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A note from the author

Welcome to the updated edition of My Bloody Roots. I can’t believe it’s been eight years since the first one came out. I remember doing the interviews in the summer of 2012—it felt like we did a thousand of them. Joel McIver would phone me on my cellphone and I’d talk to him about my life as I walked around Phoenix, Arizona, where I live. When I was talking to him, my mind would be transported away from my hot, desert hometown back to Brazil, where I and my brother Iggor grew up, and then around the world with my bands Sepultura and Soulfly.

It’s been a long, crazy journey, but it’s not finished yet, which is why we’re doing this new edition. It’s been a busy eight years, and once this pandemic is over, I’ll be hitting the road again. Thanks for reading, and I’ll see you in the pit!

[image: image]


 

Foreword

BY DAVE GROHL

The Foo Fighters studio is a great place. When we built it, the first thing we did was install massive, freestanding speakers in the control room. They look like monoliths: they’re unbelievably loud and clear, and they’re the best speakers in the world. I couldn’t wait to plug them in and listen to Sepultura’s Roots album on them, because they’re the size of the Glastonbury PA. So I put in a CD of Roots and I turned it up to 10—and that fucking record blew those speakers right out. Fifty-thousand-dollar speakers, gone because of Roots …

I first got into Sepultura in the late 80s. I grew up in Springfield, Virginia, and I loved rock’n’roll from an early age. I discovered hardcore and punk rock around the age of 13: a lot of my favorite bands had really strong political messages. I wasn’t a revolutionary, but something about the marriage of message and mayhem really turned me on.

A few years later, my best friend—who was more of a metalhead than I was—started discovering underground metal. We’d seen Motörhead in 1984 on the British TV show The Young Ones, and we bought Metallica’s first album Kill ’Em All on cassette from a mail-order catalogue without having heard it, just because the band name and the album title sounded cool. People called Metallica’s music thrash metal, and it opened us up to a whole new world of music. We started buying albums without having heard a note. We would buy an album for its cover or its title or the band name. One of these new bands was Sepultura.

At the time, Sepultura were considered the next Slayer—and as far as I was concerned, that was like being the next Beatles! When I found out that they came from a faraway part of the world, I became fascinated with them, and I started to follow them and watch them evolve. There was something menacing about hearing a vocal in a foreign accent that I thought was so fucking cool. I was so used to hearing hardcore and metal bands from America and England, but when you heard them from Scandinavia or South America or other parts of the planet, it added a whole new element, almost of a wicked nature.

When Nirvana became popular, it was our mission to expose as many people as we could to music that they might otherwise never have heard, whether it was Teenage Fanclub or Sepultura. We would sit in the back of the tour bus and listen to music and think of ways to give props to musicians that we had a lot of respect for, because we considered them to be real. I thought that what Sepultura were doing at the time, which was around of the Chaos AD record, was not unlike what Nirvana was doing. We were making music from the heart that was entirely real, and it was more than just rhythms and nonsense: there was substance and depth to it.

I remember listening to Chaos AD on the tour bus with Krist Novoselic and saying, ‘We should take this band on tour’—because we would take the Dead Kennedys on tour if they wanted to tour with us, and we would take the Bad Brains on tour if they wanted to tour with us, and we would take Sepultura on tour if they wanted to tour with us, because we all felt akin to each other. I looked at Sepultura as cut from the same cloth as the Bad Brains or the Dead Kennedys. These were the bands that we really looked up to. Unfortunately, it wasn’t long afterward that Kurt Cobain passed away, but I’m pretty sure that at some point our two bands would have met somewhere down the road—and it would have been great.

I recall the first time I went to say hello to Sepultura on their tour bus. I was nervous, because I admired them so much and I didn’t want to seem like a fucking dorky fanboy. In their presence, though, I really felt like I was somewhere special. There is something about a group when it really feels like a group, and Sepultura felt like a gang from another planet. They were the perfect combination of all of the things that I love so much about music. When Roots came out in 1996, it changed everything. It raised the bar so high that still, to this day, I don’t think anyone has got close to touching it.

I was fortunate enough to have Max sing on the Probot album which I released in 2004. Probot was an experiment: I’ve always had a love of really heavy music, but I didn’t necessarily think that it had a place in what the Foo Fighters were doing at the time. I had a studio in my basement, and I would write riffs and record them for fun. I did this for years: I’d give cassettes to friends on road trips, just to listen to when they were driving. Then a friend of mine convinced me to assemble a dream-team lineup of vocalists and round them up to put vocals on these instrumentals. I thought of all my personal favorite metal singers, and Max had to be in there.

