Warhol. His charisma and relatability were famous.

So, where to begin? I was convinced that many of the tales told by Pelé and his friends had been heavily edited, if not completely made up. I’d seen and heard competing versions of hundreds of oft-told stories and I wanted to discover the truth and the details behind them. When I started, the big questions were: Could I paint a more accurate picture? Would I ever be able to penetrate The King’s court? How difficult would it be to separate the facts from the fiction?

It didn’t take me long to realize that, while people might talk, they would not all be revealing. The reason for that was Pelé’s towering status as the personification of modern Brazil. Before he helped it to its first World Cup victory in 1958, most people couldn’t find Brazil on a map. Just twelve years later it was known as the country of football. As Bellos put it, the words ‘Brazilian’ and ‘footballer’ ran together like ‘Tibetan’ and ‘monk’ or ‘French’ and ‘perfume’. Thanks largely to Pelé, Brazil and football had become inseparable.

As the face of that transformation, Pelé was a national touchstone, an avatar for the successful, forward-looking country that Brazil wanted to be. He was its Atatürk, Churchill, or Mandela and he enjoyed the same reverence. Everyone who knew him was sharply protective. They called him ‘O Rei’, or ‘The King’, and they knew that contradicting the man who made Brazil was akin to treason.

I did more than 250 interviews for the book and just about every single person I spoke to professed to love him. The feeling was real and heartfelt, and friends who felt honoured to be close to The King took pride in buffing his legend. Like courtesans in a medieval court, everyone around him competed to stay in his good graces, lest they lose the favours his patronage conferred.

It was a love that reflected Pelé’s genuine kindness as much as his sporting excellence. He never turned away a fan and never refused to sign an autograph. He always seemed to be in a good mood, at least in front of the cameras. Rare among superstars, Pelé knew who he was and was comfortable with it. ‘There didn’t seem to be any of the conflict that was common among celebrities,’ said his Brazil teammate Tostão. ‘Pelé loved being Pelé.’6

It was hard to disagree, and the more interviews I did, the more I realized that I needed to focus not just on Pelé but also on the people around him, and a life split in two. On the field, he was the greatest, the master of his own destiny. Off it, he was often prey – to friends, family, and rapacious business partners.

It was also a life dominated by power struggles. As a footballer, Pelé was devoted to being the best and had little need to manage competing egos; everyone pulled together for the team and they all acknowledged he was first among equals. But things got more complicated after he retired. For decades, people fought to manage him and his life. The battle over his brand and the millions it generated was understandable and not unusual for such a bankable star. But on a personal level, there was a corrosive and vanity-fuelled contest among everyone who knew him for the right to claim they were Pelé’s best friend, closest confidante, and most loyal ally. It was like watching hungry hyenas circling a distracted lion.

The widespread desire to protect him was always on my mind and it dominated interviews. In just about every other meeting, the subject would smile and say, ‘I can’t tell you that story,’ or simply shut down the conversation when it turned to thorny subjects involving money, family, or women. One man refused to let me publish his personal photo of a smiling Pelé because he had short hair. It was a great pic, taken after Pelé’s university colleagues had shaved his head as part of the traditional fresher’s week pranks. But because Pelé didn’t like having short hair, permission was denied. Many others would say, ‘I’ll need to ask the family if I am allowed to talk about that.’

The way round that firewall was through books and newspapers. The minutiae of Pelé’s life was recorded by the journalists who followed him everywhere, from the moment he arrived in Santos as an innocent fifteen-year-old. Pelé and his teammates gave straightforward answers to reporters’ questions and the responses were often starkly different from the ones they offered decades later when their reputations were at stake. Those initial answers were, by and large, more honest, and they were fundamental in helping me determine the truth of what really happened.

The big problem with the written record was the sheer enormity of it. Superstar historian Robert Caro famously said to read every page, and it’s advice any biographer knows to follow. But it’s not possible to read every word written about Pelé, there are simply too many of them. He spoke to reporters every day, and so did his teammates and coaches. Seven years into my research, I was still clicking on links to stories and videos I’d never seen before. Mostly they confirmed things I already knew. But sometimes they had me diving for my files to check whether I had to start afresh. The more I found out about him, the more complex and contradictory he became.

Plus, Pelé was a footballer, not a statesman. There was little in the way of an official record. He rarely wrote letters and there is no equivalent of a presidential library. The government files on him are thin and hard to find, and authorities did their best to limit access to what was available. The Brazilian Football Confederation and the Paulista Football Federation claimed not to have saved his contracts or registrations. Santos Football Club were not helpful.

His own autobiographies were another vital resource but they carried their own jeopardy. Pelé didn’t read books, not even the ones that had his name on the cover. The problem wasn’t just that they contradicted each other, although they often did. It was the lack of rigour. His wife and daughter’s names were misspelled in one authorized bio and his sister was misidentified in another.7 He got fundamental details about his life and his career all wrong, including even the year his father died.8 Pelé clearly wasn’t ignorant about his own life story but it was plain that he didn’t care to check and neither did his editors. ‘A good story is only a good story if there are different versions to be told,’ he wrote in one later autobiography.9

And therein lay the biggest obstacle to writing his biography. It was a story riven with inconsistencies, many of them produced by Pelé himself. In more innocent times, before Google made it easy to check, Pelé would give competing versions of the same story and much of what he claimed to have seen and done did not stand up to scrutiny. Reporters who felt honoured to be close to The King reported his words, further cementing the confusion. It didn’t affect his sporting greatness because he had no need to invent what he did on the field but it was a constant during the second half of his life and led to myriad myths and misunderstandings.

