Solnado...

you have to...

-Sort out these...

-Right, the stools...

We are down too low...

Gilberto and Caetano

two very positive figures

from the Brazilian

musical vanguard.

Since the very beginning

they've been considered

two of the most

significant artists

behind the Brazilian

musical movement which is

part of a general movement

called Tropicalism.

However, it seems to me

one can now ask

either Gil or Caetano

if the music 

they make nowadays

is still part of what would generally

be classified as Tropicalism?

No, I don't think so,

because

the name of a movement only exists

while the movement itself exists 

and Tropicalism doesn't exist

any more as a movement.

It bore fruit,

what we tried to do

caught the attention

of some new Brazilian songwriters.

They were in a way,

and without wanting to be immodest,

influenced by

our ideas.

But we're no

longer in Brazil 

and Tropicalism doesn't exist

as a movement anymore.

So what we do today

is in fact

unresponsible to the Tropicalista

movement.

We may have some English 

people watching this

so I would like you to explain

to them what Tropicalism is.

Well…

I promise 

to keep, to defend

and to obey the Constitution,

to observe

the laws,

to promote

the common good

and to support the union,

the integrity

and the independence

of Brazil.

Well, Tropicalism...

I wasn't genuinely part of the

Tropicalista movement

but I supported it because

I thought it was a real blaze of talent.

I met Caetano

in Bahia

during the trip I took

around Brazil in 1964.

That was when

I met Bethânia.

To be honest,

the one who really stood-out

from the group, at that time,

was Bethânia.

She was,

in many ways,

one of the disseminators

of Tropicalism.

And when it started,

she is so individualist that

she stimulated it, but she

didn't want to be part of it.

She didn't want to be part

of a group nor a movement.

There was...

a nationalist and

anti-imperialist left-wing culture

But...

I didn't get too caught up

with that

because I was

always suspicious

of these nationalistic feelings which

so easily take control of huge numbers of people.

Nor did I want to get stuck

to certain ideologies

which also seemed,

to me,

to happen

very easily.

I used to admire

American cinema a lot and,

more than that,

American music.

So anti-Americanism...

always sounded

a bit shallow to me.

When I arrived in Rio,

I watched "Entranced Earth."

And watching "Entranced Earth"

I realized

we couldn't keep doing

the stuff we'd been doing.

We had to do

something

that burst out of

that little protected place

where we'd been living

in the south of Rio,

with that crowd

from the second phase

of "Bossa Nova".

When Pero Vaz de Caminha

found that the land of Brazil

was fertile and green

he wrote a letter

to the King.

"Everything you plant

grows and flourishes."

And Gauss,

at the time, recorded

"Entranced Earth", "Tropicalia" 

and "The Candle King".

They're related,

but those are relationships...

I don't know if there is 

any relationship or not.

In fact, I'm sick to death 

of this talking of

Tropicalism,

you know?

Tropicalism, for me,

is Caetano and Gil.

José Celso Martinez's theatre

is the explosion

of revolutionary drama

in Brazil

that leads the way

for theatre in the Third World

and "Entranced Earth"

is a film I made

and I'm not going to

talk about it, in any case...

The Candle King!

The album with the song

"Tropicália" on it was ready.

"Alegria, Alegria",

 "Tropicália"...

The album hadn't been released,

but it was ready.

And I went to see

"The Candle King."

My jaw dropped.

That was Tropicália!

It was all that

I wanted.

I didn't know about

Oswald de Andrade.

I fell in love

with that stuff.

The strongest things

Oswald de Andrade

left us with

are two phrases

which I think

are the definitive phrases

to shape our group.

"For the unification of

all revolts in one single direction."

"For the millionaire contribution

of all mistakes."

That means,

an anthropophagic salad.

It's a mixing of all the mistakes

of this country

which has received so much

and filtered our thoughts so badly.

But, in the end, it's a connection

of everything

into a great transformative

synthesis.

"Oh, creators of artificial

elevations of destiny,

I slander you.

The happiness of men

is a warrior happiness.