Because I knew the vocalists so well—not personally, but musically—I crossed my fingers and hoped that they would do what I thought they would do. What I wanted on the Probot track ‘Red War’ was pure Max Cavalera. When the CD came back in the mail, I got exactly what I wanted: pure Max. It was amazing: his lyrics about the Khyber Pass and Afghanistan were totally prophetic. Lyrically, he never disappoints. He’s a brilliant, brilliant guy.

Max Cavalera is a legend. He’s never sold out, he’s always kept it real—and he’ll always be able to say, ‘I made Roots.’ To me, that is fucking massive.

DAVE GROHL, 2014



 

Introduction

BY MAX CAVALERA

I’m writing this book for many reasons.

Firstly, my story needs to be told, truthfully and accurately. I have been lucky enough to be a founder member of not one but two successful metal bands, Sepultura and Soulfly, and I have traveled with them around the world more times than I can remember.

Along the way there has been chaos, death, and addiction, and relationships have been made and crushed. The truth about Sepultura, my beloved first band, and why I left it has not been fully revealed before now, and nor has the truth about my struggle with alcohol and painkillers. It’s time to set the record straight.

I also want to pay tribute to the people in my life—those who are still with me, and those who have passed away. My wife, my children, my mother, my brother, my sister, my bandmates, my friends, and of course my fans continue to support me, even after so many years, and this book contains my gratitude to them. For my father Graziano Cavalera, who died when I was a boy, and for my stepson Dana Wells, who was murdered in 1996, no words can express my love for them and the sadness I feel in their absence as well as the words in this book.

Finally, I want to pay my respects to my home country, Brazil. It is a vivid, beautiful land of many faces, and my love for it runs deeper than I can say. I have seen Brazil at its best and its worst, from the gangs on the city streets to the native peoples of the jungle, and all these elements have fueled and inspired my music.

Sepultura was the first rock band to come from Brazil and achieve international success. We hoped that other bands would come after us and do the same, but in the 30 years since Sepultura formed, that has not happened. It is the job of my new band, Soulfly, to fly the Brazilian flag throughout the world—a job I consider a great honor.

If you take anything from this book, I hope that you decide to visit my country and experience it for yourself. No other country could have produced a band like Sepultura and then Soulfly. It is unique.

With love and respect to the tribe …

MAX CAVALERA

PHOENIX, ARIZONA, 2014



 

Prologue

On December 16 1996, my band, Sepultura, was on fire. We were one of the biggest heavy metal bands on the planet, and certainly the only band from our country, Brazil, to have achieved success on a global scale.

We played a show that night at the Brixton Academy in London. The crowd was amazing. We played great. The band was incredibly tight, and we destroyed that place. After more than ten years of hard work, we had come to be one of the very biggest heavy metal bands on the planet, and we were at the peak of our powers. I thought that whatever we did next, we would take a step upward and become more and more successful.

I didn’t know that God had other plans for me. My life was about to be turned completely upside down.



CHAPTER 1: 1969–81

My bloody roots

I was born Massimiliano Cavalera in Belo Horizonte, Brazil, on August 4 1969. My family didn’t actually live in Belo Horizonte: we lived in São Paulo, 320 miles away. The reason I was born in Belo is because my mother wanted it to be that way. Her family were from there, so she took a bus from São Paulo to Belo—which is an eight-hour bus ride!—and went to the hospital. Exactly a year and a month later, on September 4 1970, my brother Iggor was born there too. She did the same thing: she jumped back on the bus and came to Belo.

Belo is OK. It’s the third biggest city in Brazil, but it still has a really old, conservative way about it. It’s full of churches, and the people are very Catholic. It’s got a small-town mentality, although it’s a big city. People from there like to think that they’re from a small farming town: that’s their mentality. It’s in a valley, surrounded by mountains on all sides, and it’s really beautiful. There’s a lovely place nearby called Ouro Preto, with all different cobblestone streets and hills and a lot of beautiful churches: a lot of tourists go there.

My dad, Graziano Cavalera, worked at the Italian embassy in São Paulo. My mother, Vania, was an ex-model—she’d been in a couple of magazines when she was young. They met after my father moved to São Paulo from Italy with his whole family—his mom, his sister, his brother, and his dad.

VANIA CAVALERA I first met Max’s father Graziano on November 27 1965 at a club in São Paulo. He was working at the consulate of Italy, and I was a model. I didn’t have much time for a relationship because I worked a lot with TV commercials and model exhibitions. After our meeting at the club, we walked to the beach, and he played acoustic guitar for me. He was intelligent, with a lot of humor. He was beautiful, and he was mine.

