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0 Prologue (Swiss Alps Background and picture) 

Benfica, Lisbon, 1980. 

A photographer in Grão Vasco Avenue, in Benfica uses an image of a landscape of 

the Swiss Alps as the background of a photograph with the children on the class of the 

teacher Maria Luísa. They are from the Grão Vasco kindergarten based in the same 

avenue. 

We could ask ourselves why the Swiss Alps. What image of perfection did this 

country – Switzerland – inspire in our imagination? An imagination of a country 

lacking in self-esteem, stumbling out of a revolutionary process and already in an 

economic crisis and a financial aid programme. Very similar to the one of the past 3 

years, except that back then there was nothing left to blame except the revolution – 

the memory of before had already faded away. This was Portugal, 1980, and Eduardo 

Lourenço had already written in the title of a chronicle just four years before: Fascism 

never existed. It was an irony, of course, and also, as we painfully know today, it was 

also a premonition.   

Sitting at the photographer’s studio in Grão Vasco Avenue, I am thinking I don’t 

mind if the strap in my dress is not quite right – as my grandmother still tells me today 

it wasn’t and that I ruined the picture. And I don’t mind about my blouse not being 

fully stretched, and I frankly don’t want to smile that much – like the other kid do. 

Not that I am sad or anything, it’s just I have other things on my mind. For example, 

my brother. He was a boy and not a girl as I had wished. For example, the fact that I 

wasn’t able to climb the big tree in the avenue to get some leaves for my silkworms—

I know today that that was going to be cause of their death. And the re-election of 

General Ramalho Eanes – who was the first President of the Republic post-
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dictatorship - that we celebrated from a balcony of an apartment in Venezuela Street, 

in Benfica; which is a flat I have not returned to since and the only memory I have is 

this balcony where we were loudly celebrating until the neighbour came in and said 

‘shush, don’t you know that our prime minister passed away just two days ago?’. I 

remember how they, the adults, kept it quiet from then on, but I also remember them 

being rather amused – we weren’t supporters of the government’s coalition…  

Long gone were the GDUPs1 of Otelo Saraiva de Carvalho – another mythical captain 

of the Portuguese revolution, this time of the far-left - and what remained of my 

father’s passion and activism in that movement was a collection of sixty stickers that I 

would find in an envelope inside a box later in 2012.  

But that night of December 1980, we supported Ramalho Eanes – even if we kept our 

voices down so as not to disturb the neighbours – and he had won with 57% of the 

votes, against 40% for Soares Carneiro (who incidentally passed away this year). And 

Otelo reached 1.49%. 0.49% more than T. (my parents’ friend) told me he had won by 

– when I met her by chance and asked her about when the revolution ended and she 

animatedly said, ‘it was when Otelo had nothing more than 1%, 1% can you 

imagine!.’ 

Only recently I discovered that the kindergarten named Grão Vasco belonged to and 

still belongs to the daughter of Marcello Caetano, Ana Maria Caetano. Maybe it is 

also not a coincidence that back then we were living in a flat in a street called João de 

Barros, who had been the grandfather of Ana Maria Caetano – and he had also been a 

republican and an opponent to the regime. So I believe in this case a street makes it 

for a kindergarden. And furthermore, I have discovered recently that this flat in João 
                                                        
1 Grupos Dinamizadores de Unidade Popular - Popular Action Boosting Groups. Political and militant groups 
formed to support Otelo Saraiva de Carvalho’s run for the Presidency in 1976. 
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de Barros Street has been used for political clandestine meetings before the 

revolution, by a political group that I will describe later. 

My great-uncle was a man of the regime; he was a Salazar supporter, worked in one 

of his ministries… But we loved that uncle whom we nick-named Tio-Tio (like little 

tio). When I was younger he used to offer me complete collections of books, because 

I think he was friends with some publishers. That is how I got the complete Greek 

classics when I was a teenager. Before that, he used to give me a whole collection of 

classics from Sá da Costa Publishers (which had been a resistance bookshop), and 

which were retold to ‘the children and the people’ – that was the name of the 

collection. The classics were adapted most of them by João de Barros, the republican, 

himself. Here we have the Ennead, by Virgil. The Iliad, the Odyssey… At the time I 

wasn't aware of this particular title “Retold to Children and to the People”, as if one 

was equivalent to the other. 

This was the same great-uncle who visited my father once, when he was arrested after 

a demonstration against the colonial war in Praça do Chile, in Lisbon. And he told 

him: “What a stupid thing to do”, while bringing a box full of pastries to the people 

who had been arrested together with my father. And jokingly, we call this, the 

paradoxes of the regime. 

When I was 13 years old, I visited finally Switzerland, which was a country I hated 

really. It was indeed, a perfect country. 

 

(Anthem of the Portuguese Youth. Audience enters the venue.) 
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(Alexandre O’Neill’s poem in overhead projector, and sound feature of Salazar’s 

speech. The archivist puts her red blazer on and takes a sip at her tea. She plays 

“Nouvelle Vague”, by the Samy Cates orchestra, at her turntable.) 
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 #1: Small Acts of Resistance 

Good afternoon and welcome to the performance of the special collection of our 

Living Museum of Small, Forgotten and Unwanted Memories, pertaining to the 

recent history of Portugal, as you may know, it is a small country near Spain, but still 

in Europe. During our visit to the special collection of 7 performance-lectures, you 

will be introduced to many names and events that either you don’t know or that you 

have not experienced directly. But don’t worry, neither have we – we were born after. 

Welcome anyway, it is great to have you on board. 

 

This song. Yes. “Nouvelle Vague”, by the Sammy Cates Orchestra. I have inherited 

this record from my great-uncle’s collection; which impressed me mainly because of 

two items in it: this one he named “the soul of Russian music” (apparently he loved 

things to do with Russia) and this record of selected speeches by Lenin… in Russian. 

My great-uncle was a Salazar supporter – the paradoxes of the regime… 

 

The first time I have heard this music I was writing about what I called the Invisible 

Archives of the Portuguese Dictatorship. The music seemed to be in tune with a 

general idea of ‘all well’, ‘all happy’, that the dictatorial regime in Portugal promoted. 

Poor and illiterate, happy people, who walked barefoot, (image) because they couldn’t 

afford to buy shoes. 

Happy, honored, poor people, who had nothing to eat other than a slice of bread and 1 

sardine for 3 people. 

Happy people who relied upon Salazar’s trilogy – God, Homeland, Family. 

Happy people, who saw their children, leave to wage an absurd war. 
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To defend what? they asked. Portugal was not a small country, so they said. 

Happy people, who not wanting to see their children go to serve in the war in Africa, 

sent them clandestine over hills until they reached Spain and later France, where they 

served as the lowest chaste of employers – living in misery to escape misery, sending 

money home every month and a letter (Letter): “Everything is fine here. Hope we 

meet again someday” – Who knew if they would ever come back… 

It all started when I asked myself how could a dictatorship last for so long? It was like 

asking who am I, where do I come from – and, furthermore, what remains part of me 

from those times? 

It was also asking how the regime had constructed its ideology so perfectly within 

people’s spirits so as to justify and excuse what would otherwise be inexcusable; what 

mentality was this and how could it have thrived? Were the Portuguese after all a 

serene and ‘sensible’ people with ‘gentle’ manners, or not?... 

At the same time, it was also asking if there was a resistance to the regime, to those 

ideas and mentality. We know there was, so what kinds of resistance were there and 

how did they operate. And why did the inhabitants of the village of Couço say that if 

we put a glass of water on top of the radio, one could tune in easily Radio Moscow…? 

My mother says this was actually a myth, as my grandfather listened to Radio 

Moscow without ever needing the glass of water. But let us make an experience. I will 

leave the glass there, for tonight, at 10h30, Radio Moscow2 will broadcast in 

Portuguese, and my grandfather will listen. 

                                                        
2 Radio Moscow was the name of a clandestine radio station during the dictatorial regime. In general, when 
interviewees want to refer to clandestine radio stations during that time they use the generic title of Radio Moscow, 
although there were other radio stations such as RPL (Rádio Porugal Livre /Radio Free Portugal) and Rádio Voz 
da Liberdade/ Radio Voice of Freedom, for example. 
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And also, the polarization of the world: the Cold War, which conditioned that which 

was understood as politics and political action. Thinking about politics, indeed, 

invited trouble, and politicized people generally meant “communists” and that was not 

good… 

In a series of interviews conducted in the year 2000, the anthropologist Tiago Matos 

Silva researches the intergenerational transmission of the memories of the Portuguese 

revolution within a group of 4 families from the far right to the far left. The son of a 

family named D., says, 

Let me tell you something… those who say, ‘Ah, Salazar wouldn’t let us 

speak out’, they say it because they were somehow into politics. My father, 

who didn’t talk about politics – he talked about work or about football, but 

not about politics – so Salazar didn’t get in his way. Those who complained 

about the regime were those who were into politics, not the common people. 

The common people had no time for it, they had to work! (Matos Silva, 2000: 

19) 

So: first idea, politics is for those who do not work, the lazy, indigent ones who can 

spare time in that useless activity.  

Next: In this book by Captain Fernando Queiroga, a military dissident of the regime, 

who exiled in Brazil, states that one of his friends referred to politics as that pig. So, 

second idea: politics is a pig. 

Let us now look at what a worker says about politics, since it is for those who do not 

work. José da Silva, a factory worker, in his book Memories of a Factory Worker, 
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writes an autobiographical account of his life under the regime of Salazar. One can 

read: 

I think democracy is not a system of government just reserved to the people 

made of wise men, for it should also serve the people whose majority are 

peasants, workers, artisans, small sellers, together with artists of civic and 

intellectual range… Let us not complicate the concepts of democracy so as to 

render it incomprehensible to the people, for a system of democratic 

government is infinitely less complicated than the totalitarian regimes (Silva, 

1971). 

This book was forbidden in Portugal during the New State (as the Dictatorship is 

known), of Oliveira Salazar and Marcelo Caetano. This is an extract of its record in 

the censorship services – and I have found it in a shelf in my parent’s house. Actually 

together with this book I found many others which I know today have been 

clandestinely purchased during the dictatorial regime in Portugal. I was led to believe 

that one of the most disseminated forms of resistance was the purchase and reading of 

forbidden books. And, ultimately, if we consider that the regime is often considered a 

time of obscurantism (that is, darkness), the act itself of reading international 

literature, of appreciating and consuming art of diverse kind, were in itself acts of 

resistance. 

R., a historian who tells me about the cultural resistance to the New State and about 

the memories of his desertion from the colonial war and his militancy in Maoist 

groups, remarks: 

Normally, who makes the history of the opposition to the regime in Portugal? 