And long live the young ones.

Genius is just nonsense."

I slander you.

The happiness of men

is a warrior happiness.

I have said it!

Warrior!

The period between

 1964 and 1968 was,

from my point of view,

very fertile.

Mainly in terms of

audience participation.

I started making

"Parangolé" capes in 1964

and there was a whole range of

public stuff that was done.

"Tropicália" was one

of my works

from 1966, 1967.

It was some pieces which made up

a kind of ambience.

Then Luiz Carlos Barreto

found out about it

and he talked

to Caetano.

He liked the name

and wrote the song.

Luiz Carlos Barreto

saw his work in Rio

and having heard my song, 

here in São Paulo,

said the song should be

called "Tropicália", you see?

"Tropicália", for me, wasn't

just the title for a piece

it was like...

a position in

the face of things.

An aesthetic position.

And Glauber...

what did he do?

We made Glauber's 

"Cancer" at home.

It was the first

experimental film.

Rogério Duarte,

Tineca and I all acted in it.

And Armandinho was the greatest

pickpocket in the world.

 - Take it easy... 

this thing can't work like this.

This stage has got to be

more democratic.

-What do you think?

-It's okay.

-Bye.

-You're in favour of democracy.

What have you got to say about it?

Do you think it's cool?

What do you think?

Or do you think democracy

is only for a handful of people?

Or that democracy doesn't

work all the time?

- In Greece, democracy

was for a tenth

of the population.

Ninety percent were slaves.

Slaves! Slaves! Slaves!

Rogério Duarte, 

who became my friend,

was a writer,

but also a graphic artist.

He observed expressions

of mass culture

and he used to say:

"People are stuck

making these little 'good taste' things,

these 'studenty' things."

The aesthetic, what you call 

the Tropicália aesthetic,

was the only one that could take

my contradictions, you see?

At every level. 

Between the rogue

and the man of culture.

Between the man from Bahia

and the man from Rio.

Between the European

and the African.

To sum up, 

Tropicália came about, really,

as a search for a synthesis

between totally

contradictory ideas.

I've always criticized

the notion

that Tropicalism

was a movement in

Brazilian popular music.

-I've got to

kill you!

Tropicalism was much

more than that.

Tropicália was like

an island,

like some kind

of idealized territory,

some kind of

Utopia.

Whereas Tropicalism,

and the suffix "ism"

makes it clear,

was a thing

of the moment.

Rogério Duarte and I 

got together to make

a repertoire

for Gal.

One which would transcend

this problem of 

"Bossa Nova" or

"Jovem Guarda".

I talked

about this with Gil. 

And Gil was beginning to fall

in love with The Beatles.

He got excited about that

and went to Recife.

And in Recife he met the

"Banda de Pífanos de Caruaru"

and he also saw

 lots of poverty...

and we were under 

a military dictatorship.

He thought things were

getting much more violent.

Folk traditions from Pernambuco,

from the northeastern Brazil

are among the most

important ingredients.

The most definitive manifestation 

of Brazilian expression,

couldn't exist

with the suppression

of such things.

Popular stuff

like that.

All this with the power

of that other kind of expression

that was pouring out of

the teenagers, right?

"You're stuck

in this dull world."

I said: "Right, Bethânia, 

I don't live in this little world.

We've got nothing

to do with it."

I talk a lot with

Rogério about this.

She said: "You must watch

Roberto Carlos' show on TV."

And I was

amazed. 

Bethânia said,

"That's where the vitality is!".

I didn't even have

a TV at home.

Sometimes, I went to Dedé's

grandma's place to watch

Chacrinha's show,

to see what that was about.

As soon as I saw that,

I was bowled right over!

I've always based my show on

the north and northeast of Brazil,

which is where

I'm from.

And I set out to decorate

the show with coconut trees,

banana trees, all those

things, you know?

To have this tropical

atmosphere in my show.

Because the north and northeast

are truly tropical areas.

It was just at this time that

Brazilian popular music

started to

have a label.