It also drove the people around him crazy. They were constantly in the dark over important issues, forever struggling to determine the whos, wheres and whys of key and sometimes expensive decisions. As one of his children wrote to the family in a despairing email in 2018, ‘It sucks that dad doesn’t tell anyone anything and when he does it is usually lies.’

Despite all this, my years of research produced a wealth of new and buried information. I was blessed by the cooperation of Pelé’s family, many of whom had never spoken at length before. I was allowed to read two unpublished autobiographies written by close friends as well as two partial memoirs, and I had access to extensive and rarely seen oral histories in Santos and São Paulo. I travelled to Três Corações, Bauru, Santos, São Paulo and Rio de Janeiro, consulted newspaper archives in London, Edinburgh, Paris and Madrid, and interviewed people from ten different countries.

I spoke to many of them more than once and I met with some as many as seven times, partly because I wanted to cross-check information but also to gain their trust. I like to think that the family’s decision to talk – Pelé’s son Edinho was the only one who refused me an interview – was a tacit endorsement of my intentions. The same goes for Pelé’s closest friends, almost all of whom agreed the time was right for a new and more rounded biography. With their help I was able to unearth new stories, flesh out old ones, and debunk or reframe myths that had survived for decades.

And yet I suspect this is not the final word. Although Epic is far longer than any of Pelé’s own autobiographies, I’ve resisted suggestions it be called definitive. It’s a word that should never grace a book cover for the simple reason we can never know what is definitive and what’s not. How can we tell whether the author has spoken to all the necessary people or had access to all the available information? How can we be sure more papers or documents aren’t hidden away waiting to be unearthed?

In Pelé’s case, a few protagonists are still around and lucid enough to add to the record, if they choose. Pelé’s first wife wrote a book that remains unseen, while the long-awaited memoirs of Pepito, his business partner of more than fifty years, was finally published in the spring of 2026. His filmmaker friend Anibal Massaini has long been working on a TV series based on his life. There is nothing to stop his children or former partners from producing their own version of events. And who knows what other documents or photographs might be buried in old folders or official files.

Gabriel García Márquez said everyone has three lives: the public, the private and the secret. Richard Ellmann, the celebrated biographer of James Joyce, wrote that all biographies give ‘incomplete satisfaction’ because no life is totally transparent. Even the masters acknowledge that every life harbours its own enigmas. I hope that Epic adds to the record and makes Pelé more knowable than ever before. But a degree of mystique remains, and perhaps fittingly so.

The King is dead. Long live The King.

Andrew Downie, Madrid, February 2026
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When journalist Benedito Ruy Barbosa interviewed the fifteen-year-old Pelé shortly after he arrived in Santos, a coastal town just south of São Paulo, he struggled to get biographical information out of him. Pelé wanted only to talk about his dad.

‘What’s your name?’ asked Barbosa, then working for the newspaper Última Hora.

‘Pelé.’

It was a nonsensical nickname and it often caused reporters to do a double take.

‘Pelé?’ asked Barbosa.

‘No, my real name is Edson Arantes do Nascimento. But everyone calls me Pelé.’

‘Where are you from?’

‘From Bauru. I’m Dondinho’s son!’

‘Who’s Dondinho?’

Pelé’s face fell.

‘Are you a sports reporter?’ he asked Barbosa, nine years his senior.

‘Yes.’

‘And you don’t know my dad, Dondinho?’1

Dondinho was a mystery even to his own family. His birth certificate gave his birthday as 1 April 1913 in Campos Gerais, a small town of fewer than 1,000 homes in the southern part of Minas Gerais state.2 His children believed he was born in 1915, but for most of his life he told people, or allowed them to think, that he was born in 1917. To complicate matters, he celebrated his birthday on 6 April, although no one in the family ever knew why.3

His wife was Celeste Arantes, one of eleven children born in 1922 to a cattle-ranching father and a mother who died young. Her elder sister immediately assumed the maternal role and when Celeste, then barely a teenager, started dating Dondinho, the family were not thrilled. Dondinho was a soldier who had moved to Celeste’s hometown of Três Corações in March 1936 after being transferred to the 4th Regiment of the Cavalry Division. Celeste’s father Jorge had no love of soldiers or football and he was uneasy with the gap in their ages.

Celeste’s sister, though, was more forgiving and she was keen to give young love a chance. She told Dondinho he had half a year to show them he was serious about her sibling. ‘It’s a beautiful story,’ recalled Maria Lúcia, Pelé’s only sister. ‘They were both young, my mother was just fifteen, and my aunt said, Look, if you don’t decide to marry her within six months then we’ll ask Celeste not to date you any more.’4

The couple had courted secretly for a while, and once their romance was out in the open Dondinho went to work charming his future in-laws. He was courteous and well dressed and his impeccable behaviour won over his new family. He was a singer, too, with a sweet voice. Celeste and her father both loved a good song and before long Dondinho had won them over with his serenades. Jorge blessed his daughter’s union and on 29 July 1939 Celeste and Dondinho were married at Três Corações’s main church.5

The marriage licence, filled out in the elegantly cursive script of old Brazilian parishes, confirmed that Dondinho was twenty-six years old when they married.6 Celeste was seventeen.

