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THE QUONDAM EDITOR

MICHAEL ROYSTER

The Quondam on February

Societies INFO

Jess and I were posted to the Anglican 
Church in Magé in October, where 
we are missing Rio’s sea breeze but 
are delighted with our new home’s 
artesian well. In this heat, its constant, 
cooling streams are a reminder of Jesus’ 
promise that rivers of living water will 
overflow from our hearts as we come 
to him.

One neighbour has been making the 
most of our supply to fill his swimming 
pool, another to fill tanks to deliver 
to those without water in other parts 
of Magé. It is easy to see how our 
abundant well is giving joy and relief to 
others. But each of us may ask: how can 
God’s life-giving blessing flow through 
me?

Maybe like me, you wonder at times if 
the water will run dry. And sadly I can’t 
be sure that our well won’t. But we can 
trust that the water Jesus Christ offers 
us will spring up for eternity, quenching 
our souls’ thirst. He has promised 
this, and his death and resurrection 
show him to be trustworthy. 
 
Very many of us have been blessed by 
Ben, Jo and the whole Phillips family 
over these last three years, and we will 
be sad to say goodbye to them. Jack, 
Kate and Tom have certainly brought 
much fun and laughter into our lives, 
Jo’s singing and baking and praying 
have sustained us in every way, while 
Ben has been a great teacher to us all, 
as  readers of The Umbrella, members 
of Christ Church, or just friends. We 
are cheering them on as they move to 
Ontario, confident that many more 
will taste living waters as they  flow 
from them. Do join us in sending 
them on their way at the 10:30 service 

(and lunch afterwards) on Sunday 15 
February.

And make the most of the Lent and 
Easter seasons after that to come and 
seek the living water. During Lent 
we will remember Jesus’ call to come 
to him. And during Easter we  will 
recall the events of his passion and 
study several of his promises. I will be 
travelling in to take Sunday 10:30am 
services at Christ Church, while other 
colleagues will be  officiating at 8am 
Sundays and during the week. As ever, 
all are welcome. And please get in 
touch if there’s anything you’d like to 
talk or pray about.

Yours 
Mark Simpson

<mws26mark@gmail.com>

A NOTE FROM THE CHAPLAIN’S WARDEN. 

Rev. Mark Simpson, who was ordained Priest 
at the Anglican Episcopal Cathedral in Tijuca 
last Setember, has been an associate Chaplain 
at Christ Church since he and Jess came out 
to Brazil as a Deacon over a year ago. We 
are pleased that he will coordinate worship 
services during our interregnum. The Church 
Council has begun efforts to find a new 
Chaplain by appointing a Search Committee. 
As in past searches we will be assisted by ICS 
and CMS, both Church of England missionary 
organisations. Applications are still being 
received and we hope to have interviews with 
candidates in early March. Our best guess is 
that the next Chaplain will arrive next June 
or July. We ask for your prayers in this all-
important task. If you have any questions about 
the search, please contact me at: <mr.royster@
uol.com.br> .

FROM THE CHAPLAIN

Rev. Mark Simpson

The Living Water

READ THE UMBRELLA ANYWHERE IN THE WORLD!
www.issuu.com/theumbrella

The most banal trite shopworn stale hackneyed cliché in publishing 
claims “a picture is worth 1000 words.” But of course, just because 
it’s a cliché doesn’t mean it’s not true. And so, gentle reader, please 
stop reading these 500 words, take a second and turn back one 
page to our absolutely splendiferous front cover, contributed by 
Glenn Long. (Please don’t forget to come back.) 

[Pause. Deep breath. Ah, that felt good, didn’t it?]

How many of you spotted the connection with February? All of 
you who said “purple trees” are right. The “quaresmeiras” are in 
bloom along the near right side hills, and they are named after 
“quaresma”, the Portuguese word for Lent, which follows Carnaval, 
which always comes in February. Well done!

Last month’s issue was thought by many (including the editors, 
patting ourselves on the back) to be one of our best; the reason, 
of course, is that we had oodles and oodles of pictures—not to 
mention a striking front cover by Fiona Brown. We’re encouraging 
all of you to take a gander further inside this issue at our new 
SNAP section, where snapshots taken by our readers are made 
available for all to see. We’ve received quite a few already, but WE 
WANT MORE! “More pictures, less palaver” is our New Year’s 
Resolution.

Speaking of newness, this month we have the inaugural Great 
Outdoors column from Alexander Corrie, scion of a noted Niteroi 
family, who promises us more words and more pictures. We’ve 
reprocessed some birding work from Mike Kepp, who last year 
described birding in the Jardim Botânico; that’s much harder to 
do now because the marmosets and monkeys eat birds’ eggs, so he 
went off to Ubatuba. And, of course, the Culture Vulture has more 
naturally artful illustrations.  

Newly published is the latest book by former Rio denizen Bruce 
Healey, now cozily ensconced in Cincinnati. “Small Dreams of 
a Tarantula” is available on Amazon Brazil, Amazon UK and 
Amazon US. To find out what it’s about, and whet your appetite, 
The Umbrella has a review in this issue. Additionally, If you’re a 
UK expatriate in Brazil, you’ll want to read about recent tax and 
residence legislation in the UK, as expounded by our overseas 
correspondent.

Our regulars Martin Hester, Ewa Procter and Nan Carioca continue 
to contribute, but we must regret we don’t have anything at all in 4 
Corners this month. January was apparently a round month, all the 
corners were shaved off, and no one in our community did anything 
at all, save possibly rue the fact there’s no haggis in Brazil to eat at a 
Burns Supper January 25th. “Let them eat buchada”, say we.

On a sad note, Rev. Ben Phillips and his family (wife Jo, children 
Jack, Kate and Tom) will depart Rio on Sunday February 15th, 
headed for Mississauga Ontario where he will take up his new 
post. We will miss them all. And on a sadder note still, we have a 
memorial this issue for Ben Edwards, one of the last true American 
gentlemen, who lived in Rio for over 60 years. The Quondam knew 
him well, and misses his wit and wisdom greatly. 

We haven’t forgotten Carnaval, though, as the Culture Mulcher (no 
relation to the Culture Vulture) once again takes up his cudgel and 
lays waste around the samba schools of Rio, lambasting most and 
praising a select few. The idea, of course, is that after you read the 
article, you’ll be convinced that (a) the Mulcher is right, so off to the 
Serra you go; or (b) the Mulcher is wrong, so off to the Sambódromo 
you go. Either way, please take this issue of The Umbella with you, 
show it to your friends, and ask them if they haven’t got a picture or 
two, or even a story or two, that’s worthy of publication.

mailto:mr.royster@uol.com.br
mailto:mr.royster@uol.com.br
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Book Review

First published January 2015 
in Great Britain in eBook form 
in January 2015 by Mpress 
Ltd; edited by Christopher 
Pickard

This is a very American book, 
because Bruce Healey is a 
very American guy. At least 
since 2008, when he became a 
citizen. Born in Rio, he went 
to university in the US, left 
after graduation, worked in 
Brazil, Mexico and Venezuela 
and then moved to Cincinnati 
in 2001. He has a wife of 28 
years, two children and lives 
in a suburb called (we kid you 
not) Blue Ash. His musings 
(which is what they are) have 
appeared periodically in 
local publications, and he has 
collected them here.

The arachnid appellation 
he gives himself is also 
appropriate. As the National 
Geographic says: “The 
tarantula’s appearance is 
worse than its bite. Tarantula 
venom is weaker than that 
of a honeybee and, though painful, 
is virtually harmless to humans.” 
Many of his musings seem 
venomous, but they’re not, really; 
they’re heartfelt reflections about 
his disappointments with certain 
segments of American society and 
politics which do not measure up to 
what he feels is needed in the world’s 
greatest democracy.

