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Foreword




    There is a secret to enjoying different stages of your life; it begins with the understanding that a job, a relationship or a stage of life is over and you are moving on. It means leaving what’s over without denying its validity and its past importance in our lives. It involves a sense of future, a belief that every exit leads to an entry and that we are moving forward rather than out. Understanding this may be the trick to living well. But, of course, it’s hard to understand that life is no a holding action but a process and difficult to accept that we don’t leave the best part of our lives behind with family or friends, on the sports field or in the office. What we learned back there belongs to us. The experiences are grafted in our lives and we can move on gracefully.
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Coventry, England, 1965/70




    On my first day at work in the car factory, an elder apprentice showed me around the various workshops and introduced me to some of the workers I would get to know. One fatherly looking old gentleman, in particular, smiled, looked me in the eye and shook my hand. While welcoming me in my new assignment with one hand, he firmly grabbed my testicles with the other. The other workers appeared to find it extremely amusing. I, as a fourteen year old, could not comprehend what the joke was about or why a man would grab another guy’s testicles. I still cannot. Welcome to the world of adults! If anything surprised me about leaving school and starting work it was how immature and obscene adults were. This made me look at adults in a different way. It got me wondering if my Uncle Gilbert, who worked for Coventry Transport and visited us on a Sunday, grabbed young apprentices by the balls for a joke. And our next door neighbor Mr. Hazel who worked at the Standard Car Factory; did he sneak off to the toilets with pornographic magazines stuffed inside his shirt? And what about my father who worked at Jaguar? What if he insisted on telling everyone in hearing distance how much he would like to screw big fat Molly from the pay office? I started work before my fifteenth birthday. For a young man growing up in the English city of Coventry during the mid-sixties it was almost certain that, on leaving school, one was going to work in a car factory. Coventry was the Detroit of England at that time, fabricating the majority of British cars such as Jaguar, Humber, Hillman, Standard Triumph, Morris and of course the Hackney Carriage (that unique London Taxi) to name a few. I suppose, if you asked someone to guess how many car manufacturers made their home in Coventry they would generously come up with a number between fifteen and twenty. The fact is that since the first British production car was built there in 1896 there have been as many as 130 car manufacturers in Coventry. Raglan made an electric-powered car as far back as 1899, competing with companies like the Great Horseless Carriage Company or Garrard & Blumfield of the same era. In fact, the next time you attend a funeral you may want to impress some fellow mourner by explaining to them that the first motorized hearse in the world was manufactured in Coventry. Looking back, it was a unique experience working with old tradesmen, the likes one will never meet again. These were perfectionists: skilled tradesmen who were toolmakers, pattern makers and copper smiths. They were also very loyal and honest and in most cases served many years with their respective companies. There were of course others who were not quite so perfect. I also worked with old guys who would tell me stories about the Blitz, when three quarters of Coventry’s factories were damaged and as many as 4,500 homes were destroyed in one night. During the Second World War, Coventry was the heart of Britain’s industry, producing everything from aero-engines, armored vehicles and munitions, to gun barrels for warships. On the night of 14 November 1940, Hitler sent over 500 bombers and dropped as much as 500 tons of high explosives, 30,000 incendiaries, landmines and oil mines on the city over eleven continuous hours. By August 1942, the city had suffered almost forty similar air raids. Coventry recovered and over the next twenty years the city was rebuilt. A modern, traffic-free shopping precinct (the first in Europe) was installed in place of the ruins and among the old medieval buildings that survived the bombings. The engineering skills, so long the forte of the city, resumed and the car industry returned to thrive. My friends and workmates were from Scottish, Irish, Welsh and northern families whose parents had come looking for employment after the war to rebuild Coventry and to work in its factories. I remember vividly those cold, dark mornings walking down our street to the bus stop and watching hoards of workers making their way to the factories by foot, on bicycles and in car loads, the daily paper folded in their pockets, gas-mask bags containing their flask and sandwiches over their shoulders. The old corporation double-decker bus would then turn up with standing room only; I only went a couple of stops and could normally jump off without paying. I remember the bus smelling of a mixture of machine oil from the workers’ clothes and Woodbine cigarette smoke. Today, if I visit that street, nothing moves until after 10.00 a.m. and that’s just a few old-aged pensioners taking advantage of their free bus passes and later a few younger people moseying down to the city to pick up their dole money or look for work in the job centers.