Dondinho remained enlisted during the early years of their marriage but Brazil was peaceful and there was not a huge amount of soldiering to be done. His real passion was football and he’d set his sights on the big time but making a living was a precarious and itinerant business for budding professionals. There were plenty of clubs – every small town had at least one team – but most matches were friendlies played between local sides who advertised in newspapers and called around looking for games.

Dondinho had talent and, along with several of his fellow conscripts, he played for Atlético Três Corações, the biggest club in the city. Few reports from the time survive but those that do – mostly short articles in small-town newspapers – portray the big number nine as an intriguing player, particularly during the second half of 1939. Atlético played twenty-eight times that year and lost only twice.7 Dondinho was one of the stars of the side, his status rivalled only by Fuad, perhaps Atlético’s biggest ever star, and Eloy de Menezes, a good friend who would rise through the ranks of the military to become a general and head the National Sports Council (Conselho Nacional do Esporte) during Brazil’s bloody military regime.

Although he was famed for his heading ability, the scattered match reports described Dondinho as different from the stationary strikers of the time. One journalist referred to him as a ‘ghost’ centre-forward, a description evocative of today’s false nine. More than once he was called ‘the Leônidas of South Minas’, a flattering comparison to Leônidas da Silva, arguably the greatest Brazilian forward before Pelé. Most often he went by the nickname ‘O Maleável’ or the Malleable One, the implication being he was supple of body and fleet of foot. Pelé was also proud of his father’s comparisons to Baltazar, the Corinthians striker known for his prowess in the air. Pelé loved Baltazar, and when he scored headers on the streets with his friends, he would sometimes shout ‘Goal by the little black player Baltazar!’8

In those early days Dondinho was a prolific goalscorer for both Atlético Três Corações and Yuracan, a team based in the nearby town of Itajubá, where he played on loan several times in 1938 and 1939. Both clubs treated him well, but what he really wanted was a shot at the big time and his chance came in 1940 when Atlético Mineiro, then one of the big two clubs in the state, offered him a trial. A scout called Said came to watch him in March that year and invited him to Belo Horizonte. It was the opportunity he’d always dreamt of, but it turned into a nightmare early on his debut against São Cristóvão on 7 April. Dondinho clashed with future Brazil captain Augusto Costa and he was forced off injured before he could make a mark. He never played for Atlético Mineiro again.

‘Destiny opened the doors of fame to me only one time,’ he recalled years later. ‘There was a friendly between my team Atlético Mineiro and São Cristóvão of Rio and my future was going to depend on that game. It’s almost as if I am seeing it all in front of my eyes. There was a loose ball and Augusto, the defender who was marking me, hit my knee with a sliding tackle and there went all hopes of getting the contract that I needed. The meniscus was something that only a medicine man could cure so my only option was to tough it out and keep working.’9

Pelé would speculate that his father tore ligaments but he was playing again within days, suggesting it was a partial rupture at most. His rushed return also hinted at the family’s financial situation. Because Atlético declined to look after him while he recovered,Dondinho dragged himself home to pick up where he left off. He needed the appearance fees and bonuses and less than two weeks later he was back in action for Atlético Três Corações, scoring in a 4–1 win over Aguas Virtuosas.10 He played several times in May, and even though he scored twice in Atlético’s 2–0 win over Campanha on 11 May, the Jornal dos Sports said that, while he was ‘still an opportunist as always’, he was ‘far from being the Dondinho of 1939’.11 His injury would never completely heal; for years afterwards the pains in his knee would remind him of his ill-fated shot at the big time.

Dondinho was devastated by the incident and maybe even shamed, not so much by his failure but by people’s interpretation of it. Victors did not return with their tails between their legs, the thinking went, and getting injured at exactly the wrong time and wrong place was, in an era when superstition ran rife, not luck but destiny. He was, in a peculiarly Brazilian way, somehow tainted by the accident. People in Três Corações ‘looked at him accusingly’, wrote Mário Filho, the writer and newspaper owner who was one of Pelé’s first biographers. ‘Fans were not going to forgive him for his failure or his bad luck … Football does not allow for those who are jinxed.’12

Dondinho needed a new start and he grabbed it in Lorena, a small town just across the state line in São Paulo, a few weeks after being demobbed in January 1941.13 Salvation had come from Hepacaré, a team that offered him a small financial incentive to rebuild his career. Little record of his time there exists but he seems to have played for the club for just over a year. Records show that by July 1942, the same month his second son Jair was born, he was back in Minas Gerais playing for Atlético Três Corações again.

His time there was poorly documented but it didn’t appear to last long. In the middle of 1943, the family was in São Lourenço, where Vasco da Gama made him an offer that included rent-free accommodation and a monthly salary of between 100,000 and 150,000 reis working nights at the Brasil Hotel and Casino.14 Vasco, named in tribute to the famous Rio club, was formed in December 1942 and the following year they spent big to ensure they would have a competitive team in place when their new stadium was opened in July 1944.15

Dondinho made his debut in the middle of 1943 and he was a regular throughout the rest of that year and the next. The club was ambitious but poorly run, and by the end of 1944 games became more sporadic and sometimes weeks passed without any action. The salary was not enough to live on and Dondinho took jobs as a house painter to make ends meet. The lack of matches and game receipts meant there were no bonuses and his income dropped. By April 1945, less than two years after Dondinho’s arrival, and five months after the birth of his third child Maria Lúcia, rumours were swirling that Vasco would go under.16

Rival clubs moved to recruit their players and Dondinho was one of many who rented himself out on a game-by-game basis to help pay the bills. He and three of his Vasco teammates played for Bauru club Luzitana against Guarani in March and at least one of them signed a permanent contract a month later.