Most of what he says, by the way, 
is dead-on right. He skewers 
(all right, tarantulas sting, not 
skewer, don’t quibble) any number 

of reprobrate practices, such as 
burning copies of the Q’uran, 
maintaining Guantanamo, having 
“Take Back America” bumper 
stickers on foreign cars, and 
discrimination. Of particular 
note is his acerbic letter to the 
President of the Caledonian 
Society of Cincinnati, signed as the 
Past President of the St. Andrew’s 
Society of the State of São Paulo, 
resigning his membership because 
he discovered they did not allow 
women to be members(!) Happily, 
he reports that a year after his 
letter, the policy was changed.

He’s especially vehement 
about American attitudes 
towards immigration, but 
not just because he’s an 
immigrant himself.  He’s done 
his homework, he knows the 
benefits immigrants afford 
the US, and he’s appalled by 
what he hears around him 
about “Latinos”. As he says, 
he’s a Latino, but nobody 
knows that by looking at him, 
because of their preconceived 
impressions of people from 
south of Laredo. 

The best columns in the book, 
in this reviewer’s opinion, are 
those when he gets personal. 
He’s not afraid to write about 
the difficulties of being a 
“stay-at-home” dad in the 
American Midwest where that 
status engenders suspicion of 
perversion by people who 
think only women should 
raise children. He’s jubilant 
over having taken his kids to 
Hyde Park Corner, so they can 
see how unfettered but polite 

debate of everything under the sun 
contributes to democracy. 

He’s especially poignant when 
dealing with the death of his father, 
Albert Thomas Healey, OBE and 
when reflecting on the lessons he 
learned from that gentle man. The 
foremost of those lessons was to 
listen to everyone, and learn from 
them. Bruce Healey has listened 
a lot, and learned a lot, and 
this book collates much of that 
learning.

M R Royster

Clepsydra: Malu Fatorelli’s Liquid 
Architecture

To save you the trouble of looking it up, we’ll ease you into this 
by telling you that a clepsydra is a water clock, and the word 
derives from the Greek for “water thief.” A video-installation 
of such a thing serves as the “welcome mat” to this unusual 
and intellect-tickling exhibition. Celebrated artist Malu 
Fatorelli uses the concept of the clepsydra in her one-woman 
show, which you can see at the Galeria Laura Alvim, a walk 
across the road from Ipanema beach at Av. Vieira Souto 176. 
Entry is free, and the exhibit is on until March 8th, Tuesdays 
to Sundays, from 1 to 9 pm. The relationship between the 
passage of time and space is exploited in this multi-faceted 
show. Water is everywhere, in various forms.

Malu Fatorelli is one of the many Brazilian artists whose career 
was given an extra push through assistance from the British 
Council here in Rio. “Back in 1994,” she told The Umbrella, 
“I travelled to the UK as a visiting artist at the University of 
Oxford’s Ruskin School of Art on a British Council scholarship. 
It was an incredible experience: the workshops, the teaching 
methods, the time spent with artists of other nationalities, 
and, of course, the exhibitions I was able to attend were all 
extremely important to my development as an artist. I could 
not have received more encouragement and support for the 
experimental work I did in the printworks, the result of which 
is a series of four images called “Oxford”, of which only five 
copies of each were run.”

Back in Ipanema, with its azure sea, there’s a visual and sensorial 
treat in store for you. Water, water everywhere, and in unusual 
forms, some of them hiding deep in the imagination of the 
viewer. 

Art in Nature: Nature in Art 
The age old art of drawing 
and painting plants may seem 
like a remnant of a bygone 
era, doomed by the advances 
in technology and ever more 
powerful cameras. Not so. 
Botanical illustration thrives, 
and not only because botanists 
and biologists need precise 
and academically correct 
records of plant material for 
their research. It thrives, too, 
because it’s an art form which 
provides a singular buzz of 
contentment in the artist, 

who takes something simple, such as a leaf, fruit or a flower, and 
renders it in all its details and beauty on paper, forever. 

The National School of Tropical Botany (ENBT), at the 
top end of the Jardim Botânico arboretum, may sound a bit 
forbidding, but it’s where you should head for – yes, even 
amateurs! –if there’s a nature-lover lurking in your artistic 
self. Former Margaret Mee scholars Malena Barretto and 
Paulo Ormindo run a series of courses throughout the year, 
attracting a wide variety of students: biologists, architects, 
landscapers, pharma-folk working with medicinal plants, and 
exponents of the most diverse art forms. Despite the human 
bio-diversity present, all students have in common the fact 
they love to draw, and they love nature. 

Malena has shared with The Umbrella her perfect rendition (from 
a private collection) of the fruit of Gustavia augusta, a small tree 
from Amazonia. It has been cultivated for over 100 years at 
Rio’s Jardim Botânico. Despite the glorious perfume the flowers 
exhale, when they progress, at this time of year, to the fruit stage, 
pictured, they smell of… ripe brie. 

“An Introduction to Botanical Illustration” is a short 
course, an appetizer if you like, running early in March, 
packing in 18 hours of lesson time between March 3 and 19. 
Pen and ink and graphite would be to hand for the 24-lesson 
course starting on April 7. Colour is on the menu during six 
Saturdays starting May 9. 

If your appetite has been whetted, do check out the many 
ways you can enter the magical world of plant painting on the 
Jardim Botânico’s website, <http://www.jbrj.gov.br/educacao/
extensao> or by calling 3875-6209. The only prerequisite is 
enthusiasm. 

If ever a city deserved a year-long 
celebration of a birthday, that city is 
ours: Rio de Janeiro! The 450 Committee 
is sticking “do this!” pins all over the 
map of the Cidade Maravilhosa, and The 
Umbrella is delighted to share with our 
readers a glimpse of what’s on offer in 
the way of entertainment. 

Canal 100
“Canal 100, the playful, dramatic and explosive camera” 
is the theme of a multimedia exhibition being staged at 
the Espaço Tom Jobim (and yup, he’s probably in the 
news reels as well) at the Jardim Botânico. Old-timers will 
remember Canal 100, the newsreel that screened before the 
main attraction at cinemas all over the city between 1959 
and 1986. Many may even have an instant recall moment 
as the soundtrack floods their memories: “Que bonito é…” 
Newcomers can learn more about the recent past of this fast-
changing country through these fascinating films. Football 
fans will be especially rewarded by a visit to the show as they 
marvel at rare footage of Gerson, Jairzinho, Tostão and Pelé 
in action and the inimitable Garrincha side-stepping and 
nutmegging his way past all opposition. Free admission; 
Tuesdays to Sundays, 10 am to 5 pm. On until March 29, 
when it starts its Brazil-wide tour. 

Brush up on your Morse

No, Britain’s beloved Inspector isn’t visiting Rio. But the 
Museu de Arte do Rio (MAR) in Praça Mauá will be 
beaming poems about Rio in Morse code, every night until 
February 25. It’s certainly a very original way to find out if 
you know your Olavo Bilac from your Vinícius de Morais, 
and a great excuse for staring up at the spectacular skies of 
the city, so do endeavour to attend. 

“Small Dreams of a Tarantula: The Musings of a 
Brazilian Lost in the American Midwest”

Culture Vulture

http://www.jbrj.gov.br/educacao/extensao
http://www.jbrj.gov.br/educacao/extensao
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EWA PROCTER

CONSTELLATION

The play above has as its sub-title “A 
Musical Voyage through the 1950s”. And 
this description is absolutely right!

For those of you who enjoyed those golden 
years – and also for those who were too 
young to appreciate the life and songs of 
that time – this is an excellent opportunity 
to either visit again, or for the first time, 
everyday life in Rio de Janeiro in the 1950s.

The very simple but charming story written 
by Cláudio Magnavita - now in its second 
theatrical version – deals with the inaugural 
flight from Rio de Janeiro to New York City 
of the VARIG Constellation “Super G”. 
Besides carrying a large number of VIPs on 
that occasion (which is true), the musical 
has added fiction to the story. 