So then the "Bossa da Saudade"

show started up

"Jovem Guarda", music festivals...

Okay, my son?

At that time, with

the "Fino da Bossa"show

and then with the rise of

the "Jovem Guarda" show

TV audiences started 

to get interested in popular music.

A mixture of

football supporters

with political

tendencies,

with political

parties.

And the owner of the television

network manipulating all that,

arranging things with us:

"So you should team up..."

Everybody believing

that was a nationalistic thing to do.

"You should team up

 against the yeah-yeah-yeah."

The owner of the television

network that aired

Roberto Carlos' and

Elis Regina' TV shows

got everybody to make groups

competing against each other,

to boost

TV audiences.

It was a

TV program. 

And the television festivals

started up

when music on TV

had become so important.

The song in

second position

is by another songwriter who

wants, he says,

to give a universal sound

to Brazilian music.

It is "Domingo no Parque". 

Os Mutantes!

Os Mutantes

will sing, 

an arrangement by

Rogério Duprat, with Gilberto Gil!

It was a

capoeira song.

I wanted all that

to mix together

with the agressive

power of rock ’n roll.

But Rogério,

it was him who

pointed out

"I think you need something

even more audacious,

something that

goes beyond."

And that was when he said to me:

"There are some guys

I know from

Roni Von's TV show,

Os Mutantes. I'll introduce

them to you."

I introduced Gilberto Gil to

Rogerio Duprat

with whom I was starting the arrangements 

of "Domingo no Parque".

I ended up in the jury of TV Record 

Music Festival, invited by Solano Ribeiro.

One moment.

The jury... 

The jury is asking me...

The jury is asking me

to announce that

this song has won the prize

for the best arrangement:

Rogério Duprat!

Solano Ribeiro

decided to gather together

some guys,

some people,

to see if we could channel all that power

that was the "Jovem Guarda"

and transform it

into something

worthwhile

for Brazilian music.

So we started

going

backstage

here and there.

And I listened to this and that,

and then suddenly

there were Os Mutantes, and it was

like a kick in the face for all of us.

Nobody thought there could be a

group of people as creative as them.

Here, where the Indians live,

they were doing something that, 

sometimes sounded

better than The Beatles, right?

It was fantastic because,

I don't know how old he was,

I don’t know how old

he is compared to me.

But we spoke

the same language.

And we were

equals.

It was something

unbelievable for a kid.

Rogério could put

into a song

the ideas I had

in phrases.

And that was

beautiful.

If I asked him for a

bit of opera,

if I asked him for a

bit of the Ten Commandments,

if I asked him for a

bit of peace.

He could do it.

Man!

Amazing! A total genius.

Duprat is a genius.

Just think, if Brazilian popular music

was already...

spitting on the

electric guitars, right?...

That real

radical thing!

Just imagine someone

who conducted an orchestra, right?

Classical music.

He should have thought rock was...

And, suddenly,

there was Rogério Duprat,

this fragile

character, right?

And the first thing

he said to us:

"I hate music."

I thought that

was great!

And I said: "Wow, that's exactly 

how I feel too."

Because it's hating out of 

loving it so much.

I don't know.

So much could be done 

but nothing's actually done

the way we want it to be.

And we're always...

"I can’t get no..."

We started singing

"I can’t get no..."

because Rogério

was never satisfied.

In the search of what is

called the "universal sound"

the winner of the prize

for best lyricist

of the Second Festival

has chosen the Beat Boys

to accompany him.

And here he is: Caetano Veloso

with "Alegria, Alegria."

We're just filming 

what's going on now.

Look, they're filming

over there.

That's a cinema

camera.

They're filming

Caetano Veloso

who will be

in the movie.

That's it, 

they're filming Caetano

who's my hero.

Now I'm very happy because

I invited Caetano

to make this film with me

long before the festival.

So I'm happy because

he's not going to think

it's just because of his

success and all that.

So that's good.

Can a singer make a living

without doing television shows?

No, I don't think

anyone successful

can live without

doing television shows.

