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Foreword (2014)

The events and experiences in this book began twenty-two years ago. On 28 October 1992 I had dinner in Paris with Chico Buarque. A couple of weeks later a profile of him, mine, appeared in the Independent on Sunday. From there, my relationship with this ingenious South American and his city, Rio de Janeiro, continued more or less uninterrupted until the millennium. More: everything he’s sung and written about since the mid-1960s lives with me to this day.

A Simple Brazilian Song ends in early spring 1996. Just over a year later I was back in Salvador da Bahia, which I’d first visited post-Carnival in 1994, to interview for The Times a singer called Maria Bethânia. A few months later, in February 1998, I returned to Rio to watch Chico Buarque being honoured by the samba school I’d gone out with, Mangueira (for which see Chapter Four), and to make a programme about him for the BBC World Service.

In October 1999 I went back to talk to him again about Rio, and about a concert at the Royal Albert Hall he was to participate in with the ‘Four Baianos’, Caetano Veloso, Gilberto Gil, Gal Costa – and Maria Bethânia; the four, going as far back as Chico’s first breakthrough as a singer-songwriter, appear in one guise or another in this narrative.

Indeed, listening and eventually talking to these formidable musicians was a continuation of a spirit and a sound of Brazil I was sure I’d encountered on first hearing Chico’s music. Caetano Veloso, notably, became a source of genuine inspiration and enchantment. There was something going on here, of which I’d previously been quite ignorant. Once I decided to try to write about first experiences of Carnival in Rio, I hoped to reflect in the book neither expertise on nor any marked critical approach to Brazilian music, but how one person – a thirty-one-year-old English journalist – could be readily moved by aspects of it and impelled to find out more.

A tangible consequence of that 1999 visit to Brazil, in fact my last, was an article in the Times Literary Supplement about Rio, and about Chico Buarque. This was a kind of second shot – reduced in range of course – at what I’d set out to do in A Simple Brazilian Song: communicate both a privileged closeness to this polyvalent artist and his extraordinary city, and fascination for the many astonishing sounds Rio, and Salvador, have produced and make. Even when I wasn’t in Brazil, I couldn’t keep away from it, or Chico, or Caetano.

This was one big bug. So these seven years were for me, vis-à-vis Rio and Brazil, brilliantly intense ones. Just a half of them are represented in the book; its principal subject became Chico. In what I wrote, fifty-two years of this Latin American’s life and work were addressed. His decades are rich and variegated in music, politics and literature, and amount to something daring and passionate in the world. He is unique. And it’s not entirely self-defeating to add that there is much more about him to discuss than went into A Simple Brazilian Song; but that would be for a different book.

His life and work are far from finished. Turning seventy in 2014 Chico Buarque has to my surprise – and in spite of what he says in Chapter Eight about making music (‘the preserve of the fashionable young’ is more or less how he puts it) – gone on composing. Four albums of new music have appeared since the final release mentioned ahead (A Palavra): As Cidades (1998), Cambaio (2001, with Edu Lobo), Carioca (2006) and Chico (2011). He still sells widely and packs out theatres in Brazil. Collections, box sets and documentaries about him abound. He continues to write novels.

There’s no other such figure anywhere else, but that’s partly what A Simple Brazilian Song hoped, and hopes, to demonstrate. To that extent, because my original text was an argument for this diamantine singularity – little has changed there – there’s not much to add in a new introduction to the only extended portrait of this Brazilian in English.

So far, perhaps, so obvious. A seventeen-year-old book hoping to capture the immediacy of an artist in his own space and its writer’s state of mind at the time naturally shows its age. Nothing is fixed. Brazil is much changed. Since the end of my book there have been two elected presidents: Lula himself (featured from time to time here) and the first woman incumbent, Dilma Rousseff. Over the last five years or so the country has been in the news for celebratory reasons – securing World Cup 2014 and 2016’s Olympics in Rio – and, in 2013, almost as if from nowhere, for uglier ones: riots, partly in reaction to the cost – so disproportionate to impoverished millions in Brazil – of both and of which we are still hearing rumbles. At least these are public demonstrations made in a democratic era (though the police’s response has been, for a democracy, not as developed as it should be), rather than ones ignited, as they were in the 1960s and later, by opposition to fascism. Chico Buarque, Caetano Veloso and Gilberto Gil were opposers too. In particular, Chico’s playful, ironic, coded objections to how very low his country fell, in the 1970s especially, stand proudly in his art. I’m still studying it.