Those people who followed a political route, or people who performed public 
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leadership positions after the 25th of April, or people who have had some 

social preeminence. But apart from these, there was a great multitude of 

people… We can even say that they were people who compromised a bit 

(although I don’t want to make any judgments), because not everyone has to 

be a famous writer or a famous actor, there are those who really don’t want to 

be in the limelight, whose ideal is maybe to just live in peace in their little 

corner. And this refers - in terms of resistance to the New State - to several 

generations of people who simply followed a marginal path to the regime, but 

who never really confronted it directly in the political plane, even if they 

might have had an episodic participation in the resistance to the regime…3  

 

To some of these individuals, practices and places (many of which are not mentioned 

in history books), I would like to dedicate this first performance-lecture: 

1. To Read 

Guide of Portugal, 1960, Franz Villier.  

It seems like a touristic guide, but in fact, it may well not be. He writes: 

You are in Lisbon looking for an address. In the main entrance of a building a 

porter comes to your aid. Thirty years, magnificent blue uniform with golden 

buttons. You show him the piece of paper where you have written a name and 

a number. In a second the porter loses his high and mighty look, the gold 

fades from his buttons, his expression strains and he mutters, looking away, 

                                                        
3 All accounts by R. taken from the personal interview on 21 January 2014. 
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“Sir, I don’t understand…” The porter can’t read. In the 20th century, in 

Europe, in a city… we are rendered speechless (Villier, 1960). 

It was not easy to learn how to read. People had to work since an early age, and as the 

police inspector said to José da Silva (a worker): ‘you are too intelligent’. Indeed, 

knowledge and political awareness were of no use to the regime.  

It is also R. who reminds me of the role that cultural associations and collectives 

played during the regime. He speaks of a little library in his village inside one of these 

associations, but he complains that it was always closed. Then he grew up and became 

the director of the greatest 25th of April archive in Portugal. 

Others were luckier, like the inhabitants of Alhos Vedros, where the association A 

Velhinha has its headquarters. The association comprised of a library and a group of 

Esperantists – a language forbidden in Portugal, for what it symbolized. And here the 

headmaster Anibal Paula, even if he had only the fourth grade, taught history, English 

and French – until he was arrested by the PIDE. 

For example, the newspaper The Voice of the Worker was founded still in the 19th 

century, because the media refused to publish news about the labour conditions of the 

workers in the tobacco factories. As a protest the workers revolted and created their 

own newspaper. The Voice of the Worker was later transformed into an association 

with a school and a library. And, later, it was closed down by the PIDE. 

For example, even later, during what was known as the Marcello’s Spring, after the 

death of Salazar, when everyone thought that a change in the regime would happen – 

a breach in the law allowed for cultural cooperatives to be legally constituted without 

court approval, which paved the way for cooperatives like Livrelco, Livrop, Árvore, 
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Pragma, Unicepe, Húmus. These associations were connected to militant leftist 

groups, the communist party, the far left, liberal Catholics – but soon the bail law 

520/71 forbade any cooperative which was not approved by the court – and most of 

them failed to get the approval… 

And the cinema clubs, or film societies, of course, how could I forget, where my 

mother remembers watching for example, La Notte, of Antonioni, and discussing the 

film throughout the night in a heated discussion. And in all those independent film 

societies (where the Battleship Potemkine was screened—a forbidden film) many 

people were arrested for subversive activities. 

In these spaces, one could breath, says R. 

He had developed this idea of breathing spaces – to which he calls Free Houses or 

Free Homes – which were private homes, where one would go in and it was as if one 

could forget the general obscurantism of the regime. There were books on the shelves, 

paintings on the walls, people discussing culture, and the air was not the one of the 

suffocating and grey austerity of the wonderful medieval country, as Simone de 

Beauvoire’s sister Helene described Portugal at the time.  

R. remembers at least two of such houses; he says: 

I was a kid there, I even went with people older than me, it was absolutely 

magical, because I was used to being on guard all the time, looking around 

always, one could not speak, or if we did it was just to discuss militancy and 

things like: we have to hand in a communiqué, make an inscription in a given 

wall, etc. And all of a sudden being there was a possibility to discuss what in 
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truth interested me the most: aesthetics, and sexuality even… (personal 

interview, January 2014) 

 And he made a gesture with his hands like this…(shows gesture) 

My mother tells me also about a similar place. In fact, it was right opposite of 

grandparent’s house, the opposite building across the road. The 5th floor, home of a 

mythical man, Zé João. A place where one would walk immediately towards a shelf, 

grab a book and start discussing, all night long. A place where, just being there, was 

an act of resistance.  

And I believe this also bears a connection to another space of resistance, if we leave 

Zé João’s house, turn right, then go down Avenida do Uruguai, we keep to the right 

and halfway through the avenue, there it is: the ancient bookshop Ulmeiro – this other 

space of resistance, and a crucial one. 

2. José Ribeiro 

I remember being 15 and a boy I knew telling me that he used to steal books from this 

bookshop called Livrarte. This was long before I realized this Livrarte I’ve known all 

my life and that I used to go to, had been the famous Ulmeiro. And it was long before 

I have found many books edited by Ulmeiro in my mother’s house and eagerly asked 

her, and this? Did you buy it at Ulmeiro? Do you remember going to Ulmeiro?... My 

mother said yes to the books and yes to going to Ulmeiro. 

This guy I knew was able to steal books from Ulmeiro because that is a total chaos of 

a place, they don’t control anything. I think they get lost amidst the piles of books and 

antiques. I have never stolen anything at Ulmeiro, but indeed bought there some 

books. But I always remember a certain feeling of intimidation regarding the shop and 
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its owners, some kind of historical blockage, perhaps. I knew of some mythical 

clandestine meetings there, in their basement. I had also heard about the militant 

singer Zeca Afonso playing there. So I would always refrain from talking to the 

owners as a gesture of respect. It was only recently that I sat down with José Ribeiro, 

the owner, and he told me from beginning till end, the story of the bookshop.4  

They paid a monthly fee – in Portuguese “avença” – to a man who worked in the post 

office and that managed to send many books to José’s address, which otherwise 

would have been intercepted by the Political Police, the PIDE. José says he was quite 

sure that this man in the post office was an informer of the police, or it would 

otherwise be very difficult to pass on so many books – the books would just be 

apprehended at the post office. The fee that the man received was the equivalent to the 

amount Zé paid for the rent of the bookshop, but he says it was worth it, given the 

number of books he was able to save and sell. I asked myself: where could this man 

be nowadays? José never saw him again after the fall of the regime, contrary to other 

PIDE agents, like the one who lived in Benfica and used to call José’s bookshop 

telling him “Mr. Ribeiro, be careful, your neighbours are not good people, they have 

just called to let us know which kind of books you have in your display window. Be 

careful with you neighbours!” And José added, ‘As you see, he was an atypical 

PIDE.’  

And he continued,  

I met this man of the PIDE in the street, after the 25th of April and we stood 

there, chatting. He had a sad story, his wife and son had died; and then he 

started talking about the time of the book apprehension’s saying he was 

                                                        
4 This interview took place on 28 April 2014, at Livrarte (Ulmeiro), Lisbon. 
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against that, he was against the whole interdiction of books, for he thought 

books were like a Benfica-Sporting match, people should read as they pleased 

and then some were pro and others con, and that was ok – as you see, again, 

an atypical PIDE.  

José Ribeiro was often arrested together with his apprehended books. Many of his 

stories at the PIDE headquarters are quite humorous, like refusing to sign an 

accusation record because it was written in a bad Portuguese. Or the PIDE agent who, 

after apprehending many of his books, came back to ask him to keep a poster for his 

girlfriend who he really liked (I find that really sweet, the amorous PIDE…). 

Or, another example, a dialogue with another PIDE agent regarding a book edited by 

José, Portugal Without Salazar. The PIDE agent was called José Pinto Galante.  

I like saying his name, I like saying these names, naming these people, whom we 

don’t know where they are; I have found testimonies of other people interrogated by 

this man, by the way – and this PIDE who played a certain role – the PIDE performed 

roles, so this one as he was interrogating a bookseller played a kind of educated, 

scholarly PIDE.  

He said, 

“There is something I don’t understand here, how come such a nice man as 

yourself cannot understand that this books advocates for the dismembering of 

the mother land?” 

And José answered, “I completely disagree. I think it is a book that will 

contribute to a debate of ideas” 
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And the PIDE again, “I will give you one more chance to read the book once 

again so you can reach the same conclusion as myself.” 

And José, “It’s really not worth it, you are PIDE and I am not, I don’t think 

we can ever reach the same conclusion.”  

(He stayed in detention). 

 

José Ribeiro was sued twice by the Portuguese state for the release of two different 

books. The first time was because of this book, Portugal Without Salazar – José, 

jokingly, says it was because the cover is red, because in fact the book is innocent, 

and I said, ‘no José, the book is actually subversive, just look at the title’ – and the 

second time was in 1976, for the publishing of this Massacres in the Colonial War 

(Amaro, 1976).  

They have had access to a series of classified documents regarding the operation that 

led to the massacres in the village of Tête, in Mozambique, perpetrated by the 

Portuguese army in 1973. These massacres were, indeed, denounced by father 

Hastings in the UN, which led to furious demonstrations in London upon the visit of 

Marcello Caetano to that city. In fact, I have met people here in London who 

participated in these demonstrations.  

This operation was signed by the general Kaúlza de Arriaga, who was named an ultra, 

that is, even more right-wing radical that the regime itself, and who inspired fear in 

many. Some say Kaúlza de Arriaga wanted to run for the presidency of the republic, 

but he backed off because of this book, which according to José, was bombastic. 
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And now, a parenthesis. The Colonial War would deserve more than just a 

parenthesis, it would deserve a whole ‘Living Museum’ dedicated to it. But today I 

am aiming to address eighty years of Portuguese history in this performance, and I 

can only devote it a parenthesis. But, in the general silence surrounding this war – 

absent, for example, from the official speeches of the ex-President of the Republic, 

Cavaco Silva, concerning the 25th of April coup (as if in the origin of the coup there 

had not been this 13-year conflict) – a silence that has spread to Portuguese society at 

large – I feel that even if just as a parenthesis, it is nonetheless my way of making a 

memorial… 

(COLONIAL WAR SCENE: 

Quote from record of the National Feminine Movement: 

Now it’s my turn 

Hello, hello boys! 

This is Cilinha, 

your friend and comrade. 

