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for Melanie and Nicole


---


to the victims


in Memoriam


»For it shall not be forgotten in the mouth of their descendants«


(Deuteronomy 31:21)









Dramatis Personæ



»I have called thee by thy name«


(Isaiah 43:1)





	Guilherme Vasconcelos

	Student at the Faculty of Law at the University of Lisbon





	Rafael Eduardo Barros

	Student at the Institute of Economics and Finance at the Technical University of Lisbon





	Manuel Fernandes e Castro

	The accused





	Noémia Cardoso

	Friend of Ana Luísa Rebelo and a student at the Institute of Economics and Finance at the Technical University of Lisbon





	Maria Correia Costa

	Mother of Pedro Miguel Costa





	Jorge Henrique de Sousa

	Friend of Cláudio Pestana





	Ana Luísa Rebelo

	Death victim of the secret police DGS





	Pedro Miguel Costa

	Deportee to the penal colony of Tarrafal, Cape Verde





	Cláudio Pestana

	Prisoner in the dungeon of Caxias of the secret police DGS





	Priest

	





	First Agent

	DGS





	Second Agent

	DGS





	António João dos Ramos

	Police officer





	Criminal Judge

	At the Boa-Hora court of justice





	Maria Amália Ramalhos

	Mother of Rafael Eduardo Barros














First Farce



First Scene


»The Truth…«


It is April 10, 1974, in the middle of the night. We are in a room in the Tribunal da Boa Hora1 where a small group of dissidents, mostly students, have broken in. The entrance and exit are on the left side of the stage. On the same side, facing the audience, is a judge’s bench. In the center is an empty desk. There are four chairs on the right-hand side of the stage. The stage light falls on the judge’s bench and the chairs.


[All the dissidents are dressed discreetly. Noémia Cardoso sits on one of the chairs on the right side of the stage. Guilherme Vasconcelos, a student at the faculty of law, sits at the judge’s bench. He looks concerned and worried. The atmosphere is tense. Maria Correia Costa is walking back and forth nervously. The silence is almost unbearable and weighs heavily on everyone in the room.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [upset: — Damn! Sit down! Your ups and downs are getting on my nerves! [Restrains himself: — Pardon me, please! I just got carried away!


[Maria Correia Costa, a woman in her mid-fifties wearing a dark skirt, looks at him in dismay. Obediently, she sits down on one of the empty chairs. She looks at her watch. Time passes. Nothing happens. Only now and again does a nervous clearing of the throat by Guilherme Vasconcelos interrupt the silence. Suddenly, a noise can be heard from outside. Rafael Eduardo Barros and Jorge Henrique de Sousa enter the courtroom. They push Manuel Fernandes e Castro into the room. Manuel’s face and upper body are covered with a brown, robust potato sack. His hands are tied behind his back.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Finally! -- Has anyone seen you?


RAFAEL EDUARDO BARROS — No! – I’m pretty sure! No one did. -


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Take that off him!


[Jorge Henrique de Sousa removes the potato sack off Manuel Fernandes e Castro’s head. Rafael Eduardo Barros assists him. They then remove the rope with which they had tied Manuel’s hands. Manuel Fernandes is led to the desk in the center: the dock.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — Where am I? What is this?


[Manuel Fernandes looks anxiously around. He looks at everyone’s face. Suddenly, he runs for the exit and tries to escape. But Rafael Eduardo Barros grabs his arm just in time. Jorge Henrique de Sousa comes to his aid. Together, they defeat Manuel Fernandes. They forcibly bring him back to the table and sit him down roughly on the chair. Intimidated, Manuel Fernandes stops resisting.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [protests: — What do you want from me? Who are you? What’s this all about?


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Shut up! We’re asking the questions here! Do you understand?


[Manuel doesn’t answer. From behind, Rafael Eduardo Barros hits Manuel on the head.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Do you understand?


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — Yes, I do! --- I do understand!


[Guilherme signals to Rafael Eduardo Barros and Jorge Henrique de Sousa to sit down. Manuel follows them with a frightened look.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — What’s your name?


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [in a shaky voice: — Manuel e Castro.


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Manuel Fernandes e Castro! Right?


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — Yes, Manuel Fernandes...


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — And you don’t know why you’re here today? You have no clue at all why you might be here?


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — I don’t know! I don’t even know where I am!


[Rafael Eduardo Barros laughs out. It’s an evil laugh.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [disdainfully: — Oh, you don’t know where you are? -- You really don’t know? Why don’t you take a look around? You’ve been here before, haven’t you? [Convinced: — Even more than once! --- You’re here in the Tribunal da Boa Hora! Does that mean anything to you?


[Manuel Fernandes shakes his head. Another evil laugh from Rafael Eduardo Barros.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [sarcastically: — Of course not! --- Do you know a young woman called --- Ana Luísa?