That said, I never wanted A Simple Brazilian Song to be a political book, or an official history, or a journalistic snapshot of transition from, say, old social and political ways to more enlightened ones, or a mere encomium to various forms of genius. It was always intended as a vividly subjective account of surprise and feeling; to be about love. There was, fundamentally, love of the music, which has of course survived. There was love of a woman, which has not. I met a fashion journalist, Krimhilde, in October 1993. By Christmas of that year, after I’d spent several research weeks in Buenos Aires, she’d proposed herself from Cologne as my companion for Carnival in Rio the following spring.

A relationship that morphed into extreme pain, and some stupidity, is hidden behind Chapter Four. It hangs over the mood of loss – because by then she was gone – I attempt to evoke in Chapter Seven. Krim was never meant to be part of A Simple Brazilian Song, but as the book took on an autobiographical character she couldn’t help but be, even if I chose, wisely, not to depict in the text our real liaison. Exposition of this, alongside a quite violent affair with music as new to me as this particular German woman was, would have quite unbalanced the book, or made it more confessionally autobiographical than I wanted it to be.

With the passage of two decades, the person, for a book, matters less than a slew of emotions caused by her eruption into and rapid departure from my life – hence Chapter Seven and, in no small measure, the short ‘Author’s Note’ that follows! I have no doubt that this disagreeableness sharpened my response to all the music my story features and embedded in me a direct experience, if not full understanding, of saudades. (I sense an attack of them in relation to the affair and my first visits to Rio as I write these words.)

Rio de Janeiro needs and needed no disguising. It’s as much a character in the book as I am. I’d write differently about it now – be less wide-eyed, more circumspect, perhaps more judgemental. Fifteen years before I went there, Joseph Brodsky caught it perfectly:



Thanks to this indistinct (octagons, cubes, boxes), impersonal character, thanks to the beaches, which in their scale and    generosity almost offset the ocean itself, thanks to the intensity, density, diversity, and total unfamiliarity of the local    vegetation, which neither corresponds to nor echoes any species a European is used to, Rio gives one a sense of total flight    from the known reality. Into pure geometry, or into pure elements.





In 1993 I found Brodsky’s phantasmagoria just as he described it: Rio’s exaggerated physiology presented to a European a little younger than the Russian poet was when he wrote the above demands and challenges that are well recorded in this book.

Bar some tarting-up for soccer and athletics, I’m certain the same is true of Rio today. And whatever it looks like now, whatever new difficulties it might pose (and pleasures it might offer), knowing that somewhere in those octagons, cubes and boxes at least one of the world’s great musicians flourishes is reason enough for me to believe that this book – about the city and, in effect, all its singers – can hold its own in the twenty-first century.


Author’s Note

All of the music discussed here, as well as many of the incidents which accompanied my discovery of it, was experienced in a state of uncommon emotional optimism. Such certainties are by nature fragile and, as was bound (by a law of human averages) to happen, optimism had been replaced by its opposite when the book came to be written. Before putting pen to paper, I thought I would write about magic. Instead, I have tried to write about consolation.

Music is consolation for many. My simple Brazilian songs will always be there after human feeling proves how fallible it is. They will be there long after this narrative has lost any topicality it may possess. And music listened to and enjoyed by millions makes one rise above personal sorrow.

The unique melodies, irresistible rhythms and undying poetic wisdom of Chico Buarque and Caetano Veloso comprise, in my view, a gift to the world – like García Lorca’s, Osip Mandelstam’s and Jacques Brel’s.

If this book can convey something of the true but entirely distinct genius of these two Brazilian musicians, then as far I’m concerned that will be consolation enough.

Some of the names of people who play a part in this story have been changed.


One

‘London, London’

In the late spring of 1992, I was at my desk leafing through various publishers’ catalogues. One of them was Bloomsbury’s. A half-page announced a novel by a Latin American I’d never heard of. The novel was called Turbulence; its author was Chico Buarque.

‘Leafing through publishers’ catalogues’ is journalese for ‘looking for a job’. So-called literary journalists like me rely for more than half the material they want to write about on information culled from these biannual booklets, put out by publishers to flog their lists.