    Entertainment in the early days was simple; the guys would just sit around drinking beer, insulting each other, telling stupid jokes and arguing about football. This was the sixties. To us, England was the center of the universe. It was the time of The Beatles, The Rolling Stones, The Who and Jimmy Hendrix, to name a few, but their music is just as popular more than four decades later. It was when we were introduced to The E-Type Jaguar and Morris Mini; Twiggy, the first world super model; Jean Shrimpton and the mini skirt; England won the World Cup. In the meantime, the USA was struggling with the war in Vietnam, John F. Kennedy was assassinated, the civil rights movement was gaining momentum and they were striving to put a man on the moon. The USA had hippies, flower power and Woodstock. The UK had mods and rockers. In the sixties, most factories had a working men’s club with cheap beer, snooker tables, dart boards and dominoes, which kept us occupied during the week. If we had no money we would kick a football around anywhere there was space. Weekends were when the whole gang would meet. Smelling of Brut aftershave (anything else was considered gay) and wearing our only suit, we would go drinking in the pubs and clubs around the city center. At this time, my friends and I thought we were God’s gift to women and would boast about our encounters with the opposite sex, which of course in most cases were fabricated. In fact, most of us couldn’t even get a date with a girl. There were gangs from all the different areas of Coventry like Radford, Tile Hill and Stoke, which were normally linked with someone knowing someone or working together in the same factory, so there was not much trouble. However, you knew the gangs to steer clear of and the tough guys who it was sensible to buy a beer for if you were in their company at the bar. For some reason our crowd was different. We all came from different areas and backgrounds; we had a real tall guy and a rather short guy, a guy who limped along with an iron on his leg and club foot (he had polio as a child) and a guy with a small head (pin head). Some were a few years older than the others and I was one of the youngest. We had an Irish hod carrier, a Geordie carpenter, a guy who worked in a sleazy shop selling pornographic magazines and sex toys (he was everyone’s friend) and so on. We even joked about it as if we were the circus coming to town, but we were a tight group. If some guy started hanging out with us that we didn’t like we would say we were going to meet the next Friday at a pub called the Painted Lady a distance from the town. When the guy turned up and found nobody there he knew he was out of favor with the crowd. Purple hearts (a type of amphetamine tablet) were popular at the time if we could afford them and wanted to get high and go clubbing. They did make you feel good, except you couldn’t stop talking, to the annoyance of anyone who had the bad luck of being with you. I remember doing my first deal when I was about seventeen by walking in a pub down town, nodding to the pusher who followed me into the toilets and exchanging a £1 note for a small packet of purple hearts. He was the epiphany of a drug pusher, with a full-length overcoat, turned up collar, sunken cheeks and deep, dark eyes. (The pusher, by the way, also worked in a car factory.) My mates waiting outside seemed impressed when I came out and gave them that deal-done nod, but I think for most people at the time the drug scene was just a game to impress each other. Our crowd was not into drugs but for some stupid reason we were impressed by guys that could drink the most pints of beer. In fact, very often when describing another guy, the sentence would end with information on how often and how many pints of beer the guy could drink, which would get a sort of approved response from the others and confirmation that he must be a good guy. Alternatively, they might say, ‘He’s a good guy,’ and then add, ‘but he doesn’t drink.’ We did not realize that Coventry was at its zenith at this time and probably did not care. While working as an apprentice I was earning £4 or £5 a week, whereas guys on the car assembly lines were earning £3 per hour. This was another reason that we stood no chance with the girls. I do, however, remember being very happy and content, at least for a while, but after a few years some unthinkable things began to happen. On Saturday afternoons, some guys would actually choose to meet their girlfriends rather than go and watch Coventry City play football. Instead of getting drunk on a Friday night and acting stupid, they became serious and would talk about house prices, mortgages and technical things like if their cars were fitted with overhead cams and straight-through exhausts. Then the unbelievable happened; some of them even got married. Worse still, they chose to get married on Saturdays, when Coventry City were playing at home, which normally meant we would miss the first half of the game. With more and more changes taking place outside of work, I began to notice how things stayed exactly the same at the factory. For example, I remember one of the old guys telling me how proud he was to have worked almost thirty years on the same machine. There was also an elderly gentleman who would march into the workshop, stand to attention and salute his machine before starting work every morning. Another saggy, sad-faced gentleman would secretly hand me a pornographic magazine to read when I visited the toilet. Later, he would come over to get my opinion of the contents. He would make comments like, ‘Good photography, wasn’t it?’ ‘The photographer got the angles and lighting right, didn’t he?’ ‘Good quality paper,’ etc. I, of course, did not notice any of that. I was only amazed at the many different positions and sordid things that could be done if and when I found a girlfriend. (This same gentleman drove a Volkswagen Beetle, which I thought was quite provocative given that we were working in the car industry in Coventry and it was Adolf Hitler (who destroyed the city) that promoted the Beetle in Germany as the ‘People’s Car’ during the mid-thirties). All of these things worried me and I had a strange feeling that my life was being mapped out for me, so one day I missed work and took a train to London and visited the British Shipping Federation Office in Dock Street. I had no problem getting an interview and the fact that I had never seen a ship before and couldn’t answer any of the questions about opposed-piston marine engines or oil-fired donkey boilers didn’t seem to matter. I either did well with the oral exam or, more than likely, the Merchant Navy at that time was short of engineers. After some thought, the guy that interviewed me said, ‘Good! Pick up your gear and you can fly out to Barbados this afternoon.’ I was, as they say, gobsmacked and told him I hadn’t brought my gear with me, so he said, ‘No problem. Can you make Sydney by Friday?’ We finally agreed that I would go back, submit my resignation with the car company and return ready to join a ship. About this time, 1970, the motor industry in Coventry began to decline; I don’t think it had anything to do with me leaving the industry, more that larger, foreign companies began to sell cars in Britain making it difficult for Coventry manufacturers to compete. The boom time in Coventry’s motor industry was ending. In 1975, British Leyland, Britain’s biggest car manufacturer, employed 27,268 people. By 1982, it had shrunk to 8,270. By the mid-eighties, only three car makers remained in Coventry, Jaguar, Peugeot and Carbodies (London Taxis) and Coventry had one of the highest unemployment rates in the country with crime rising above the national average. Unfortunately, my career at sea somewhat followed a similar pattern to that ashore. Britain for most of the twentieth century operated the world’s largest merchant fleet, owning or operating 50% of world shipping, which has since declined to something like 0.3%. Within twenty years (from 1975 to 1995), British- registered merchant ships dropped from more than 1,600 to only 253. The British Merchant Navy also paid a heavy price during the Second World War, losing as many as 2,400 ships and 30,000 merchant seamen. At sea, I again had the pleasure of working with some older guys with years of experience and during many hours of watch- keeping in engine rooms, some of the old firemen or oilers would tell me about their experiences on ships, in the convoys during the war or the grand passenger ships, such as those belonging to the White Star and Cunard Lines. Some had even worked as firemen on the old coal-burning ships. But, again this was an end of an era with a class of person that will never again be seen. During my time with the Merchant Navy I worked on some older ships that were built in the 1950s, beautifully constructed in places like Swan Hunter on the River Tyne, or Scott’s of Greenock on the River Clyde. These engine rooms were colourful with polished copper and brass piping, silver-coloured boilers and shiny floor plates with machinery normally painted a mild green and associated piping relatively coloured blue for fresh water, dark green for sea water, yellow for lubrication oil, etc. After a couple of years, when I was able to hold my own watch, I enjoyed nothing more than standing at the controls of an engine (larger in size than a double decker bus) as we maneuvered in or out of a port somewhere in the world, responding to the ship’s telegraph ringing the orders – ‘Half Astern!’ ‘Stop!’ ‘Slow Ahead!’ etc. – and giving instructions to the assistants to start and stop air compressors, open the cooler valves and close the boiler flap. This was a world away from the Alvis car factory where I started my career and my mates in Coventry.I also worked on some modern ships: fully automated Banana Carriers that would steam along at 28 knots (over 30 mph), burning 80 tons of fuel oil a day. But I always felt sorry for the older engineers; they just could not get to grips with modern ships and their automation. They were unable to believe that by flicking a switch in the control room a valve somewhere in the engine room three stories below would open and a pump would start, or a generator would burst into life and synchronize itself on the switch board. I believed it but don’t ask me how it worked. I spent my twenty-first birthday steaming through the Great Barrier Reef, somewhere between Bundaberg and Mackay, off the Queensland coast in Australia. Over the next nine years I visited places as exotic as Buenos Aires, Rio de Janeiro and Los Angeles. We took bauxite from Surinam to Canada, coal from the USA to Japan, iron ore from Angola to Belgium and oil from Nigeria to France. During one voyage I circumvented the world and passed through the Panama Canal a number of times. I also visited places in the UK like Middlesbrough, Hartlepool, Immingham, Glasgow, Newport and Cork in Southern Ireland. I went to California and once visited Hollywood but saw nothing. We got trapped in the first bar we visited by some Californian girls who fell in love with our English accents and thought my ship mate was a cousin of the Beatle Paul McCartney (well that’s what he told them). Whilst working on a Banana Boat, I spent an Easter in a prison cell in Guayaquil, Ecuador after a disagreement with a local taxi driver and then a week in a five-star hotel in Las Palmas waiting for a flight home. At the same time, just like the car industry, I was witnessing the end of an era and today the Red Ensign (or ships registered or built in Great Britain) are rarely seen anywhere in the world. When people ask me why I immigrated to Brazil, I tell them that I felt it was a young country, rapidly developing with lots of opportunities for people who were prepared to work hard. Of course, the fact that it had beautiful women, exotic beaches, tropical weather and a carnival atmosphere had nothing to do with it!




