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Captain Armando Castro walked into one of the interrogation cells at the Santiago headquarters of the Central Nacional de Informaciones, the Chilean Secret Police during the reign of General Augusto Pinochet's military junta in Chile.

The prisoner sat huddled in one corner like a frightened mouse waiting for the cat to pounce. The single fluorescent light in the centre of the ceiling bathed the room in harsh light. There was no furniture in the room. A yellow plastic bucket, filled with water stood in the corner diagonally opposite the one in which the detainee huddled. The white walls were marked with dark stains and scrawled graffiti featuring the names of previous detainees and their crude political philosophies and protestations.

The sallow-skinned policeman was short and stocky with a paunch like an oversized blister that he displayed with great pride.  His short, graying black hair stood straight up from his scalp in a “crew-cut” style with the sides and back very closely cropped. His hairstyle caused his protruding ears to appear to stick out even further from his head. A heavy black moustache underlined his large flat nose and his lips were fleshy. His dark brown eyes were as blank as out of order traffic lights.

The detainee, a thin small woman with a light copper complexion and thick black hair parted in the middle crouched against the wall hugging her knees against her slender body. Her nose was slender and pointed and her mouth wide with thin lips. Her head rested on her knees. Her dirty green open-neck sports shirt, stained grey flannel slacks and off-white scuffed sneakers without laces told of poverty, probably the result of a limited education. Dark red dried blood had congealed in her thick black hair. Armando noticed that the woman’s forehead was heavily etched with pockmarks.

The young woman lifted her head as she heard the door close. She stared at the visitor, her left eye badly swollen.

Armando spoke in a quiet voice.

“Stand up. I want to talk to you.”

The prisoner gawked at the policeman, fear filling her dark brown eyes. Slowly and with great difficulty she rose to her feet, never once taking her eyes off the menacing policeman whose short burly stature made him appear even more intimidating. Armando noticed that the woman’s one ear protruded more than the other and that her thin lips were tightly compressed as she struggled to control her emotions.

“Come closer. I can’t talk to you when you’re so far away.” the policeman said.

Armando kept his voice mild. Behind his back he held firmly onto a black rubber truncheon. He raised his eyebrows slightly, careful to keep the hatred that he felt for the woman in front of him from showing in his eyes. Timidly the prisoner moved closer to her adversary.  Armando’s eyes narrowed as he assessed his victim. This one’s different, he thought to himself. This one’s really scared; not arrogant or defiant like the other M.I.R. cadres.

When the prisoner had moved within range, Armando swung the black rubber truncheon that he'd been hiding behind his back, aiming it at the side of the captive’s head. Because of her fear and anticipation of harm, the detainee managed to raise her left arm in an attempt to protect herself. The heavy rubber weapon glanced off the woman’s thin arm and, instead of hitting her on the side of her mouth, hit her solidly on the side of her head in the region of her temple. The woman dropped to the floor like a cut flower.

Armando cursed. The shock of being unexpectedly struck viciously in the mouth and loosening, if not knocking out a few teeth, usually had a lasting effect on his victims and often was all that was needed to start them talking. Now, he’d messed this one up and lost the initiative. The woman would be too wary to fall for the same tactic again.

Armando went to the corner of the room, picked up the bucket of water and poured half of the contents over the head and neck of the prone woman. As the figure stirred the policeman leant down and screamed as loudly as he could in the woman’s ear.

“Get up! Get up or I’ll kill you! Get up! Get up!”

This was Armando Castro’s second shock tactic. Shout at the victim as she regained consciousness. In the disoriented state that usually followed unconsciousness the victim usually began talking without realizing it and often without being aware of what he or she was saying.

The injured woman struggled to rise. She managed to get onto her hands and knees before her arms collapsed under the strain and she fell forward onto the concrete floor, scraping her forehead on the rough surface. She lay in the pool of cold water breathing heavily.

Captain Castro continued to scream at the woman.

“Get up! Get up! You fucking bitch! Get up!”

Again the prisoner tried to rise. This time she managed to stay on her hands and knees, dazed and disorientated.

Armando kicked her viciously in the ribs. The woman groaned in agony and fell sideways, ending up against the dirty cell wall with her eyes closed.

The policeman walked away from his victim and leant against the far wall. He waited, watching the motionless figure with contempt. Eventually the policeman could contain his patience no longer.