Or without being on TV.

From the politician

to the soccer player,

the guy who made the news,

the criminal on the newspaper.

I think that singers are also

part of this group.

If he's successful,

he should go on TV.

He ought to be

seen on TV.

I believe that with the whole

commercial game

- which was, by the way, highly intelligent

on the part of Guilherme Araujo -

there was, let's say,

a banalization.

The most disturbing contributions  

were frowned upon

in the name of

commercial slickness.

In other words: 

"Forget about it,

what's important for us

is to make money."

And, in this respect, Guilherme was

pretty much made for what he did.

He understood that we had to

speak to the mass market.

But how were we supposed to

transpose this area, this world

into the world

of mass media?

Guilherme's motives

seemed suspicious

because they were

commercial motives.

So Rogério, who was opposed

to Guilherme, in a way,

called himself

"the unmanager."

Rogério used to say:

"I'm the unmanager."

Edson, 

the student who was in

a protest over the food 

in Calabouço restaurant 

and was killed

left this life to enter into

history, you know?

I was arrested during

his requiem mass.

All the foundations

of my ideology,

of my view

of the world,

were all mixed,

were shaken up.

From that splintering,

that fragmentation,

caused by being

in prison

by the tortures

and everything else.

After that I, 

much more than Caetano

and the others, 

started incorporating

a very clear

paranoid dimension.

I really thought

that the tentacles

of the monster would

reach us

and try to

grab us, squeeze us,

strangle us.

And that's what happened.

At the time Tropicalism appeared,

at its very beginning,

the students were

against it.

The journalistic consensus

was against it.

They called it "alienation,

American music,

defeatism!"

Listen!

I need say something!

Listen! Listen!

I want to say something!

Décio Pignatari,

that was there

with Augusto de Campos,

wrote that the ferocious students

just about wanted to tear

Caetano and Gil apart.

Now and then, they even threw bombs

into the back of the room.

It was a trap,

because we came in

and they threw banana skins

and swore at us.

Then, eventually, there was

a conversation, but it was always,

in actual fact, accusations

and no real dialogue.

Give me a kiss,

my love.

They're waiting

for us.

The cars are going up

in flames.

Knocking down

the shelves,

the bookcases,

the statues,

the windows, the china,

the books. Yes!

Yes, I say yes!

I say "no" to "no".  

I say it's forbidden

to forbid.

It’s forbidden

to forbid.

It’s forbidden

to forbid.

It’s forbidden

to forbid.

So this is the kind of youth that

 says it wants to take  power?

You have the courage to applaud,

a song this year

the same kind of song that you

didn’t dare to applaud last year!

You are the same youth

 that will always, always,

kill tomorrow the old enemy 

who died yesterday. 

You understand

 nothing, nothing, 

nothing,

absolutely nothing.

You don't get it! 

You're not going to win.

But what kind of

youth is this? 

What kind of

youth is this? 

If you are the same in politics

 as you are in aesthetics

then we are

done for!

God is on

the loose!

People from the

University of São Paulo, 

people from Architecture

and Urban Planning University,

people from

Maria Antônia street...

São Paulo,

the student movement

and its various

factions...

Passion, a lot of passion,

a lot of clustering,

a lot of partisanship.

That natural temptation

to reduce the analysis,

the way of seeing things,

to the superficial colour

of the shirt.

Right? The colour

of the club.

Eight million

inhabitants

from every

corner and nation.

They attack each other politely.

Speeding at full throttle.

And loving with all their hate,

they hate each other with all their love.

They are eight

million habitants

crowded in

loneliness.

Through a thousand exhaust pipes,

gassed in installments.

But, in spite of all defects,

I carry you in my heart.

São, São Paulo, so much pain!

São, São Paulo, my love!

Save us for

pity's sake.

Sinners invaded

the city centre,

armed with

rouge and lipstick.

But, in spite of all defects

I carry you in my heart.

Very good.

We've mentioned

this fact many times

and now we're going 

to return to it.