    I do not have much reason to go back to Coventry any more. When I do, I feel a little nostalgic. I check out the local news on the website but sadly I see nothing tempting me to return. I check the sport to find my beloved football team are firmly at the bottom of the division with every chance of dropping further. I check the weather forecast, which advises that tomorrow will be mainly cloudy with showers and fog is expected on Saturday: high 7°C and low 2°C. I check the local news; police are looking for witnesses following an incident where a motorcyclist was critically injured following a collision with a dog; a Coventry dad who grew more than fifty cannabis plants among the toys in his daughter’s playroom has avoided prison by the skin of his teeth. The plants would have harvested about £10,000; an alcoholic who threatened his nine-year-old stepson with a lump hammer before telling him, ‘You’re going to sleep with the fishes,’ has been given two months to prove he doesn’t deserve to go to jail; a man who cares for his elderly dad flipped after yobs pelted their house with snowballs for two days, a court heard. The man grabbed a kitchen knife and went to confront the gang, but was so drunk he chased and attacked an innocent eleven-year-old boy; a dangerous man who accidently stabbed himself in a knife fight has been freed from prison despite having nowhere to live. If it was not all so sad it would be funny. Unless I come across any very old, very wealthy family relative that is still alive and needs looking after and a little help with preparing their will, I think I shall just stay where I am.


  




  