Another record made up of folklore, verses and fado, 

all out of deep friendship… 

Because those who made it 

had no idea other than to bring you  

the Portuguese sadness, sense of loss,  

and gentleness, 
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which will reassure you that many of us 

only wish to offer you a smile 

and be there with you, 

this Christmas… 

The National Feminine Movement had very good ideas about how to comfort our 

boys that were fighting down there overseas to defend ‘our’ territories. For example, 

the vinyl record they edited each Christmas. This one is from Christmas 1973, but 

there is also the one from 1971. I can’t imagine how they could listen to this, in the 

middle of the bushes. Maybe they had some hidden pickups, I don’t know… and also 

this little purse, which had a cigarette pack and a lighter: 

Christmas of 69: 

To you, our friend the military  

wishing you a Holy Christmas 

our THANK YOU 

for your sacrifice, made of courage, loss, solitude 

may God be with you, 

may men deserve you 

this is what the National Feminine Movement wishes you 

And also this airmail letters –aerograms as they were called, the letter and the 

envelope were the same – and they were exempt from payment of postal expenses. 
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These aerograms from caporal Amaral for example, he was placed in Rabaué, 

Mozambique, and he writes: 

Ribaué, Mozambique, October 19 1965 

Dearest love of my heart, 

First of all I sincerely wish, my dear, that this aerogram finds you well and in good 

health and high spirits; I, my dear, am well and in good health, fortunately, but 

needless to say I miss you ever more and I miss your love, how I miss you, dear 

precious love, I love you more with each passing day, and you are in my heart in 

every moment, I am anxiously waiting for everything to finish so that I can go back to 

you, my dear love, I am fed up with this all, this terrible life, how long have I not seen 

you, had you in my arms and kissed you, I’m in despair, I was so happy with you, that 

is, we were happy together, now it’s only suffering, but all things past and one of this 

days I will be there again by your side and we will be happy again…” 

This letter is written in a sole breath, as if someone was saying these things out loud, 

rather than just writing them… But I noticed the handwriting is always different from 

letter to letter, so I imagine must have dictated these to different people, maybe 

because he himself didn’t know how to write?... There is one thing in common in all 

these letters: he never once said what he was going through in that war. 

In fact, the soldiers never really said much about that war in the letters they sent to 

their families. Neither during, nor afterwards when they returned from the war. Either 

because they didn't want to worry their families, or because it was just too difficult to 

talk about it, or because of censorship.  
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In the letters and aerograms that Carlos wrote to his wife from Guinea, he also never 

mentioned the war. In fact, Carlos, when he returned from Guinea, he brought a 

bag…5 

…full of objects, memories, pictures of Guinea and it was left unopened in a 

basement for 16 years in his house. The day of the premiere of this show in Lisbon, he 

came knocking at the door of the venue a couple of hours before and gave this bag 

saying, take it and show whatever you want. 

A bullet from a 3-Gun riffle, a scrap from an enemy weapon, and one of those 

identification plaques, that the soldiers used around their necks, so that when they got 

killed they would tear it in two, place one half inside the mouth and when the dead 

body arrived the family could recognize it. 

When Carlos was first called to go to the war in Guinea 1967, he said he hadn’t 

expected it. He had already accomplished the mandatory military service in 1957. 

Back then the uniforms were grey, and it was called the grey war, whereas now it was 

a guerrilla bush war, and the uniforms were green. He thought about desertion, he 

says everyone did, for there were few who agreed with the war and will to fight. Most 

people who were for the war did not fight in it. Some deserted, escaped and exiled in 

foreign countries; France, for example. But most people were like him: men who did 

not agree with the war but had accepted serving in it. They quickly discovered that the 

enemy would not ask them: do you agree or not? 

The enemy. I ask Carlos if he still uses this expression today and he tells me it’s a 

language thing, merely a technical term: 

                                                        
5 Carlos N.’s accounts in this scene are based upon two personal interviews: September and 13 November 2014. 
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When I use the word enemy is so that I can refer to the ‘other’. The logic of 

the war seeks to dehumanize the enemy. That is why most armies give a 

derogative nickname to the enemy. It’s not the word enemy in itself that is 

derogative – for it is just a technical name – but if I refer to them as 

TURRAS, like terrorists, yes, that would be disparaging.6 But that is a word I 

never use. You know, amongst ourselves there was a great respect towards 

the enemy – we respected them and we respected their ideals. 

After a battle, what do I see? A young man, his shoelaces impeccably 

fastened, the marks of sweat under his arms; in one pocket, a letter and a 

picture of his girlfriend; in the other pocket, a toothbrush and tooth paste. 

This meant we had won something; it was like a trophy. Still, he was a young 

man, fighting for an ideal. 

And here, Carlos was moved to tears. 

As a captain he had been known as a kind of mother hen towards his soldiers, and he 

is very proud to say that he almost lost no lives in his battalion: 

There was a time when I deeply pondered: I knew I had had access to the 

university and I had a certain knowledge. I knew I lived in a dictatorial 

regime to which I was 100% against. At the same time I had wife, children, a 

job and knew if I had deserted all of that would be chaotic. On the other hand, 

also, I knew that I would be receiving 150 men who probably had attended 

university, many of them didn’t even know how to read and write. And they 

                                                        
6 Turras was the informal name given to the African armies; Tugas was the informal abbreviation for the 
Portuguese army. The word Turras comes from “terrorists”, which was how the regime addressed these 
movements. In many accounts today from former combatants, both words – turras and terrorists – are still used. 
Carlos was an exception to this. 
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were at my responsibility. I hadn’t met them yet and still I felt a huge burden 

of responsibility for these men. And when I say I wanted to protect them I 

don’t mean protecting them from the enemy but rather from the stupid orders 

of our hierarchies. And I am very proud to report that I have brought home all 

the drivers of my battalion safe and sound. 

One or two weeks after arriving in Guinea, without any experience, they underwent a 

major attack: 

We didn’t have any experience whatsoever and we were attacked by a great 

warrior, Nino, and we were under fire for over 4 hours. I remember being 

outside shooting and shivering … That moment all you can think of is how 

you’re gonna get out of there alive. It’s really violent, tough, grenades 

blowing, the bullets whistling past my head. That moment you don't think 

about anything really. You think about your son, who is in Portugal and 

probably safe and sound in his bed; you think about the local children who are 

not so well, in the underground shelters, victims of that horrible situation. 

And when I managed to run to our shelter I realized that most of the man of 

my battalion, those young man of 19-20 years olds, were not fighting at all, 

they were kneeling on the floor, crying and praying, so that when I arrived I 

started kicking them come on, on your feet, up you go, let’s go, fighting! And 

they went like: “oh, we are charging the ammunitions…” but they just kept 

crying and praying, on the floor… But it was better that way, because when 

we shoot in the evening, the enemy can spot our position.. 

The war is something… the logic of the war is an ugly logic. I am under the 

impression that people who never fought seem to picture it the wrong way, 
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which is to try and spot the excesses. Like those stories of the guy who 

opened the womb of a pregnant woman to extract the foetus out, and all 

that… people are looking for those atrocities to justify just how horrible and 

criminal the war is. Well, I must confess I have not done any massacres, nor 

do I know anyone who has participated in them. But the war does not need 

that in order to be an ugly and evil thing. The logic of the war is a dirty logic. 

The successes and failures of the war as counted from the dead enemies; it’s 

losses-based logic. The war is something essentially bad, no matter what war 

it is. 

Extracts from the book Massacres in the Colonial War, edited by José Ribeiro: 

On December 16th villages of Wiriyamu and Juway were bombed, and the 

troops stepping out of the helicopter shot at the inhabitants. 

The operation was spread to the nearby village of Chawola, where the whole 

population was assembled and fired at, including women and children. The 

huts were ransacked and set ablaze. 

They gathered the dead bodies and incinerated them. 53 were found.  

(…) 

On the Chawola village, the population was forced to clap while the 

commandos shot at them. Then, the corpses were covered in grass and set on 

fire. (…) 

In the villages of Wiriyamu and Juwau another retaliation method was 

employed: men were separated from the women, many of whom kept their 

little children, some babies still. The commandos chose who they pleased 

amongst the two groups, and those who had been called walked into the 

centre and, while everybody was watching, were gunned down. Many 
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children were thus killed, in the arms of their mothers. When it happened that 

once some victim or another managed to survive the first charge, the 

commandos congratulated them and invited them to leave. While they were 

running towards the thicket, they were machine-gunned. 

 

Some children were kicked to death. One of them was a nine month little girl, 

whose mother Vaina had been executed shortly before. Others — around ten 

— were held by their legs and hurled in to the ground or against the trees. 

 

A soldier asked a pregnant woman, named Zostina, whether she was carrying 

a boy or a girl. As she answered she didn’t know, her womb was cut open 

with a machete and the foetus was violently extracted and shown to her, so 

that she would “know”. Straight after, they were both burned. (Amaro, 1976. 

Translated for this performance by Mariana Avelãs) 

 

A Judge asked José why he, being so committed to revealing the truth about this 

operation, did not collect more testimonies of the civilians, and he said: why don't you 

bring them from the dead so I can listen to them! 

We received an amnesty, which really rendered him furious, because he wanted to 

know if he had been acquitted or not, that amnestied was nothing. 

Because, overall, he does not forget that the person who signed the decree suing him 

for editing this book was the then President of the Republic, general Ramalho Eanes. 

My personal history is also related to Tête in Mozambique, but that is a story I am not 

going to share here today. 
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end of the Colonial War Scene. Return to table. 

 

I ask him how he became a bookseller and editor, and he says: 

Yes, it is a funny story, because there were no books in my house, my mother 

didn’t know how to write – no, that’s not correct, there were two books - one 

of them I never knew how it ended up there, a volume of Decades of Asia of 

João de Barros – and the other was Voyage to the Centre of the Earth, from 

Jules Verne, which became a sort of my pillow book… 

And, while he was telling me this, I picked up a book which are in fact a series of 

stapled sheets, and asked: José, do you know this book? 

3. A List 

 

He puts on his glasses and attentively examines the manuscript: “Where did you get 

this? This is amazing..! “Relação das Obras, cuja circulação esteve proibida em 

Portugal durante o Regime Salazar/Marcello Cateano…” This is a list of forbidden 

books during the dictatorship! June 1974, National Association of Editors and 

Booksellers – I was the president of this association! How come I can’t remember 

this?” 

 

Yes, indeed José and his fellow editors were responsible for compiling this list of 

forbidden books – not every forbidden book is here, but the list is quite long and it 

claims to be an accurate and extensive account of most books that were banned by the 

state censorship. 
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I came across this List of Forbidden Books at Senate House Library, in London. I was 

the first person ever to request this item from that library, and had to wait a while for 

them to bring it from stacks.  

 

This document was produced in June 1974, roughly one and a half months after the 

revolutionary coup of the 25th of April 1974. There was a sense of urgency in bringing 

to light the actions of the Fascist regime that had remained invisible for forty eight 

years. 

 

They state important things in their introduction, namely their choice of keeping the 

misspellings of the censors and their will to denounce the cultural crimes of the 

regime. Interestingly, they apologise for using different kinds of paper – as you can 

see the colours and textures are indeed different. Because, nonetheless, as they 

describe, despite the lack of paper, they wanted to denounce these crimes. 