The youngster wants

to be an adult.

What the youngster doesn't want 

is to be like the adult

he sees in

front of him.

A square, dull adult

who doesn't know how to enjoy life.

A moralist.

An adult who is

not in any way attractive.

On this programme

we have repeatedly demonstrated 

that there is a type of adult

who deserves to be despised

by any youngster who

is reasonably healthy.

Have the young people

ever said this in songs?

They've said it

hundreds of times in songs.

There's one

that I'd like

to ask Os Mutantes

to perform.

And I would like to ask

the adults to listen too.

Panis Et Circenses.

I remember that when we were 

making the album Caetano said:

"Look, it's a

group album.

Each one will say what

he wants to do and do it." 

I remember Torquato

yelled: "I want the mother!"

And here is the

Bad Angel.

This guy was much

more subversive

than we can

imagine.

It was him that introduced 

me to marijuana.

To Gil and I.

I had a natural

proximity with him.

Much more than with

Capinam, for example,

that was from Bahia and

that I knew for longer.

Well, Capinam worked with me

at CPC, in Bahia.

CPC was the gathering

of students

to make art

to other schools, 

to keep alive the

confrontation spirit

against capitalism.

Because they

were not, let's say, 

chosen by fame

like Caetano and Gil,

for example,

they ended up being

dissidents

a little bit resentful.

Of course there

was competition,

we were a bit scared of what

the other could do.

Just think about it, man.

Picture this:

Rita, Gal and Nara.

We lived it up,

intensily.

It was a

big mix.

Caetano told me

he had

a project to make a specific

set of songs for me.

It had to be more aggressive,

at the same time 

more poetic, but that contained

elements of rock 'n roll.

For me, it was like

going through a barrier.

I threw myself

into an abyss

and I lived

in that moment.

Listening to debates 

and conversations.

Half of them were booing and

half of them were clapping.

There was someone

right at the front, who yelled:

"GET OFF!"

This person, 

I think it was a man,

was enraged,

furious.

Then I sang

for him, you know?

I sang so fiercely,

with such a strength

that I remember

he sat back down on his seat.

Then everything

changed.

Fourth place

by the special jury:

"2001" by Rita Lee Jones 

and Tom Zé.

With Gilberto Gil

and Giló.

Cláudio on electronic 

instruments

and played by

Os Mutantes.

It's beautiful!

In some ways

we managed to

combine the

countryside,

the folk song

with other music, right?

We brought

country music

to more of 

a rock 'n roll feeling.

You can see

Cláudio there

with his audio

generator.

That's what he

played on "2001".

He built this audio generator.

It was a kit.

It didn't exist,

there was nothing here.

He was offstage

but he was the fourth

member of Os Mutantes, for sure.

He worked miracles.

Part of that

"iiiih" thing

was released

through it.

We couldn't even

imagine the things

we were navigating 

through at the time.

It's incredible

to see this.

You know when you're a kid and

you're playing at being a pirate 

and you are

a pirate?

We used to absorb things

like a sponge.

The anthropophagy

thing was immediate.

So it is not true we only played

foreign music.

No way at all.

This instant,

visceral perception

that they had

of the strengh

of Jorge Ben Jor's

music.

It is the clearest proof

that he was

a fundamental

force in Tropicalism.

Jorge was

part of all this.

When we did the TV show

"Divino Maravilhoso"

it was the most amazing thing you

could ever imagine on the face of the Earth.

Here lies Tropicalism.

The first show

started with Os Mutantes

burying Tropicalism.

Who were we? And what was

television about back then?

That marriage was truly

a happy one.

What was the message

we were sending

to everyone who

was watching it?

"Be free!"

And that was

extremely subversive

at the time.

That show at Sucata club

was absolutely

spectacular.

That was really pushing back

the frontiers of

popular music and

rock 'n roll in Brazil.

BE AN AOUTCAST

BE A HERO

The president,

in accordance with the attributes

he finds in

Article 9

of the 5th

Institucional Act

of December 13th, 1968

decides that he will declare

the following Complementary Act:

"A recess of The National 

Congress is decreed

from this date."