“Listen to me, you bitch." he said quietly. "If you’re not standing on your hind legs by the time I count to five I’ll kick you to death! One...two...”

The prisoner struggled to her hands and knees again.

“...three...”

The woman got her right foot under her body and then her left foot.

“...four...”

With a supreme effort, like someone struggling to stand up while balancing a heavy sack of grain on her back, the detainee slowly stood erect, groaning quietly as the pain in her body and head overpowered her. She stood swaying, her eyes closed.

Armando Castro grinned at his victim.

“Just in time." he said. "Now, I think that it’s time you did a little talking. So far I’m the only one who’s been talking. How long have you been a member of the M.I.R.?”

Armando could hear the desperation in the woman’s voice as she struggled to control her voice.

“I’m not a member of the M.I.R. Senor. I have never been a member of the M.I.R.” she croaked. 

The woman still had her eyes closed as she fought her pain. Quietly Armando moved behind the swaying figure and hit the woman viciously in the kidneys with the truncheon. The detainee collapsed onto the wet floor, urinating in her pants. Armando stood over the woman, careful not to get his grey leather shoes wet.

“I’m going out for a while." he said quietly. "When I get back you had better be ready to talk to me because if you don’t talk to me, I’m going to really hurt you. What’s happened to you so far is nothing compared to what will happen to you if I get back and you don’t tell me everything that I want to know!”

The policeman walked to the door of the cell, opened it and looked back at the woman lying on the floor like a discarded broken doll. He gave a short laugh and walked out into the corridor, closing and locking the door behind him.

***
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Paula Martinez drifted in a sea of red-hot pain. Her whole body felt as if it was on fire; the pain lancing up to her brain in unbearable streaks of agony from her broken ribs and battered kidneys. The side of her head seared with white-hot pain, throbbing as the blood coursed through the swollen wound. Although her left eye was so badly swollen that she couldn't open it she kept her eyes tightly shut imagining that by doing this she could ease the never-ending pain. She couldn’t move her body; didn’t want to move her body in case the pain intensified. Every breath brought a new bolt of pain flooding over her. She groaned quietly, her breath rasping through her blood-stained teeth. She forced herself to breath shallowly to ease the agony from her damaged ribs.

Eventually Paula’s mind began to accept the pain and rational thought seeped through her shock and confusion like a silent serpent. She struggled to understand what was happening to her. Why was she being treated like this? What had she done that made the policeman hate her so? What did the M.I.R. have to do with the way she was being treated? The M.I.R. or Revolutionary Left Movement was a Chilean leftist guerrilla movement bent on overthrowing the Augusto Pinochet military government of Chile. She had never had anything to do with them. 

Memories of the previous evening flooded back into her confused brain like muggers in the dark. It was all so jumbled and confusing. The door of her one-roomed shack on the agricultural holding ten miles outside the city of Santiago had come crashing in, jolting her from her sleep. A searing bright light had focused on her face. Harsh voices had shouted at her and in her confusion she had lain on the bed paralyzed with fear.

The voices had shouted questions at her, not giving her a chance to gather her wits. Powerful hands roughly hauled her out of the bed.

“Are you Paula Martinez? Where’s your identity card? Get up you bitch! Don’t just lie there. Give us your identity card! Come on! Hurry up!”

A huge fist had shot out from behind the blinding light and connected with her left eye. She fell back onto the bed, pain lancing through her brain and adding to her confusion. Her eye gradually closed as the swelling grew. A vague figure moved swiftly behind the light and grabbed her identity card from where it lay on the small wooden table next to her bed. Another light focused on the document.

“Yes, this is her! Paula Martinez!” a gruff voice said.

The harsh voices, filled with hatred continued shouting at her.

“Get up, you bitch! You’re under arrest! Get up and get dressed! Quickly!”

The fist had appeared again and once more hit him in her left eye. She scrambled off the bed, losing her balance and almost falling. A shadowy figure slapped her across the face, stunning her. She vaguely realized that all the intruders were dressed in camouflage uniforms.

In her confusion she hadn't been able to find her clothes. Another open-handed blow to the head knocked her against the rough wall of the room. Hard voices bombarded her from all sides.

“Here are your clothes, you stupid bitch! Now get dressed!”