It deals with a contest sponsored by a soap 
company to choose a single winner: a person 
who could sing three different songs from 
the time (all chosen at random), and who 
would be included as a passenger on this 
flight. Regina Lúcia, our main character, 
is a young girl whose dream is to become 
a singer. Living in a small apartment in 
Copacabana, she thinks of her future career 
as a possibility for improving her life. Thus, 
with the help of her mother, a civil servant, 
and her aunt, a nightclub dancer, she enters 
the contest. Although the mother is not 
too happy, as she thinks young girls should 
marry and raise families, she finally gives 
in. The aunt, on the other hand, is ready to 
do anything to help her niece be successful. 
The developments in the plot are not 
surprising; even so, everybody hopes that 
Regina Lúcia will achieve her dream of 
being on board the Constellation “Super 
G”, a first step for a future career!

The night I went to see this musical the 
theatre was packed! And the very receptive 
audience – many senior citizens but also 
young people! – applauded after every 
song. By the way, all the seventeen North 
American songs were kept in their original 
English versions, no translation of lyrics 
took place.

Beatriz De Luca, responsible for musical 
direction and arrangements, did an 
excellent job with the small orchestra that 
plays live, as well as with the nine people 
who sing in this musical. Although the 
three women play only one part each, the 
male cast change roles during the show, 
both as members of the chorus and solo 
performers.  The choreography by Vanessa 

Guillen is well done; the dancers are 
professional.

I would like to make special mention of 
the set by Natália Lana: one may think it 
was an easy task, as only a very small part 
of it is realistic (the apartment where the 
three women live), the remaining being 
projections. However, these are excellent, 
and help to keep the musical set in the 
1950s with the use of photographs from that 
era – and these projections come on at the 
exact moments they are supposed to! But 
the leading character in this musical is the 
Constellation “Super G”, a very luxurious 
airplane, launched in 1955, to fly the Rio de 
Janeiro/New York route.  

The lighting by Paulo César Medeiros 
is, as usual, an added asset. This musical 
is directed by Jarbas Homem de Mello, 
himself an actor, director, singer, 
choreographer, and dancer. By the way, 
he had been nominated for both the Shell 
Award and the Bibi Ferreira Award, for 
his role as the MC in “Cabaret”, a musical 
I reviewed for “The Umbrella” when it was 
being performed in Rio. 

“Constellation” is playing at the Teatro 
Vannucci, at the Shopping da Gávea, 
Rua Marquês de São Vicente, 52 – 3rd 
floor, Gávea. There is paid parking at the 
Shopping. The performances take place 
from Friday to Sunday, at 9:30 pm on Fridays 
and Saturdays and 8:30 pm on Sundays. 
Price of tickets is R$ 90 (ninety Reais) on 
Fridays, and R$ 100 (one hundred Reais) 
on Saturdays and Sundays. There is a 50% 
(fifty percent) discount for students and 
senior citizens. There is no recommended 
age minimum, and on the night I went to 

THEATRE see this musical, there were a couple of very 
young children watching – and they kept 
quiet during the entire performance!

Although performances were supposed 
to end on the 25th of January, I have had 
information that the run will be extended 
during all of February until sometime 
in March. However, in order to avoid 
disappointments it would be wise to check 
through the telephone (2274-7246) before 
going, and also to see whether there are 
tickets available. Normally, there is a theatre 
break during Carnaval, most theatres 
close, and only resume activities after Ash 
Wednesday.

Also, as I told you a couple of months ago, 
Harold Pinter’s “A Estufa” (The Hothouse) 
is having its second run from the 23rd of 
January until the first week of March at the 
Teatro Dulcina, Rua Alcindo Guanabara, 17 
in downtown Rio. Performances will take 
place from Friday to Sunday, at 7:00 pm. 
There is no formal parking at this theatre, 
but the Cinelândia Metro Station is very 
near. At the moment, I do not know the 
cost of tickets, but being a Federal theatre, 
the prices are usually very low!

(*) Ewa Procter is a writer and a theatre 
translator, and Vice-President of the 

Instituto Cultural Chiquinha Gonzaga.  

Nature

Birding in Ubatuba by Michael Kepp
Recently, in Ubatuba, I stayed at a 
motel 150 feet from the ocean I never 
set foot in because what attracted me 
there were its birds, not its beaches.

I went birding in Ubatuba because it 
is surrounded by one of the largest 
areas of intact Atlantic Rain Forest, a 
biome with the second largest variety 
of birds (over 750 species) in Brazil, 
after the Amazon. It’s at the foot of 
the Serra do Mar, a mountain range 
whose many altitudes shelter species 
specific to them.

To observe birds, you need a guide 
who knows their habits and habitats 
and who uses playbacks of their 
vocalizations to fool and attract them. 
Binoculars, which guides can provide, 
are also necessary because many birds 
are so small, so skittish or so distant 
that the naked eye can’t spot them.

My guide took me mostly to private 
reserves, open to visitation for a fee, 
and with trails into intact Atlantic 
Rain Forest. We started at Folha Seca, 
a property 15 kilometers from the 
center of Ubatuba; its owner, Jonas, 
accepts bananas to supply his feeders, 
rather than money.

His feeders attract so many 
hummingbirds (15 varieties) that 
they surround you like a swarm of 

bees. One of them, a reddish hermit 
(“besourinho-da-mata” or beetle 
of the woods), the size of my pinky 
finger, hovered next to my hand, 
which it used as a shield against 
larger competitors.

On a trail inside the Fazenda Angelim, 5 
kilometers from the center of Ubatuba 
(entrance fee R$ 10), we spotted 
both a long-tailed tyrant (“Maria 
viuvinha” or little widow Maria), 
with a white head, a black body, and a 
long, thin tail; as well as its anatomical 
opposite, a buff-throated purpletuft 
(“anambeizinho”), a rare and tiny bird 
whose short, square tail looks like most 
of it has been hacked off.

The next day, we went to the Reserva 
Guainumbi, 18 kilometers  from the 
center of Ubatuba and 850 meters up 
the Serra do Mar (the entrance fee 
of R$ 60 gives you the right to stay 
overnight in a chalet). Its feeders 
attract tanagers of so many varieties 
and tonalities that the tree where they 
awaited their turn to feast looked 
decorated for Christmas. 

In the woods of this reserve, I spotted 
an ivory-billed woodpecker (“pica-
pau-rei”), with its classic red crest, 
and an orange-breasted trogon 
(“surucuá-variado”), a large bird 
with a dark blue head and a reddish-

orange breast, only found at higher 
altitudes.

The next day, on a trail winding 
up Corcovado, a peak in the Serra do 
Mar (no entrance fee), we spotted a 
blue manakin (“tangará”) a variety of 
tanager with a blue body, black wings 
and head details and a red crown.

The blue manakin is the official 
bird of Ubatuba, even though the 
seagull seems a more appropriate 
choice. After all, the city promotes 
its beaches, not its birds. So most São 
Paulo residents have no idea that this 
seaside get-away offers more than 
idyllic meeting of sea and sand. Or 
as Brazilian poet Mario Quintana 
said: “Eles passarão...eu passarinho!” 
(perhaps “They will fly…I will 
bird!”).

One of the best times to go birding 
in Ubatuba is in mid-September, 
when birds begin to mate, and mid-
October, when a climate change 
gives the city the jocular name “Uba-
chuva.” Any time after the rainy 
season ends in May is also a good 
time to go.

Guides I can recommend: Fabio de 
Souza, at fabio.aves@hotmail.com; 
and Rafael Fortes, at fortestripes@
gmail.com. There is an association of 
birding guides at: promataubatuba@
gmail.com

MICHAEL KEPP, an American 
freelance journalist living in Brazil for 
the past 31 years, is author of the book 
“Tropeços nos Trópicos - crônicas de 
um gringo brasileiro” (Record) <http://
michaelkepp.com.br/michaelkepp/> 
First published (in Portuguese) in 
the Folha de S. Paulo newspaper on 
September 19, 2013 
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The CasaShopping mall in Barra da Tijuca, 
close to BarraShopping, specializes in 
home furnishings and is a nice place to 
buy anything from bathtubs to bath towels, 
from mattresses to lamps, just to mention a 
few of the goodies to be found there.  Also, 
if you like, a stroll around the grounds is 
always agreeable, as it’s got lots of open 
spaces.