Dondinho had taken one-off gigs throughout his career, playing at least twice for the Itajubá weapons factory in 1940, as well as for LET, a Três Corações select that won the Southern Minas Cup in 1941.17 He also turned out for Caldense of Poços de Caldas in August of 1945,18 but he chose to hang on in São Lourenço, perhaps reliant on the small salary, if it was still being paid. But as the Brazilian winter started to bite, Dondinho realized the future looked grim. Vasco folded and once again, he – and no doubt Celeste, who was increasingly tired of scrimping to make ends meet – knew it was time to move on.19

His reputation was solid, as both a player and a man, and it was perhaps that human angle that brought him what would be his final offer, from Bauru, a city almost 500 km away in the heart of São Paulo state. The move to Luzitana – it would change its name to Bauru Athletic Club a year after he arrived – was different from most of the others because it came with the offer of steady employment as a clerk and odd-job man in the city’s health department. Snagging a government job was like hitting the jackpot because the salary was regular, a pension was guaranteed, and there was little chance of being fired or made redundant.

Having spent so long scraping together a living from a profession that it was now becoming clear was never going to make him rich, Dondinho couldn’t say no and Celeste wouldn’t have let him. Pelé’s mother was tired of the constant flitting from town to town in search of an increasingly distant dream. She had watched Dondinho suffer from not just the pain of his injury, but the disappointment of seeing his dreams die.

In August, the patriarch left the family behind and went to check out their prospective new home and he liked what he saw. With a population of close to 65,000, Bauru was bigger, richer and more dynamic that the small towns of southern Minas. It promised a fresh and more stable start.20

Pelé’s devotion to his father was touching and absolute. Even after he had reached the pinnacle of his career he still insisted that Dondinho, a player he’d seen only a few times as a boy, was the one footballer he looked up to. The word he used to describe his dad was craque, a term used only for the greatest of the great, and it captured his reverence perfectly. ‘They say a lot about me and other craques but the greatest of them all was Dondinho, my father,’ he told a Santos newspaper in 1967. ‘That was a footballer. He attacked and defended with the same efficiency. He had perfect ball control. His passes were mathematical. His dribbles threw people off. And with his head, that was astonishing.’21

To back up his claims, Pelé offered details that were both unlikely and impossible to verify. The most surprising was his contention that Dondinho impressed Flamengo on a trial there but rejected the Rio giants in favour of semi-amateurs Hepacaré:

‘He trained at Gávea [Flamengo’s training ground], he impressed [coach] Flavio Costa, but he was invited by a friend in Lorena to play for Hepacaré and he asked Flavio for permission. Flavio Costa said yes and told him to come back after the match. But Dondinho was so impressive [for Hepacaré], he got them so excited in that one game against Rio’s Fluminense, that there was no choice, Dondinho stayed in Lorena.’22

The match he referred to was the first game played by Hepacaré at their new stadium on 30 March 1941. Fluminense won 5–0 and it was hard to fathom why a player who had spent his entire adult life trying to make it at the highest level would reject Flamengo, then the Rio de Janeiro state champions, and Flavio Costa, one of the best coaches in the country, in favour of Hepacaré, the only club in a sleepy town of around 11,000 people. But Pelé said it was so, although it is notable he only said it once.

Much more often Pelé returned to Dondinho’s supposed feat of scoring five headers in one game. Just about every time he was asked about his father he referred to the event, modestly noting that he could hardly be considered the better player if his father did something that he never could.

Nobody has ever definitively established when the game took place, but existing records show that Dondinho scored five times in one match on at least four occasions. All of them came in 1939, during the most prolific spell of his career. He was playing mostly for Atlético Três Corações but was often allowed to appear for Yuracan. Dondinho scored five in Yuracan’s 5–3 win over Smart in March that year, and although at least three and possibly four were headers, one was described by the town’s sports reporter as ‘a shot into the bottom corner’.23

He got five in Atlético Três Corações’s 6–3 victory over Associação Atlética Nacional in June 1939,24 and he scored another five in the 5–2 win over Eloy Mendes in November. In neither instance were the details of his goals recorded.25 In between, he scored four headers in Atlético’s 5–2 win over a select from the city of Alfenas.26

The likeliest scenario, and the one cited most often, came at the end of the year, when he was once again loaned back to Yuracan for a derby against arch rivals Smart. The match was for the local championship and Yuracan won 6–2. Dondinho said he scored five headers in a second-half blitz, and in 2021 the club recreated the goals in a commemorative video. Although no contemporary evidence existed to prove the claim, Pelé offered up one tantalizing, if implausible, detail. The Yuracan fans were so delirious after the win, he said, that they ‘carried him [Dondinho] on their shoulders from the Dom Bosco stadium to the centre of town, five or six kilometres away’.27

Pelé’s reverence for his father complicated the thorny question of just how good Dondinho really was. It’s always hard to rate players from past eras, especially ones who didn’t play at the highest level. Television pictures are rare or non-existent and news reports, if any, are sporadic, unreliable, and often biased, especially when written by journalists covering their local teams.