She had struggled into her green T-shirt and grey flannel trousers, at first putting the slacks on back-to-front and having to endure the contempt of her aggressors when they saw what she’d done.

Somehow she had managed to put on her clothes. Even now she couldn’t remember how. Her hands had been roughly grabbed and forced behind her back. She felt the cold steel of the handcuffs around her wrists. All the time the voices continued to shout at her. In her confusion she couldn’t understand what they were saying and this only served to anger her aggressors even more. Vaguely she heard the name Sara Castillo. Nothing made sense. She heard the men searching her room. The small wooden closet crashed over and she saw her spare clothes being thrown onto the floor. She stood defenseless, her hands locked behind her back, totally bewildered and shocked, her eyes glazed with fear.

“Take her out to the van and lock her in the back!” one of the policemen said.

Roughly the strangers had pushed her out of the shack. She stumbled in the darkness, unable to balance properly with her hands fastened behind her back. Another flat-handed blow propelled her towards the yellow police vehicle, its headlights burning into the darkness. She tripped over the rough ground and fell onto her face, the stones on the ground cutting the flesh of her cheek and nose.

“Get up you filthy bitch!”

She had felt a searing pain as a heavy boot crashed into her ribs. She had tried to rise, shocked out of her wits. A large hand had grabbed her thin neck and hoisted her roughly to her feet. She staggered forward, prevented from falling again by the vicious grip of the hand on her neck. In the light from the police vehicle she had seen her employer, Senor Silva, watching her curiously, surrounded by men in camouflage uniforms. She had wanted to ask him what was happening but before she could speak she found herself falling headlong into the back of the yellow vehicle. She hit her shins painfully on the edge of the floor and a heavy boot pushed her further into the small truck. The door slammed shut behind her and she lay terrified on the cold steel floor.

The shouting died down and presently she had felt the vehicle rock as two of the policemen climbed into the cab. The motor roared into life and the vehicle lurched away from the house and along the gravel driveway towards the blacktop road. The bright lights of the vehicles following the van shone through the steel mesh covering the windows, creating a maze of confusing lines on the inside of the enclosed compartment in which she lay.

The cool breeze created by the moving van had helped Paula to recover her senses. She had remained lying on the steel floor as she tried to understand what was happening to her. By now it was obvious to her that she had been arrested by the police. But why? What had she done wrong? Her identity card was in order and she had permission to work for Senor Silva. What was happening?

The procession of police vehicles had entered the sleeping city, driving under the yellow streetlamps on the main road and eventually coming to a halt at the back entrance to the Santiago headquarters of the Central Nacional de Informaciones or C.N.I. as it was known to the public.

A brawny policeman had opened the back door of the van and grabbed Paula by the feet. He dragged her out of the compartment, unconcerned that the small woman’s head connected cruelly with the steel fender of the vehicle as she fell to the ground. Powerful hands jerked her upright and frog-marched her through the doorway into the police station and down the stairs to the holding cells. A steel door opened and Paula felt herself hurled into an empty cell like an unwanted rag doll, her knees buckling under her. The door slammed shut behind her. A single fluorescent light lit the tiny room. She had lain on the cold concrete floor; a deep feeling of fear filled her chest until blackness enveloped her.

***
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After the beating she'd received at the hands of the short burly policeman, Paula Martinez remained in isolation for three days although she had no idea of time because the light in the ceiling burnt continuously. The only contact she had with other humans was when a tin plate of whitish oatmeal porridge with a thin sprinkling of sugar on it was pushed through the narrow opening at the bottom of the door each morning. No spoon came with the meal and Paula ate the thick cold disk using her fingers. The only liquid available to her came from the yellow bucket that the policeman had used to pour water over her when she’d lost consciousness. Paula drank the remaining water sparingly.

A second empty bucket had been brought into the cell and Paula assumed that this was to be used as a toilet even though during the three days of isolation nobody came to collect it and empty it. The hand that pushed the plate of porridge through the doorway and retrieved it later was the only sign of human life that Paula saw.