 

There are all sorts of books forbidden. Like Pamela Moore’s Chocolates for Breakfast 

– which I thought was a cooking book, but no, it is really about the sexual awakening 

of a woman –and also openly subversive books like The Abc of Communism, Rosa 

Luxembourg, Lenin, of course, and also Racine – which sounded like Lenin, or the 

Manual of Reinforced Concrete – because in Portuguese “reinforced” reads as 

“armed” – so, armed, arms, weapons, censorship, of course! And Lúcia, José’s wife, 

cried: ‘Manual of Reinforced Concrete is an engineering book!, but they didn’t care – 

or the Petit Larousse – because in Portuguese La Russe sounds like Russia – and 

anything coming from there was potentially censored…’ And many Portuguese 
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authors; and all the newspapers and magazines which mentioned critically Portugal 

and its regime; and the Guide of Portugal from Franz Villier, of course… 

 

In tribute to that act of resistance, (standing up) 

of leaving one’s house to deliberately buy one of the books mentioned in this list, and 

consciously knowing it was subversive, an illegal act, or not really knowing what one 

was purchasing. Like my mother who bought her books in a bookshop where the man 

used to tell her “I have something for you here” and would discretely pass on the book 

to her under the counter, without her even knowing what it was until she went back 

house and realised that it was, for example, Coimbra 1969 (about the big students’ 

protests in 1969)…  

In tribute to that, let us freely share some of these formerly forbidden books and let’s 

make a toast to reading! 

(distributes books to the audience) 

You can read aloud, you can share if you don’t like an author, you can swap books, 

you can read them all and you can read none – all of that is allowed here. Isn’t it 

amazing to be able to read and share aloud, as opposed to a time when such a 

seemingly simple act was forbidden? 

 

4. Mobile Library 

José Ribeiro describes also the role that the mobile libraries of the Gulbenkian 

Foundation have played in his literary education. These libraries would arrive in a 
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Citroen H van, normally grey, and would reach many places where people had never 

held a book in their hands.  

(Library van) 

And José is not the only one. Aurora Rodrigues, of whom I will speak in detail later, 

also mentioned how important these libraries were to her. She said it was really 

difficult for her to return the books, so she would go every week and request always 

the same ones, so she could feel she owned them. 

Arriving every two weeks to the village where José Ribeiro lived, he describes how 

he was the kid that came by to read always, always; the one who requested more 

books; who returned more books. And he also says that besides all that, the staff of 

these libraries was almost all poets, and it was with them that José learned and 

became, himself, a poet. 

(Displays poetry books by José Ribeiro) 

(Goes to microphone) 

5. A sort of epilogue: another kind of resistance 

I like R., the historian I have mentioned here because he always gives me clues about 

things I had not thought of. He mentions a kind of forgotten form of resistance, a kind 

of resistance within the resistance. In an almost typified environment of militancy, 

where the songs listened to would mainly be political songs, he says: 

Music was very important, because it was an expression of culture and, as 

such, an act against obscurantism and fascism – for example, the importance 

in general terms of rock as an expression of liberation. So, when school 
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finished, I had a friend in Manutenção Street, in Coimbra, who had this huge 

vinyl collection and had a huge stereo – I had but a little tape recorder – and 

he had the complete discography of those bands – maybe not even bands I 

liked that much but I liked it there because it was played with good quality – 

Led Zeppelin, for example, that was kind of heavy metal… And I remember 

finishing my school day and going past a political meeting where the songs 

heard were those kind of political songs, which were very formal aesthetically 

speaking. And I remember afterwards going to the house of this guy and 

listening to Led Zeppelin, like, at full volume! And this was truly a hidden 

side, because, really, this small pleasure of the Led Zeppelin I could not tell it 

to my comrades, or else it would have been seen as bourgeois degeneracy, so 

I had to live a parallel life… 

…but what happens is that nowadays when I come to meet some of those 

former comrades it seems like we all had similar experiences, we were all 

hiding to listen to rock and roll, because we were all in a way putting a lid on 

parts of our lives, for we needed to find those spaces of liberation… 

 

(returns to the desk) 

Simone de Beauvoir visited her sister Hélene in Portugal in 1945. Arriving from a 

country coming out of a world war, having lived the cruel experience of 

collaborationism and the informers, she reaches Lisbon dressed almost in rags, poor 

and hungry, and no soon she finds herself in rich receptions in the French embassy 

and etc. Where among other delicatessen, she is served fresh fish, to which she 

comments “Oh, my God, fresh fish”, a commentary not appreciated, for it was a 
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commentary of someone who was poor, and those things were to be kept hidden in 

Portugal – poverty and all that. Simone de Beauvoir has written about Portugal in her 

diary Force of Circumstance, 

And all that nonsense about the mystery and the melancholy of the 

Portuguese soul! Out of seven million Portuguese, there are seventy thousand 

who have enough to eat; the Portuguese are sad because they’re hungry (de 

Beauvoir, 1968: 34)  

 

Simone de Beauvoir, of course, had all her books inscribed in this List of Forbidden 

Books during Salazar and Marcello Caetano’s regime. 

 

To be continued… 

 

(pause: Salazar’s speech)  
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#2: Invisible Archives of the Portuguese Dictatorship and Revolution 

 

We continue now with the performance of yet another item of the Special Collection 

of the Living Museum of Small, Forgotten and Unwanted Memories, still on the 

recent history of Portugal, that seemingly small country near Spain. 

 

Part 1 - Portugal 1926-1974  

 

We are still looking for the reasons for the length of the Portuguese Dictatorship, in 

fact one of the most long lasting dictatorships in the world – forty eight years, 

between 1926 and 1974. One could ask – because I think we haven’t yet given a 

straight answer to this - what made the people of a country endure forty eight years of 

oppression, censorship, outlawing of the right to strike and demonstrate, 

imprisonment and torture. We have pointed several factors so far – such as the general 

illiteracy of the population, and a forced obscurantism – but we have not dwelt upon 

the fatherly figure – similar to a saviour – of Oliveira Salazar, the dictator who ruled 

until 1970 (then succeeded by Marcello Caetano, the dauphin of the regime). 

 

We have also not addressed the construction that has taken place during the Estado 

Novo/ New State Dictatorship, based on a narrative of nation’s rebirth, of its economy, 

self-esteem, and inevitably, its colonial empire, which had to be kept and maintained 

regardless of international pressure and several resolutions of the UN assembly. After 

all (and we have mentioned this already) Portugal was NOT a small country.  
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In this biography of Salazar, published in 1970, Hugh Kay writes: 

 

When Salazar came to power, Portugal was a bad joke in the European 

chancelleries, her currency worthless, her army an obsolete remnant, the nation 

fragmented and beggared. Within a few years, Salazar had balanced the budget,  

 

Ah, the narrative, one of the favourites, about the safes full of gold… 

 

…restored the currency, started to build a modern army, constructed thousands 

of homes. He kept his country out of Second World War […]. The other side of 

the coin is the story of political repression and the frustrations of opposition, 

with particular stress on police activity, censorship and allegedly rigged 

elections […]. 

 

And he concludes, 

 

it is of course essential to judge Salazar’s regime in the Portuguese context, and 

not by reference to an arbitrary external standard (Kay, 1970: 6-7) 

 

When he says, it is of course essential to judge Salazar’s regime in the Portuguese 

context – one may have asked – why? And what context would that be? It seems 

indeed that foreign countries participated in the construction of the idea of 

exceptionality of the Portuguese regime, of the Portuguese soul even. For instance, 

the idea that the Portuguese regime was not as bad as others, and therefore 
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exceptional. This is the same exceptionality attributed to the Portuguese colonial 

regime. The better colonialism, despite its colonialism… 

 

All of this has undoubtedly helped the regime to sustain itself for so long. Fernando 

Rosas points out in this book several other reasons for that duration, which he calls an 

‘art’. And he mentions specifically an efficacious combination of the “preventive 

violence and the punitive violence” (Rosas, 2012: 210). 

 

Because I consider that part of this violence was silenced and rendered invisible to the 

point that many use those erasures as a means to level the memory of the regime. I 

have named this performance-lecture “Invisible Archives of the Portuguese 

Dictatorship”, and combined it with materials from another lecture called “On 

Persisting Silence – notes on aspects of political and state violence during the 

Dictatorship and its Aftermath.” 

And, here we go. 

 

Things were done mainly where no one could see them. 

That is why writing lists, pamphlets, making inscriptions on the walls, crying out loud 

when being arrested, saying (recites names from pamphlet) – were crucial actions, a 

matter of life and death. 

 

Also, in Portugal and for forty-eight years, exercising political activity of some sort, 

thinking about politics, reading about politics, were considered subversive actions, 

which readily endorsed the muscled action of the political police. Salazar has referred 

to this muscled action (which included things like the sleep deprivation torture, the 
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statue torture or the applying a Truth Serum to the prisoners) “a couple of timely 

shakes on those sinister creatures.”  

Or, I would add, gentle manners… 

 

1. Gentle Manners 

PIDE was the name given to the political police created by the regime. The acronym 

stands for International Police of State Defense. The regime greatly depended on this 

organization to guarantee the functioning of the state, neutralizing all opposition and 

so-called subversive actions.  

 

There was a PIDE headquarters in every city – for example, in Lisbon (FOTO), or in 

Porto (FOTO). Here in this book, Portrait of the Portuguese Dictatorship, written by 

a man exiled due to the regime (Edgar Rodriguez), can read in the subtitle to the PIDE 

headquarters in Porto, “House of Death, Heroismo Street, Porto”. Or in Coimbra, also, 

a woman who lived just by side of the headquarter, describes her memories of the 

screams, and how the PIDE agents turned the music louder when interrogating 

someone. This woman would later have his brother arrested in the Aljube prison in 

Lisbon, for subversive actions, and during three years, he knitted this bag for her to do 

her shopping – and she kept it ever since. 

 

People could either be caught at home, or they be arrested by a PIDE agent waiting 

for them in the street, like José Dias Coelho, painter and militant of the communist 

party, killed by a PIDE agent at a corner in Alcântara, in Lisbon. Or like this Miss 

Laurentina da Conceição Silva, they could receive a letter asking them to go to the 

headquarter – This was in Porto on the 23rd of April 1946.  



 36 

 

She had no way of knowing that almost precisely thirty years later, a revolutionary 

coup would overthrow the regime that eventually tortured her. But thirty years was 

such a long time to go still… 

 

We have today many testimonies gathered in several books, historical investigations, 

and even theatre plays and films, which tell us of the brutality of the political police 

(displays several books). It is still difficult for a country like Portugal to come to 

terms with that aspect of its past – maybe for any country? Especially if much of the 

construct of Portuguese identity is based upon this idea of gentle manners, of 

kindness, neutrality and passivity.  

 

For example, we know that women under interrogation were generally humiliated by 

being asked to take off their clothes several times, in exposed places, being afterwards 

hit by women as well as man officers. And there was the infamous Madalena, or 

nicknamed Leninha, the female PIDE agent known for her brutality towards women, 

who beat them up furiously to bleed. 