When he was young and fit, Dondinho was clearly a prolific goalscorer. He was, though, banging them in at a level or two below the top sides of Rio de Janeiro and São Paulo. It wasn’t just that he played semi-professionally; it was also his surroundings. Minas Gerais was peripheral to the game at the time. The three biggest clubs in the state were Atlético Mineiro, América Mineiro and Cruzeiro. Atlético Mineiro didn’t have a player in the national side – what Brazilians called the Seleção – until 1948 and although Cruzeiro saw Niginho capped in 1936, it then had to wait another twenty-seven years to see a second player honoured. América Mineiro’s first international call-up came in 1963.

One way of gauging the level of football being played was in the matches against the era’s top professional sides. Every so often big clubs would visit the south of Minas on tour and the games served as a guide to Dondinho’s level, or at least the level of the clubs he played for. In February 1944, for example, when he was at Vasco de São Lourenço, they faced América of Rio and lost 2–1 to a late goal.28 The Cariocas, as natives of Rio are known, beat Vasco’s city rivals, Esporte Clube de São Lourenço, 7–4 a few days later, and before heading home they defeated a São Lourenço select, without Dondinho in it, by six goals to four.29

Vasco were not embarrassed and reports said Dondinho was one of the standouts in the first match, but the gap was plain. Tellingly, the presidents of both América-RJ and Atlético Mineiro watched the first match, the latter almost four years after Dondinho’s sole appearance for the club. Neither made any move to sign him.30

Bauru and the area around it were known as ‘land of the white earth’ because of the region’s sandy soil, but it was fertile enough to grow coffee and it was the influence of the agricultural lobby that led to the city’s rapid growth in the years leading up to Dondinho’s arrival. Brazil needed to get crops from the countryside to the state capital São Paulo and the port at Santos, and Bauru was chosen as a transportation hub to make that happen. Before long three main railways lines passed through the city, leading to a growth in warehouses, service industries, and people to man them.

The base became a magnet for those seeking opportunity and it appealed to Dondinho, who knew it was time to accept that offer of a government job. He returned to São Lourenço to prepare the family, and on 15 September 1945 the Arantes do Nascimentos boarded a steam train and rolled into Bauru for yet another fresh start. A new chapter was about to begin, for them and for everyone who met them.31
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Pelé liked to imagine his father was present at his birth, gleefully pinching his son’s legs and predicting that the flailing bundle of limbs would one day grow up to be a footballer, just like his dad. Dondinho, however, was away on army manoeuvres when Pelé arrived in the early hours of 23 October 1940.1 Celeste gave birth in their front room with the help of her mother-in-law Ambrozina and a neighbour. Dondinho found out two days later, by which time Pelé’s grandfather had registered his birth.

The first big mystery of Pelé’s life took root in the days after he was born and it centred around his identity. The words typed out on the birth certificate read ‘Edison Arantes do Nascimento’, a name given to him, Pelé often said, in tribute to Thomas Edison, the American who invented the lightbulb in 1879. It’s a nice story, but the dates don’t quite match. The centre of Três Corações was first lit up in 1911, a full twenty-nine years before Pelé came into the world, and power arrived at Pelé’s house, a short walk from the main square, sometime in the 1920s. By the time he was born, Thomas Edison had long passed away, his name no longer on everyone’s lips.2

Pelé was almost certainly never meant to be called Edison. It was a mistake that was corrected soon after, as was another glaring error surrounding his birthdate, initially registered as 21 October, two days before he was actually born. By the time Pelé was baptized in April 1941, the name inscribed in the church records had been changed to Edson.

Pelé played up the Edison angle and often said he was honoured by the tribute, but his mother gave a different account. In a March 1963 interview with the Jornal do Brasil, Celeste acknowledged they didn’t name her son after the American inventor at all, but after an old pal of Dondinho’s. ‘A year after we were married, our first son was born,’ she said. ‘Dondinho gave him the name Edson in tribute to his best friend from childhood who played alongside him in all the same teams. [He was] a right midfielder who was called Edson.’3

One possible explanation for the confusion comes in the precarious standards of literacy in 1940s Brazil. A registrar may have wanted to write Edison rather than Edson because he – it was almost certainly a he – considered it more chic or eloquent. It was common for relatively uneducated families to let registrars direct them towards fashionable or traditional names and away from ones they thought vulgar or inappropriate. Notaries held an outsize power in Brazil and their influence would have been even stronger in rural towns, where formal education was rare.

Another equally plausible explanation involves the pronunciation of Edson and Edison. The two words sound almost identical in Portuguese and the registrar may simply have mistaken one for the other. Edson, though, was by far the more likely option. Over 15,000 Brazilian boys were given the name during the 1940s, while fewer than 2,000 were called Edison.

Like many things in Pelé’s life, there were different explanations, all of them plausible and all of them repeated and amplified over the years. The name his parents really wanted for their firstborn child would never be totally clear.

When Pelé looked back on his early life, he recalled two different yet parallel realities: poverty and play. The family was poor and, unlike many kids whose parents insulated them from the reality of misery, Pelé remembered how difficult life could be, not so much for himself but for his parents.

Dondinho survived from playing football, but until he got a government position in Bauru he was forced to chase odd jobs to make ends meet. Luzitana changed their name to Bauru Athletic Club in 1946 and the alteration complicated the club’s commitment to finding their new striker a job. Dondinho had learnt some carpentry and soldering in the army but he did more work as a painter and decorator as he waited for approval to start his job in Bauru’s health department.