***
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The strategy that Captain Armando Castro followed in his attempt to get his detainees to confess, worked on the principle that, if left alone for long enough, the urge to communicate with someone, anyone, would become imperative. The isolated person would become desperate to know the reason for his or her incarceration and to try to establish the duration and intensity of their punishment. The need to clarify their situation was also paramount to them. The isolation that the victims endured made them focus on their predicament, their confusion and their fear. The longer the isolation continued the more desperate the victim became. The need to know what was to follow in their incarceration became overriding.

It also became vital to try and glean from somebody what the interrogators wanted to know and also how much they already knew. By obtaining this information, detainees reasoned, they would be better prepared to avoid further pain. But the police also couldn’t wait. Information was sometimes urgently needed to save lives and prevent the sabotage of vital installations. A careful balance became important, but this was often lost by the thuggish mentality of many of the interrogators. Isolated people quickly became fearful and this was the ultimate condition that the police strove for. The greater the fear of the unknown, the more likely the victim was to confess.

***
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During the three days of seclusion Paula’s body ached continually. Her head and kidneys throbbed with pain. Her urine contained a great deal of blood from her damaged kidneys. Her left eye remained closed. For long hours she sat shivering in the corner of the empty room, confused and terrified, only moving to relieve herself or seek a more comfortable position on the cold concrete floor. Whenever she heard footsteps approaching along the concrete floor of the passage outside she began to tremble, imagining the cruel policeman returning to inflict more pain on her.

If only they would tell her why they had arrested her, she thought desperately. If only they would tell her what was going on she would be able to answer their questions.

Paula tried to talk to the owner of the hand that brought her plate of porridge and took away the empty dish but no response was forthcoming. She tried shouting to attract attention but all she got was a sore throat and more pain from her damaged ribs. The smell of the toilet bucket grew overpowering and the air in the confined space became putrid and oppressive.

On the evening of the third day Paula ate her cold porridge and left the empty plate near the door, expecting the hand to appear and retrieve it. When the door swung open though, she was shocked to see the policeman enter holding his black truncheon in his right hand and slapping it menacingly against the palm of his open left hand.

Paula scuttled across the floor in panic like an injured mouse confronted by a hungry cat, and cowered in the far corner. The policeman looked down at the shivering wreck with contempt.

“Stand up, you miserable bitch." he said menacingly. "It’s time for us to have another talk. Only, this time, you’re the one who’s going to do the talking. Now, stand up!”

Paula looked fearfully into the man’s dark brown eyes, terrified by their total lack of expression. Slowly she rose to her feet, trembling with fear and pain. Her lower body felt as if it was being stabbed by a thousand red-hot needles.

“Come closer to me. I don’t want to have to shout.” the policeman hissed

Paula edged closer to her brutal adversary never for an instant taking her eyes off the man.

“Now, tell me how long you’ve been a member of the M.I.R.” the policeman said.

Paula stared at the policeman in frustration. The M.I.R.? Why were they associating her with the Revolutionary Left Movement? She’d never had anything to do with them. She knew about them and what they were trying to achieve but she’d never had any contact with them, nor did she want to. She shook her head in bewilderment wondering how she could convince this brute that she had no connection to the liberation movement.

"I’m not a member of the M.I.R. and I’ve never been a member, senor." Paula said desperately. "I have nothing to do with them. Please tell me why...”

Paula got no further with her plea for understanding. With a sigh the policeman drove the end of his baton violently into Paula’s solar plexus, knocking the breath out of her lungs. As she doubled up like an old wallet and gasping for air, the policeman slapped her hard across the side of her head with his open hand. Paula spun sideways, hit her head with a resounding thud against the wall and fell gasping for breath onto the dirty floor.

Through the mist of pain and the effort to get air into her lungs Paula heard the policeman speak to her in a quiet, persuasive tone.

“Now, listen to me carefully." the policeman said. "I can keep you here for as long as I want to and I can do anything to you that I want to. Nobody is going to help you. Nobody’s going to save you from me. I can even kill you and nothing will happen to me. You make me very angry when you lie to me. We know who you are. We know all about you. All we want you to do is confess to what we already know. Once you’ve done that, we’ll let you go. So, no more lies, okay?”

The open-handed blow to the side of Paula’s head had ruptured her eardrum, leaving her completely deaf in her left ear. All she could discern was a loud buzzing sound that made it very difficult for her to hear anything with her other ear.

“I’m telling you the truth. I’m not a member of the M.I.R. senor!” Paula rasped.

