TRIO CALAFRIO – Barbeirinho do Jacarezinho, Marcos Diniz and Luiz Grande

Had it been up to the conglomerates that dictate the rules in today’s global entertainment market, all of popular Brazilian music would be identical to that of any other place—with that same playback, the same infantile sexualized romanticism, the same lyrics without content. Music that makes you stop, reflect, draw conclusions? Forget it!

These intentions are very well laid out in a strategic plan that has as its object the vampirization of the best popular music of the planet in order to transform it into an insipid soup with no color or scent. These strategies absorb the naturally aggressive discourse of the ghetto, but spew it out shod in Reeboks or Nikes and they kick samba into the corner, because samba likes its trousers to be “boca do linho” (pure linen) from Campo de São Cristóvão; its shoes to be made by Souza or Motinha; and its hats to come from Chapelaria Porto on Senador Pompeu Street.

For the corporations aren’t suckers. Of the ghetto, they absorb only the discourse that can help give them a hand with their business. This includes urban violence and war as a whole. But the discourse that corrodes from below and from within, the one that the Romans had already feared, which entertains, educates, and destroys at the same time—this, for the love of the almighty dollar, no!

In a country in which radio broadcast franchises are sacred fiefdoms, the illegal TV antenna that a malandro brazenly places on top of his hut is worth more than 500 laws for democratizing the communications media. In the same way that the “Samba do Jeton” informs the discussions about welfare reform. And in the same measure that the story of Mary Lou—who opened an antiques shop with the bric-a-brac that she got from her lady employers—is worth more as a tip for climbing the economic ladder than any manual from the Small Business Administration.

And when the stomach growls? What do you do? Raise your voice, naturally! But without appealing to ignorance. And while giving a lesson in creativity.

For creativity is one quality you won’t find missing in Trio Calafrio—they even communicate in a language all their own. Their name was invented by another brilliant denizen of the carioca peripheries: none other than Zeca Pagodinho. 

The taxi driver Luiz Grande is one of the composers of Imperatriz Leopodinense and a great samba stylist. His uniquely syncopated style can be found in João Nogueira’s classic recordings, including “Maria Rita” (1978), “A Força do Samba” (1980) and “Malandro 100” (1986). Barbeirinho (whose nickname is more than a trade) is a lyricist of rare inventiveness, expert cavaquinista, and follower of Unidos Jacarezinho. As a composer he arrived later but well, chiefly in the voice of Zeca Pagodinho. The third side of the triangle is Marcos Diniz, brother of Mauro and son of Monarco, from whom he inherited his beautiful voice. Like his father, he knows how to create a melodic bridge between Jacarezinho and Oswaldo Cruz [Portela], in a way that is both poetic and ironic, as sarcastic as it is lyric.

After all, what need to be done is to poke a finger in the wound. Mocking the oppressor and if possible giving him a smack on the bottom is much more bothersome than shouting in the face of those who want to exclude and nullify us. And this is the great strength of Trio Calafrio. It also knows how to make romantic samba, and danceable sambas like the delectable “Pouco Importa a Tranca” (a spontaneous samba-jazz!) and “Mary Lu,” dressed for a ball with their swing and the sensitivity of Leandro Braga and Itamar Assiere.

The incorruptible Paulinho Albuquerque, friend of samba and sambistas, who goes from New Orleans to Seropédica without getting lost, had the good sense to surround himself with some of the best musicians in the Brazil of today. Without Berklee, without Los Angeles, without stupidity, they fill this disc with timbres, sounds, and rhythmic nuances that fit the bill. As required by the brasilidade e and inventiveness of Trio Calafrio.

This is an incomparable disc, whose key words are creativity and identity.

This reminds me that the other day, in an interview about a Caribbean rap group that a record label was trying to transform into the latest fad, the label’s marketing man said: “It’s difficult! They’re too Latin for the rap market and too rap for the Latin music market!”

Isn’t it funny? 

Nei Lopes - January, 2003

(Translated into English by Daniella Thompson)
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