 

Maria da Conceição Matos Abrantes, for example, arrested on the 21st of April 1965 

describes how the police came to her house at 4.30 in the morning, tearing up the 

pictures of her son, which I found curious, as I had not read about anything like that 

(in Latin America, yes, the military did that, tearing up pictures, disappearing bodies, 

traces and evidences of the murdered.) She also describes how they undressed her and 

took pictures of her; how they called her a whore and said that she was good for 
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nothing… After being beaten up and sleep tortured, she was having hallucinations, 

which is the normal physical reaction to sleep deprivation. She writes, 

 

First they took my cardigan, then my shirt, then my skirt to wipe the faeces 

and urine because in the days and nights I was there I wasn’t allowed to go 

to the toilet - not even to wash my hands. Serra, the PIDE, then tried to 

force me to take my clothes soaked in urine and vomit to the bathroom. I 

refused point blank. Before I started having to relieve myself on the floor, I 

still had hope that they would change their minds. So I held it in until the 

very last moment. That resulted in permanent damage. Even when they 

took me to Caxias Prison I stopped being able to hold my bladder. I would 

urinate as I walked the halls. (…)  

That morning my period came. It was like that, stained with menstrual 

blood, I walked around all day – not being able to wash myself; I then 

went to Caxias Prison. I was placed in the same room, and continued to be 

in isolation. I felt like I was going mad. I lost my voice, I could not utter 

one word. (…) 

Madalena started kicking me and pulling my nose, hitting me on the face. 

One of the PIDE then appeared saying he wanted to see me naked. She 

replied that there was no point in seeing a piece of shit like me naked, that 

for the communists anything would do, as long as it had a hole and it 

moved. She added, “We better go. This fucking whore, this piece of shit, is 

not saying anything, she doesn’t talk. If I stay here any longer I’ll end up 

tearing her apart.” 
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And she concludes: 

I was in complete isolation for two months. I had no lawyer, no pencils, no 

paper, no books – absolutely nothing that would help me occupy my time. 

(in Manuel, Alexandre, Carapinha Rogério and Neves, Dias, 1977.  

Translated for this performance by Rita Jorge.) 

 

She had no way of knowing that almost precisely 9 years later, a revolutionary coup 

would overthrow the regime that was torturing her. But 9 years was such a long time 

to go still… 

 

Aida Paula, another militant, clandestine militant, of the communist party, describes 

in this book how during her first arrest by the PIDE she kept a small fishbone and 

would inscribe on the walls of her cell messages of hope to those who would come – 

‘courage, comrade; hold your head up, comrade; don’t give up, comrade’. Later, when 

she was again imprisoned by the PIDE, it was too dangerous to write on the walls, but 

Aida Paula kept nonetheless a small fishbone after dinner and inscribed poems of 

resistance in the air, some of which she was able to remember when she was released 

from prison, like this one: 

 

hands in hands 

a gesture of courage 

.. 

to continue the journey 

with the courage of one who wants to win  

(Paula, 1974) 
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Invisibility was also under way here. The prisoners’ names were not revealed 

anywhere, newspapers were censored, and whenever news of an arrest was published 

it was greatly modified to seem as if the subversives were tamed by the heroic action 

of the police. If a person read the newspapers it seemed like there was no crime and 

no opposition to the regime, that is way we can still listen to slogans like, “In 

Salazar’s time it was much better, it was safer, there was no crime” – No, in Salazar’s 

time there was something called censorship that is why we can’t judge Salazar’s time 

by what was being written in the newspapers. 

Also, the omission of certain crucial data – like the fact that a person had died at the 

headquarters of the police, or pretending it was a suicide when it had in fact been a 

murder – was also a way of rendering repression invisible. 

 

2. A List 

 

The National Commission of Aid to the Political Prisoners was formed in 1969, 

within a legal frame – although precarious, which didn’t prevent them from being also 

persecuted by the PIDE. They issued reports on all people arrested, condemned by the 

courts and tortured. They also provided legal and economic aid to the families of the 

prisoners and organised summer camps for the children. In this book called – Political 

Prisoners – documents 1970-1971 – they urge people to defy invisibility, claiming:  

 

The public information regarding the police repression is one of the main 

tasks of this commission… To render this information effective you should 
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not keep it to yourself – tell it to a friend, send a letter – but choose the ones 

who are the farthest away from this problem. (Castro et al., 1972: 63) 

 

3. Interrogation 

 

The PIDE was trained by distinct coaches, namely the CIA and the Gestapo and had 

perfected its own methods and built its repertoire of torture techniques. 

The sleep deprivation torture was one of the favourites, sometimes coupled with the 

statue torture, where the prisoner was forbidden to move. There are records of 

prisoners spending sixteen days without sleep, and beyond, over 450 hours.  

In the sleep torture, the prisoner was prevented from sleeping through various 

methods: by being brutally beaten, by being forced to run despite extreme fatigue, by 

being awaken in the rare moments when falling asleep by having a pencil stick into 

his hears or nose until bleeding, or by having an agent banging his fist on the table 

(which for a person who hasn’t slept for several days is like a lightning bolt on his 

ears). There are also accounts of loudspeakers disguised in the room, from which 

screams were broadcast or other noises to confuse the prisoner.  

Then, specific tactics would be performed depending on a persons’ history, for 

example, giving a gun to a prisoner and asking him to shoot himself. (‘Don’t you 

want to kill yourself? Come on, you’re good for nothing, you already denounced your 

comrades, come on, just do it’ – he did NOT kill himself). Or showing a woman her 

disfigured partner and asking, ‘do you know who this is? (she didn’t recognize him: 

no); oh, you don’t know who this is? And this lighter, do you know whose lighter this 

is..? It was her partner’s lighter. Yes, now you know, he said your name, so might just 

as well talk, you bitch, just talk, you are good for nothing – she did not talk, however.’ 
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Or writing something on a paper and hiding it in the pocket quickly, so the prisoner 

would think he had already made an unwilling confession – at this point the prisoner 

would be at the verge of a nervous breakdown.  

 

PIDE agents were said to come and go at different times, and the prisoner lost 

complete track of time. The meals would be served at random times, also to create 

this feeling of confusion. There are also accounts of the PIDE agents coming straight 

from a disco to the interrogation, smelling like perfume and bragging about their 

romantic conquests, which contrasted with the prisoner deprived of his right even to a 

bath or to toilet paper and increasing his feeling of isolation and hopelessness. And 

then the agents would take turns and assume different parts. The classic parts were the 

‘good’ and the ‘bad’ PIDE. The latter would come round first and savagely beat up 

the prisoner. The ‘good’ PIDE would come next and comfort the prisoner and, if he 

was a male, tell him they were both men and could discuss as men – “The inspector 

general is very understanding; he knows your feelings. Why would you be killing 

yourself for people who are not worth it? You just have to sign some papers and you 

can have a rest…would you like that?” 

 

This was normally very effective further along the process of sleep torture, when the 

prisoner was most vulnerable emotional and physically. Many cases of people who 

gave information to the PIDE under torture – generally referred to as ‘talking at the 

PIDE’, we say,”Falar na PIDE” – happened indeed during an interrogation by a 

‘good’ PIDE in a moment of exhaustion.  

 

4. Conduct 
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The pattern of correct behaviour or conduct in the PIDE was set through the conduct 

of political prisoners, namely of the PCP, throughout the years, which was the more 

organized and the greatest force of resistance to the regime up to the 1960’s.  

It has been mentioned that it was Francisco Miguel, a historic PCP militant who first 

set out the conduct of ‘NOT SPEAKING AT ALL’. He refused to declare any 

information, he refused to agree that he was a communist, he refused to sign any 

document. This attitude turned into the main conduct model for the political prisoners, 

and Álvaro Cunhal, the historic leader of the PCP, distilled it into a document called 

“If you are arrested, comrade…” first issued in 1947, a manual of how to behave and 

resist in the PIDE. 

It starts like this: 

If you are arrested, comrade, a big responsibility will befall you. You will 

have to keep on defending your party, your comrades, your ideal, but under 

very different circumstances for you will be isolated at hands of the enemy, 

subject to his insults and violence. If you are arrested, comrade, the struggle 

you will wage will not end. (…) You will have to test your honor as man and 

your firmness as a communist. (PCP, 1963) 

The booklet then describes in detail the different steps of interrogation and torture – 

the first interrogation, the incommunicability, the nice behaviour of the police and its 

promises (the good and bad PIDE), the weapons of the police, slander. They also 

describe usual tactics used by the police, like stating that the prisoners have 

denounced already, or that the party is destroyed and everyone was arrested. The 

booklet culminates with the statement: “In the police only those who want do talk.” 
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That is perhaps one of the reasons why those who managed to resist without talking 

are still so proud of themselves like Aida Paula – in her successive imprisonments she 

never gave in any information. 

‘Talking’ in the PIDE, disclosing information meant not only denouncing other 

people, who would be arrested, but it also meant that that person had failed in his or 

her revolutionary quest, and that the party would forever cast aside that person as a 

traitor. It meant the destruction of the political and personal identity of the one who 

had ‘talked’. Like it is stated in this book, “they will become despicable individuals”, 

“their names will be marked as equal to indignity, cowardice and betrayal.”  

The ones who ‘talked’ could never quite get back on their feet again. And, in a sense, 

this is an enduring victory of the regime, which aim was not to kill – which was 

embarrassing in Europe and the whole construct of gentle manners had to be kept. 

However, it was rather the destruction of the political will, initiative and identity of 

the individuals, and severing them from their peers. The word that comes up in many 

investigations and testimonies is: depersonalisation. 

Miguel Cardina summarizes this issue by saying that torture, “not only attacked the 

militant’s body but also one’s identity” (Cardina, 2013). 

Even though this was published by the PCP, many revolutionary read it, and used it as 

a manual for proper behaviour, 

Like, for example: 

Francisco Martins Rodrigues, a dissident of the Portuguese Communist Party, who 

founded a political organisation of Maoist inspiration during the 60’s, the FAP. He 
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tells in this book what happened to him during his last imprisonment and torture by 

the PIDE (Martins Rodrigues, 2008). 

He was arrested for the death of a PIDE informant infiltrated in his organisation (who 

had been responsible for the imprisonment of dozens of militants also of the PCP). 

Francisco and two of his comrades had executed this man.  

When the PIDE caught them, they wanted to revenge the death of their agent and so 

they were savagely beaten up and tortured – they were also given a truth serum or 

some kind of drugs. Francisco writes in this testimony in detail the process of 

hallucinations and loss of sense of reality deriving from these tortures and how he was 

so exhausted and not understanding what he was saying or doing anymore, confirmed 

some facts to the police, signing up some papers, without being aware of what he was 

signing. He describes a “confuse feeling of not being able to defeat them, that their 

will was superior to his own, that his task was to give in.” That is, he ‘talked’ at the 

PIDE. 