What you may not know is that there are 
now many gastronomical options in the 
mall. In the new building on the recently 
expanded site, the novelty is “L’Entrecôte de 
Paris”. As is customary in Brazil, everything 
with a French name is supposedly posh…
but the concept does not apply in this 
case. Do not enter unaware, for all you 
will find is steak and chips. That’s it! The 
menu consists of one single solitary item, 
one only choice: steak, chips and a “secret” 
sauce. Supposedly just like its namesake 
and inspiration on the Champs Élysées in 
Paris.

The sauce deserves a special paragraph: 
the waiter will tell you that the sauce is 
secret, which may lead your imagination 
to excelsior, to infinity, to heaven. On 
the other hand, it may cause you an 

excruciating doubt: will I like it? Is it 
something I am allergic to? Fear not! 
When the secret is unveiled, it turns out 
to be mustard sauce. This may be a tad 
disappointing, since mustard usually has a 
permanent place inside refrigerator shelves 
in our homes. It certainly is fine to weave 
the eating experience with a little suspense; 
however, there are better ways to tell the 
story. Such as, for instance, the recipe has 
been kept secret for a long time, or that it 
is a family tradition passed down through 
generations. In short, explain a little bit 
more of the puzzle.

The food is served pre-sliced, similar to the 
“London Broil” offering common to US 
steakhouse menus, and you add sauce as 
desired. The size of the steak is … how shall 
we put this delicately?...let’s just say that 
ladies on a diet will approve. Those having 
a hearty appetite will have to make do with 
– here’s the good news – chips, which are 
really good! You order as many chips as you 
can devour and the flow of the sauce stops 
only when you ask.

Included in the price is an honest – not tiny! 
– serving of salad. The appetizer consists of 
bread and the charge is R$ 5,50 per person. 

NAN CARIOCA

Want to know a secret?
Taxing News

NAN HIRSCH

Draft Stella Artois beer is sold at R$ 8,00 
and l’entrecôte itself costs R$ 48,59. For 
dessert, those with a sweet tooth should ask 
for the “marquise au chocolat”, delectable at 
R$ 18,40.

The seating capacity of the restaurant is 96, 
and you can expect to find the restaurant 
almost empty at 1 pm on a regular Friday; 
upon finishing your meal, you will be 
amazed by the full occupancy of the salon 
and the queue forming up outside.

The address in Barra da Tijuca is Av. Ayrton 
Senna, 2150 – CasaShopping, Bloco O, 
lojas G and H. It is open from Monday to 
Sunday from 12 am to 10 pm. Credit cards 
are all welcome. If you are curious and 
would like to explore the place’s “secrets”, 
you can find more information at <http://
lentrecotedeparis.com.br >. 

Bon appétit!

Finances

Readers of the Umbrella with financial 
interests in the UK will be interested in 
some significant changes introduced 
in the UK Finance Bill 2015. And 
if they visit the UK for significant 
periods each year, they will also want 
to be aware of new rules on residency 
which were introduced from 2013-14 
onwards. Both changes could bring 
Anglo-Brazilians within the UK tax 
net, if they are not careful to manage 
their affairs well.

A key change introduced by the 
Finance Bill, which is expected to 
be enacted soon, is that it extends 
capital gains tax (CGT) from 6 April 
2015 to sales of residential property 
by non-UK residents. In the past, 
a non-resident could dispose of a 
residential property without the need 
to pay CGT. However, the government 
has decided to change this position, 
for two reasons. First, they argue 
that equality of treatment between 
residents and non-residents is more 
equitable. Second, they wish to remove 
some of the “heat” from London’s 
overheated property market – the 
contention being that rich foreigners 
are bidding up property prices, safe in 
the knowledge that they could use the 
property or even leave it empty but still 
make a handsome tax-free profit upon 
sale. Umbrella’s correspondent can 

vouch for this, having recently visited 
a new development in Greenwich, 
which was being bought up mostly 
by Chinese and Malaysian investors, 
most of whom would never live in the 
property. London has become a magnet 
for wealthy foreigners in search of a 
comfortable residence and a profitable 
investment – some properties are only 
being marketed outside the UK ! The 
new tax will become payable only 
on gains made after 6 April, and not 
gains accumulated up to that date. The 
current rate of UK CGT is 18 or 28 per 
cent, depending on your income level. 
You have been warned !

Another change, introduced a couple 
of years ago, might also be of interest 
to Anglo-Brazilians. Until recently, 
UK tax law on questions of residency 
was very complicated, involving three 
separate “statuses” which needed to 
be assessed – residence, ordinary 
residence, and domicile. But since 
2013-14 these have been reduced to 
two separate questions – residence 
and domicile – and residence is 
now determined by a new Statutory 
Residence Test (SRT). The SRT now 
decides residence questions based 
not just on how many days a person 
is in the UK in each tax year, but also 
the number of “ties” with the UK as 
well as previous residency history. 
Those links may be employment, close 
family, or a home in the UK.  The 
rules are complicated, but the main 

point to note is that it is possible to 
spend as little as 16 (yes, 16 !) days 
in the UK and still be considered tax 
resident there. With just one tie, such 
as maintaining a home, it’s quite easy 
to become UK resident after just 120 
days in the country, and 90 days in 
subsequent years. This is in sharp 
contrast to the previous position, and 
the Brazilian tax authorities’ stance, 
that you have to spend more than 
50% of the year in the country to be 
considered resident. The changes 
introduced in 2013-14 make it much 
more likely that an Anglo-Brazilian 
might be dual resident – in both the 
UK and Brazil. And since there is no 
Double Taxation Agreement (DTA) 
between the two countries, it could 
mean that both countries would be 
pursuing you for tax on your world-
wide income or capital gains (a DTA 
would normally seek to avoid this 
eventuality). Now if there’s one thing 
guaranteed to keep you awake at night, 
it would be this outcome.

So to conclude, if you own a property in 
the UK, or are thinking of buying one, 
be aware that it will be subject to UK 
CGT even if you are non-resident. And 
if you spend any significant amount 
of time in the UK each year, you’ll 
also want to watch out that you don’t 
inadvertently become dual resident.

For further information, it’s really best 
to consult a tax adviser.

In Memoriam

Ben Edwards ‘50
Ben Edwards, old school, true blue, a gentleman, a scholar, witty, fun, loyal and just a really good guy, died just before 
Christmas in California where he was visiting his family. I am not sure of the exact year that Ben entered Yale because 
he left for WW II and returned to graduate with the class of 1950. In July of 1950 he attended the second meeting of the 
Yale Association of Rio de Janeiro, a group that was formed four months previously and personally acknowledged by the 
then President of Yale, Charles Seymour. 

Ben continued to give his time to Yale for 65 years. He was secretary of the Yale Club of Brazil for many years and in 1995 
he received the AYA recognition award for outstanding serve. Ben continued to work for Yale in Rio with energy beyond 
his years, interviewing applicants, organizing local events, assisting visitors from New Haven who tend to descend upon 
Rio around Carnaval time. Hosting the Whiffenpoofs was one of his favorite efforts.

The Yale Club of Brazil and especially Rio will miss Ben dearly. I am reminded by his wit 
and joie de vivre by a “ballad” he adapted for one of our dinners. I have taken the liberty of 
inserting his name in the place of another to whom he had addressed this merry song--the 
Ballad of Ben Edwards, the Bulldog Sans Peer

But the reason we’re here to honor Amir –
Oops – Edwards the Bulldog Sans Peer,
And tribute we sing must unfailingly wring
A moist and enormous tear.

 John deMarmon Murray ‘58

http://lentrecotedeparis.com.br
http://lentrecotedeparis.com.br
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Looking down on the morning mist
Lynda Smith

Barra beach
Mary Alice Whyte

Peach blossom
Georgia Duckworth

Bed bugs start their smelly lives
David Long

Yes, we have no …
Happy Snapper

SNAP!
Send
News 
And 

Pictures

Let’s be seeing YOU in The Umbrella in 2015. 
Send News And Pictures and we’ll try to get you into print. 