We grew up near the center of the city, on a road called Avenida Angelica, which means ‘Angelic Avenue.’ My dad was really into soccer: we loved Palmeiras, which was our team. It was founded by Italians and it used to be called Palestra Italia in the 1900s, so it became his choice of soccer team when he moved to Brazil, because of the Italian connection. He used to take me and Iggor to the stadium religiously—every Wednesday night, every Thursday night, and every Saturday or Sunday.

Iggor actually began playing the drums at the stadium, just from playing with the Palmeiras crowd. There were a bunch of drummers playing samba rhythms during a game, and one of them gave him a snare and said, ‘Hey little guy, play this shit!’ So he started playing, and he was really good. That blew my mind.

We had a huge Italian family. Every Sunday we had a big meal and all the family got together—20 or 30 of us around a huge table. The whole day was dedicated to that meal. It was really loud: Italians can get that way. Fights would break out between the cousins. One time, an uncle of mine threw a plate and it ended up hitting one of my cousins in the forehead. He fell to the floor, knocked out, with blood all over his face: he had to get stitches. There was pasta and wine and blood all over the table, and everybody was freaking out and screaming. That was a typical Sunday dinner for us.

My grandfather was a character. He was a sailor with the Italian navy, and he was covered with tattoos of ships and other cool stuff. He once told me a story about how he sailed to China and, although he was married to my grandmother Maria, he came home with a different name tattooed on his arm—and he had hell to pay. I guess he got drunk in China and got a different lady’s name tattooed on there by mistake. He used to give Iggor and me a glass of wine mixed with sugar and water. We were like eight years old and he was starting to get us drunk already. He was really a trip.

We had tons of relatives outside the immediate family, of course. My dad’s parents, who had moved to Brazil with him, were both alive back then. He also had two sisters, and a brother who lived in Canada and came to visit sometimes. All of them had kids, so we had lots of cousins. One of them was called Sandro: he was really close to me and Iggor when we were kids. We hung out a lot and we got into a lot of trouble together. We used to spray-paint walls and shit like that.

I was happy. I was really close to my dad. I loved my mom, too, but I had a special bond with my dad because of the soccer. He was also a music freak: every day he’d come home for a two-hour break between the embassy hours that he worked, from noon to two o’clock, and he’d eat lunch and listen to Italian classical and opera music. He had a huge collection of vinyl—something like 3,000 records—and a really nice stereo system. He really seriously loved music, and Iggor and I got that from him, for sure. He also played the acoustic guitar: mostly Italian opera songs. He was obsessed with opera: he could listen to it for hours.

We had a second house in a resort called Playa Grande, which is about an hour and a half from São Paulo. My dad’s sister owned the house next to ours, and we all went there at the weekends. I loved it, man: it was amazing by the ocean. My dad was a big fan of the ocean because he’d grown up by the sea in Italy. He loved to take us swimming and play soccer with us on the beach. We looked forward to it for the whole week while we were in school.

Iggor and I went to a Catholic school in São Paulo, a really conservative place with nuns that looked like penguins. We did the whole Catholic thing, praying before class and all that stuff, but we did really good. We were good students, me and Iggor—grade A students, actually. We didn’t fuck around: we worked hard. I really liked history, and I was always really curious about historical facts. I wasn’t so good at math, but I got through OK. We played soccer a lot with the other kids in the neighborhood—there was a little field where you could play five-a-side indoor soccer. We grew up playing that game.

IGGOR CAVALERA One of the reasons that Max and I get along so well is because we’re different in many ways. We complete each other. If we were similar, it would be difficult to get things done, because we would clash a lot more.

In 1975 my mother gave birth to a daughter. Her name was Carissa, and she was born with a serious disease. She was really tiny and fragile. When she was born she was put into an incubator with a respiratory mask, and it was a really stressful time. She died after only a month.

A year later, another sister, Kira, was born: she was healthy and everything went great. She was born in São Paulo: my mom didn’t go to Belo Horizonte that time. I think she’d got tired of the whole routine of getting on a bus, so she was like, ‘This one’s going to be born here.’ It was cool to have a little sister.

VANIA CAVALERA Our kids were beautiful. We were a very happy family. Massi, as we called Max, was our little prince, Iggor our little bambino, and Kira our little princess.

Apart from the death of Carissa, the only other major problem during my childhood was when I got meningitis when I was eight years old. I had a really high fever one day and I was hallucinating. This went on for hours, until my dad said, ‘Enough of this—I’m taking you to the hospital right now.’ He put me in the car and we drove to the hospital, where I remember they gave me this huge injection in my neck. The needle looked as big as someone’s arm, and it knocked me out.

I found out later that the only reason I survived was because my dad took me to the hospital. If he’d waited until the next morning, I would have been dead. I was in hospital for a week, and I got a lot of presents when I got back home.