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — No! --- I’ve never heard of someone called -- Ana Luísa. --- No!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Ana Luísa ... Rebelo! - -- Are you sure you never knew her? I have a picture of her here!


[He gets up and brings the photo to Manuel Fernandes e Castro, who is sitting in the dock. Guilherme puts the photo onto the table, right in front of Manuel Fernandes e Castro.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — So you don’t recognize her?


[Manuel looks at the photo with wide, open eyes. He is still frightened. He shakes his head.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — No! I don’t know her! --- What’s this all about? Why...


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [gruffly shouts at him: — Shut up! I’ve already told you! I’m the one asking the questions!


[Rafael Eduardo Barros stands up. --- Guilherme gestures for him to sit down again.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — And Cláudio Pestana?


[Pause.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Jorge Henrique de Sousa?


[Pause.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Pedro Miguel Costa?


[Pause.]


GUILHERME VAACONCELOS [full of contempt: — You don’t know them either, do you? --


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — No! I don’t know these people. None of them! I’ve never heard those names in my life!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Well, well! You don’t remember the names! Maybe you’ll remember them when you see their faces? --- Maybe then you’ll remember something!?


[Guilherme puts more photos on the table. Spreads them out. At first, Manuel doesn’t want to see them. Furious, Guilherme grabs Manuel, bends him over abruptly so that Manuel’s nose lands on the photographs. Guilherme finally lets go of Manuel. Manuel is looking at all the photos now. Frightened. Trembling. He shakes his head.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — No, I swear! I don’t know them! I’ve never seen them before!


JORGE HENRIQUE DE SOUSA — Liar! But of course, that bastard knows me!


[Manuel Fernandes turns around to Jorge. Looks at him. Shakes his head again.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [desperately: — I swear I don’t know them! Not him, and not the others either! I swear it, by my blessed mother!


RAFAEL EDUARDO BARROS — Son of a bitch!


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — Murderer!


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [wailing: — I… a murderer? --- [Desperately: — I’ve never seen them before! I swear, by God, I don’t know them!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — That’s odd! There are people here who swear that you knew them. And that you knew them all. All of them, without exception! --- But that’s why we’re here today – to find out the truth!


[Guilherme returns to the judge’s bench.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — I declare this trial session open! Manuel Fernandes e Castro is accused of being a confidential informer of the PIDE.2


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [protests: — Me? A CI? I’ve never worked for state security!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Shut up! Don’t interrupt me! --- This is my last warning!


[Manuel Fernandes e Castro looks around again, intimidated.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — ... Accused of being a collaborator of the PIDE and of denouncing our friends and fellow students from my faculty and others! To find out the truth, this court calls the first witness: --- Noémia Cardoso!


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO — I beg your pardon? I must protest! What kind of court? This must be a bad joke! By what authority? What do you think you’re doing? I refuse to recognize this court! I do not acknowledge it! This is a silly boy’s prank! Nothing else! A vile prank!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — That’s enough!


[Guilherme Vasconcelos gives a wave to Rafael Eduardo Barros, who immediately gets up and walks towards Manuel.]


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [stands up: — Let me out of here! You’ll regret this tasteless hoax! I promise you that! --- We can still forget this whole business now. I won’t turn you in either!


[Rafael Eduardo Barros punches Manuel Fernandes e Castro in the jaw. The blow is so hard that Manuel’s nose bleeds. Rafael Eduardo Barros forces Manuel to sit down again. Manuel offers no further resistance. He takes a handkerchief out of his pocket and tries to dab the blood. Guilherme signals to Rafael Eduardo Barros to sit down again.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [unimpressed, as if nothing had happened: — Miss Noémia Cardoso! --- Please come forward!


[Noémia Cardoso, a young woman, stands up. She stands next to Guilherme at the judge’s desk.]


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS — Do you swear to tell the truth, the truth, and nothing but the truth?


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — I swear, Your Honor!


MANUEL FERNANDES E CASTRO [between his teeth: — Don’t make me laugh! Your Honor!


GUILHERME VASCONCELOS [ignoring him: — Please! You hold the floor!


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — Ana and I -- Ana Luísa Rebelo, we’re both studying economics and financial management. -- On February 23 we were both walking down the Marquis de Fronteira Street. Just as we were about to pass the Henrique Mendonça Palace,3 I saw a man standing on the other side of the street pointing at Ana. Two men in civilian clothes then approached us. They asked us our names, and we answered them. One of them immediately grabbed Ana by the arm and said it was better not to make a fuss and to follow him. They would just ask her a few questions, and then Ana could go home. Ana didn’t resist and went with him. I don’t know where they went.


[Pause.]