    
Sao Paulo, Brazil, 1979




    During the year 1500, the famous Portuguese explorer, Pedro Alvares Cabral, was sent on an expedition to find India and somehow got lost along the way (well, it happens). On 21st April 1500, he accidentally discovered Brazil instead. Brazil is the largest and most populous country in South America. Its population of close to 200 million consists of many cultures, ranging from indigenous Indian tribes, descendants of Portuguese settlers and Negro slaves, to European, Japanese and Arab immigrants. The country is rich in natural recourses ranging from gold, manganese and nickel, to tin, timber, iron ore and more. It has a coastline of 7,491 km running north to south, which can occupy three seasons at the same time. Brazil shares borders with all the other South American countries except Ecuador and Chile. It is known to outsiders mostly for its coffee, carnival, football and rain forests. Although Brasilia has been the capital of Brazil only since inauguration in 1960, when the seat of the government was transferred from Rio de Janeiro, plans to build the country’s capital so far inland were decided over a hundred years ago with an idea to encourage a Brazilian empire with a capital that could not be attacked from the sea. In modern times, the distance from major cities has almost certainly protected the government from mass demonstrations during times of unrest. An area of 14,400 sq km in the central state of Goiás was marked out for the city in 1894 but construction did not get underway until 1956. Brasilia is a modern purpose-designed city with a population of over 2 million, revolving mostly around the country’s politics, administration and bureaucracy. In fact, unless you are on business, an architect or in transit, there is not much point in going out of your way to visit Brasilia. It probably rains there more than it does in Manchester. When I arrived in Brazil I had with me an old 1965 edition of a Life Magazine book featuring Brazil. It had beautiful, colour illustrations describing all aspects of Brazilian culture and life, articles on industry, agriculture and natural resources, and details of its natural beauty, its islands, forests, rivers and lakes. I remember the last paragraph in the book where, after paying tribute to these things and its potential wealth, the author wrote: If you think that with everything Brazil has to offer it will one day move ahead and be a country living up to its potential, then you are wrong. Brazilians only know how to cream off profits; they demand large returns from small investments they do not understand how to plant the seed and wait for their investment to grow. Sadly the author was correct as Brazil has not progressed as its potential would suggest. Brazil lived under a military dictatorship for twenty years until 1984 when free elections were first held. A much-respected politician by the name of Tancredo Neves was elected as Brazil’s new president. However, Neves was mysteriously taken ill on the eve of his inauguration, 15 March 1985, and died on 25 April. His much-unprepared vice president, one Senõr Sarney was finally sworn in and instead of leading Brazil forward to an exciting new era as the people had been dreaming, the country stood still under bureaucracy, corruption and misgovernment. Following instructions from the Brazilian agency that helped arrange my immigration papers, I arrived in Sao Paulo in April 1979 with the addresses of a small hotel and an agency that would help me find employment, but of course they forgot to advise anybody that I was coming. I spoke no Portuguese and had no contacts in Brazil (my first mistake was to let the taxi driver at the airport know this, who subsequently took me the longest route to my destination and charged me a fare that probably supported him and his family for a month). The hotel, a two star was in an old central suburb area called Bras, which was originally the Italian quarter of Sao Paulo. During the day it is a busy area with many shops supplying the fabric wholesale trade; by night it is a notorious area for crime and prostitution. Italian families still return to Bras on Sundays to dine in the few notorious Italian restaurants that still remain. Seeing Italian families alighting from their limousines and embracing friends or sitting talking around the dining tables drinking wine was a scene straight from the Godfather movie. When I arrived at the hotel the old guy on reception took me upstairs and knocked up a German hotel guest to translate for me because he could speak no English. The German turned out to be in a drunken stupor, but translated enough to let the guy know that I needed a room, had woke him up and we should both fuck off and he would see me in the morning. The next day, the German guy didn’t remember me but after breakfast he took me on a tour around the centre of Sao Paulo with regular bar stops to maintain our beer intake at an acceptable level. Sao Paulo was and is the most vibrant city I have ever visited. My days living in Bras turned out to be an advantage in that they helped me get streetwise early and prepared for daily life in Brazil. For example, on my second night there, I was sitting in an open bar next to my hotel, staring out over the darkened street where a guy had a car door open and was rummaging inside. Another guy, who just happened to be the car owner, returned and caught him. Well, the owner put a handgun to the guy’s head and shouted what I guessed was abuse in Portuguese before retrieving some handcuffs from somewhere and cuffing the guy’s arms around a lamp post in front of the car. He then came over to the bar, ordered a drink and talked loudly to the bar owner for about half an hour before phoning the police. While he was waiting for the police to arrive he would walk over to the guy every few minutes, shout, ‘Filho da puta,’ (son of a bitch), bang the guy’s head against the post, kick him in the testicles from behind and casually walk back to the bar for another drink. The police finally arrived, came straight to the bar and the small group chatted for a while over a few glasses of cachaça (a cheap and deadly Brazilian cane drink) until eventually remembering to arrest the guy and take him away. A few nights later, in the early hours, I heard what sounded like a gunshot in the front of the hotel. I looked out of my window and saw a military police officer crouched on one knee, arms outstretched, aiming a firearm. Further along the street a young man stood with his hands in the air. I learned later that the police would normally fire the first shot over the assailant’s head and if they did not stop they would shoot them with the next. Coming from downtown, it was sometimes difficult to find a taxi that would even go into Bras late at night and I would walk the 3 or 4 km to my hotel. However, one night a Brazilian with whom I was sitting at the bar next to my hotel warned me about walking in Bras at night and emphasized his point by pulling up his shirt and showing me a very ugly and quite recent stab wound. He explained that it happened a few meters down the road, having got robbed there a couple of weeks before. Another time, I was sitting at a very dark and dingy bar in the red-light district of the city when the barmaid, in passing, asked me where I was from, which I proudly announced as England. A few minutes later, I heard a low voice from a guy sitting next to me who said, ‘Are you really from England?’ To which I said yes. The guy didn’t look at me but just kept staring ahead and after sometime said, ‘Because I cut fucking English men’s throats.’ I wasn’t sure if he was looking for a response but in a much higher than normal voice I asked, ‘Why would you do that?’ He thought for a while and said, ‘Because the fucking British executed my family during the battle of the Mau Mau.’ Well, I thought about my situation and said to the guy, ‘I had nothing to do with it. I was just an apprentice in a car factory in Coventry.’While he was thinking about my feeble excuse, one of my German friends tapped me on the shoulder to tell me we were moving on to another bar. If you don’t know, the Mau Mau Uprising against the colonial government took place in Kenya during the early fifties where the British allegedly killed as many as 4,000 Mau Mau supporters. The statistics show just how dangerous Sao Paulo really is: in 2002, there were 9,027 murders compared to 667 in New York, and crime is rising. Armed robbery and the kidnapping of business- men or their families is rife. Some municipalities hire professional killers to kill known criminals that may be operating in their area. Planned executions between rival gangs are common. On the street, young people rob and kill to obtain drugs. More than 11,000 buses are commandeered and the passengers robbed every year, which is equivalent to one bus robbery every hour. I have read reports of two or three banks in the city being robbed at the same time, leaving police running round in circles. The state of Sao Paulo is also the richest in Brazil with sugar cane, coffee and the largest orange plantations in the world. It is also one of the largest with an estimated population of 18 million people today. It has enormous sky scrapers and ultra-modern office blocks, equal to New York or Los Angeles. There is unbelievable wealth to the extent of businessmen commuting to the office by helicopter. The prosperous industry, however, causes the city to sit under a cloud of smog. The industrial area runs for miles and miles with dozens of multinational companies, such as General Electric, IBM, Volkswagen, Ford, Philips, Shell just to name a few. These industries attract people from all over Brazil, resulting in overcrowding, unemployment and crime. In fact, more than 20% of the population of Sao Paulo lives in extreme poverty. Sao Paulo became one of the first multi-cultural cities in the world when Portuguese settlers married into the indigenous tribes. These became known as the Bandeirantes and they set out from Sao Paulo to establish the borders of Brazil. In doing so, they took local Indians as slaves and found gold, silver and diamond mines that made the fortune of Portugal during the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. Later, African slaves were brought in to work the coffee plantations, followed by immigrants from all corners of the world. Today, for example, the largest community of Japanese people outside of Japan live in the neighbourhood of Liberdade, Sao Paulo. After the abolition of slavery in 1888, waves of immigrants from Portugal, Italy, Spain and other European countries were invited to immigrate to Sao Paulo in order to ‘bleach the race’, as Brazilian authorities feared that Brazil’s black population would grow far more than other groups. These immigrants were granted lands as incentives to immigrate and settle. My early routine in Sao Paulo began with checking to see if the agency had any work lined up for me, which they didn’t. I would then drift down town. Over the next few weeks I walked, bussed or took the Metro and explored the whole city. I rubbed shoulders with Brazilians from all walks of life, from hookers in Bras and businessmen in the city to families and relatives of girlfriends. The city streets and squares were always lively and full of hustle and bustle from people on the move. Street entertainers from all parts of South America entertained in the squares and on the street corners: clown-type characters, fire eaters, musicians, you name it. I remember one guy who would stand belching, burping and wiping his mouth with an old towel and then vomit up a wrist watch, a cigarette lighter then some keys and on it went. He would squeeze the skin of his stomach and the shape of a spoon under his skin would appear. I always thought he was worth a couple of cruzeiros tip. Then there were the guys who dived through hoops of very sharp, pointed daggers, no bigger than the diameters of their bodies; they had the scars to show they had missed a few times. There was never a dull moment, like a crowd chasing a pickpocket who would run into the road and weave his way through a six-lane traffic jam, taunting them by holding the wallet he stole in the air with a ‘come and get me’ gesture, or the police dragging away a shoplifter who was resisting and screaming their innocence. The walk between the notorious Plaza da Sé through Ipitanga to the magnificent Praça da Republica was also never dull as you had to negotiate beggars of all shapes and sizes. I remember one very little, old lady who would carry her retarded son; he looked about thirty and was at least four times bigger and heavier than her. It defied logic. She would carry him up to you and stick his deformed, slobbering face in front of yours in the hope of a donation. There were those with no legs pulling themselves along on skateboard-like trolleys, others with grotesque deformities or very poor, destitute families who had come to Sao Paulo from the far corners of Brazil looking for a better life. And, of course, there were the street kids of Brazil. According to Brazil’s constitution, every child in Brazil has a constitutional and statutory right to education, health, food and protection from exploitation, but like most constitutional rights in Brazil, they exist on paper only. There are an estimated 7 million children living on the streets in Brazil. Children are not criminally liable until they reach the age of eighteen, but many street kids are hardened criminals by the age of ten. Anybody who thinks that they can take a street kid, give them a wash, a set of clean clothes, dinner and send them to school and they will be happy are wrong. These kids are born and brought up on the streets; they survive in packs; they are like human rats pillaging and rummaging and fighting amongst themselves or anything else that gets in their way. They have never been exposed to love or affection and do not understand what it means. The law of the jungle is so deeply bred into them that the solution is very complex. Sundays are never dull in the suburbs of Sao Paulo; immigrants gather in the parks and squares to create small festivals with their own music, dancing and food. The most fun are those from the northeast of Brazil and after a few glasses of cachaça it is difficult not to join in with the country bumpkin type of dancing and music, commonly known as Forro. Feijoada, the national dish of Brazil, which is served in restaurants and homes all over the country on Sundays. This dish was created by the slaves during the colonial days when they would cook the pork meats, such as ears, tails and feet, discarded by the farmland owners in a big clay pot with black beans. This dish became traditional all over Brazil but has since been enhanced using pork sirloin and sausage. It is a sort of black beans and pork stew served with spinach and orange segments. I never did acquire a taste for it. Around this time, there was one face that kept appearing on the news and on the front of the newspapers in Sao Paulo; the man in question would normally be shown standing on a box addressing thousands of industrial workers. It caught my attention as the climate was not much different to the labour unrest, strikes and opposition to the government that I had just left behind in England at that time. His name was Luiz Inácio Lula da Silva (Lula) the leader of the Metal Workers Union whose autobiography today would probably read as the most remarkable of anyone in modern-day Brazil. Lula was the seventh of eight children born into a very poor family in Pernambuco, a state in the north east of the country. His father left the family to find work in Sao Paulo and Lula never met him until he was five years of age. However, at the time, his father had already taken another wife. He had also become an alcoholic and subsequently died in 1978. Lula married twice; his first wife died of hepatitis in 1971. At the age of seven, with his mother and the other children, the family embarked on a thirteen-day journey in the back of a truck to the south east of Brazil in search of a better life. They settled in the coastal town of Guarujá. He did attend a local school but spent most of his time selling oranges and peanuts in the streets in an effort to supplement the family. At the age of eleven, his divorced mother took the family to Sao Paulo where they all lived in a small single room. Lula continued to work the streets as a shoeshine boy and he ran errands for a laundry. In 1966, Lula started work at Industrias Villares, one of Brazil’s biggest metallurgic companies. It was here that he got involved in trade unions and by 1969 he was elected on to the Executive Council of Metal Workers, becoming their president in 1975 and representing over 100,000 workers. In 1980, he and other trade unionists created the Partido dos Trabalhadores (PT) or Workers Party. The Workers Party became a political force to be reckoned with and gained support all over Brazil and following the end of military rule in 1985, became a party to contend with the other major parties to govern Brazil. Lula was a candidate for presidential elections three times during 1989, 1994 1998, which he lost, but he was finally elected president of Brazil on his fourth attempt on 6 November 2002. Since this time, Lula has significantly increased both Brazil’s trade and foreign relations worldwide. But it is yet to be seen if he will deliver to the Brazilian people what he promised or if he will prove the author of the Life Magazine book wrong, as corruption is reported to be rife among a number of politicians in his governing party.