After that, everything was good for a while. Sure, we had accidents: I hit my head on a fire extinguisher in the building that we lived in and got 20 stitches. I was more accident-prone than Iggor, and I was always sick, too. He was really healthy, and I had all the diseases: measles, flu, meningitis, stitches in the head … it was never-ending, and stressful for my mom and dad.

Iggor and I were different in other ways, too: I was more outspoken and Iggor was a bit shy, especially with girls. I’d go out and start conversations with people I’d never met before, but he would never do that. We were like night and day. It was totally weird. But we were really close. We hung out a lot and went to places together. We watched the same cartoons on TV—we liked this Japanese show called Ultraman, about a superhero dressed in red. He could fly and do all kinds of shit. We liked that. Maybe we weren’t that different.

My dad was making really good money. He was offered the choice of traveling around the world or staying in São Paulo, but he chose to stay and take care of diplomatic issues in the city. I remember going to huge dinners at the embassy: those were amazing. There were politicians there and other big, big people, and we had to dress very elegantly in tuxedos and shit like that.

VANIA CAVALERA Graziano liked to defend people. One time I went to pick him up at a police station, where he was being interviewed because of a friend who had been shot. There were two long-haired guys in the station being questioned by the police chief, and Graziano defended them. He said that the length of their hair had nothing to do with their intelligence.

It really was an amazing life. There was a dictatorship in Brazil at the time, but it didn’t affect us: in fact, we never really heard about it. In the 1970s a lot of musicians went into exile because of repression: the government would be constantly checking them out and they got really paranoid, but that didn’t really affect us. We were kids and we had a brand new car and a beautiful apartment and a house on the beach, so life was perfect.

It was a dream childhood. My dad never fought with my mum, not even once. They hardly ever argued; maybe a little bit at most. He didn’t drink, and there was never any abuse in the family. Compared to what I saw later when I traveled the world, I had a really different childhood to most people.

My mom was the one who disciplined us and made sure we cleaned our rooms and did our homework. My dad was more like a third kid: he was like another person to hang out with. I really liked that. He was like, ‘Let’s go play soccer!’ Even when he got mad with us, he could never stay mad, because he’d start laughing after a minute. He’d try to lecture us about something we’d done wrong, but then he would start laughing and it would be all over.

There was a stranger element of our lives, though, and that was religion. My parents were both Catholic, but my mother was also part of a Brazilian religion called candomblé. It has the Catholic saints and its followers believe in Jesus and Mary, but it’s also connected with African saints. Believers are very spiritual: they speak with the dead.

When I was a kid, my mother was really into candomblé, and she’d often grab me and Iggor and tell us to come with her, because we were going to do a bunch of rituals. I saw a lot of people become possessed and talk in different tongues. People would freak out in front of us and talk with their dead ancestors: my mom would talk to her grandmother. It was all really freaky: a whole new dimension. I really liked candomblé for some reason, and I allowed my mom to guide me spiritually: even today, she still lights candles for me as protection. She dedicated her whole life to this religion, and I respect that.

Candomblé is a regular thing in Brazil. People know about it and it’s not the sort of thing that you joke about. It’s really serious, because when you see possessed people—as I have—you know it’s real and not fake. Being a part of those sessions is a real experience. You can tell which people are candomblé because they wear colored beads around their necks: sometimes the people that you least expect to be a part of it are into it. I always regarded it as a serious thing.

A lot of people think of candomblé as being like brujeria, which is Mexican witchcraft, but it’s not. It’s used to do good: to give you guidance and direction in your life, and to help you with your problems. That’s what I like about it. I was close to my mom because of it. Whenever she needed me for these spiritual sessions I would be there, and they would go all through the night, man—until six in the morning, some of them, with people playing drums and singing. A lot of the sessions were held in the living room of my house, with all the people dressed in white: they’d spend the whole night there, drumming and singing and getting possessed. I thought it was fucking cool.

Anyway, candomblé is huge in Brazil. There is a joke that 90 percent of the people are Catholic and 110 percent are candomblé. Some people practice it secretly: they don’t want people to know about it. Others are open about it, like my mom, who tells everybody about it. She made a sort of sacrifice once, when she shaved her head and spent a whole month in a little room: I remember that we went to visit her. I always thought of my mom as really powerful and really spiritually connected. I don’t know anybody else who would do that for religion. She’s very strong.

I liked the candomblé sessions from the beginning. I liked the music and the singing—and I really liked the possessed people. To me, it was amazing that some of them would start talking like babies or little kids: you’d see a 50-year-old woman start talking like she was three years old. I loved it: I thought it was awesome because it was so intense. I would wait in the room all night just to see who would be the next person to be possessed. There would be a lot of dancing and drumming, and then somebody would step out of the circle and be possessed and start saying some crazy shit in an African language. I’d be like, ‘Fuck yeah!’ and I totally let my mom involve me.