When it finally came through, Dondinho was guaranteed a respectable pension and it granted the family a degree of financial stability for the first time. But until then money was tight.4 Sometimes Celeste’s brother Jorge would traipse around local farms, collecting kindling and logs he could sell or use to light the hearth that served as both the family’s cooker and heater.5 After he got a job at a local greengrocer, he had access to boxes of unsold fruit and veg that sometimes made the difference between eating and going hungry.6

Pelé remembers walking around barefoot and wearing hand-me-downs, some from his neighbours the Marçals,7 some brought by his aunt Maria, a maid who was given used clothes by the family who employed her in São Paulo. He recalled sometimes going to bed having eaten only a slice of bread and a few bits of banana.8 Their house on Rua Rubens Arruda was filled with love but it was cramped; in addition to Dondinho, Celeste and the three kids, it was also home to Uncle Jorge and Ambrozina.

As an infant, Pelé either slept in the same bed as his brother Zoca or snuggled up beside his grandmother, who doted on him and his siblings. There was no inside toilet and the roof sometimes leaked. In summer, when storms dropped their deluge on Bauru, Pelé said the whole family would drag their mattresses around the house in search of a dry place to spend the night. In winter, they would pack themselves on to the kitchen floor to suck up the heat from the stove.9 For a while, Celeste took in dirty clothes from neighbouring labourers and washed them by hand in their backyard sink to make a few extra pennies.10

The family didn’t like to talk about those times but they were real and not uncommon. Zoca and Maria Lúcia were spared the worst but Pelé remembered them more clearly because he was around before Dondinho got his government salary. He always said he never felt poor, but he could see how the financial uncertainty affected his mother, as he recalled in his 1977 autobiography: ‘Poverty was having my mother worry herself sick, or upbraid Dondinho for not having a job that could earn the money to pay the rent on that leaky roof. Poverty was wondering what would happen if we couldn’t raise the money for the firewood. Poverty was begrudging and even hating each stick of kindling that went into the hungry maw of that stove, and being forced to feed it, anyway. Poverty, in short, is being robbed of self-respect and self-reliance. Poverty is fear. Not fear of death which, though inevitable, is reasonable; it is fear of life. It is a terrible fear.’11

One consequence of the poverty was that Pelé did anything he could to help put a few more coins in the family kitty. Most memorably, he shined shoes, trying out his talents first on neighbours, then on football fans sitting in the stands at Bauru Athletic Club and rivals Noroeste, and finally graduating to the streets around the train station, Zoca alongside him, cajoling clients into letting his brother drag his brushes back and forth across their dusty footwear. The sturdy wooden box on which Pelé sat remained with him until the day he died, a vital thread in the fabric that connected the superstar to his modest early life. In addition to shoe-shining, he delivered pastries, loading them on a bike and taking them from the neighbour who made them at home to the shop where they were sold. Later, aged twelve, he got his first real job, helping to make boots in a factory and delivering the finished product to customers.12

Those difficulties aside, Pelé was like any other young boy growing up in a time when the streets were their playground and cars were still a rarity. The kids in the neighbourhood played marbles, built kites and go-carts, and competed to see whose spinning top would stay upright the longest. Their yard had a mango tree and a few stalks of sugar cane, and Pelé and his friends would string a rope between the trees and practise walking their own tightrope.13 They fired stones at wasps’ nests with their slingshots, played hide and seek, climbed trees, and when there was mischief to be had, Pelé led the way, stealing fruit from neighbouring yards, letting car tyres down, and chapping on doors and running away. One day he caught a monkey and brought it home, although he had to free it soon after when it bit a friend of his mother’s.14 He was restless, cheeky and frequently got into fights.15 He got badly hurt one day when a domestic servant he taunted repeatedly as she left her job fired back with rocks, hitting Pelé on the head.16

Bauru styled itself as ‘the city without limits’, but although it grew quickly in the forties and fifties, it still had to concrete over the pitches and fields that dotted every corner of the city. Noroeste had their ground at the end of Pelé’s street and there were fields around it where he and his pals played football every chance they got. There was a river not far from his house, with a small waterfall where they bathed in the searing sun of the summer. Temperatures in the interior of São Paulo state regularly hit the high thirties and the river that skirted the Bauru to São Paulo railway line was a relief and an escape.

Given half a chance, Pelé would bolt for the Bauru Aero-Clube, a small aerodrome on the edge of the city. He was fascinated by flight and for a while he set his sights on becoming an aviator. Dondinho convinced him that being a pilot required proficiency in reading, writing, and arithmetic and Pelé briefly embraced the idea of settling down at school. But his good intentions did not last. The next year he befriended a wilder group of boys and before long he was spending as much time playing truant as learning the three Rs.

His dream of taking to the skies didn’t last long, either. One day a glider crashed just outside Bauru, killing the pilot. Pelé and his pals followed the dead body to the local morgue, where they pressed their faces to the window and watched the pathologist begin his autopsy. The examiner lifted an arm and, like a scene from a horror flick, the release of pressure caused a fountain of blood to spurt into the air. The kids scarpered and Pelé had nightmares about the incident for months. Plans to become a pilot were shelved.17

It was also around this time that Pelé almost drowned. His gang often played in the river and they would skip school and spend the afternoon there before hanging their clothes on a tree to dry. Pelé was never a good swimmer but he learnt to stay afloat and one day tried to make the other side with a bigger lad named Zinho. The two boys decided it would be fun to see if they could swim as one, with Pelé holding on to Zinho’s legs and kicking, and Zinho using his arms to propel them forward.