As I say, Chico Buarque’s name meant nothing to me, though I made a mental note from the blurb that he was a ‘popular musician’ in his native Brazil, and had been ‘involved in politics’. The book seemed to be about Rio de Janeiro. I’d never been to Latin America and knew nothing about Brazil – other than, very roughly, where it was, that Brazilians spoke Portuguese, adored football and had terrible governments. The only Brazilian I knew was an old family friend whose daughter had been one of my first girlfriends.

Chico Buarque, meanwhile, might make a possible feature. On the other hand, he might not. At that stage, I was still guessing.

A few weeks later, I was invited to a publishing do close to my home in Highbury – drinks in a windy Islington garden. The party was in honour of a Dutch publisher, who was in London and was a friend of mine. Coincidentally, the Dutch edition of Buarque’s novel was also in his catalogue for publication in Amsterdam that summer – it came out there with very little fanfare, or comprehension.

Bloomsbury’s publishing director, Liz Calder, was at the party too. I knew her by reputation only. The independent company she had co-founded in the mid-1980s was an unusual good-news story in a decade when London publishing seemed to become money-grubbing and faceless. She was one of the most liked and charismatic editors in the business.

Liz didn’t know me at all. Somewhat pushily, I introduced myself. I said straightaway that I was interested to know more about Chico Buarque. This was disingenuous; what I meant was that I was hoping to ‘work on him’ on the basis of scant Latin American credentials (my first book, on Spain, seemed to have led people to believe that anything ‘Latin’ was my domain – it was not), and then land a newspaper commission.

Liz’s reaction was rather extraordinary. She warmed to me instantly, and said she was avid to get some coverage for this man, and that we should keep very, very closely in touch about it if I got anywhere. She didn’t quite hug me, but when we finished talking about possibilities, I felt as though she had.

Only later did I learn that I had inadvertently tapped into a deep seam in Liz Calder’s life: one, she would still say, she’s never left behind.

As a young mother, she spent four years in the mid-1960s in Brazil with her first husband, who worked for Rolls Royce. Needing a break from housewifery, she did some modelling in São Paulo. Through it, she got a taste of Brazilian (as opposed to ex-pat) life, and responded to the cultural impulses of the time: the military had taken over in 1964, but full-scale repression was still some years off. This was the swinging era of architect Oscar Niemeyer, cinema novo, the bossa nova – and a young singer-songwriter called Chico Buarque de Hollanda.

Chico Buarque became a national hero in 1966 with a song called ‘A banda’ (‘The Band’). Liz heard it, and along with legions of Brazilians, whose lifeblood is music, became a fan. Chico (short for Francisco) had a velvet voice, tropical good looks, and wrote songs of exquisite poetry. At the age of just twenty-two, this lithe and engaging musician was soon the heart-throb of a nation of over a hundred million. Liz did meet him once, very briefly. In 1968, she left Brazil when the regime began to harden, but had followed his career ever since.

The reason for her excitement in 1992 was that she was about to publish Chico Buarque’s first novel (Estorvo in Portuguese) over a quarter of a century after becoming, conceivably, his first British fan. It would be a bit like a Brazilian who’d lived in London during the 1960s and been a Beatles fan publishing a first novel by Paul McCartney.

Some weeks after the party, Liz sent me a proof of Turbulence. A few weeks after that, I took it with me on holiday to Scotland.

It’s a strange tale. A man narrates twenty-four hours of his life in a city that could be but is never named as Rio de Janeiro. As I’d never been there, I was no wiser than most gringo readers about the location. For all I knew, it could have been Mexico City or Tokyo. Aspects of Rio I had heard about – fenced-off condominiums, arbitrary violence, tropical landscape, awful buses – were all in this text, but I’m damned if I knew on first reading what it was about.

The man has a sister; he steals her jewels; he has a bladder problem; he then comes up against some urban guerrillas. That’s to sell the novel short, but it was about all I could make of it that September. Its setting was glutinously obscure, its pace leisurely, its plot threadbare. No music or politics so far as I could tell. I wasn’t sure I liked it – and nothing could have been further from the deep-green hillsides around me, the sea loch at the bottom of the glen, the salmon river rushing past the drive in front of the house where I was staying … These crystal-clear surroundings, along with my more devoted attention to a famous oyster bar down the road, no doubt accounted for my finding Turbulence quite impenetrable. Perhaps I should have read it in bed with flu, or in a sweaty north London pub, or on the Tube.

Still, a month and a half later, I was having dinner with Chico Buarque in Paris. I was interviewing him for the Independent on Sunday Review, which was to run a feature to tie in with the publication of the novel. In other words, I’d got the job, though I’d had to move several mountains to secure the commission.