The Umbrella. Make it YOUR Umbrella.

Thank you to Glenn Long for this month’s cover, 
capturing the dawn in the hills of  Teresópolis.  

Send News and Pictures to the.umbrella@terra.com.br

Not the True Cross. But truly cross at cupim damage.
Liz Wynn-Jones

St. George sails at the Rio Sailing in Niterói
Alexander Corrie

Not all flowers are pretty: aristolochia isn’t.
Samantha Boyes, soon to be Mrs. Edward Byers

A very Brazilian bird: Bem te ví
Georgia Duckworth

Pace by pace …
Liz Wynn-Jones

From small beginnings: baby grapes
Tony Jones
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GOOD LISTENING

MARTIN HESTER

A recent piece on the BBC site gave food 
for thought – it identified and commented 
on eight important “turning points” which 
influenced music as it is produced and 
consumed in the “West” today. In slightly 
condensed form, here are the 8 points – 

Pythagoras creates the scale 

There is evidence that ancient cultures 
sang songs and made pleasing sounds, but 
not until the investigations of the Greek 
mathematician and philosopher around 
500 BC was there a theory to explain why 
some sounds sounded pleasant when played 
together, and others not. Pythagoras studied 
the ratios between the length of vibrating 
strings and the sounds they produced. He 
found a mathematical relationship between 
notes that were pleasant when sounded 
together, and extended the discovery to 
produce a scale - a division of intervals 
between notes which are exact whole 
multiples of the frequency of one another 
(which are called harmonics). Pythagoras’s 
scale – roughly the one we use now – is the 
basis for all Western music since.

Notation is developed

Not until about the 8th Century onwards 
did monks in Spain and Italy begin to use 

a series of symbols which showed whether 
a note should be higher or lower than the 
preceding one, and use it to record their 
chants. At some point around 1000 AD the 
Benedictine monk Guido d’Arezzo began 
to plot the symbols on a series of parallel 
lines, making clear how a note related to the 
previous. This gradually developed into the 
system of musical notation we use today, 
which enables music to be remembered, 
and executed by other people.

The piano enters the home

Up until the early 1800s, music was 
largely practised in churches and in the 
homes of the nobility. With the invention 
of the pianoforte and improvements in 
manufacturing techniques, the piano 
became an essential part of the middle- and 
upper-class home, and playing and singing 
an important social accomplishment. 
Together with publishing and distribution 
of musical scores, music-making 
became common in homes and places of 
entertainment.

The first recording

The phonograph was invented by Thomas 
Edison in 1877, using a stylus and a 

tin-foil-wrapped cylinder. Later, an 
inexpensive gramophone player using 
a needle running in a groove on a vinyl 
disc started the music recording industry. 
Playing speed dropped from 78rpm to 45, 
and after WWII the LP of 33 1/3 rpm really 
boomed. At that time, a popular disc could 
make rich both the recording company and 
the artists. However, the LP was gradually 
replaced by the cassette, the CD, then 
by mp3 and digital media, and the strict 
control of reproduction was lost to both the 
companies and the artists.

The birth of public radio broadcasting

Radio broadcasting started about 1910 and 
quickly both public and private stations 
began to broadcast news reports, music, 
discussions, politician’s addresses, and 
advertisements. By the 1930s, half of US 
homes had radios, and this rose to 90% 
during WWII. By the 1950s, portable 
transistor radios and rock ‘n’ roll had 
increased radio’s popularity. But TV grew 
strongly post-war, and by the early 1960s 
about 90% of US households had a TV. 
Radio’s influence on the way the public 
consumed music began to wane.

The first chart is published

In 1936, the music industry magazine 
Billboard published a feature called Chart 
Line, which ranked the most popular songs 
on three radio networks in the US. In July 
1940, a best-selling list of records was 
also compiled, and by 1945 this included 
the most-played songs on juke boxes. 
From 1958, the airplay and record sales 
listings were combined, and this charting 
continues today, now including downloads 
and streaming data.

Turning points in music through the ages

The dawn of electronic music

In 1948 a Frenchman named Pierre 
Schaeffer produced the first piece of a new 
type of music he called musique concrète 
– an avant-garde collage of environmental 
noise and other non-musical sounds. The 
composer Stockhausen worked in Cologne, 
and his studio became a famous laboratory 
for the incubation of electronic music. The 
studio also produced synthesisers, but the 
music had little popular appeal – until the 
sounds started to be used by progressive 
rock bands. Today synthetic sounds are 
an important part of hip hop and dance 
music. Without electronic instruments and 
production techniques, most of the music 
in today’s pop charts would sound very 
different.

The invention of portable players

Tape recording had been transformed to 
use cassettes by Phillips in the 60s, but 
Sony’s 1979 Walkman combined a compact 
player with audio headphones, and became 
a defining package for the 1980s. This 

portable (and private) music-reproducing 
product evolved to the Discman, the iPod, 
and now the smartphone. These products 
brought along also the idea of creating your 
own mix of music – leading to the Spotify 
playlists of today.

So those are the eight points. I find it 
surprising that half of these points are 
concerned with how music is reproduced 
and distributed, and few are concerned with 
the development of musical instruments 
and the musicians themselves. 

There was a period of more than 100 
years of evolution of orchestral music, 
through developing instruments, training 
musicians, learning to compose (by hand!) 
for huge ensembles, and bringing them to 
play with coordinated expressiveness. The 
great works for orchestra with choir and 
soloists (Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, Mahler) 
should be considered turning points as 

they are high points in music – after that 
the conditions for such creations didn’t 
exist. They are like the cathedral on the hill 
compared with the flashy car outside the 
front door which is today’s popular music! 

Another key point (not mentioned) seems 
to be the adoption of the guitar as the 
predominant instrument for making music. 
The guitar is portable, quite easy to learn 
to play, and can be a backing instrument 
(playing chords and rhythm) or a solo 
instrument, though it needs amplification. 
Amazing how it has come to dominate the 
musical scene!

So ......do you agree, or do you have other 
points to add?

[Editor’s note: As far as the Quondam is 
concerned, the only turning point in music 
was Bach—after him, all music has been 
going steadily downhill.]

   see spot
        check sp  t

MALIGNANT MELANOMA causes the 
death of millions of people every year. It 
is a malignant mole which is being seen 
more frequently today. However, if it is 
recognized and treated promptly, it has 
a high cure rate.

See a doctor if you notice any of these 
signs or symptoms:
• Change in the size of a mole
•  Change in colour of a mole - especially 

if colours are irregular, mottled and 
extend outside the boundaries of the 
original mole

•   Change in mole surface - scaliness, 
oozing or bleeding

•   Itchiness or tenderness in or around 
a mole.

•   Irregular outline or notching of the 
outline of a mole

PROTECT YOUR SKIN, SPECIALLY DURING SUMMER. 
ALWAYS WEAR SUNBLOCK CREAM AND A HAT. AVOID 

EXPOSURE TO SUN BETWEEN 10 am AND 4 pm.

FIGHT SKIN CANCER
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Culture Mulcher
insisted upon gazing at its own pink 
and green navel, and all its songs 
exalt – Mangueira. This year’s is no 
exception—Mangueira women are first 
class. The song isn’t, the music isn’t, so 
Mangueira will languish in the middle 
ranks for yet another year.

União da Ilha wins the prize for the 
shortest title—“Beleza Pura”. It deals 
with the innate beauty of women, 
particularly those who get themselves 
all decked out to perform in the 
annual Carnaval parade and hope to 
become famous. It’s told in the first 
person, which is also a departure 
from normal practice. It’s very cleverly 
done, certainly a much better job than 
Mangueira, so Ilha should do pretty 
well this year.

Salgueiro, last year’s runner-up by 
one tenth of a point (299,3 to 299,4) 

has turned to a tradition that’s not 
about a person, or even people, but 
about something everyone in Brasil 
loves—“comida mineira” or the 
food typical of Minas Gerais. All the 
“mineiros” (including the Mulcher’s 
wife, who has paraded with Salgueiro 
for 24 years) will think it should win 
everything. Maybe it will, maybe it 
won’t, because musically the samba is 
mostly “pamonha”. 