I told her, ‘I’m good with this, it’s cool. You can use me to be part of your sessions because I like to be there, and if you need me for anything I’m here. I’m your man!’ Iggor didn’t like candomblé as much as me, though. He was a little reluctant, and a bit freaked out about it.

MIKE PATTON One of my favorite stories that always comes to mind when I think of Max has to do with their candomblé religion. It comes from their mom. I used to ask those guys about it in the old days and it was funny, because both Max and Iggor are terrified of it. They were like, ‘We’ll take you to one, but watch out!’ It was actually a very nice version of it. They were there only because I was interested: they didn’t even want to know about it.

Max and Iggor were translating for me, and basically I got cleansed, and afterward I asked Max, ‘This was so benevolent: it was like there was a spirit that was trying to help me. What is the problem?’ He told me that when he was very young, he had a problem with one of his eyes, and his mom did something. She performed a little thing and made his eye better, and from that point on he was terrified of it. I went to her house, and she had this giant altar in the living room. It was pretty impressive.

In 1979 my dad organized a trip for all of us to go to Europe and America. In Italy, after we’d visited all my dad’s relatives and stayed with them, he took me to this place called the Montagna Spaccata, which I still remember to this day. In the side of a mountain there is a carved handprint: it looks as if five fingers have been pushed into the stone. The story goes that there was a guy who didn’t believe in God, and he said, ‘If God exists, push my fingers into this stone!’—and his fingers got pushed into the stone. You can actually put your fingers where the holes are.

An amazing thing happened when we were in the Vatican in Rome. My dad said ‘I have a surprise for you,’ and he started talking in Italian with some bigwigs from the Vatican. I knew something big was going down because these were really high-up people. We went underneath the Vatican into some kind of catacomb—and I was baptized there. My dad had set it up for me to be baptized in the Vatican by the official high priest. There were like eight other priests there in the robes. It was actually quite a chilling experience, because of the place it was in. I was like, ‘This is crazy …’

I didn’t understand much because it was all in Latin. They put all this oil on my forehead and put my head into the water. We were there for a good four hours in this catacomb, and then my dad looked at me and said, ‘Now you’ve been officially baptized in the Vatican. I wanted to do that for you, and I hope you’re happy?’ I was like ‘Yes! Thank you, it’s amazing.’ When I tell that story, most people freak out about it. ‘You were baptized in the Vatican? You’ve got to be shitting me …’

Then we went to America and visited New York. Here’s a funny story: my father made a reservation in the finest Italian restaurant in the city. When we got there, though, the guy that was greeting us didn’t know who my dad was, and he said, ‘Sorry, you’re not on the list.’ My father said, ‘Impossible, I made a reservation,’ and the manager came out. Right away, he totally freaked out that it was my dad in front of him. He started talking in Italian and hugging him, and then he sat us in the middle of the restaurant. I was like, ‘Yeah man! My dad’s fuckin’ powerful …’

Later, a waiter came and my dad wanted to know where the bathroom was. Because he didn’t speak English, my dad was trying to ask where the bathroom was in Italian and Portuguese, but the waiter didn’t understand—so my dad got up on the table, pulled his zipper down and pushed his finger out where his dick would be. The whole restaurant was watching this. I realized that there was something wacky about my dad too, with that kind of attitude. I thought, ‘That’s crazy shit!’

One Sunday, a month after we got back from the big trip, we were having dinner with my grandparents and the whole Italian family, and my dad had rented a little boat for us in an area of São Paulo called Inter Lago, which has a big lake. We went there with one of my older cousins, and we took the boat out a couple of times. We sat at a couple of tables, and everything was fine. Then my dad came back from the lake complaining of chest pain. He looked at my cousin and he said, ‘My chest is killing me: my heart is really hurting.’

It got really bad really fast: he was like, ‘I’m really freaking out right now.’ My cousin was only 17 at the time, but my dad gave him the car keys and said, ‘You drive. Take me to the hospital right now—something’s wrong.’

My dad was in the front passenger seat, so I sat behind him and I put my arms around him and held him all the way to the hospital. By the time we got to the hospital I knew he was dead. I just felt it. He was gone. When they took him out of the car, I knew I’d seen the last of him.

At least I got to ride with him to the hospital. He spent the very last part of his life with me. I found out many years later that two weeks before my dad died, he had decided to move to Rome. He was getting ready to move us all to Italy.

