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Echoes 
from the 

PASTPAST



“Partying, sunshine and 
merrymaking! And you’re 

      gonna miss it?”

“Everyone wants 
to come to Rio for 
Carnival and you’re 

going to Europe  
in winter?”

My friends didn`t 
understand that 
at that moment 
my merrymaking 

ran silent.

Hôtel Scandic Grand 
Place, s’il-vous-plaît.

Bonjour, Monsieur Hergé.  
I arrived. At last, we meet.

Brussels, Belgium. Fe-
bruary 2013.
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In 1971, my father told me  
that I would be going with him  

to Europe. More than seeing the 
Mona Lisa, I wished to meet  

the creator of Tintin.

“Can we visit Hergé?”

“Write him. If he will see us,  
we’ll go to Belgium.”

Back then, letters took  
weeks to arrive.

Well, 42  
years later, 
here I am.

I was so anxious for an answer... 
 

When his letter arrived, Hergé 
told me that, unfortunately, he 
was going on vacation in Italy 

right at the same time my father 
and I would be traveling. 

 
Very kind... He praised 

the drawings I’d sent 
him and told me that 

someday I would be 
a great artist.

I still vividly remember 
his signature in blue ink, 

on the Hergé Studios 
stationery.

For the first time  
I experienced a huge 

frustration.

Look!  
The new 

Phantom is 
here!

Rio, 1963. My mother 
had lots of 
patience with 
my love for 

comics.
Don’t be sad, 
son. He wrote 

you such a nice 
letter...
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Mommy,  
let the kid 
read his 
comics.

It’s hard to explain the pleasure I felt sifting through newsstand after newsstand in 
search of a comic book that might have escaped me in the previous searches.

Weekdays are  
for studying.

They’re all 
the same.

But, son, we 
just left a 
newsstand.

But, Mom...

But let’s make 
a deal: you only 
read comic books 
on weekends, ok?

Let’s take 
a look at 

that other 
newsstand.

No! 
There might 

be a comic book 
there the other 

one didn’t 
have.

23



Diving into those 
magazines gave me a 

pleasure I never felt 
the like of again.

I was still a kid when I decided that  
was what I wanted to do, and kept d 
rawing nonstop, trying to be as good  

as the artists who fascinated me.

With each drawing, 
I felt a constant 
frustration, yet 

something made me 
keep trying...

I’d leave the  
stories unfinished...

But always 
start a new 

one...

I was an 
archeologist of 

comic books, brimming 
with dreams and 

adventures.
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I remember, as if it were yesterday, 
when I was 10 and went for the 

first time to the Leonardo da Vinci 
bookstore to buy a schoolbook for 

my French lessons.

Rio de Janeiro, 1967

It was dazzling.  
 

I’d never seen a bookstore  
like that one! 

 
It was a temple of books.  

Nothing else like it existed  
in Brazil back then. 

 
There were shelves and shelves 
of imported books, hardcover, 

in luxury editions, printed 
impeccably.  

Even the comic books  
were special.

I discovered 
a shelf with 

imported comic 
albums.

I took my 
first Anatomy 
lessons with 
his drawings

Dona Vanna enjoyed 
introducing me as her 
youngest customer 

and...

I met Dona Vanna 
Piracini, from 

then on my “book 
mother”.

I learned the 
difference between 

the owner of a 
bookstore and a 
book salesman.

I returned home 
from that first 

visit with a small 
book for my French 
lessons and a big 
book with Tarzan 
drawn by Burne 

Hogarth.

... the cartoonist 
Alvarus, with his portly 
white moustache, as her 

oldest customer.

Noticing my interest, my mother 
opened an account in my name and 
I could buy books every Saturday, 

under one condition:

they couldn’t be 
in Portuguese.
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I went back  
to that 

bookstore 
every Saturday 
and rummaged 
through each 

shelf.

Little by 
little I was 
introduced 
to European 

comics...

... a long path 
of revelations!

That was very 
different from 
what I was used 

to seeing in 
newsstands.

New 
heroes and 
adventures, 

the 
production 

quality

...

Everything 
fascinated 

me.

For the 
first time I 
understood 
the concept 
of an album.

The first 
one that 

enchanted  
me was 
Asterix.

Tintin had 
come out in 
Portuguese, 

but...

that Gaul, the 
boars, the druid 

and his magic potion 
transported me...

... to a place further away  
than that tiny Gaul village.

Yet I learned French.

The teacher wanted to 
dissect French grammar, 
while I wanted to plunge 

into the adventures.

The slowness of the 
reading irritated me...

She was a young and 
beautiful French girl, 

but that didn’t liven up a 
10-year-old boy.

One day, 
a private 

teacher came 
to my home 

to read with 
me the books 

that I had 
bought.

My mother 
had that idea.
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After lessons were 
over, I could finally 
read the books. And, 
even without fully 
understanding the  

texts, with the aid of 
the drawings I could 

follow the stories.

Besides French, 
I learned to 
love Asterix.



The bookshelf 
in my room was 

a portal to 
dimensions that 
would open upon 
marvelous sagas.