The policeman brought the baton down as hard as he could across Paula’s left thigh, causing her to scream in pain and wriggle away from her tormentor.

“I told you not to lie to me!" the policeman shouted. "Why won’t you listen to me? I’ll just have to make you hear me!"

The policeman began hitting Paula repeatedly on the thighs with the truncheon. She cried out in pain and tried to protect her legs with her arms but the blows continued until both her arms and legs were numb. The furious policeman struck Paula viciously on the side of her head, knocking her unconscious.

Captain Armando Castro stared at his victim as if she was something putrid that had fallen off the back of a garbage truck. He turned and walked to the door of the cell. He glanced back at the unconscious woman and left the room, slamming the door closed. He stopped outside the interrogation room to gather his composure. He shook his head in frustration. Christ! he thought to himself. This bitch’s going to be a tough nut to crack. Perhaps the time had come to let Captain Carlos Alvarez have a go at her. Perhaps I’ve softened her up enough for Carlos to finish the job without any more bloodshed.

***
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The police left Paula Martinez in isolation for another day. They also deprived her of her meals of porridge. She drank what was left of the water in the yellow bucket with great difficulty. Her jaw ached and her ear still buzzed loudly. Her legs were so painful that she had to drag herself across the floor with her hands to get to the toilet bucket. It took her a full ten minutes to stand up and position herself sufficiently to urinate into the receptacle and even then most of the bloody fluid splashed onto the floor.

The following night the cell door swung open. Paula cringed on the floor in the corner expecting to see the brutish short policeman with his truncheon. To her relief a different man entered the room. This man was tall and thin with black wavy hair parted on the left. His light coppery complexion was accentuated by his almost black eyes and his thin black moustache. His nose was straight and slim and his mouth wide with thin lips. Paula was relieved to see that he wasn't holding a truncheon.

The stranger closed the cell door and stood staring at Paula. Eventually he took a cigarette from the pack in his shirt pocket, lit it, and threw it onto the floor in front of Paula. The aroma of the burning tobacco made Paula’s mouth water. Her hand shook spasmodically as she carefully picked up the cigarette, put it to her lips and drew on it gratefully. The harsh smoke burned her raw, dry throat and she coughed and retched. She swallowed hard and inhaled more of the smoke. This time, her body accepted the narcotic and she found herself beginning to relax. She looked up warily at the watching policeman.

The man spoke so quietly that Paula had to strain to hear him.

“Senora Paula Martinez, I'm Captain Carlos Alvarez and I’m here to try and help you.” he said. “But you must try to understand that your suffering is all your own fault. All the violence that you are being subjected to will stop if you just tell us the truth. You can talk to me quite safely. You can see that I don’t have anything to hurt you with. I want to be your friend and I want to stop the punishment that you are receiving. For me to do that though, you have to be completely honest and truthful with me. You can trust me. I’m not here to try and trick you in any way. Do you understand?”

Paula remained silent staring at the policeman skeptically like a child being told that there really wasn't a tooth fairy.

“Now, Paula.” the man said. “You know as well as we do that you are a member of the M.I.R. and there’s nothing wrong with that as long as you haven’t done anything against the government and I don’t think that you have. So, why don’t we begin with you telling me when you joined the M.I.R.?”

The policeman smiled as he waited for Paula to reply.

“I am not a member of the M.I.R. senor.” Paula said.

The policeman continued to smile.

“But you are, Paula." he said. "You and Sara Castillo joined together. Sara told me so herself.”

“If Sara told you that then she’s lying.” Paula said.

“No, it’s you that’s lying, Paula." the policeman said. "Sara has no need to lie to us, especially about something as small as membership of the M.I.R. Now, Paula, let’s have the truth and all this will stop.”

“I am not a member of the M.I.R. senor and I haven’t seen Sara Castillo for over four years.”

The policeman raised his eyebrows.

“Really?" he asked. "Then why did she have your name and address written on a piece of paper in her room?”

Realization flooded through Paula’s head as the pieces of the puzzle began to fall into place. Of course! She’d seen Sara at the football match at the Estadio National de Chile and given her her name and address after inviting Sara to visit her at Senor Silva's smallholding! Obviously Sara had done something wrong and now she, Paula, was suspected of being an accomplice.