It was a typical freelance improvisation. Richard Williams, then in charge of the Review, procrastinated for weeks. Every time I rang him (if I got through), he’d say he’d like to do it. And then did nothing. Every time I rang Bloomsbury’s publicity director, the line was engaged. When I did on occasion speak to her, she persuaded me that Williams was ‘really keen’. When I got back to Williams (if I got through), he began to sound less keen than perplexed. Who was this freelancer he didn’t know (I could hear him thinking), pestering him about some Latino nobody really wanted to read about? (This is the sort of thing you hear most British newspaper editors thinking when you splutter a foreign name or word down the line.) He continued, nonetheless, to say he’d like to ‘do’ it.

The crunch came when I said I could not do the story without meeting the subject – in Paris. Buarque has a pad there, and Paris was the only place I could see him to beat the deadline – i.e. to get the piece done well before he was in London for publication, and so make it an exclusive.

By this time, the idea had been mysteriously shunted from arts to books, and Blake Morrison, the paper’s literary editor, had taken it over. My astonishment when he rang me to confirm the commission rose to incredulity when I heard him agreeing to a flight and a hotel in Paris. He’d obviously been warned that there were strings attached to the story. Cannily, he also saw that an exclusive with a star of Chico’s standing – making a books piece of it at that – was too good to miss. (These were happier times for the Independent; Blake, sacked from the Sunday paper in 1995, was one of its true éminences grises.)

So why not use a Paris stringer or staffer? I suspect that’s where my Latin ‘expertise’ came in. The fact that I spoke Spanish, was clued up about flamenco and knew a bit about books was on paper a help – though in truth quite irrelevant: as was, it seems, the fact that I knew not a word of Portuguese and had never been anywhere near Latin America, let alone Brazil.

Blake’s style was as generous as it was brisk and perceptive. I suspect on this occasion he thought he’d get the right piece from someone fired up about the subject, and not just a run-of-the-mill profile from someone who’d read cuttings the night before.

Was I fired up at this point? Not exactly. Liz Calder had lent me some records and CDs, and I’d listened in a desultory sort of way. Chico had a charming voice and sang in an incomprehensible tongue. There was a certain magnetism in his music, perhaps a deceptive simplicity, though it hadn’t yet stopped me from listening to Radio 3. It still had about it a tinge of ‘geriatric beach music’, as my brother called it when I later asked him for the umpteenth time to record some Chico albums (borrowed, naturally, from Liz Calder). I was dead keen on the commission though. A couple of days in Paris never did any harm. I had a few of Chico’s tunes buzzing around in my head, and had done some reading. I’d even interviewed Liz.

But I was also apprehensive. Should Chico be a tricky sort of customer and behave like pop stars are supposed to behave – fractious, megalomaniac and substance-abusing – I’d be floored. I’d never interviewed a huge star before: though of course Chico was only really huge in one place, about which most Britons were as ignorant as me. That was part of the problem. The Independent on Sunday Review was not a fanzine. I’d have to build him up from nothing. And if we ran out of conversation, I’d actually have nothing to say about Brazil – except to tell him that I knew nothing about it.

Did he speak English? Apparently. French certainly; his flat was in the first arrondissement, and he was based there doing PR for the French edition of Turbulence. In fact, he was travelling all over Europe, as the book was appearing in many countries. He was, it seemed, pretty well known in Italy and Spain. This was absolutely no help to me at all.

I took the precaution of rereading Turbulence before meeting its author. This time, the book worked better. Its atmosphere of a supercharged city, by turns sensational and foul, elegant and threatening, did weave a kind of spell. The streets in the story have a pulse of their own, roaring with pollution, sweat, brash commerce. The people who teem down them have to fend for themselves and sometimes dive for safety – as if being chased indoors by a swarm of bees.

The narrator is the vessel through which the city ‘thinks’. Distinctive juxtapositions of phrase and imagery came alive, maybe because I was working harder at the book. It was still a strange one, but I thought I began to see what Buarque was getting at. If Turbulence was Rio de Janeiro, I wanted to know more about it.

We met at nine at the Escargot Montorgueil, near Les Halles. The plush, dimly lit restaurant was also near his flat, convenient for him of course, but it wasn’t just that. Chico was on crutches.