Article 2:

"The current Complementary Act

is enforced

today,

thus revoking

all contrary dispositions."

There was a flaw

in our dream

or you might

say that

there was a

kind of euphoria

that was

still very teenage.

We did not

get it back then.

We didn't know 

how tough things really were.

I mean, we

were very...

Which was wonderful because

it allowed us all that freedom.

The repression 

hadn't hit us yet, effectively.

The way

that the military regime,

the dictatorship,

reacted to

the various manifestations

across Brazil

was basically

of hostility

towards everything

and everyone.

There was a lot 

of confusion about

what state

people were in.

And it all happened

very fast.

Well, look,

the album containing

"Tropicália",

my first Tropicalista album,

was entirely

produced in 1967,

and it was supposed to be released

in December of 1967.

But I don't know if it was,

or if it was only released

early in 1968.

In December of 1968,

Gil and I were

already in prison, 

you know?

Caetano is a sort of

civilizing hero

It's a...

Only if I rip some...

Oops, I almost did it for real!

Only by ripping my clothes off

 I could show

what Caetano 

was like back then.

The sureness with

which he carried himself

 I would even say,

without knowing it.

How he carried himself

so that Tropicalism

could become the armed branch of the

Second Industrial Revolution,

which would be very 

important in Brazil.

Brazil, at that time,

under the shadow of dictatorship,

needed the youth

to have the mental material

to inspire themselves.

So that when the dictatorship

was gone,

they'd be ready to...

And they were ready exactly 

because the Second Industrial

Revolution was on its way.

Where's that bit

of paper with this on?

It's here so I don't have

 to stutter on and on.

Yeah, yeah.

No, the other one.

Show me that second one.

The third.

Go past the fourth.

That one!

What Caetano, intuitively,

wanted to be

was the armed branch of

the Second Industrial Revolution.

I mean, under the dictatorship,

thinking was a crime!

Caetano and Gil,

knowing that

the dictatorship

couldn't understand the lyrics:

"You need to understand

margarine and gasoline"

It seemed

foolish, right?

But it was

pure trickery!

What was our world

at that time?

We lived in an

oppressed world.

We were under the 

shadow of the dictatorship.

Let me get something here

so I can show you…

the shadow

of the dictatorship.

Under a dictatorship,

thinking is a crime!

Under a dictatorship

giving anything 

to satisfy the hunger 

of the young minds,

anything to get

them inspired

so they can understand 

their era,

and build the antithesis of it,

all that is a crime!

But, Gil and Caetano's

Tropicalism

was giving them that

secretly.

They were locked up,

but their songs were out there.

After the two

months in prison,

we were taken

to Salvador

and we stayed there under 

house arrest for four months

and, at the end

of those four months

 they came up with a

solution for our case

which was

to leave the country.

The name of a movement only exists

while the movement itself exists,

and Tropicalism doesn't exist

anymore as a movement.

It bore fruit,

what we tried to do

caught the attention

of some new Brazilian songwriters.

They were in a way,

and without wanting to be immodest,

influenced by our ideas.

But we're no

longer in Brazil

and Tropicalism doesn't exist

as a movement anymore.

So what we do today

is in fact

unresponsible to the 

Tropicalista movement.

Do you hope

to integrate yourselves

and do you think

you actually can,

within English music?

Or do you hope that

English music

will integrate itself

within you?

I don't know. I don't know what's possible,

nor what's impossible.

I haven't a clue about that.

I'm going to London.

I don't know.

We needed to be in a group,

we needed to be a tribe,

we needed to be together, 

we needed to be

a permanent mirror 

for each other,

so that we could each keep 

our sense of self.

Our identity was defined,

basically,

by this collective thing,

this craving, this wish...

by this new tribe.

It had to be a bit like that,

there wasn't any other way.

"One swallow doesn't

make a summer!"

Wight was occupied

by hundreds of thousands

of people.