“Now I’m beginning to understand, senor." Paula said. "I did see Sara very briefly a week ago in Santiago. We were at the Estadio National de Chile to watch the football match between Universidad de Chile and Colo-Colo and I invited her to come and visit me. That’s why she had my name and address.”

The policeman looked at Paula dubiously, like a parent looking at a child who said that she’d always known that there wasn't a tooth fairy.

“Oh, come on, Paula." he said. "Do you really expect me to believe that? Let me tell you why she had your name and address. You and Sara are both part of the same M.I.R. cell and you are her contact and associate. I think that your shack out in the country was to be a safe house for Sara if anything went wrong with her subversive activities. Isn’t that right Paula?”

“No! I have nothing to do with the M.I.R. senor.” Paula said.

“Paula, you’re making it very difficult for me to help you." the policeman said. "If I go back to my colleagues and tell them that you’ve admitted to being a member of the M.I.R. they’ll let you go with a warning. If you don’t...”

“I cannot say that I’m a member of the M.I.R. if I’m not!”  

“But you are a member, Paula. Sara told us so.” the policeman said.

“Sara’s lying.” Paula said.

“Why would Sara lie?”

“I don’t know, senor. I gave her my name and address so that she could come and visit me.”

“When you wrote your name and address down on the piece of paper for Sara, did you use a pen or a pencil?” the policeman asked.

Paula frowned as she tried to recall the day at the football stadium.

“I don’t remember, senor.”

“You can’t remember?" the policeman asked. "You can remember meeting Sara a week ago but you can’t remember whether you used a pen or a pencil? Come on, Paula! I think you’re lying. You’re scared to guess because if you say you wrote the address with a pen and it’s actually in pencil we’ll know that you’re lying. Isn’t that so?”

“I really can’t remember, senor.” Paula said.

“Sara told us that the note was a contact address; the address of a safe house in case of an emergency. She told us that you are her contact if she needed to hide.”

“Senor, I’m not a member of the M.I.R. What has Sara done to make the police do these things to me?” Paula asked.

“You know very well what Sara’s done.”

Paula shook her head carefully.

“No. I don’t know what Sara’s done, senor." she said. "I can only repeat the truth and that is that I invited Sara to visit me when I saw her at the football match at the Estadio National de Chile.”

Paula could see that the policeman had no intention of believing her no matter how emphatically she stated her case. A deep feeling of frustration and helplessness filled her chest, like someone confronted by a sheer fifteen-foot brick wall and nothing to help her scale it. She sighed loudly. The policeman lit another cigarette and threw it onto the floor in front of Paula.

“Very well, Paula Martinez." he said with a sigh. "I’ve tried to help you but it seems that you don’t want help. If you change your mind and begin to see reason, ask for me. Ask for Captain Alvarez. Captain Carlos Alvarez.”

After the policeman had left Paula continued to lie on the floor. She stared at the glowing tip of the cigarette. What had Sara Castillo done? From the behavior of the police it must have been something very bad. 
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CHAPTER 2
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Captain Armando Castro could feel his frustration getting the better of him. He felt sure that the prisoner, Paula Martinez, could provide the breakthrough that the police needed to shut down the M.I.R. cell operating in the Santiago Metropolitan Region of which she and the woman Sara Castillo were members. He also knew that he could spoil the whole operation if he overdid his interrogation. Why was the bitch being so stubborn? It could only be that she knew far more than the police imagined and was prepared to die to protect her comrades. Well, the only thing left now was to use the electric shock-machine, as his colleagues called it.

Armando walked to the tall wooden cupboard in his office and took out the device. About the same size and shape as a desk pencil sharpener, the gadget had two insulated wires with ‘crocodile’ electrical clips attached to them and leading off from the main body and a short handle on the one side. It was a simple hand-held electricity generator that produced an electrical current when the handle was turned. The strength of the current could be increase considerably by increasing the speed at which the handle was turned.

With the electric shock torture device held loosely in his hand Armando Castro left his office, beckoned to the two plain-clothed policemen waiting in the corridor, and walked briskly towards the interrogation cells.

The three policemen entered the cell. Paula Martinez lay slumped on the floor in a corner. Before she could move the two police officers grabbed her, pulled off her shirt and forced her to lie face down on the concrete floor.