I’d been warned. He’d been playing football in Rio and broken his ankle. He’d been laid up for many weeks and would be hobbling around for quite a few more. He’d walked, in so far as he could walk anywhere, to the restaurant alone.

I didn’t make much of his incapacity at the time, although I mentioned it in my piece. What I failed to comprehend was its real implication. Here was one of Latin America’s major stars doing the publicity rounds for his European publishers more or less physically handicapped, and prepared to come out on a miserable October night to meet an unknown English journalist to talk about, amongst other things, Brazil and Brazilian music – of which this English journo was (though Chico had, I suspect, been primed to the contrary, if Bloomsbury were doing its job) woefully ignorant. At least it wasn’t as bad as Chico’s author tour in Norway: everyone there was astonished to learn that he was ‘also’ a professional musician.

Chico is a very polite man and, as I was to discover, almost painfully modest. He was publicising his book because his publishers had asked him to. If he was bored during our dinner, he didn’t let on at any point – and didn’t blanch when some way into our conversation I said that it was important to ‘get across to British readers something about Brazil, which is not somewhere most of us know much about, so can we talk about that?’ This was downright patronising, but Chico didn’t take it that way.

Apart from the crutches, there were three things that struck me on meeting him: he was remarkably good-looking, and remarkably slim; he seemed incredibly young (he was forty-eight); and he did not remotely resemble a pop star.

He wore a well-cut jacket, white shirt, dark trousers. His clean-shaven face was olive-coloured, lean, and had an essential seriousness, a sombre look, to it; it lit up when he smiled. His smile bared his teeth, which I remember were – are – perfect. His full head of dark-brown hair was tightly curled, and somehow boyish. He smoked a lot – every five to ten minutes – and obviously liked wine, red wine. We shared a bottle of fine Burgundy. We may have had brandy to finish.

We started with snails. As we ate, Chico listened to my questions intently, looking at me with his enormous turquoise eyes, smiled quietly, and whether speaking French or English (his French is better) was never less than lucid. Often, he got animated, nervous even, though it was the nervousness – nerviness, perhaps – of intellectual animation, never of confusion. He gesticulated freely with his hands, usually with a long cigarette held in his fingers. He had an immense amount to say, and said it – unless I was vastly mistaken – willingly, with pleasure.

The pleasure for me was in what I learnt.

He is the son of a prominent Brazilian intellectual of the 1930s and 1940s, Sérgio Buarque de Hollanda. Sérgio died in 1982, aged seventy-nine. Chico’s mother, Maria Amélia, now eighty-seven, lives in Rio de Janeiro, her home city.* Sérgio was from São Paulo.

Chico was supposed to graduate in architecture at the University of São Paulo; instead, he picked up a guitar when he first heard the bossa novas of João Gilberto in the late 1950s, headed for Rio, and never looked back.

João Gilberto? Bossa nova?

‘White samba,’ said Chico, by way of eloquent definition. I didn’t persist in my ignorance and ask what samba was: that, I knew in a vague way, was the music of the Brazilian blacks.

I did know that Chico had become famous for ‘A banda’, and asked him about it.

‘It really isn’t my favourite song,’ he said. ‘I don’t know why it caught on.’ He said this without fuss. He hasn’t performed ‘A banda’ for years. Oddly, I didn’t get around to hearing the song myself for another year and a half.

Chico was far from recalcitrant. In fact, he generally talks a lot, and rather fast. Amongst the many other things he told me during that dinner – about his family, his three daughters, Brazilian politics, the writing of Estorvo – I found one story, and two observations, especially riveting.

The story concerns the manner in which Chico went into exile from Brazil in 1969.

In March 1964, Brazil experienced a military coup. It was bloodless, and though ushering in years of undemocratic rule by generals, the regime that took power was, initially, benign. However, with the rise of leftist guerrilla activity in the mid-1960s, the predictable bogeyman, communism, became the military’s first target: anyone suspected of anti-state sentiment could be branded a ‘communist’ subversive, and accused of any number of failings – from being a supporter of Fidel Castro to offending the Church and family values. Political parties were abolished in 1965.

For artists, the real blow fell with the government’s imposition in December 1968 of something called the ‘Ato Institucional No.5’ (or ‘AI-5’) – the Fifth Institutional Act – enshrining state censorship. Chico had never been openly political, and his songs in the two-year periods either side of ‘A banda’ had been lyrical, sophisticated, poetic, but not confrontational. But anyone who knew him was aware that he had no time for non-democratic politics, and that his sympathies were of the left.