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — The other one asked me for my address. I was afraid. So I told him where I lived. It was better that way. Because he made me go home right away. He accompanied me to the front door. From then on, a man in plain clothes watched the house. Whenever I went out, whether to university or just to a café, whenever I went for a walk or to an appointment, they followed me. Sometimes they were already there. Pretending to read the newspaper as if nothing was wrong. They were waiting for me. I sat down --- listlessly --- and looked at them, sometimes scornfully, sometimes devastated.


[Pause.]


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — Whenever I returned home, I found the drawers on my desk half open. At first, I wondered if I had actually left them open before I left the house. Out of sheer carelessness. But when I examined the desk more closely, I realized that someone must have gone through my correspondence. Letters that had previously been in closed envelopes had been opened! The pages in my address book seemed slightly crumpled at the edges. My clothes, which had been hanging neatly and ironed in the wardrobe, had suddenly become wrinkled here and there. Some blouses had even fallen off the hanger. I watched carefully to see if anything on the shelves or pieces of furniture had been moved. I looked around nervously to see if anything else had been stolen from me apart from my inner peace. [Hysterically: — Whoever had gained access also searched my bed. They checked to see if there was anything hidden under the mattress. If something was under the sheets or the pillow. They turned over every rug! They inspected my photos on the bedside table. They probably removed them from the frames. Besides, they must have gone through my dirty laundry. The rubbish bin. They must have inspected my food in the kitchen. Who knows... if they didn’t spit in it?! --- And in the bathroom... There were fingerprints. On the mirror cabinet that weren’t mine. [Grabbing her head: — Or were they mine, and I’m just imagining things? --- What if they had used the toilet... What if they had used my soap to wash their hands like Pilate!? --- Oh, that’s disgusting! -- I no longer felt comfortable within my own four walls! I could no longer wash myself. Lie down. Sleep. --- I even stopped answering the phone. Making calls. Who knows if they weren’t bugging my phone? --- There were days... when I went through all the books on my shelf very thoroughly. One after the other. I was afraid they’d put a forbidden title there. From Marx. Lenin. Trotsky.4 Just so they could foist it on me and arrest me. ---


[Pause.]


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — Once, they even forgot to lock my front door again behind them. They just left it ajar. Without the latch snapping into the door lock. I was so angry. Because anyone could have gotten into my flat in the meantime! --- Another time, it was humid weather, they had opened a window. And left it open! -- You could ask yourself whether they were amateurs, downright bunglers at work. But they weren’t dilettantes! None of this was by accident. They wanted to let me know. Unequivocally! They wanted me to know that they could come in and out of my house whenever they wanted. As they pleased. --- Food was suddenly missing from the kitchen. They had made sandwiches and eaten them at my house. Because there were breadcrumbs everywhere. Scattered on the carpets. Scattered in the living room. In the hallway. Even on my bedsheets. Then, once, they left a note on the bread bin. It was written very legibly that I should keep cheese and sausage in the house for my guests. Just butter would be too bland for them. ---- It seemed to give them sadistic pleasure. To take away my peace and quiet. To rob me of it. To break me. To wear me down. To trample on my nerves. To surrender me to the madness - the persecution mania - completely.


[She falters briefly. Breathes shallowly. Gasps for air. Air!]


NOÉMIA CARDOSO — At some point, I thought about calling the police. The PIDE was offending me. By trespassing. I wanted to report to the police that I had been wronged. But what good would that have done? After all, it was the PIDE, the state security service, that had me spied on. The police wouldn’t have lifted a finger for me. On the contrary. It would have been much more likely for them to eagerly support their colleagues from state security in their surveillance of my home. Or they would have gotten me for slander. And beaten me up. --- But who else could I have called to free me from this horrible feeling of impotence? I would only have exposed my friends and family to danger. - I was desperate! Out of fear, I didn’t confide in anyone. I kept quiet. But I so desperately needed to talk to someone. With Ana, for instance... --- I almost went mad. I almost lost my mind... Because my illusion that I could feel safe within my own four walls was shattered into a thousand pieces. Into a thousand shards of clay that I could count night after night. Like others count sheep. I count shards of life: one, two, three, a hundred, a thousand fragments...


[Pause.]


NOÉMIA CARDOSO [sighs with relief: — But one day -- they lost interest in me. - Thank God! They let me back into my life. Even to this day, I haven’t been able to regain my inner peace. --- The PIDE thought it was more important to send their henchmen out to inspect the posters on the notice boards at the university. I watched them take notes on the content of the posters. How they recorded our protest and our indignation in writing. Our rebellion. They recorded it in detail. Our aversion, which was hidden between the lines of the hangouts. Against the dictatorship. Against the repression. Against the tyranny and exploitation of the factory workers. – I’ve seen them take down and tear up the poster just because it had a battered woman in a Vietnamese straw hat on it. They know only too well what this picture stands for! The armed conflict in Vietnam. Against which we are clandestinely demonstrating. --- [Takes a breath: — Yes, they let me back into my life. -- Thank goodness!
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