As the men held Paula down, Armando fastened one of the electrical clips to the base of her skull and the other to the base of her spine. With one policeman holding down her head, shoulders and arms and the other holding down her legs, Paula lay helpless. The policeman holding down Paula's arms, head and upper body noticed that the prisoner's little finger of her left hand was missing.

Seeing that his men had their victim firmly anchored Armando turned the handle of the little generator. Paula screamed as a stream of red-hot needles coursed down her spine between the two clips. Her back arched like an archery bow when the arrow is drawn back. The two burly policemen struggled to hold her flat on the floor. Armando Castro stopped turning the handle.

“That was just a small sample of what you can expect if you don’t start talking.” he said. “This is your last chance to tell me everything about your relationship with the M.I.R. and Sara Castillo. I want to know everything and more!”

Paula lay whimpering beneath the two big policemen. The three interrogators watched the prisoner patiently, waiting for her to start talking. The shock to Paula’s body had affected her breathing and she lay on the concrete floor struggling to get air into her tortured lungs. Even if she had wanted to speak, she couldn’t.

Anger welled up in the police captain’s chest and he turned the handle of the generator savagely. Paula’s body shook and contorted wildly, like a wooden puppet being jiggled by a child, as the current of pain burnt along her spine. The shriek that burst from Paula's distorted mouth sounded animalistic in its desperation. She lost consciousness. Armando stopped turning the handle. The men waited in silence. Slowly the prisoner regained consciousness. As she opened her eyes Armando wound the handle and the shrieking dance repeated itself. The current ceased. Silence prevailed until, as Paula came round again, Armando leant down and spoke quietly into the helpless woman’s ear.

“Don’t you think it’s time you started talking?" he asked. "I mean, how much more do you think you can take? We can give you plenty more and we’ve got plenty of time. The only problem that I see is that you could just possibly die. Is the M.I.R. worth dying for? Will your comrades remember you? Will they even care? I don’t think so. What have they promised you that makes you so stubborn? Hey?”

Paula lay in agony, totally out of control of any of her bodily functions. Armando began turning the handle in short bursts, making Paula’s body jump with each charge that coursed along her spine. As he wound the generator Armando shouted at his victim.

“Talk to me! Come on! Talk to me! Talk! Talk! Talk!”

When Paula failed to respond Armando turned the handle so savagely that she lost consciousness immediately, losing control of her bowels and bladder at the same time. The two policemen holding Paula down released him and stood up in alarm. Armando glared at them and then leant down and unclipped the two wires.

The police captain wrapped the wires around the small device as he stared down at the pitiful figure on the floor.

“Let’s go." he said. "This bitch isn’t going to do any talking today. I think she’d rather die than talk. She must have a very important secret if she’s prepared to go through so much pain without telling us what it is.”

The two policemen avoided Armando’s gaze. The three men walked to the door of the cell, opened it, and left.

***
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Carlos Alvarez and Armando Castro sat in the upright government-issue wooden chairs in front of the Brigadier’s glass-topped desk. They waited attentively as their superior read and signed several important-looking documents lying on the desk. He finished writing, put down his pen and looked up at the two policemen over the top of his reading glasses.

“Right." he said. "Let’s hear what you have on the prisoner Paula Martinez. We’ve had her in custody for eight days. Is that correct?”

Armando cleared his throat.

“That’s right, sir." he said. "She’s a very stubborn bitch. All she ever says to me is that she isn’t a member of the M.I.R. I can’t get her to say anything more than that. I’m concerned, sir, that she’ll die on us if I push her any further.”

The Brigadier nodded and turned his attention to Carlos Alvarez.

“What’s your take on the prisoner, Carlos?”

“I agree with Armando, sir." Carlos said. "We can’t push her much further and that makes me think that she just may be innocent. As far as I’m concerned, sir, she just doesn’t behave like a revolutionary. She admits that she knows Sara Castillo and I’m inclined to believe her story about their meeting at that football game at the Estadio National de Chile. It’s quite possible that she did invite Castillo to visit her. Apart from what Paula Martinez told me, there’s no evidence to suggest that they had seen each other since 1975. Besides, the story seems too simple to have been made up. Usually these bitches make up very complicated stories and then forget half of what they said, making it so much easier for us to catch them out. In this case this bitch Martinez hasn’t contradicted herself once.”
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