That was not, in itself, the problem. A play, Roda viva (Rat Race), written by Chico in 1967 and premièred in Rio de Janeiro in January 1968, was.

Roda viva was an exuberant and violent satire on the show-biz ethic, something which since his precocious success in 1966 Chico had eschewed. The play, starring amongst others his new wife, an actress called Marieta Severo, was vibrantly, colourfully anti-establishment. Its aggressive imagery – a huge Coca-Cola can next to a statue of St George, lamb’s blood washing over the stage, simulated copulation – and pessimism (the protagonist commits suicide) did much, in the first instance, to alter the public’s view of the ‘A banda’ boy as a goody two-shoes.

It had also caught the eye of the authorities. After Rio, Roda viva went to São Paulo, a city then alive with the sounds and activities of student agitators and the counter-culture: on 17 July 1968, the theatre where Roda viva was playing, the Teatro Galpão, was invaded by a group from the sinisterly named ‘Command for the Hunting-Out of Communists’ – Brazilian brownshirts, basically. They destroyed the scenery, and beat up the actors.

Two and a half months later, in Pôrto Alegre in southern Brazil, Roda viva had one further performance, on 3 October; on the 4th, two actors were abducted, beaten up and dumped in undergrowth miles from the city. All the players were eventually ejected from their hotel and sent back by bus to São Paulo. Roda viva’s life came to an undignified end.

Then there was the Passeata dos Cem Mil, the March of the Hundred Thousand. In the month before the violent attack on Roda viva in São Paulo, students, artists and intellectuals, even the clergy, had organised a huge protest in Rio de Janeiro against government repression. The focal point of the demonstration was the Avenida Rio Branco, in the heart of Rio’s commercial and administrative district. ‘Uma beleza’, the poet, diplomat and boss-nova lyricist Vinícius de Moraes called it – ‘quite beautiful’. One of the Passeata’s protestors was the twenty-four-year-old Chico Buarque.

At seven o’clock on the morning of 18 December 1968, five days after the announcement of the ‘AI-5’, Chico was visited by the military police. He was taken to the Brazilian Army’s headquarters on the Avenida Presidente Vargas, close to where he had demonstrated six months before – against the government in whose name these unbidden captors worked. Marieta, six months pregant, followed in a car behind, barely seeing where she was going: she had forgotten to put in her contact lenses.

After interrogation – peaceful, but startling and lasting the whole day – in which Roda viva and the Passeata were cited as examples of things which would flout the new law, Chico was set free; however, if he wanted to leave the city, he would have to get permission from a certain Colonel Atila.

A fair for the record industry was taking place in Cannes in January 1969, for which Chico had already made travel plans. He obtained his licence to leave, and with Marieta flew out of Rio de Janeiro on 3 January. Originally, they’d planned to be away only for a few weeks. They didn’t return until well over a year later.

The reason was simple: friends advised them to stay out of Brazil. Other musicians and artists were being rounded up, imprisoned, sent into exile. In time, more anonymous agitators and flouters of the regime’s laws were being tortured; some disappeared altogether.

Brazil’s repression at this time was, it has to be said, on nothing like the scale of Argentina’s or Chile’s in the 1970s. Tens of thousands disappeared in those two countries in a simultaneous fascist convulsion that recalls Nazi Germany. Brazil – partly, I believe, because of a more equable and tolerant strain in its people than in many Hispanic Latin American societies – escaped true barbarity.

But when I heard, and saw, Chico Buarque telling me in Paris the story of his experience at the hands of his rulers, it was obvious that the pain of it had struck deep: his features tightened when he remembered the police visit, and saddened when he moved on to describe his enforced period away from Brazil.

He and Marieta ended up in Rome. Their first daughter Silvia was born there in March 1969. Vinícius de Moraes, an old friend of Chico’s father Sérgio and who was also in Rome, was her godfather.

Chico’s main problems were work and money. Apart from supporting himself and his family in Rome, there was their flat in Rio for which he was still paying and which he now risked losing. In Italy, there was a degree of interest in the cantante brasiliano, but not enough. Chico made an indifferent record in Italian, and ended up together with his friend, a Brazilian singer called Toquinho, as a support act for Josephine Baker, ‘glorious at the age of sixty-three’, says Humberto Werneck – which was also, says Chico, ‘the approximate age of her public’.

Professionally, it was a dismal year – ‘humiliating’, Chico said as
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