When describing his capitulation he says, “I was not armed to victoriously face the 

enemy, contrary to what I had believed.”  

And he concludes: “I am seeking to reconstruct myself as a communist militant.” 

(76). 

We know today that Francisco, never recovered morally from having ‘talked’ at the 

PIDE, something that would haunt him until the end of his life, like a friend of mine 

who visited him in the hospital close to his death told me. He confessed to her: ‘that’s 

the one thing I cannot forgive myself and I cannot forget.’ 
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5. Aurora Rodrigues 

When Aurora was released from prison and arrived home, her father told her bluntly: 

“If you had ‘talked’, you would never come into this house again.” 

 

Aurora Rodrigues published recently – in 2011 - her testimony of being imprisoned 

by the PIDE and tortured during three months (sixteen consecutive days of sleep 

torture).  

What prompted her to give her testimony was something she read in Irene Pimentel’s 

book – The History of PIDE (2011). While referring to members of the extreme left-

wing political party to which Aurora belonged to back then – MRPP - Irene Pimentel 

quotes directly the words of PIDE General Inspector Óscar Cardoso, saying that these 

were: “the bad children of good families.” 

And Aurora wasn’t pleased. 

She was not only outraged by the fact that Pimentel was quoting directly as a primary 

source a man who had tortured her, who had shown her the same lighter of the 

disfigured man and who had asked her, do you know whose is this lighter? – a man 

who Aurora described as a perpetrator and a torturer, who showed that lighter as a 

trophy. She was also outraged by the injustice of the description of ‘the bad children 

of good families’, given that herself had come from a poor family which could hardly 

be considered as a ‘good family’ in the sense that Oscar Cardoso had mentioned. She 

consequently decided to call two scholars who are currently investigating political 

memory and said: ‘I would like to give you my testimony.’ Over the course of a 

weekend, they settled in a house where this testimony was recorded and later 

transcribed and revised, until it became this book. We learn of Aurora’s upbringing 
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and awakening to political and social issues, and how she started her political activity 

at Law School, in Lisbon.  

 

University students were in fact one of the biggest targets of state repression in the 

later period of the Portuguese Dictatorship.  

Since 1961, Portugal was waging a Colonial War in the African occupied territories. 

Young people were gaining a deeper awareness of the irrationality of this war they 

didn’t want to fight in, as well as of the general repression and lack of freedom in 

Portuguese society, especially when compared to the social and political movements 

in other countries – for example the May 1968, in France, the demonstrations against 

Vietnam in the US. Actually, in Lisbon the 21st of February was traditionally a day of 

demonstration against the colonial war and also the war in Vietnam.  

 

At a point in her testimony, Aurora describes how she had been beaten up so violently 

that the PIDE agents themselves were afraid they might have killed her. They made 

her lie on a couch and she could sense they were afraid of how bad she looked. They 

gave her some balm to put on the bruises, she could hardly open her eyes, but they 

wouldn’t give her a mirror, so she doesn’t know how she truly looked. She saw 

everything red, so supposedly she was bleeding from her eyes. She wasn’t allowed to 

see her family until the bruises were healed. She says, however, the bruises in her legs 

have never healed until today – you can still see the marks. They defied invisibility. 

 

After finally giving her testimony and recording it in 2010, Aurora started suffering 

from what the doctors diagnosed as post-traumatic stress and had to receive treatment. 

Thirty eight years had passed since her arrest by the PIDE.  
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6. Ribeiro Santos  

(plays song. Tribute to Ribeiro Santos) 

This record is a tribute to a young man called Ribeiro Santos. 

 

While I was growing up, I could see in different places the name Ribeiro Santos – 

although I can’t quite say precisely where. Maybe on different murals that I remember 

all over Lisbon. They are gone today, replaced by commercial ads to mobile phones, 

or simply by graffiti of some kind. 

I remember the murals alluding to Ribeiro dos Santos and about him being a student, 

murdered by the Political Police – the PIDE, that is. Because my contact with Ribeiro 

dos Santos was through his painted image on the walls, I could never quite envision 

his face, and it was all quite unreal. When I was looking for pictures of him, I could 

only find this same drawing, over and over again – this is the image that has been 

passed on, this is how history will always picture this young man, shot at the age of 

26 by the PIDE, when he was leaving an anti-imperialism meeting at the University of 

Economics in Lisbon. After much research I could finally find his picture. He looks 

exactly the same. I think it’s OK to recall him like this. 

 

Aurora Rodrigues was just beside him when he was killed, and until today she could 

never overcome his death. She still remembers what he was wearing. She describes 

how this death actually spurred the students into action, how hundreds of people 

gathered for his funeral. Aurora states that half Lisbon was there (records mention, 

indeed, about between two and five thousand people). Ribeiro Santos had become a 

symbol of the struggle against repression. The students tried to carry the coffin on 
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their back to the cemetery, but the police took over and the coffin was carried in a 

funerary car – and they were forbidden from following. The police hit and arrested 

people. 

 

Aurora describes how she ran until she reached the cemetery gates, which were 

already closed. She jumped a wall together with four friends. ‘At the funeral there 

were only PIDE agents! Only PIDE agents!, and people who hadn’t been at the 

demonstration – who were those people?? They were singing the national anthem.’ 

Aurora and her friends stared calling out: Murderers! Murderers! Murderers! 

When she was arrested, three days later, the PIDE agents made sure to remind her of 

the shouted words.  

 

And now my personal tribute to Ribeiro Santos: (song: Livre, by Manuel Freire) 

 

A plaque has been inaugurated to mark the 40th anniversary of his death. The street 

where he had lived- and where people gathered after his death - had already his name.  

 

It was precisely there that my mother went to a demonstration marking his death, on 

October 1972, shortly after his funeral. 

 

6. My mother 

She was actually a quiet and nice girl, top of the class at school. (Photographs) She 

wasn’t involved in politics, at least not directly and actively. Although, when I ask her 

further, she did say that her political awareness began with my grandfather – how he 
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would listen to a clandestine radio called Radio Moscow. In fact, on Thursdays at 

10.30pm, Radio Moscow broadcasted in Portuguese. And my grandfather listened.  

 

On the 14th of October 1972, my mother received a pamphlet at the university 

campus, stating that the student Ribeiro dos Santos had been murdered and 

summoning all for a demonstration. It states that the death of Ribeiro dos Santos was 

no accident, that he was murdered by the PIDE.  

 

My mother went to this demonstration, which she still remembers.  

 

She is usually very modest about her contribution to resistant acts within the 

dictatorship, maybe out of respect for the ones who were imprisoned and tortured – 

which she wasn’t. But when I finally had the chance to interview her on her political 

activities before and after the revolution, I learned new accounts of her invisible 

actions. I knew about the books of course – the purchase of forbidden books. 

Actually, we had many of the books in the list I previously mentioned. I had also 

heard my father calling her a Maoist once – and he didn’t mean it as a compliment… 

That explains all sorts of Chinese books I remember we had and several issues of 

Maoist magazines I still have in my archives. 

What I found most interesting, and I wasn't aware of before was how she would often 

‘lend’ her flat for clandestine meetings. She would give the key to some people, and 

leave the house for a couple of hours while they had their meeting. The same house 

where, years later, we had the Guernica, by Picasso up on the wall – like so many 

other revolutionary homes in the aftermath of the revolution. 
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And now, a historical leap. To the aftermath. 

(Song: Chico Buarque, tanto Mar version1) 

 

Part 2 – Revolution and Revolutionary Process (brief accounts) 

 

In the evening of the 25th of April 1974, a thoroughly organized coup by young 

officers of the Armed Forces overthrew the Fascist Regime in Portugal. It was 

bloodless and gentle, in a way, and its symbol today is still a red carnation. The 

‘Carnation Revolution’.  

 

There is a feeling of impunity and lack of justice, concerning the crimes of the 

political police and state repression during the dictatorship. There is a feeling that 

mostly the PIDE and its agents, informers, collaborators, were not brought to justice. 

Some were arrested, but were set free shortly afterward. Most high ranking PIDE 

agents flew to Brazil and other parts of the world, like South Africa and Spain, where 

they had a nice time. Or, if there were trials and justice they were not really known. 

In fact, a process of official transitional justice is something Portugal never 

underwent, like other post-dictatorial regimes, and maybe that is the reason for this 

general feeling of impunity, of what José Gil has named the non-inscription in 

collective memory.  

 

But actually one has to mention an attempt: Portugal had from 1978 onwards the 

Commission of the Black Book of the Fascist Regime, which was a research 

commission to compile documents on several aspects of the regime and produce over 

twenty volumes. Its section on the political prisoners takes six volumes. 
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However, they have not concluded their work because in 1991, by decree of the Prime 

Minister – Cavaco Silva, the ex-President of the Republic – this commission was 

extinguished. The decree which extinguishes it declares that this investigation should 

be left to the historians “who are willing to do it in their own specialized activity”.  

And so the memory and history of the regime became issues of specialists, and this 

book became a rare item that no one knows or cares about anymore. 

 

This was accompanied by subtle – and other not so subtle – attempts to soften and 

rehabilitate the memory of the regime, trying to inscribe it in the lineage of soft 

regimes, not exactly fascist ones. Just in 2007, Salazar won a television show contest 

for the most outstanding Portuguese ever. 

This has been followed by a tendency to detract the revolutionary process following 

the 25th of April coup… 

This might be a way to deal with a shameful repressive past, but I am not sure… 

 

Epilogue: removal of a plaque 

 

Prior to the story of the plaque, there is the story of the building. The former 

headquarters of the political police in Lisbon was turned into a luxury condo in 2005 

– despite the public outcry. 

The only sign of some sort of memorialisation had been a plaque paying tribute to 

four people killed by the PIDE on the day of the revolution – the only victims of an 

almost bloodless revolution. Again, the plaque contained a list – the list of names of 

those killed. 
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The plaque was later removed to an almost invisible place. The plaque was painted 

over. Several times. The plaque was left to fade until its text was almost illegible. The 

plaque was restored to its original place, which is nonetheless not a central place.  

 

And finally, in March 2014, the plaque was stolen, just prior to the 49th anniversary of 

the 25th of April commemoration. I found this quite an interesting theft. 

 

The Municipality tried their best to locate the plaque to no success, until finally they 

got a new one made and replaced it on time for the commemoration of the 40th 

anniversary of the revolution. 

 

I was worried. During those thirty days of absence of this small plaque I was thinking: 

If you pass by this building just now, you may never know what really happened there 

for forty eight years. The screams cannot be heard anymore. The files are gone. The 

devices used to torture are gone. The cells are gone. The couch where Aurora 

Rodrigues awoke after being beaten up is gone too. 

You just couldn’t tell.  

 

But Portugal is not country specialized in memory sites or memory altogether. For 

example, behind this building site there is the plaque signalling the spot where Ribeiro 

Santos was murdered. A small plaque, but worthwhile existing. 