This group, for example,

that gets on stage

it carries with it everything

that happened on the island.

Everything that those 500.000 people

were on the island to represent

which was, in the end,

all that freedom,

that set-loose

culture of...

of the hippie era,

of the psychedelic era.

All that was

in the group,

in those

15, 20 people

who were on stage

at that moment.

The "bros,"

you know?

The guys.

You know, I almost didn't make

to that festival.

And even so,

I went along to see other things...

I'd been to the festival

the year before,

which ended with

Bob Dylan,

and this one...

I just wasn't...

I thought going

out there...

I'd say:

"Man, I'm not a boy-scout,

This hippie thing...

I'm not a hippie

and I'm not a boy-scout."

It's very hard to find

the right word

to describe this, man.

It's indescribable.

It's like trying to describe...

molecules from...

Why doesn't my arm dissolve itself,

or take off and fly?

Who ties all

this together?

And how? What's the explanation?

I'm a walking miracle.

We are.

How can these molecules

and atoms

stick here together?

Why don't they just dissolve

and walk off?

What's the glue that

holds this together?

What glue connected

all those people?

Os Mutantes, from "mutants",

as the name indicates.

The Brazilian mutants

who want to go further

and more extravagantly 

than "Bossa Nova".

It's about a tropical current

of reclaimed lyrics

and an aggressive 

sonority.

Os Mutantes symbolize

the meeting place

of a kind of 

South America's folklore,

and the electric guitars

and the rhythm of North American rock.

They're an image

of the young Brazil.

They discover, with fascination,

a sonorous universe

which they start exploring

with the delirium of wah-wah

guitars and tambourines.

Three, four...

I'd never have imagined when I was

in secondary school

that one day I would

leave Brazil and play overseas.

But all that worked out fine, yeah?

And we're going

to keep going

with this rebellion, 

with its questioning,

its praise, its love,

its hatred.

I even say in a song:

I love myself as I love you,

it's easy.

And there's another one

I made up:

I hate you as I hate myself,

it's hard.

But this I never recorded.

It's just craziness!

What are you doing

on such a weird afternoon

as weird as your soul?

A sun that comes and goes.

You seem so anxious,

so sad.

- Yeah.

- What happened to you?

- Nostalgia.

- Nostalgia?

I'm here to offer you

youth once more.

Youth?

But I'm young, man.

No, I'm not talking about

chronological youth.

I'm talking about the return

of your innocence.

The original shyness,

the original innocence.

I want to give

your innocence back

so you won't be saddened

on these weird afternoons.

Are you interested?

I don't know.

I'll think about it.

Think hard, my dear Demiurgo,

because the clock's ticking.

Time flies.

And history

is changing.

If that prison thing,

exile thing, hadn't happened

I'd have wanted to put music

sort of to one side,

because I didn't have much respect

for my talent as a musician.

I wanted to make films,

to start coming at it from a different angle.

Then music would have been

a secondary thing in my life.

But exile left me

without much courage

to take big steps

like that.

I said:

"I can barely survive."

I was depressed.

I was startled.

After two months in jail,

four months of confinement,

exiled, in a place where

it just rained...

it was really tough.

Caetano Veloso is one of the most

wonderful musicians in the world.

Brazilian, the son of a

post-office employee in Bahia,

from a poor city in the northeast

of his country.

There, he became

more than an idol,

he became a myth.

Freedom of spirit,

irony, tenderness,

nimbleness and talent

took him to prison

and then into exile, in 1968.

He lives in London

among a group

in which cutting-edge

theatre, cinema and music flourished.

It was a genuine renaissance

called Tropicalism,

from the name of one

of his best songs, "Tropicália."

Look.

Listen.

I have rarely seen

so much concentration,

so much serenity

emanating from one face,

from one voice,

where everything is gravity

and nimbleness

and what's essential.

I made the decision to come 

back as soon as I left here. 

I only thought

about coming back.

From the moment I saw that 

I was permitted to return

I packed my things to 

come and live in Brazil.

My mother, 

looking very lively!