We got home and my aunt came to talk to me. She was like, ‘I’ve got something to tell you, and it’s going to be hard,’ and I told her, ‘I already know my dad is dead.’ She asked, ‘How do you know that?’ and I told her that I’d felt it when we got to the hospital. He wasn’t there anymore. She said, ‘Yes, it’s true. Your dad has passed away.’

VANIA CAVALERA When Max’s father died, on September 22 1979, I heard the most hurtful words I’ve ever heard in my life. They were, ‘Mommy, we just want to talk to him one more time.’

It was a total shock. Life just changed 360 degrees. It was the most confusing thing ever, and I was ten years old. I had to deal with the funeral. I went to kiss him and his face was cold. For a long time, I had a hard time being around roses, because the whole room was full of them at the funeral. The smell of them has stayed with me forever. Even today I get freaked out if I smell them. I can’t be near them, because it takes me right back to that moment.

Our whole lives changed. A year before, we’d been rich, and we had a father working at the embassy: a year later, we lived with our mom, and we had no money. We were rescued by our grandmother, who gave us a small home at the back of her house.

You can understand the kind of culture shock that came with this. Me and Iggor were like, ‘What the fuck is going on? Why did this have to happen?’ We didn’t understand, so we rebelled. Total rebellion. We stopped doing well at school. Our grades went down the tubes, and we got kicked out of two different schools. My mom tried to keep Iggor and me in line, but we were just too rebellious and too pissed off about what had happened. People didn’t really understand. They were like, ‘What happened, happened. Deal with it.’

My mom was like, ‘You guys have to get jobs and help out, because you can’t stay here for free—your grandmother wants money for the place we’re staying in.’ So she set up jobs for me and Iggor after we got back from school each day. We were only ten and eleven years old at the time.

IGGOR CAVALERA I became a lot more closed as a person after my father’s death: to myself and to other people. Before that, I was more open to people and charismatic. Afterward, I became very shy for many years: it was the band that helped me get back to a regular way of life.

The first job we had was at my grandfather’s hat factory after school. It was a big business. I had to cut the stuff that goes on the front of the hat, which was really hard plastic. You had to cut a thousand of those with a pair of scissors in one day, and I hated it. Sometimes I’d be so pissed off I’d grab a whole shipment and throw it on the roof and tell my grandfather that it was finished. Sometimes he kept us working late—he’d say, ‘Keep working, man!’ until ten at night.

We really fucking hated it.

Then my mom bought an ice cream parlor, which was a horrible idea because she didn’t know anything about the business. Iggor and I had to serve the ice cream to the customers, but because we were like, ‘Fuck everything!’ at the time, we had music blasting out and we couldn’t hear the customers. We’d give them ice cream that we’d touched with our fingers, and people would say, ‘You just touched my ice cream with your fingers!’ We’d be like, ‘So what?’ So that lasted a month, and then my mom was done—she had to sell the place.

Next, we went to work with my aunt, who had a shoe factory. We had to work with gallons of glue, and a lot of the workers were addicted to sniffing it. They would sniff that shit and be high for hours, so we did it too, and we got high as fuck. Imagine me at 12 years old, sniffing glue and making shoes, out of my fucking mind. It’s a weird high, man: I’ve never really experienced anything like it since. It’s a little bit like being on acid—you hallucinate and you hear voices.

At one point I remember I sniffed so much glue that I saw my dad. I saw him standing at the door in front of me, and I freaked out. He was pissed at me: it was very serious, and I saw it as a sign of him saying, ‘Cut that shit out or you’re going to die.’

We quit that job. After that, Iggor and I worked in a record store for a couple of months, selling albums, and that was the last job we did. In a way, life was telling us, ‘Deal with this now.’ There was no choice. It wasn’t like we could wait a while to deal with it. Life said, ‘Deal with this shit right fucking now! I don’t care how old you are, or if you’re prepared for this. I don’t give a fuck. You have no choice and you have to do this. He’s dead, he’s gone, and you’re broke. Life is fucked up. Welcome to the world.’ That was our wakeup call.

It’s almost like all those years we had with him, when we had money, were not part of the real world. That part of our world came crashing down in 1979, and the real world came and knocked on our door, saying, ‘You ready for me?’



CHAPTER 2: 1981–83

Skulls, schools, and rats’ dicks

Although my father’s death was horrible and meant a total change of lifestyle for my family, it made us find our purpose in life. I often say to myself, if he had never died we might never have become musicians—we’d probably be sitting at home right now, working in the embassy with him, dressed in short hair and a tie, and none of this would have happened. His death has so much to do with what happened to me in my later life, all the way until today. All this came from his death.

It’s too big to put into words like this, on the page. My whole rebellion as a kid, and not understanding why God had taken this person away from me, at that age and at that time—that gave birth to the anarchy and the anti-religion of the early Sepultura.