The same Ribeiro Santos I found again in 2014 on a wall in Cais do Sodré, in Lisbon.  

 

Only to see it painted over just two weeks after. My friend who sent me this picture 

wrote: “What a shame, I don’t think they know who he was.” 
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Today, upon that same spot, the wall has been painted over in white and that mural – 

a connection to a forgotten past – is gone, again. Will it come up on other walls, in 

other cities…?  

 

This is still to be answered.  

 

This investigation continues, in order to render the invisible visible…  

 

 

History is the fruit of power. The ultimate mark of power may be its 

invisibility; the ultimate challenge, the exposition of its roots. (Michel-Rolph 

Trouillot) 

 

And now the last song of this part. You can sing along if you want. 

(Song: Somos Livres; audience receives carnations)
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#3 Broken Portuguese 

(Sound of turistic lisbon) 

Lisbon, this light-hearted open city could not tell about the secrets that were being 

forged at night – revolutions happen at dawn, someone said. One month before, in 

March, a failed attempt by the armed forces had already taken place. When would the 

next one take place? People wondered…  

Talking about an avenue called “Liberty” in Lisbon, Phil Mailer, an Irish teacher 

living in Portugal for many years, recalls, “I’d often walked this avenue conscious of 

the irony of its name and feeling oppressed as hell.” (Mailer, 1977: 45) 

Tonight, the military will stage a coup, the way a theatre play is staged – to the 

smallest detail. Some performers were already cast while others were still to be 

surprised by a forced casting, to which they, nonetheless, offered little resistance. 

(music zeca afonso: Canção do Mar) 

‘This is the dawn I had awaited, the initial day, whole and cleansed, where we emerge 

from the night and from the silence’ (Sophia de Mello Breyner, 1977) 

This performance is called Broken Portuguese.  

1. 

Much of what happened in the early morning of the revolution was in fact about 

communications. It was about soldiers, captains, officers being able to take hold of 

radio stations and the state television, which was difficult, due to a soldier who alone, 

in Monsanto, had hidden an important piece of technical equipment for the television 

broadcast in the house of a dog, feared by everyone… 
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The coup depended upon two signals being broadcasted by two different radio 

stations, and of communiqués being read in the morning, advising people not to go 

out and reporting on the coup. Everyone of the forced casting seemed to be working 

late when they were surprised by a movement which origin no one really knew at 

first, whether left or right wing, pro or against the regime, or if it was a coup staged 

by the even more radical right-wings, the ultras… 

2. 

Despite all the arrangements in the radios, newspapers and television, the city was 

asleep. I was asleep. Still. Mother and father hadn’t met yet. He was to come by ship 

from Mozambique later that month. I would be prematurely born exactly 8 months 

and 3 days later, also in the evening. 

In don't know if my generation can be called the ‘children of the dawn’, but I would 

like that. 

(music zeca afonso: Canção do Mar) 

It is five minutes to eleven pm and tonight is April 24th, and there is a signal in the 

radio. The presenter states the time and announces a specific song and this is the 

beginning of the revolutionary coup. 

(music zeca afonso: Canção do Mar) 

Two days before, on April 22, journalist João Paulo Dinis, who worked for two radio 

stations, is approached by an officer of the air force, who invites him to listen to some 

records he had brought from Israel. João Paulo was indeed interested in world music 

and meets this officer in a car, but not fully trusting him, keeps his leg out of the car 

in case he needs to run. The officer asks for the co-operation of João Paulo for a secret 
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coup. João Paulo declines it, not knowing if this officer is in fact part of the political 

police. The officer then asks the journalist if he would consider meeting Major Otelo 

Saraiva de Carvalho – João Paulo had served under his command in Guinea and 

agrees to meet Otelo in another two weeks. The officer says two weeks is too late and 

that it had to be at that same night. 

And so they meet at that same night, in a basement café, where João Paulo recalls 

seeing the forbidden singer and songwriter Zeca Afonso going up the stairs. And he 

thought: this is a good omen. 

Otelo asks João Paulo Dinis if he will help him make a revolution. The journalist is at 

the loss of words. He asks: ‘what if this all goes wrong?’ And Otelo replies: ‘Não vai 

correr mal, se correr mal vamos presos pá! /It won’t. If it does, we end up in jail.’ 

Otelo asks João Paulo to launch a signal on a radio program. They discuss what song 

can be played. Otelo suggests Zeca Afonso, but João Paulo Dinis persuades him not to 

go down that road. It’s a forbidden singer, he says, we should play something that is 

not suspicious. And so, they decide to play the song that won the Portuguese national 

song contest that year, by Paulo de Carvalho, which had just been featured two weeks 

before in the Eurovision contest in Brighton. The record, however, wasn’t available at 

the radio station, and João Paulo had to purchase it. 

(music Paulo de Carvalho: E depois do Adeus)  

To this signal – a song that asks about whom we are and what we are doing here - a 

military column conducted by Salgueiro Maia, a captain that was to become one of 

the icons of the revolution, left Santarém, some 50km north of Lisbon, towards the 

Terreiro do Paço Square, in Lisbon, where all the ministers and members of the 

government were. This was a Wednesday. 
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(music zeca afonso: Canção do Mar) 

3. 

The ‘April captains’ had thoroughly rehearsed and prepared. For a whole month, 

Captain Salgueiro Maia had left his headquarters every Wednesday, with his soldiers 

at different hours of the day and night. He did it expressly knowing there was an agent 

of the military police permanently watching him that would take note of this routine. 

He did it so no one would find it suspicious that he would leave the headquarters in 

the evening of April 24th 1974, after eleven pm with more than two hundred and forty 

soldiers and ten combat cars under his command, towards Lisbon. 

When he arrives at Terreiro do Paço Square, he describes how members of the 

government, as if they were trapped inside their ministries, even before they knew 

they were indeed trapped, waved and waved behind the windows – as if asking to be 

saved. 

They too, had probably been listening to the radio. Maybe they had heard the first 

signal and hadn’t suspected. But maybe when the second signal was broadcasted they 

were not so sure of being safe anymore. 

(music zeca afonso: Canção do Mar) 

4. The second signal 

The authors of the coup recall that many of their messages in preparation of the D-day 

were written in small yellow papers that they would then leave inside a specific book 

in a second-hand bookshop in Lisbon. The person to whom the message was 

addressed would then purchase the book, and, after reading the message, would 

destroy the yellow paper. 
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The second signal in the radio was arranged in this way too. The person who received 

the message was a journalist in a national newspaper called ‘Republic.’ All that was 

asked in the small yellow paper was: to transmit a specific song of Zeca Afonso at 20 

past Midnight on April 25. The journalist contacted a friend who worked in the radio, 

the writer and journalist Carlos Albino, who was in charge of a program called Limit. 

However, the song they asked to be broadcasted was censored and could not be 

played in this specific radio station. They agreed upon another song, ‘Grândola’ 

which, although it had also a very political content, it was allowed. 

The record, however, wasn’t available at the radio station, and Carlos had to purchase 

it. 

Carlos then met his colleague, Manuel Tomás, but because it was not safe to talk on 

the premises of the radio station, they went to a church nearby and, kneeling as if in a 

deep prayer, Carlos transmitted to Manuel what their mission was and, together, they 

set up a plan. It would be a poetry emission. They would read the first stanza of the 

song, then the song would play, then they would read another stanza, and then Carlos 

would write two additional poems. They called the presenter Leite de Vasconcelos, 

which was off that day to come and read the poems, but did not tell him anything 

about the coup. Just that they had some foreign friends who wanted to listen to this 

specific song and poems. They recorded the emission and the presenter went home, 

not knowing anything. At 20 past midnight, as planned, the signal was broadcasted on 

this radio. When this signal was heard by the military in the operation, they knew 

everything was going according to what had been planned – that the operation was 

irreversible. 

(Sound of Grândola Poem read by Leite de Vasconcelos) 



 59 

Later, Leite de Vasconcelos, the occasional presenter of the forced casting, when 

asked about what happened that night would say: ‘It was poetry, and I think that 

everything that happen that night, not only in the radio, was poetry.’ 

(music: Zeca Afonso Grândola Vila Morena) 

5.  

At twelve minutes past three in the morning, a group of eight military took hold of 

Portuguese Radio Club, one of the main radio stations operating in fm broadcast band, 

at a national level. They walked in through the main door and informed the doorman 

they were launching a military coup to overthrow the government. The doorman 

asked them for their identity cards. Then thinking it was a joke, let them through. 

They had made previous visits to the site and had a map. They arrived straightaway to 

the cabinet where journalist Joaquim Furtado was preparing the four o’clock news. He 

recalls seeing a military holding a gun, he recalls not knowing from which side this 

coup was coming, he recalls a phone call he took from a colleague who asked: “who 

is staging this?” and him answering, “we are not sure.” 

The military asked him to read a first communiqué that starts with the words:  

(Communiqué) 

From that moment onwards this radio, that before was called the Portuguese Radio 

Club, was turned into the Command Post of the Portuguese Armed Forces. 

Because no one knew if the coup would win, they proposed to take a picture of 

journalist Joaquim Furtado with a gun against his forehead so that, if everything went 

wrong, he could say he had been forced to read the communiqués but that he was 
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really against it. But the picture was never taken, and the revolution won, so Joaquim 

Furtado became himself a symbol of that ‘beginning’. 

Just before starting to read the first communiqué, Joaquim Furtado, very nervous, 

says, “I am going to make a mistake, I know it.” And he did, a really small mistake. 

But no one noticed it. Today, this small mistake is also part of this history. 

(Joaquim Furtado’s mistake) 

During the two days that this radio was the official broadcaster of the Movement of 

the Armed Forces, a technician broke into a cupboard where the forbidden records 

were stored, in order to get some more records, because the only records available 

were military marches. One of these marches would even become the anthem of the 

MFA [Movement of the Armed Forces].  

(MFA March) 

Many of the radio workers, who were off duty that night, and other people, even 

before listening to the communiqués, found it odd to hear military marches on this 

radio. Several phone calls were made across the city of Lisbon, late that night, “Are 

you listening to the radio? It’s strange, there are military marches and nothing else.”  

That is why one of the technicians broke down the cupboard of the forbidden records, 

and that is when all the songs that could never be played before, started sounding. 

(music: Fernando Tordo, O Trabalho) 

7. 

Meanwhile in Terreiro do Paço, captain Salgueiro Maia has an encounter with a 

military column who has been asked by the government to stop the revolution. The 
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commander of that column addresses Salgueiro Maia saying he had been asked to 

suppress the revolt and present himself to the ministry, but he in fact agreed with the 

coup. Maia tells him: ‘Consider yourself in front of the ministry.’ He then joined in 

Salgueiro Maia’s contingent, while the ministers, behind the windows of the 

eighteenth century buildings, waved and waved, desperately, seeing their rescuers 

joining the enemy. 