Mocidade Independente de Padre 
Miguel has come up with perhaps the 
most unusual theme of this year’s lot: 
If the world ended tomorrow, what 
would you do today? The answer, 
of course, is to do what you want, 
and what your heart wants, which 
is (duh!) trundle on down to Padre 
Miguel and get happy with Mocidade! 
Clever stuff, what? Doomsday with 
boom boxes, and everybody smiling. 
Who knows, perhaps Mocidade will 
finally be happy on Judgement Day 
(Ash Wednesday) when the results 
are in. 

Beija-Flor de Nilópolis, the school 
everybody loves to hate, or vice versa, 
has, like Viradouro and Imperatriz, 
chosen négritude and African roots as 
its basic theme. It purports to relay the 
sayings of a “griot” or traveling poet/
musician/storyteller in West Africa. 
Specifically, it focuses on Equatorial 
Guinea, a long-time dictatorship with 

the worst poverty in Africa despite 
its oil riches. Beija-Flor ought to 
be ashamed to associate itself with 
this, but it probably isn’t. The song 
moves along, and the parade is always 
striking so… you can’t count them 
out.

Vila Isabel, one of the most popular 
schools, has attempted this year to 
combine the classical music of Heitor 
Villa-Lobos with the traditional 
samba of Noel Rosa; indeed, Isaac 
Karabitshevsky and Martinho da Vila 
are mentioned together. The music is 
far more interesting than most, with 
references to many Villa-Lobos hits, 
particularly those featuring indigenous 
people. Given the paucity of any good 
music this year, Vila Isabel may just 
come up a surprise winner, as it did in 
2013.

Produção de Eventos

WWW.MARCIAFIALHO.COM.BR
DESIGNER DO UMBRELLA DESDE 1994

MARCIA@MARCIAFIALHO.COM.BR
TEL: 21 2522-0159

This year, the Culture Mulcher 
put away his nasty habit of buying 
a CD with the songs of the 12 elite 
samba schools, with the lyrics in fine 
print. Rather, he tried YouTube and 
discovered there were lyrics and music 
available. Staring at the lyrics, he 
listened several times to the songs, and 
tried to follow along—in most cases, 
it wasn’t very easy, because “sambas 
enredo” as they are called, often try to 
cramtoomanysyllablesintoaline, just 
like the Folk Song Army (pace, Tom 
Lehrer). 

As everyone knows, the Culture 
Mulcher doesn’t like “sambas enredo” 
because he finds them all to be much 
of a muchness, or perhaps a too-
muchness. They are all basically 
interchangeable, with the same rhythm 
(they’re not actually sambas, they’re 
marchinhas) and the same repetitive 
chords and scales and such. This year’s 
crop is particularly stultifying, with 
very few exceptions. 

So, as in years past, this article will focus 
on the lyrics, the title, the story, and 
the history of the schools themselves. 
Don’t get your hopes up, for this has 
been a pretty poor year all round. 

Viradouro, back up again after pining 
away in the A Group, has decided to 
fall back on “négritude” a French word 
for a literary and political movement, 
one of whose principal exponents was 
Senegal’s President Leopold Senghor. 
The doctrine exalts African roots 
and the refrain in the samba echoes 
this with “it takes attitude to assume 
negritude, to become more Brasil”. A 
nice sentiment, and Viradouro should 
be praised for not mentioning its 
school name once. Lots of ôôôôs and 
ahs, but nothing spectacular in the 
music department.

Portela, the Big Bird of Rio’s Carnaval, 
purports to celebrate 450 years in a 

surreal city, and does so by naming a 
dozen or so famous songs and places. 
Once again, however, it cannot resist 
the temptation to identify itself with 
cariocas, and it rhymes samba with 
bamba, as always. Even more ôôôôs 
and ahs, but, once again, unspectacular 
music.

Grande Rio, which is from Rio’s 
grandest suburb Duque de Caxias, and 
which typically does a great parade, 
has this year put a big stack of chips 
down on … cards! That’s right, cards. 
Playing cards and tarot cards, so what 
has it got up its sleeve? Water, earth, 
wind and fire are mentioned, as is the 
Joker. But the song is uninspiring and 
the invitation to join the card game is 
not likely to be accepted by many.

São Clemente, the only samba school 
from Rio’s South Zone, has once again 
gone down a completely different path 
from the other schools. The subject of 
their “homage” is Fernando Pamplona, 
who became famous as the Carnaval 
judge who kept Salgueiro from being 
champion by giving it a low grade, and 
then was hired by Salgueiro to run their 
shows for the next 10 years, and was 
successful. The title is much too long, 
but fortunately is not repeated in the 
lyrics, which are interesting but … will 
probably not keep it from demotion.

Unidos da Tijuca, last year’s winner, 
has made an interesting choice of hero: 

Clóvis Bornay, born in Nova Friburgo, 
of a Swiss father. According to the plot, 
it was his Swiss nature that led him to 
convince the Theatro Municipal to put 
on a gala Carnaval Ball, with prizes for 
the best individual costume. He won 
the first such ball and many others and 
was a hugely popular figure. No matter 
that Switzerland doesn’t do Carnaval, 
Unidos da Tijuca does, although it 
probably won’t repeat as champion.

Imperatriz Leopoldinense, a 
traditional school from the Ramos 
community, has also chosen a real-life 
figure to honor: Nelson Mandela. Its 
song starts with “Axé nkenda!” (don’t 
ask me what it means) and proceeds 
to name literally dozens of the African 
traditions current in today’s Brasil—
dendê, caruru, maracatu, maculelê. 
The best line, however, is “a banana 
for prejudice” referring to footballer 
Daniel Alves’s historic reply to a fan 
who called him a monkey and threw a 
banana—he picked it up, peeled it and 
ate it. This story has everything going 
for it, and could well be Imperatriz’s 
first win in a long time because the 
music is no worse than the others.

Mangueira is the oldest, best known, 
most popular samba school in the 
world, its colors instantly recognizable 
throughout Brasil. Sadly, however, 
Mangueira in recent years has 

The Culture Mulcher on Carnaval 2015

Culture Mulcher
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Charity
By Alexander Corrie

It was seven in the morning on Christmas day and the parrots 
were squawking in the yellow Canafistula tree above my room. 
Time to check the day’s weather forecast. Outside, I could see 
conditions were calm and settled – Guanabara Bay a millpond, 
with some early morning mist. The Windfinder app on my 
phone confirmed it would remain like this most of the day, 
with a five-knot breeze by the late afternoon. Sailors would 
be disappointed, but this augured well for heading out to sea 
on a kayak. This is how I wanted to spend Christmas and my 
idea was to try to reach the Cagarras Islands. I had never done 
this before, but, expecting that it would take up the whole day, 
I chucked some windfall mangoes, a pineapple and a couple 
of sandwiches in my rucksack for sustenance. I whizzed off a 
quick seasonal email to family in England and Australia and 
then wandered up the road to the Rio Yacht Club. 

Rio Yacht Club: not in Rio

Founded in 1914 by a group of Brits living in Brazil, 
the club is not in Rio at all, but in the São Francisco area 
of Niterói, and is known by everyone here simply as “O 
Sailing”. One hundred years ago, there was a strong British 
community living on this side of the Bay, including my great-
grandparents, amongst Germans, Norwegians and other 
nationalities. Today, the club is frequented by descendants 
of the Causers, McPhersons, Higgins, and many other 
“foreigners”, all speaking English with Brazilian accents, 
whilst chatting about regattas and drinking cold beers on the 
veranda of the clubhouse. Notably, it’s also home to a host of 
Olympic sailors, and a base for the Kiwi, Irish and Danish 
sailing teams as they train in local waters for Rio2016.