The band was totally against the church and against religion. I was mad at God, even though I continued along a spiritual path with my mom. It was a confusing time: music was really my salvation, and what saved me from avenues like crime and drugs. They were right in front of us: we were right on the edge. We had friends in Belo who had gone into crime and drugs and overdosed and died. We knew about this shit. But music was a great thing, and it saved us.

My mom had been really devoted to my dad, and she never remarried. She only ever dated two guys after his death that I know of, and it was really brief in both cases, because she never found anyone like my dad. She was completely open with us about those guys: she came to us and asked if it was OK if she dated someone, because she was really lonely. Me and my brother were like, ‘We totally understand, Mom. If you want to remarry, you can: you have our permission, because we don’t want to see you by yourself.’ But she never did. My dad was a very special guy.

My sister Kira knew him a little bit, but I don’t think she remembers a lot about him. He was very fond of her: he was very excited to have a daughter and take her to the beach and play with her. I think she was too little to remember him the way that Iggor and I do.

I was initially attracted to heavy metal because of the situation I was in. I was so pissed off, and music came and took over, speaking directly to my soul. I was angry, and at first I was just listening to the music to escape. Then, when I learned that I could actually express myself with a guitar and vocals and lyrics, that changed everything, man. It gave me a weapon. It gave me a voice. It gave me a whole new way of thinking.

After my dad died, I went into his vinyl collection to see what he listened to, and I actually found Led Zeppelin IV and Black Sabbath’s first album. It was amazing. He had never played them to us, but he had them: somebody must have given them to him, or maybe he’d heard that they were good and bought them to check them out. I was already into heavy metal when I found them, so I was like, ‘My God … my dad had Sabbath and Zeppelin albums. That’s really cool.’

This is how I first got into rock music. We were in São Paulo on vacation in 1981, and my cousin got us tickets to see Queen at the big Morumbi Stadium on March 20. They were touring the album The Game, and the concert was huge—there were 60,000 people there. Before that point I wasn’t really into music, honestly. I was more into soccer. I wanted to be a soccer player. Iggor was the same. We’d seen our team play at this stadium a bunch of times.

My cousin said, ‘Come on, I’ll take you guys to see Queen: it will be something new for you to do while you’re on vacation, and it’ll take your mind off some of the bad stuff that has happened.’ So we went. I had no idea what to expect.

The moment the lights went down, I got goose bumps all over my body. Queen came onstage and played ‘We Will Rock You,’ and man, it was so exciting. Me and Iggor were like, ‘This is so cool’—and I said to myself, ‘I really like this. I think I like this more than soccer!’

It was the same energy I got from a soccer game, but better—it was amplified. The lights and the music blew my mind.

The next morning we went to a record store, and my cousin let us pick a cassette each. I chose Queen’s Live Killers, because I was under their spell from the show, and Iggor picked KISS’s Alive II. We listened to those tapes over and over and over. They were our two favorite things that we had ever had, and we took them with us everywhere we went. I knew those two albums by heart. I’d heard no music before that: only a little bit of Brazilian music from the radio. Queen changed all that. That concert was a major turning point in our lives.

Back in Belo, we started to look for other people who liked this kind of music. There was a guy who lived in our neighborhood called Silvio. He was walking around with a bunch of Ozzy Osbourne albums under his arm one day—Speak Of The Devil and Diary Of A Madman among them—and we bumped into him and said, ‘Do you like metal? We like Queen and KISS.’ We became friends with this guy and listened to his albums. Then we met another guy called Wagner Lamounier, who ended up being Sepultura’s first singer. He was a really close friend to me and Iggor: we hung out at his house at the weekends and slept on the couch in the living room.

One of the most fun things we ever did was the three of us—me, Iggor, and Wagner—breaking into a cemetery one day because we knew that there was a place full of skulls there. Wagner had told me about it and suggested we went to check it out. I said, ‘Fucking cool!’ So one Saturday we went to this deserted cemetery and opened a metal door in the ground, and the chamber beneath was completely full of skulls, like he said. Apparently they belonged to people who didn’t have the money to be buried. They just threw their skulls right in. Some of them were quite recent and still had hair.

We were like, ‘Fuck yeah! Let’s rob this!’ and we stole three of them. We put them in our bags, but as we were walking home I said to Wagner, ‘I can’t bring three skulls home: my mom will fucking kill me.’ Wagner said, ‘Well I can’t show up with three skulls either. My mom will kill me too!’ so I said, ‘Right, what the fuck are we gonna do with them?’ We decided to drop them from a bridge onto a highway underneath, and we watched them explode on the highway, with cars going by and driving over the top of them. It was just teenage fun.