Everything was 
possible there. 

Even flying!



I started with  
funnies for kids, grew 
up with heroes and 
superheroes... until  
one day, penetrating 

into jungles and vines,  
I leaped to adult tales.

I visited lost 
lands and 
forgotten 
planets.

My real world 
turned small 
and I learned 

to dream.

Wake up!  
The world 

sucks, 
   man.

Voila, Monsieur. 
Hotel Scandic 
Grand Place. 

... oh! We’re 
here.

   I’ve  
been telling  
him that for 

years!

Me too, but 
he’s trapped in 

the dream!

 Easy now!  
He’ll find 

out...

And 
how...

The only 
real thing 

is the 
dream.

Hé hé hé !
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Good morning, sir. 
I have a one-week 

reservation. My name 
is Ricardo Leite.

Well, well, how curious. 
A glass elevator. The 

elevator operator in my 
story would like this.

Bienvenu, 
Monsieur. Your 

room is 122. 
Elevator on  
the right.
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Rio de Janeiro, made up time.

How did I get here? 
 

One day we have more past 
than future and we live 

inside  memories.  
 

And life becomes 
 

a dream.

And we dream we 
still are

... we were.

... someone we believe

What we were.

Or maybe...
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Today, that woman in the elevator said to  
me: wrinkles are the road one has 

traveled. But she doesn’t fathom 
what caused them.

I still hear echoes of  
a crowded Maracanã!  
100 thousand voices 

shouting my name don’t 
leave my mind...

 
 

And in the silence of  
this room, they make a  

hell of a noise!

When you’re born down 
and out, the only way 
up is to increase your 

commitment.

And I went up like And I went up like 
a bird that flies a bird that flies 
higher than his higher than his 

opponents.opponents.

And I became the 
Flying Prince.
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fateful football fall

PRINCE flIES off 
HIS PEDeSTal

Lucicleide said 
she missed the 

leather...

The leather of 
my football 

shoes? Of the 
ball? The sex?

No!

What she missed 
was the leather 
of my wallet!

That wind in my face  
was exhilarating...

Brussels, February 2013

You are a 
spectacle! I 
should sell 

tickets!

From my From my 
doorstep here,  doorstep here,  
a 20-hour trip...a 20-hour trip...

I need to 
rest a bit.

I’m 
exhausted.

I never imagined how 
quickly I would 
become too old 
    for football 

I only caught on that 
I was paying for all 

the tickets to the 
spectacle, when my 
own spectacle came 
to an end, my wallet 

ran dry and  
she left.

ZITo JaIleD

Zito throws game

fRauD SCHeME
GooDBYe CHaMP
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Rio de Janeiro, a year earlier

My life had turned  
upside down.

“It would help if you went back 
to therapy now.”

“The secret is to make  
the wrong things right.”

“Life is not about the past,  
it’s about the future.”

“Life is made up of spasms  
of happiness and sadness.”

“In these spasms we feel alive.”

“Even a bad spasm is life.”



Doing things is easy. 
Undoing them is hard...

I need to make  
this breakup work.

I remember the day 
I feared the sea.

That wave made me 
understand that I 
should respect it!

The sea 
swallowed me. 
As my life in 

that instant had 
packaged me and 
sent me off to 

very unexpected 
places.

It seemed 
serene...

But war trauma only 
happens after the 

war.

You’ll be fine, 
daughter.

Think that the city 
is a castle and I’m 
just going to live 
in another wing.
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Yes, the light and the sunshine were an invitation to go out...

... but the dismal and secluded interior of the apartment...

... was a better fit for my chronic fatigue.

Dear Lord,
Give me strength

To carry on.
My home may  

be out
On the highway.

...

Lord, I’ve done
So much wrong

But please,
Give me strength

To carry on.*

100 days,  
100 nights
To know a  

man’s heart
100 days, 100 nights
And a little more 
Before he knows  

his own.*

You know I can’t sleep
I can’t stop my brain

You know it’s three weeks

... you know 
i’d give you 
everything
I’ve got for 

a little
Peace of 

mind.*

* Give me Strength, Eric Clapton
100 days, 100 nights, Sharon Jones
I’m so tired, The Beatles

I’m so tired
I haven’t slept a wink

i’m so tired.
My mind is on the blink...
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I’m only sleepy  
when I awake... my 

dreams fade so fast, 
but the nightmares  

remain.

I’m so tired... more 
 tired than when I came  

in to lie down.
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My head won’t stop 
thinking... I taste 

the bitter bile of 
doubts...

A strange silence 
cries out for 

answers.

I’m a scout on the 
lookout for the trail 
of life. The tracks have 

been erased... will I 
still know the way?

Are the wrinkles a guide?



I feel nostalgia  
for the future.

Equilibrium is not 
in the past.

I made a deal with life  
to be happy.

And the world outside 
awaits me.My hair just   turned whiter.

It´s in      the future. All you have to do is jump!

55 years have left a lot of 
wrinkles... time’s signature.

There is no fresh start.  
I can live only on the old path.
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