Bat Point

Leaving the boatyard behind and gliding silently past 
anchored yachts, I headed straight for the Morro do 
Morcego, a large granite outcrop just past the fishing village 
of Jurujuba. Schools of fish were near the surface, jumping 
high as I approached them. Up ahead I could see the little 
white colonial church on Boa Viagem Island and, in the hazy 
distance, the office buildings of Rio’s Centro. I always enjoy 
rounding the Morcego, because that’s when you can see 
everything on the Rio side, from the mouth of the Bay and 
Sugar Loaf to the bridge, with Corcovado towering above 
the city and Pedra da Gávea showing up through a gap in 
the peaks. You have to be careful when crossing the bay in 
a kayak though, looking both ways and then making a dash 
for it, before a massive tanker heads for the narrow shipping 
lane you are traversing. I got to the other side by the São João 

fortress, where the Portuguese founded Rio in 1565. Nearby 
is Sugar Loaf and bobbing on the water directly below it is 
an exhilarating experience. As you look up massive vertical 
rock walls, you feel so small and insignificant. 

A rare vantage point of a familiar skyline

Heading out of the Bay, you get swells and choppy seas, 
but then you enter a beautiful semi-enclosed spot, with 
Cotunduba Island and Leme Fort on one side, Praia 
Vermelha and the two towering Sugar Loaf mounts on 
the other. A couple of other kayakers were enjoying the 
scene, one of them fishing with a hand line. It’s then a short 
distance around the headland to the start of Leme beach 
and the familiar four-kilometre stretch of apartment blocks 
and white sands to Copacabana Fort. From the sea, the view 
is stunning, with multiple rounded peaks whose sides are 
covered by bare granite slopes, tropical forest and the favelas 

A Kayak Christmas 

It’s been nearly 10 months since the 
Street Child World Cup in Brazil. 

This time last year our team was 
working hard to get ready  to receive 
230 street children from 19 countries 
for a 10-day programme that consisted 
of a football tournament, a festival of 
arts and a conference for the rights of 
these children. 

One of the 19 countries participating 
was of course Brazil. 

Brazil was represented by a boys’ team 
from Fortaleza and a girls’ team from 
Rio - these children stole our hearts 
and minds.

On February 10th  at 7pm  the 
Museu da República, located on Rua 
do Catete 153, Catete, will  host a 
showing of the documentary “Road 
to Rio”. The film follows Team Brazil 
Boys in the lead-up to and their 
participation in the Street Child 
World Cup 2014.

Admission is free but seats are limited.

If you’d like to join us on this very 
informal evening please get in touch 
with:

Elisa Lamego  Local Coordinator to 
Brazil Office

Email: <elisa@streetchildunited.org>

Mobile: +55 21 99326 9193

Rio de Janeiro Premiere of Road to Rio documentary: 
Street Child World Cup

The Great Outdoors

Team Brazil celebrate a goal

Jurujuba fishing village

Rio from Adão e Eva beaches

Boa Viagem beach and Corcovado Cagarras from Dois Irmãos

...continues on page 17
of Babilônia, Ladeira dos Tabajaras and Cantagalo. Shafts 
of light penetrated a clear blue sea as I paddled a kilometre 
offshore. Off the rocky point of Arpoador, I headed straight 
out, stopping halfway for Christmas lunch: a hot pineapple, 
mangoes and dried-out chicken breast in pão árabe. With 
my feet dangling in the water, the setting was magnificent: 
a tranquil ocean and blue sky all around, Ipanema beach 
and the summits of Dois Irmãos on land. Further out, you 
could look back on 50-odd kilometres of coastline between 
Guaratiba and Ponta Negra, by Maricá. 
Islands in the sun
The Cagarras are a small group of granite islands, whose 
smooth rock surfaces plunge directly into the sea. From 
Ipanema, you can make out the principal islands, including 
Palmas with its forest of (yes!) palm trees, the long bromeliad-
clad Comprida behind it and the white-streaked Cagarra, 
which I reached first. Thousands of atobás (boobies, which 

dive from on high and then swim underwater) form colonies 
here and in the mix there are also frigate birds, herons and 
seagulls. I’d been to the Cagarras once before, on a fisherman’s 
speedboat, and we spent several hours on the islands, jumping 
off the cliffs of Comprida into freezing waters. This time, 
however, I stayed in my kayak, catching a short nap and going 
overboard for a swim whilst birds soared overhead. There was 
nobody else around, which was special, but I couldn’t linger 
too long, as I had to get back before nightfall. 

The return was another story, more of a physical struggle 
than a leisurely trip, hitting the wall as I entered the Bay, 
what with the outgoing tidal rush and a stiff easterly 
wind. It was two paddles forward, one paddle back. After 
nine hours on the water, I limped back into the sailing 
club, collapsing onto the concrete slipway. I donated the 
remainder of my chicken sandwich to a rather surprised 
and lucky cat. A Christmas to remember, for both of us.

mailto:elisa@streetchildunited.org
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.Letters to the Editor
Dear Editor:

“Thanks for your kind reply.

About John, Florence and Dennis, there’s 
a website called “find a grave” which 
shows Mr John Trew Moore’s address as 
“Rua Maestro Ricardo Ferreira, nº 42, 
Nichteroy”, which is the same mentioned 
by Mr Cowling as the one informed by the 
Commonwealth War Grave Commissions 
for the Moore’s brothers. Their grave 
number in the Gamboa Cemetery is 1339 – 
Sect-3. On this same site, Mr Dennis Trew 
Moore is said to be born on 1894, but I 
suppose this is a transcription problem and 
the correct year is 1899.

Regarding Dennis and Eric, there’s a 
passenger list from the “S.S Murillo”, 
which sailed to the UK on 10/07/1920, 
showing Mr Moore, aged 65, Mrs Moore, 
aged 61, Dennis, 20 and Eric, 17. Their 
given address in the UK was “Kent Lodge, 
109 New Bridge Rd. , Bath”.  They returned 
to Brazil on 09/12/1920 by the “R.M.S. 
Highland Pride” and this time they were 
joined by a Mr Edward Moore, aged 54.

On their last recorded trip to the UK, 
they left Brazil on 03/06/1924, by the “S.S. 
Hogarth”, Mr Moore aged 69 and Mrs Moore 
aged 65. Mr Moore’s occupation is listed as 
retired and their address in England was the 
“Overseas Club, London”. They returned to 
Brazil on this same ship on 11/10/1924 and 
this time their informed address in England 
was “156 Upper Parliament St., Liverpool”.

I hope this information can help in finding 
out more about the Moore family after 
WWl and to make sure they are all the same 
family.”

William Riley

[Editor’s Note: Mr Riley subsequently 
indicated to the Editor that he would try to 
follow up on the Niteroi address. The Umbrella 
looks forward to the results of his research.]

Dear Editor:
A particularly good edition of The Umbrella 
for January, and an amazing cover photo - 

congrats! As usual an interesting article 
from Nan Carioca. As you mention, 
Admiral Lord Cochrane (not always a 
Lord) is buried in Westminster Abbey, but 
there is a monument to his memory in the 
English Cemetery at Gamboa, near the war 
graves. 

Admiral John Taylor, who followed 
Cochrane and virtually founded the 
Brazilian Navy, is buried in Gamboa, 

in a special tomb built by the Brazilian 
Navy. There are sometimes celebrations 
there, such as for the visit of the 1st 
Lord of the Admiralty - see photo - the 
Cochrane Monument is in the background 
with a wreath.

Regards

Chris 
<www.CariocaForever.wordpress.com>

.Letters to the Editor
Letter to Peter Janos Kurz [re-
routed to the Editor]
Peter: The articles dealing with the Southern 
Cross [“The Crux of the Matter”, Dec 2014 
and Jan 2015] were both fascinating and 
nostalgic for me as they harked back to a 
family experience from nearly 30 years ago 
that was both memorable and poignant.  In 
April of 1985, our family of four vacationed 
for 10 days at the Southern Cross Club on 
Little Cayman in the Cayman Islands. At that 
time, the Southern Cross Club was the only 
resort on the island, and was about as “off the 
beaten track” as you could get. It was located 
at the west end of Little Cayman, a stone’s 
throw from the island’s small airstrip. Upon 
arrival, we learned that “Crux” would be 
visible low in the southern sky shortly after 
sunset during each night of our stay. The first 
two nights were cloudy and no stars were 
visible.  