Zinho, though, slipped from Pelé’s grasp and Pelé felt himself pulled under by the current. He screamed for help and Zinho managed to get back and grab hold of him. Pelé thrashed about and threatened to take them both under but luckily an adult heard the commotion and threw a branch into the water for them to grab on to. He dragged them both from the river, terrified but alive.

Not long after, Pelé experienced grief for the first time when a local boy was buried alive by a landslide in a small cave that he and his friends had dug near their home. Pelé never forgot seeing the child’s body being carried home to his parents, his face covered in wet earth and the neighbours sobbing in the streets.18

He vowed to think twice before embarking on future adventures.

Education in 1940s Brazil was precarious, particularly outside the big cities. In theory, four years of primary school was compulsory but in practice only a third of children were even registered.19 Celeste and Dondinho were determined their children would get an education and they dreamt of a future career in law or medicine, or at least office work, far from the rigours of manual labour. Pelé was lucky to be one of them and he was eight years old when he proudly walked into the Ernesto Monte school just down the road from his house.

His first year was a happy one. He enjoyed learning, had no fear of being left alone by his parents, and although he talked non-stop, he did well and passed the first year with flying colours.20 His second year was less distinguished. Pelé’s constant chatter and his frequent disruptions annoyed his new teacher. Football was increasingly the only thing that mattered to him and he admitted to skipping school several times a week to play with his pals, borrowing or copying his friends’ notes in case his mother checked up.

He got away with it until his third year, when he faced a less understanding tutor. Pelé described his new teacher, Laurinda, as ‘an expert in devising and administering punishment’, and she made him pay for disrupting her class. He was forced to kneel on a bed of uncooked beans and made to stand with his nose touching the wall and his arms outstretched. Whenever his arms drooped, she would yank them back up again. Sometimes she would stuff his mouth full of balled-up paper to stop him talking. His cheeks ached until he learnt to chew the paper into smaller balls he could hide.21

Primary school lasted just four years but he hated it so much that he would sometimes play truant for days on end.22 Pelé failed years three and four and had to repeat both, meaning he was fourteen by the time he left.23 By his own admission, he threatened and fought with other students, didn’t prepare for class or do his homework, and wilfully broke the rules, knowing that as he’d already been singled out as a troublemaker he’d get punished anyway.

He was well known in the streets around his home as one of the more rambunctious kids, and although most of his misbehaviour was the usual childhood pranks, Pelé was lucky. He infuriated the neighbours by breaking windows with his ball and catapult, and Dondinho was called to social services and told to get a grip on his son after Pelé set his dog on a cat whose owner had confiscated his ball.24 Officials left it to his parents to administer punishment and there was no sense that his capers might turn criminal. But it was clear that even before he reached his teens, Pelé was provocative and not afraid to challenge authority. He described himself as a poor student but his uncle Jorge put it more bluntly: ‘He was a real brat, you know? He was a naughty boy. Really, really naughty.’25

One of the most famous incidents in his childhood came with the acquisition of the nickname that was to become known all over the world. As a boy, he had answered to either Edson or Dico, the name given to him by his granny Ambrozina after shortening Edson to Edinho, then Edico and finally just Dico.26 But sometime in the 1940s he began to use the name Pelé, although why and when was never 100 per cent clear. Pelé was coy about its roots and he spent decades claiming he had no idea where it came from. He hated it at first and his schoolmates realized they had a stick with which to beat him and adopted it straight away. Pelé got so angry that he lashed out at his tormentors and was suspended from school.27

His claim was unconvincing, for his uncle Jorge had been sharing the origin story for years, as Pelé knew full well. The key personality in the tale was a man called José Lino, a goalkeeper who played alongside Dondinho at Vasco in São Lourenço. Lino’s nickname was Bilé and when he was around three or four years old, Pelé would stand behind the goal and watch his dad play.

‘I took him to watch games and the goalkeeper, who dived about all the time, had the nickname Bilé,’ Jorge explained in a 1963 newspaper article. ‘So when Dico played on the street he only wanted to go in goal and he always shouted that he was Bilé. But he was just a kid and couldn’t speak properly and everyone understood that he was saying Pelé. And that’s how they came to call him Pelé.’28 Pelé never explained why he was so reluctant to accept his uncle’s explanation but he admitted that he was already known as Pelé by the time he left São Lourenço, a confession that added credence to his uncle’s explanations.29 In 1967 he called the Bilé story ‘nonsense’ and shared other versions, one referencing a player in Bauru he called Kelé,30 and another much more well known, involving a merchant who would watch him and his friends play football in front of his store in Bauru: ‘There was a Turk on the street where we played. And the Turk said everything with a lé on the end. We played football on the street and he used to watch. I played in goal and liked to pick up the ball with my hands. And he would shout, with your pé, lé, with your pé, lé! [With your feet, with your feet!]’31

That story was also plausible, but as the years went by and the world came to embrace Jorge’s version of events, Pelé gave in and accepted that his memory was no match for his uncle’s. After rejecting the Bilé story for years, he eventually wrote in his third autobiography in 2006 that it was the ‘most probable version’.32