At the time, Iggor was becoming a pretty good graffiti artist. He got busted once because he drew this huge rat with a big dick on the front of someone’s house. The guy came out of the house, grabbed him, and called the cops. They came, and I said, ‘It’s my little brother—please let him go. He’s sorry and he will never do it again.’ He didn’t get arrested; one of the cops just told him not to do that shit again. It was a huge fucking drawing—it was an amazing spray-paint job, really well done. It actually looked really cool. That was the kind of trouble we got into before we had a band.

My mom tried three different schools for us. The first one was a military school. We fucking hated it. It was all rules: you wore a brown uniform like a cop’s every day, with a belt, and your shoes had to be polished. Every morning we had to sing the national anthem, and it was very political. There were no girls there, of course, which was fucked up.

We were there for about three years. It was brutal. I had a teacher who used to come to the class every day, and the first thing she did was take a fucking .38 revolver out of her purse and put it on the table. That was her way of saying, ‘Don’t fuck with me.’ It was a big gun, and she would wave it around while she was teaching. She’d be teaching math and pointing at the numbers with the gun! We were like, ‘Holy shit, man. We’d better not fuck with this lady.’ She always got me in trouble, too, because I was always sitting in the back.

I didn’t care about my grades anymore because I was pissed off that my dad died. I thought, ‘Fuck school! I don’t give a shit about this fucking shit anymore.’ She was always picking on me, and I thought, ‘I’m gonna get shot one of these days.’ She was always pointing the gun at me, but nothing ever happened, thank God. She didn’t actually shoot any of us.

All I learned from that school was to hate. I hated cops even more after going to that school. I hated the abuse of power, and I hated police brutality. It would have been easy to come out of that school and become a cop: in fact, that’s what they were trying to do—they wanted the students to continue their careers by becoming cops.

There were some good students there, but there were a lot of bad guys too, and they used to hang out with us, so after three years the school had had enough of me and Iggor and they kicked us out. My mom got a letter saying that we’d been asked to leave, and she said, ‘My God, what I am going to do with you guys now?’

Next she put us in a religious school, whose name I’ve forgotten now, but it was another waste of time. It was just like the one in São Paulo, teaching us all this shit about the Bible, which we had no interest in. That school lasted one year until we got kicked out.

The last school she put us in was a public school in the centre of Belo. I got kicked out because we destroyed all the water fountains in one afternoon. We got a bunch of rocks and filled them up. There was water everywhere, and people screaming and making a fuss. Everyone was wet, including us. The principal came out of his office, saw us laughing, and said, ‘You guys are out of here.’

That was the last school, because my mom gave up at that point. She said, ‘OK, if you don’t want to go to school, don’t go to school. Don’t waste my time.’ I was only 11 or 12 at the time. She said, ‘Find something you like and I’ll back you up, but don’t just do nothing. You have to find a purpose in life.’

Meanwhile, my cousin who took us to see Queen was trying to get Iggor and me on the right path. We had long hair, and he said that if I got my hair cut off, he would buy me any record I wanted. I agreed and went to the barber for a haircut, because I knew it would grow back again. I asked him to buy me Metallica’s Ride The Lightning, because it was in the import section of the store and was really expensive.

Not long after that we went to see this concert, eight hours from Belo, in a city called Lambari. It was a festival with a bunch of pop bands, but the last band was a metal band from Rio called Dorsal Atlantica. They were brutal—a three-piece like Venom. They looked like Venom, too, with black eye-makeup and bullet belts and fucking metal spikes.

The first thing the singer said when he got on the mic was, ‘We are Dorsal from Rio. If you don’t like us, go fuck yourself, and fuck God!’ We were like, ‘Whoa! What is this? This is crazy!’ The show started, and there were some guys down the front, flipping the band off, and the singer shouted, ‘I want to see you, you, and you after the show in the parking lot. I’ll be waiting. We’re gonna throw down!’ and I was like, ‘That guy is bad ass!’ The music was superfast speed metal like Venom. I couldn’t believe what I’d seen.

All the way home from that show, I talked to Iggor. I said, ‘We have to make a band, man. Did you see those guys? They’re from here and they can play that shit—and we can do it, too. We have to!’ They gave us courage.

Iggor was already a drummer because of playing drums at the summer schools, and in the soccer days. In fact, he was a great drummer—he just didn’t have a drum kit yet.

IGGOR CAVALERA For me, drums came even before music: I would go to the stadium and play drums without any thought of having a rock group. When we decided to form Sepultura, the drums were already a part of me—and so it was natural for Max to pick a different instrument.

I found an old acoustic guitar of my dad’s, broke a mirror, and glued pieces of the broken mirror onto the guitar so it looked a little cooler.
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