After lunch the third day the resort drove 
us to a remote cove (“Sandy Point”) at the 
far southeastern corner of the island and 
dropped us off for an afternoon of snorkeling 
and beachcombing.   The weather was 
spectacular, the setting was idyllic, and there 
wasn’t another human being within miles of 
us - a real-life “Robinson Crusoe” experience. 
Tony (who was 10 at the time) and I played tag 
with a juvenile nurse shark in calm, crystal-
clear water just offshore, and managed to 
corral a small sea turtle to show Lizzie (she 
was 3 at the time). We also chanced upon a 
baby octopus in the shallows and took turns 
playing with it for an hour or more.  

We were scheduled to be picked up at 5:30 
but that time came and went with no sign 
of our ride. It was apparent that we had 
been forgotten. In those days, of course, 
cell phones were virtually unheard of, so 
we were stranded. There was a small fishing 
boat anchored in waist-deep water in the 
cove that appeared not to have been used 
in some time. It had an outboard motor 
(which I tried unsuccessfully to start) as 
well as a marine radio (which proved to be 
inoperable due to a dead battery).  At dusk, 
the four of us started walking back to the 
resort down the road along the southern 
shore of the Island (a 5 mile hike), but no 
sooner had we left the beach than we were 
swarmed with mosquitoes and had to 
retreat to the boat to escape them. 

By 9 pm or so, the sun had been down for a 
couple of hours but the sky was completely 
cloud-free, and although it was a moonless 
night, I probably could have read a book 
with the light from the Milky Way - and I 
spotted Crux for the first time in my life.   
The staff at the resort didn’t realize they had 

dropped the ball until we were “no-shows” 
for dinner, and it was after 10 before they 
got us back to our villa. But we didn’t mind, 
as it had been an unforgettable day capped 
off by an unforgettable light show at night.

Eric Vincent Lemon 

PS: I learned a new word from your 
material: vexillology. I had never run across 
it before.

[Editor’s note: In our July 2014 issue (p.10) 
there is a picture of three young fellows, 
and a note that 2 out of 3 write for The 
Umbrella. Now that this is published, we’re 3 
out of 3. We owe the vexillological bit to our 
collaborator Nunquam.]

Dear Editor:

“I was very interested In Mr Geoff Cowling’s 
article about the Moore brothers (The 
Umbrella, December)  and tried to find out 
a little more  about the Moore family. I used 
some search sites available on the Internet 
and came upon some information which 
answers some of the points mentioned by 
Mr Cowling.

Mr John Trew Moore and Mrs Florence 
Marsden Moore had three other children, 
called Ruth, Dennis and Eric and lived in 
Niteroi up to the end of their lives. Ruth 
was their older child , born in 1890, Dennis 
was born in 1899 and Eric in 1903. Mr 
Moore worked for the London & Brazilian 
Bank and some passengers lists show the 
family travelling to the UK in 1893, 1898, 
1920 & 1924.

A 1915 passenger list shows Allan, Bruce 
and Colin leaving on the “R.M.S. Demerara” 
to the UK on 16/12/1915. Their complete 
names were John Allan Moore, Bruce 
Richard Moore and Colin McLaughlin 
Moore, listed as John on the mentioned 
list. Their given address in England was 
“Bourchier House, Oak Lane, E. Finchley”, 
which is the same as on the casualties lists 
found on WWl information sites.

Mr Moore, Mrs. Moore and Dennis are 
buried at the British Cemetery in Gamboa 
and after the family trip to the UK in 1898, 
I couldn’t find any records mentioning 
their daughter Ruth.

I hope this information can be of help 
to whoever wishes to go deeper into the 
Moore’s history.”

Best Regards,

William Riley
[Editor’s note: Mr Riley’s letter was sent 
to Mr Chris Hieatt, Administrator of the 
English Cemetery. In reply we received this 
note.]

Dear Editor:
“I think we have to contact Mr Riley and 
ask for his sources. As you will see from 
the other emails both Geoff Cowling and I 
had concluded that there were two families.  
If Mr Riley has proof of birth of all six 
children to the same parents, we are wrong, 
and the parents of the three boys who went 
to war are in Gamboa. 

Unfortunately we have not found a 
gravestone with their names on it, though 
the records show John Trew, Florence 
Marsden and Dennis Trew Moore all in the 
same grave - buried in1931, ‘36, ‘61. 

There are lots of other Moores in the 
Gamboa cemetery. I found what appears to 
be news of their marriage in October 1889.”   

Chris Hieatt

[Editor’s note: Mr Hieatt copied Mr Geoff 
Cowling on his reply, and he in turn replied 
as follows.]

“Hi Chris

Like you, I assume the Moores in Gamboa 
cemetery are not the same family, but 
if there are no longer members of the 
Moore family in the Community to ask, 
it is impossible to be sure.  I guess the 
generation of Brits with some knowledge 
of that period has also passed into history.

Anyway, I am delighted “Umbrella” found 
space to print my article. 

All the best...”

Geoff 

[Editor’s note: The editor wrote to Mr Hieatt: 
“Since the names on the records are those 
Mr Riley cites as the parents and brother of 
the 3 boys, his claim seems to make sense. 
Assuming they married young in 1889, deaths 
in 1936 and 1931 do not seem anachronous. 
Nor does a 1961 death of Dennis who was 
born in 1899. I’ll ask him for his source for 
the three other children.” The Editor did 
write Mr Riley, who kindly replied as follows: 

1st Lord and Lady Band meet ex-combatants

War graves at Gamboa Cemetery
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Brazilian Holiday Calendar:

Feb 14 –18 Sat–Wed - Carnaval

Apr 03 – Friday - Good Friday

Apr 05 – Sunday - Easter

Apr 21 - Tuesday  - Tiradentes

Apr 23 - Thursday - São Jorge (Rio only)

May 01 -  Friday - Workers Day

June 04 – Thursday - Corpus Christi

Sep 07 - Monday - Independence Day

Oct 12 – Monday - N.Sa. Aparecida

Nov 02 - Monday  - All Souls’ Day

Nov 15 – Sunday - Republic Day

Nov 20 – Friday - Dia do Zumbi (Rio only)

Dec 25 - Friday - Christmas 

Calendar

DEADLINE 
for our March 2015 issue 
is Monday, 23rd FebruaryPSYCHOTHERAPY

VIVIANE RICHARDSON

CliniCal PsyChologist. ExPEriEnCE with ExPatriatEd 
and cross-cultural issues. 

lived many years overseas: canada, singapore, uK and usa. 
practice at Botafogo - rua voluntários da pária 190. 

appointment By phone +55 (21) 99966.9494 
or email vivianerichardson@gmail.com

If you want to drink, that’s your business.
If you want to stop, that’s ours.

Contact  Alcoholics Anonymous 
aario.org - Richard (21) 99867 8377

Selling a very Unique home that belonged to an English family, expats of the Rio community

• 150 kms from RJ nestled in the cool & peaceful mountains of Teresópolis  
• Landscape totals 3,000 mts with 800 mts of constructed area • Adjacent  to 
home are stables, kennels, wendy houses • Heart-shaped lake filled with Carp 
• Lapa for sundowners overlooking lake and rolling lawns. • River running 
through property with a small waterfall and bridge leading to guest house 
• House totals 4 bedrooms with imbúia wood cupboards in all and 5 bath-
rooms • Garage for 8 cars plus volleyball court • Large fireplace surrounded by 
carpeted area to sit around and enjoy at any angle.
 
This stunning home is filled with many treasures and happy memories.
Contact Thalita MacGregor: email thalitacendrowicz@gmail.com - phones 
(021) 99224-7667 (from January on, Portuguese and English speaking).
https://www.aluguetemporada.com.br/haod/126.3659226.3673643/property.html

Don’t miss your Umbrella!
Always keep your address updated.
Contact the BCS Office: 21 2537-6695