Not for the last time, Pelé’s inability to tell a linear or consistent story of his own life created a vacuum in which wilder versions proliferated. The word ‘pele’ exists in other languages and there was no shortage of opportunists who tried to link their culture or language to the star. There is a volcano on the Caribbean island of Martinique called Pelée, while in Hawaii, Pelé is the goddess of volcanoes and fire. In Hebrew, pele signifies miracle, wonder, or something beyond comprehension, while in Yoruba it is used to express sympathy or comfort to someone in distress. Peile means football in Irish Gaelic. Pelé’s closest adviser for many years, Júlio Mazzei, told a New York Times reporter that Pelé meant ‘lucky cat’.33 No one provided one iota of evidence linking any of those words with the Brazilian, but they did, and they added to the mystique of a man who eventually accepted that being known as Pelé wasn’t so bad after all. ‘At the time I thought it was an ugly name and fought with the boy that called me it,’ he said in 1988. ‘Now I love it because the whole world knows the name.’34
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All through his childhood, Pelé’s life revolved around football. He listened to it on the radio, he collected stickers when he had the money, and played button football, a table game that involved flicking the ball forward like in tiddlywinks that was hugely popular in Brazil at the time. He watched his dad train and play, and he was out on the street every chance he got, kicking anything spherical around the dusty streets. He was still only a child, not yet at school, and his love of the game was love in its purest form. Play was unstructured and spontaneous and the formalities were unimportant. Even the ball was optional. When they didn’t have a proper one, they used whatever they could get their hands on, often binding up rags, socks and tights. Pelé admitted that he and his friends would sometimes pilfer clothes from nearby washing lines to wind into makeshift balls.1

The first team he really felt part of was Sete de Setembro, named after the street that crossed his own a few yards down the block. The team, if that wasn’t too grand a name for the motley group of players who, Pelé said, sometimes numbered as many as sixteen-a-side, was an informal one, made up of kids from the same area; schoolmates, neighbours, brothers and cousins, friends of friends, it didn’t really matter.2 The important thing was getting people together to play.3

When they had gathered enough bodies they ran around outside their homes, throwing down shoes or stones for goalposts. They sometimes played on empty lots, or fields near the city, or on random patches of grass that made them feel more like real footballers. Their mothers were never happy, for they returned home covered in dirt and dust, and sometimes higher powers got involved. Their ball would often break windows, smack against the washing that flapped on lines strung across front yards, and not infrequently bring down electricity cables that left the neighbourhood in darkness.4 On at least one occasion, a city official confiscated their ball to stop them playing in the street. The kids grabbed it back, punching it from his hands and running as fast as they could, but they got the message and shifted their games to one of the empty fields alongside the nearby Noroeste stadium, fashioning goals from wooden posts and bamboo poles they carried to and from the pitch each day.5

At the start, they played mostly among themselves, but the desire to feel like a proper team was strong and they came up with ways to equip themselves with the basics. If you filled a sticker album and sent it away you received a coveted leather ball in return, so the kids pooled their resources. Completing the collection was almost impossible because manufacturers held some faces back. When they discovered someone with a hard-to-get sticker they tried to swap, and when that or polite appeals didn’t work, they were not above violence. Eventually they filled the album and got a ball. It was cheap and wasn’t the regulation size, but it was better than someone else’s old hosiery.6

Attention then turned to strips and boots. To raise money for shirts, the team came up with a series of money-making schemes. They scoured the ground for cigarette butts and packed the unused tobacco into new cigarettes they could sell one at a time. Collecting and reselling bottles and scrap metal was another option that worked for a short while before they realized they were outgunned by the large number of people who lived off recycling junk. Skimming bits of kindling from their home supplies gave them a small pile to resell, and a related plan to offer their services to stack firewood at local houses brought them more gifts of cold drinks and snacks than actual cash.

It eventually became clear that more ambitious plans were required and they came courtesy of a local lad named Zé Porto. His plan involved stealing peanuts and then selling them. Pelé, now aged about eleven, claimed to be horrified at the idea, and terrified as well should his mother find out he was involved in something as serious as theft. But the desire for a real football shirt and a proper pair of boots outweighed his fear and Pelé was chosen as one of the protagonists in the plot.

The peanuts were delivered to a warehouse near the station, where they were stored before being distributed to cities further afield. The boys rejected the idea of breaking into the warehouse as it was too well guarded, and assaulting the vans that took the peanuts to the station was out of the question. The only other option was to sneak on to the freight cars before they shipped the product out of Bauru.

Pelé’s partner in crime acted as a lookout while Pelé snuck in, slit open the 200lb sacks and loaded as many peanuts as he could into the buckets and bowls they’d brought along. He stuffed more into his shirt pockets and then ran as fast as he could. When he’d made it far enough to reunite with the other members of the team, they breathed a sigh of relief and laughed uproariously at their daring. Pelé’s granny Ambrozina toasted the nuts, which the boys then sold outside the train station and local cinema. They raised enough money to buy shirts but a follow-up raid designed to muster funds for boots was called off when a guard spotted them. They escaped without getting caught but plans for future heists were abandoned.fn1

Because Dondinho was a footballer, and thus a minor celebrity in Bauru, Pelé enjoyed a certain respect which, along with his obvious talent, meant he was often put in charge of the team’s football-related business. He looked after the shirts when they got them, and when they collected money to buy a ball, it was
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