    Since the original text of this book Lula was re-elected in the 2006 election and continued to move the country forward. Brazil’s foreign trade has increased dramatically, changing deficits into surplus reaching US$ 29 billion. Lula’s foreign policy has resulted in Brazil gaining permanent membership of the United Nations Security Council and Brazil has become the world’s eighth largest economy; more than 20 million people rose out of acute poverty and Brazil was awarded the 2014 World Cup and Rio de Janeiro the 2016 Summer Olympics, the first time the Games will be held in South America. Lula went on to complete a second term before handing over to Brazil’s first female leader Dilma Rousseff, a former Marxist guerrilla with a promise that she would continue with the policies that sparked Brazil’s rise in the global economy and made Lula’s eight years in power a huge success.




    After some weeks, I was tipped off that the employment agency really had no intention of finding me a job. In fact, the longer I stayed out of work, the longer they could claim and pocket expenses that were fabricated on my behalf. As much as I was enjoying the life in Sao Paulo my funds were becoming short and I needed to find work, but I really did not have any intention of returning to work in a factory, so I packed up and took a bus the 429 km to Rio de Janeiro.


  




  

    
Rio de Janeiro




    It seems that when you have a job plenty of alternative job offers come your way, but when you are out of work the opportunities just do not arise.




    I arrived in Rio de Janeiro very early one morning and made my way to a small hotel in the central neighborhood of Flamengo, which according to the history books was where the first ever structure in Rio was built. It faces Guanabara Bay. When discovered by André Gonçalves, he mistook the bay for the mouth of a river and as it was in the month of January, he named the place River of January (Rio de Janeiro) and the name stuck. Between the neighborhood and beach is a huge park area with hundreds of different species of trees and sports courts of all kinds. It was still quite dark, cool and misty, but I was surprised to see that all the soccer parks at that hour were in full use with organized games, teams having their own particular strip and official referees in charge. For those passionate about football Rio is the place to be. I watched matches at the Maracana Stadium which at that time could hold as many as 180,000 spectators. There were always kids playing in the streets and games on the most famous beach in the world – Copacabana – which lies under the watchful eye of Christ the Redeemer and in the shadow of the Sugar Loaf Mountain. Everywhere in Rio you will see the most amazing soccer skills. Even the waiters in the bars and restaurants can flick the top off your beer bottle, catch it on the instep, tap it in the air with their toes a number of times then side-foot it over the table into the garbage bin. Once, from a hotel window overlooking Copacabana Beach, I saw two young kids practicing bending free kicks from various angles at a distance from the goal; they actually spent most of the day practicing just that one thing and nothing else. Beach football is incredible to watch. The stamina and ball skills that Brazilians display on the sand are remarkable. My advice is to watch and not try to participate however good you think you are. Among the well-tanned, toned bodies you will be reduced to a white, breathless gringo, running around in circles, trying to get a touch of the ball with what in the sand feels like two left feet.At league games, Brazilians are not good spectators and are very impatient. During a bad game you often sit with all kinds of garbage raining down on you from the stands above. During one game I went to we got drenched with some amber-coloured liquid and I naturally feared the worst. The guy with me, however, put me at ease by explaining that beer is normally cold and urine is warm, and as this particular substance was cold I didn’t need to worry. The beautiful game as it is called is not always beautiful but always unpredictable and can be enjoyed all over the world. Supporters are much the same from country to country. We stayed one time with a Brazilian friend who was playing for a team called Espinho in Portugal and I went to watch him play against the top club, Benfica. I had a few pre-match beers on the way to the ground and once inside stood among some local Espinho supporters. During the game a fight broke out in front of me, distracting my concentration, so, as my alcohol level was still high, I got among them and told them to break it up as I was trying to watch the game. They were somewhat surprised that I spoke Portuguese and one guy asked me where I was from; I told him I was from England. ‘Well, English supporters are the worst and fight a lot, don’t they?’ he said. I answered, ‘True, but we fight with the opposing supporters, dickhead, not our own.’Football is very popular in Myanmar (Burma), a country that lives under a cruel military dictatorship. One bad word against the regime could get you ten years imprisonment or worse. The people do, however, enjoy going to watch military teams involved in a game, as it is their only chance to shout abuse at the military and call them all the arseholes under the sun without any repercussion. Burmese teams have sexy names, like The Central Hospital X- Ray Department Eleven or Municipality Garbage Disposal Rovers. In his book, The Trouser People, Andrew Marshall asked a Burmese friend during a game if they give their teams nicknames for short, like we would have United or the Blues, for example. His friend looked at him strangely and said, ‘No, why would we want to do that?’ I remember going to watch my team play an away game many years ago against Derby County. Coventry had just bought the most expensive fullback in the country – I think his name was Wilf Smyth – paying £100,000 for him. We got to Derby and parked the car near the stadium in time for a few pints of beer. Walking to the ground it poured down with rain; it was a freezing cold night and we got drenched through. The game started and with his first touch of the ball, Smyth got clogged and was stretchered off. Within thirty minutes, Derby had scored three goals. We stood on the terrace dejected, freezing cold and wet, arguing about whose stupid idea it was to come and watch this shower of idiots. Then Coventry scored a goal, then another and went on to win 4–3 with Coventry’s goalkeeper saving a penalty in the last minute to secure the win. We were driving gloriously away from the ground, each of us denying that we ever doubted that Coventry could win, when a very large figure appeared out of the darkness in front of the car, signalling for us to stop. The car door opened and the biggest cop’s head I ever saw peered in. He looked at all six or seven of us sitting on top of each other (it was a small Hillman Imp) and said to the driver, ‘What the fuck are you doing driving the wrong way down a one-way street with no lights?’ Chick, the driver, was speechless for a minute and then stuttered, ‘I’m sorry but we don’t come from around here. We only came here to see the game.’ The copper thought for a minute and said, with a smirk on his face, ‘I see, and where you come from don’t they have lights on cars or one-way streets?’We were all waiting for Chick’s next words of wisdom when the cop said, ‘It smells like a brewery in here. Now fuck off home to wherever you come from before I breathalyse and book you.’ I am sure that if we had been doing anything other than watching a football game the cop’s decision would have been different. Bill Shankly, the late, great Liverpool FC manager, summed up football when suggested during an interview that football was a matter of life or death to him. Shankly then thought for a while and added, ‘No, it’s far more serious than that.’ Well, it is serious; many years ago, Santos Football Club, with their star player Pele, went to play in Africa in what was then the Congo. There was a civil war going on at the time but after a meeting between government leaders and the rebels, a cease-fire was agreed so the game could go ahead. Pele is and always will be the greatest role model in football. However, he did get sent off once in his career. In fact, it resulted in thousands of fans rioting in the stadium and the game was suspended while officials discussed the situation. The end result was that Pele was brought back on to the field and the referee was sent off and replaced by a linesman. A friend of mine once asked me if I could explain why football was so serious. He said he had a neighbour who appeared to be the perfect husband and father; he attended his garden, went to church on Sundays, worked in a bank and was an active member of the community. Well, he happened to attend a football match one time and saw his neighbour close to him in the crowd. He explained how his neighbour had transformed into a beer-swilling, vulgar monster, waiving his fists in the air and shouting things like, ‘Get up, you fucking fairy. He didn’t touch you,’ and ‘The ref must be a fucking Welshman; he knows fuck all about football.’ I told him that while I couldn’t explain what football does to people, I knew exactly how his neighbor felt. Sadly, my own football career never got off the ground and I blame that on a guy called William Web Ellis. During a football game at Rugby Boys School during November 1823, William Ellis picked up the ball and ran with it. Why he didn’t get a red card and sent off we will never know. The result was that the game of rugby was invented and I had the bad luck of attending a rugby-only school. If you were good at rugby you got special treatment from the teachers, became a prefect and avoided detention or the cane. If you were not good at rugby then you were considered a wimp. I was a wimp. Besides not being of an athletic structure, I did not enjoy bodily contact with other boys. I was not happy putting my arms around two guys’ necks and my head between the backsides of others to form a scrum. I did not see the fun in trying to handle an oddly shaped ball only to be jumped on by a couple enthusiastic guys from the other team that fed on wimps like me and ending up on a cold, winter’s morning face-down in the mud and the slush. I know it is supposed to be a macho game but I was happy to be a wimp. Aside from football, there is another reason that Rio is such a wonderful place; for those passionate about beautiful women, Rio is the only place to be. Beautiful women, however, need wining and dining, and by this time my funds were getting short. By day I would go job hunting and at night I would hang out at a place called Praça Mauá. Praça Mauá is an area near to the docks. It is a red-light area with a number of girly bars and night clubs, so all I got to wine and dine were bar girls. I also got to meet a few guys like myself and some shady characters hanging around Rio for various reasons. We had some wild nights in places like the Scandinavia and Cowboy bars, entertaining and being entertained. It is amazing how cool and good-looking a bar girl can make you feel (when you’ve got money in your pocket). One day, I wandered into a travel agent to check the price of 25 a ticket back to London. It happened to be £500 – exactly what I had in my pocket. It was ‘should I go?’ or ‘should I stay?’ time. But sitting in a street side bar in the centre of downtown Rio with the sun shining and watching Brazilians going about their business and Christ watching over them from the top of Corcovado Mountain, it did not take much to convince myself to stay.As with Sao Paulo, I slowly got to explore most of the city. Just job hunting, I visited company offices in major streets downtown, like Avenida Rio Branco and Sete do Setembro, and crossed Guanabara Bay by ferry to Niterói to visit the ship building and docking yards. I went by bus to dangerous suburbs, such as Santa Cruz, and to the oil support base town of Macaé. The commercial area of Rio has many historical buildings and places of interest and the time to appreciate these is on a Sunday when the city is quiet. It was the French that first settled in Rio de Janeiro, which did not make the Portuguese too happy. After a few scuffles in the 1560s, the Portuguese managed to force the French out. During the late 1600s gold was discovered in the neighboring state of Minas Gerais, which has no coastline, so trading caused the city to grow. Rio became a metropolitan city and Brazil’s capital in 1763. The previous capital was Sao Salvador (Bahia), which is situated approximately 1,000 miles north. Rio at this time was controlled by the Jesuits, a religious order who owned properties, sugar plantations, small industries and controlled the slaves, but following a fall out with the Portuguese Royal Court, they had most of their assets confiscated and were expelled. The Portuguese Crown then commenced a regime of tight control of the country, raising taxes and extracting its riches. Minas Gerais saw its gold and precious minerals shipped back to Lisbon, resulting in Brazil’s first movement to independence. The independence movement was led by a dentist called Tirandentes (which literary means take out teeth) who was arrested hanged, decapitated and then had his head displayed in a public square in his home village, then called Vila Rica de Ouro Preto (rich town of black gold). Ouro Preto is a must for anyone visiting Brazil. During the 1690s it witnessed the biggest gold and silver rush in the world during that period. By the 1700s, it produced half of the world’s gold and today almost all the world’s commercial topaz reserves lie in the mountains surrounding the town. Altogether, nearly 1,000 tons of gold and 3 million carats of diamonds were taken from the region between 1700 and 1800. The gold, however, did not remain long in Portugal; it ended up in London as payment for England supporting Portugal’s industrial revolution. Ouro Preto is a UNESCO World Heritage Landmark that still lives in the past and remains very much unchanged today. A gold mine still in use can be visited if you don’t mind descending hundreds of feet down the shaft on a small wooden trolley operated by an old, obsolete winch. The original slave quarters can also still be visited and the small caves they dug out behind them in their own search for gold remain untouched. There are many historic buildings and churches gilded with gold with magnificent architecture carved in soapstone by the famous architect Aleijadinho (The Little Cripple). During his later years, Aleijadinho was struck by a mystery illness that ate away at his limbs, but he continued his work, sometimes lying on his back with his tools strapped to stubs that used to be his arms. Visiting Ouro Preto is like stepping back in time, and staying in a guesthouse building unchanged from that era with very few mod cons is, today, a rare experience. In the early nineteenth century, Napoleon was sweeping through Europe and the Portuguese monarchy had to make the embarrassing decision of whether to continue their correlation with Britain or bow to the French. To resolve this, and with an escort provided by the British, the Portuguese monarchy and the whole Royal Court packed up and transferred to Rio de Janeiro. The population of Rio increased by 50,000 to 70,000 in less than two years. Dom Joao VI and the royals brought with them European habits and culture, and inaugurated many important landmarks around the city, such as the Botanical Gardens, Royal Theatre and schools for arts and science. Dom Joao never really settled in Brazil and when things calmed down in Europe he returned to Portugal. He left his son, Pedro, in charge, who was better known for his womanising than his ability to rule. Things don’t change; in fact, he must be the patron saint of the Brazilian male population. After some years he resigned in favour of his five-year-old son, also called Pedro. An infrastructure began to emerge in the mid- 1800s with plumbing, sewage and telegraph systems, plus a railway linking Rio to the mines of Minas Gerais. Towards the end of the century, soccer could be seen in Rio de Janeiro but it was the British who were playing. Crews from the British merchant ships visiting Rio Port or Niterói for coal bunkers would organise games between themselves or against the British workers that were building the railways and the mills. We know the Brazilians are good at football, but look who they learned it from! The City of Rio de Janeiro has many historical places of interest, but most tourists come to visit the well-known places such as the Statue of Christ the Redeemer which sits on top of Corcovado Mountain, 2,330 feet above the city. This must be a contender for one of the most spectacular natural sights in the world and Sugar Loaf Mountain is almost as breath-taking. Visitors also love to chill out on Copacabana Beach, enjoy the night life and, of course, thousands of tourists converge on the city every year to attend the carnival. Sadly, however, in recent years, street crime in Rio has escalated to an extent where all members of society, from housewives and taxi drivers to the police themselves, live in fear. Drug gangs from the favelas have infiltrated society at all levels and they have eyes and ears working from every street corner; even high-ranking police officers and court judges have been exposed and found to be on the drug barons’ pay roles. Resisting these gangs means certain death to themselves or family members. The gangs are better armed than the police and have no reservation about attacking police stations or government organisations in broad daylight if they feel they have reason. Hard drugs such as crack and cocaine are just as much of a problem among the high society of Rio as they are among the poor. I often wonder what your free, fun-loving, middle-aged European tourist thinks when they visit Rio de Janeiro these days. At least tour groups are normally accompanied by security guards. In fact, on arrival at a hotel in Rio, the tour guide will brief tourists over their welcome drinks of the do’s and don’ts when visiting Rio. These are just some of the things they are told to observe in order they can have an enjoyable visit:
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