Meanwhile in Portuguese Radio Club, the telephone communications are cut off, but 

the military go down to the phone booth and continue receiving new communiqués, 

which are broadcast all day long. Because there was no communication from the 

outside world to the radio station, these men didn’t really know if the revolution was 

happening. There was a point when they thought that maybe all had gone wrong and 

they were a kind of an island of resistance of another failed attempt like the one on  

March 16. 

In Terreiro do Paço, Maia confronts yet another column pro regime. Brigadier 

Junqueira dos Reis shouts to a man in a tank to fire over Maia – “Ou dá fogo ou meto-

lhe uma bala na cabeça! Shoot him, or I’ll shoot you!” Seeing Maia who advances 

alone, his arms up towards the tank, the man shuts himself up in the tank and doesn't 

shoot – and it was also thanks to this, the most beautiful insurrection of the 25th of 

April, like Maia named it, that the coup triumphed. However, for forty years no one 

knew who this discrete man who refused to shoot was. He never returned to Lisbon, 

he also didn't sing the Grândola on April 25th, although he was happy for the 

liberation after the coup. In 2014 he was finally found… by some people who had 

been looking for him for forty years and wanted to record his name and his story (cf. 

Gomes and Cunha, 2014). 
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Meanwhile, Salgueiro Maia receives orders to go to the Carmo Barracks but he has no 

clue where it was; he is not from Lisbon. He asks his way around and finally manages 

to reach Carmo Barracks, where the old ladies who lived there approach him: ‘come 

to our house, from there you can have a much better view of the barracks’ and this 

and that… And it was also with the aid of these women that Salgueiro Maia was able 

to triumph. 

8. 

Meanwhile in the streets the day breaks and a flower seller puts a carnation on the end 

of a riffle of a soldier. People start to invade the streets, although they had been told in 

the radio to remain at home. 

Phil Mailer writes in his diary: 

A crowd is gathering near Rossio. Troops come towards us. What will happen? 

They raise their fingers in a V sign. The crowd cheer like I’ve never heard 

cheered before. I’d heard crowds shout in anger, but this was joy, unmitigated. 

(1977: 44) 

Meanwhile a journalist, Adelino Gomes, asks Salgueiro Maia if he can follow him 

and his men to report on the revolution. Captain Salgueiro Maia empties a tank for 

them to go along. The journalist, who had been prevented from working in the radio, 

starts recording everything he listens to, with the microphone placed on top of the 

tank.  

On that afternoon of the 25th he would record: “I am speechless, for the first time in 

my life as a reporter and journalist, I had the opportunity to hear the people talking 

seriously, with no fears.” 
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(Sound of Adelino Gomes’ reportage) 

(Sound of the MFA Anthem) 

 

 

(Dinner Interval. A ‘revolutionary’ knocks on the door, comes into the venue and 

urges people to take the streets, as they “have been sitting for 48 years”) 
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#4 Fragments of a Revolutionary Process 

‘You are late, comrades! It is about to start! The great popular assembly, right here! 

Take up your places! Sit together with your political party, I don’t want you mixing 

around with other parties, Portugal is a sectarian country! Let’s go!’ 

Portugal, 1974-75 – Ongoing Revolutionary Process, in Portuguese PREC – it really 

did happen, an utopia, an impossible dream, they say, the Cuba of Europe, the 

revolution down the road – in that small country. For nineteen months, men and 

women strove to transform reality with their own hands, in the streets, in the factories, 

in the fields, in schools, in the villages – everywhere – the future was now! 

Jorge and T. were residents in Cova da Piedade, on the south bank of Tagus River at 

the time of the Ongoing Revolutionary Process. They both engaged in that process, 

despite not knowing of each other. 

I will start with Jorge. 

1. Jorge7 

Jorge’s alias, what he called his “war name”, was Zé – there are still people today 

who only know him under his alias. I didn’t know him before; he came to wait for me 

just outside the ferry port and took me in a journey full of history, to the sound of 

music full of history.  

Jorge: ‘It was all so short, and the memories are fading away… These are just alleys 

and small streets; I will turn here to tell you a story. Let’s go. 

                                                        
7 Jorge R.’s accounts from his guided tour to the formerly revolutionary spaces in Cova da Piedade and Cacilhas, 
on 8 June 2014. 
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This compound was an old factory. This used to be the house for the engineers and we 

occupied it to turn it in a kindergarten. This is the neighbourhood of Romeira and the 

neighbourhood commission asked us to occupy this for them. But you see this garden 

here, the people have made it themselves, I guess they understood they had that 

power. 

And there lived one of ours, Cabral Fernandes, a guy who came from Coimbra.  

But this is not yet what I truly wanted to show you. 

There, that old palace was occupied and a popular health clinic was established, it was 

called Clinics to the People… then many revolutionary tourists came to see it, from 

France, Germany, England, many, many. They came to Cova da Piedade, can you 

imagine!? They fell in love with our revolution… but I don’t know that much about 

the clinic, so I’ll give you Ana’s number and you can call her and ask her about it. 

Here. Let’s stop here, because from here we can see the shipyard Lisnave. I took this 

picture exactly from this spot on September 12 1974, in that great rally of Lisnave’s 

workers, when they marched to Lisbon dressed in their working clothes and with their 

helmets. This is really an historical spot, there should be a plaque here; so many 

places that should be marked by a memorial plaque. It’s in my memory though… and 

in yours also now.  

But this was not yet what I truly wanted to show you. 

And now to the neighbourhood where I used to live. One and a half years before the 

25th of April I used to come already to this side of the river, to Cacilhas, to preach the 

Trotskyite transition programme to a group of workers. I was a professional 

revolutionary. I belonged to the LCI (Internationalist Communist League) – the 



 66 

Maoists accused us, “you don't make parties you make but leagues!” and I would say, 

“Yeah yeah, ligas e soutiens!” (it’s difficult to translate in English, only works in 

Portuguese…) 

Here we are. We moved here to live in the number 16, Conceição Street, 5th left. And 

just who were we – a group of four Trotskyites. One of ours still lives there to this 

day.  

In 1974/75 when I went to hang the washing in the backyard I could hear coming 

from loads of those backyards and balconies, as if it was a chorus, that Carlos Puebla 

song… yes, that one… 

I haven’t been here for such a long time. Because one thing is the memory we have of 

the events, and another thing – probably different – is what actually happened. But for 

me, what happened is what I remember, do you understand? Does it make sense? And 

the most persistent memory I have is of the neighbourhood commissions, of that 

golden period – what period was exactly that? Let’s see, I am not sure if it was after 

the (leafs through notebook) September 28th 1974; or maybe, after the March 11th 

attempt of a reactionary coup and then the revolutionary process that followed… 

Look, here was the kindergarten that we built at the time with our own money and the 

donations of the revolutionary tourists. Here we used to hold the meetings for the 

neighbourhood commission. In that time we worked together – the Maoists, the 

Trotskyites, the Communists, the Guevarists – can you imagine? We actually were 

able to build a space of debate; we argued all the time, but it somehow worked! We 

conducted several surveys – surveys were really important during this process – take a 

look at the questions:  
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How much do you pay for the lease of your home? Do you agree? Like, are there any 

unemployed in your family? Why? – Asking why was something truly revolutionary. 

We wanted to know why things were like they were and what for?... Only the 

Portuguese revolution could produce such questions. 

With the nationalisation of the banks – after March 11 1975 – we had a list of houses 

and apartments in debt or vacant, which we could occupy – we didn't just occupy for 

no reason, we had criteria, we only occupied houses which we considered legitimate 

to occupy. 

When I was summoned to court because of an occupation for a man who lived with 

all his family in a one bedroom shanty house and who was really grateful telling us 

that now he could finally kiss his wife and all. When I was in court I brought my 

cassette, my learned speech: “Yes, we occupied, but with criteria!” – but did they care 

about criteria? The court just wanted to hear me say I occupied so they could take the 

house from the man. 

Before the elections to the Constituent Assembly, I went really early to the census 

queue, but the PCP cell was already there! But I was next, I am the number 27 and I 

still vote there to the day.  

Ah, this was our headquarters, of the LCI, always packed. 

- How many we were in the LCI? In 1973 I think we were twenty one. But there were 

probably more. Really, it was amazing how few we were and how important our 

opinions and input seem to be, you know. Because that thing of numbers – how many 

people and all – I don’t know, I just feel that numbers are not really representative; if 

that was the case, only those movements who had many members could become part 
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of the history and we know today that things are not exactly like that. Even if we were 

only few, we did things, we moved things around… 

I would like to show you my cartoons, did I tell you I draw cartoons..? 

I am telling you all this because I want to get into your stories, so that you can maybe 

tell my story.’ 

And I did, I told his story and that of many others…! 

 

2. T.8  

Alias or war names: Deolinda, Joana and Mariana. Deolinda, the name of her 

grandmother; Joana, the name of her best friend; and Mariana, the name she liked. 

I meet her at a café in Lisbon. She brings her testimony written in a notebook: 

T: I wrote everything so I don’t get lost in the stories… 

I used to say as a joke to my husband, one never really knows the person one sleeps 

with. He didn’t know I was a clandestine member of OCMLP (Marxist-Leninist 

organisation), before the 25th of April. Actually, he was not even my husband at that 

time, we only got married in 1976. I was wearing this skirt actually. I didn’t want a 

special ceremony, just something simple, because I was tired of my family saying we 

lived in sin… 

When I left my parent’s house at 20 years old, it was a complete drama for my family. 

I went to live in a community in Cova da Piedade, in the south bank of Tagus. Then, 

                                                        
8 Teresa R.’s accounts from her personal interview on 26 April 2014; as well as from remarks she made on the 15 
November 2014 post-performance discussion. 



 69 

shortly before the 25th of April I had already left that community, was living with my 

husband. I was no longer a clandestine. Later, I divorced my husband, because I think 

we had political training, but maybe not affective and love training… Anyway. 

The first things I recall after the 25th of April were the NEIPS – the Student’s Nucleus 

of Political Intervention. I was part of then. Then, the SAAL is formed, Local 

Ambulatory Support Service – this was a program to solve the dire housing problems 

in Portugal, where a large segment of the population lived in shanty houses, and so I 

was part of a SAAL brigade – as we called it – together with architects and 

anthropologists. I was a sociologist, and my SAAL neighbourhood was an area near 

Santa Apolónia Station, in Lisbon, of nearly five thousand shacks. 

And things were like this: I spent my entire days in that neighbourhood, working as a 

sociologist and also in politics, as part of the UDP, everything we did was political, 

really, I was there all day, so no one knew if I lived there, if I was married to someone 

there. I was there from morning to evening. Often I lost the last ferry to Lisbon and 

just slept there, because there were so many meetings, it was just meetings after 

meetings, after meetings. There was so much to do. Like the census, like surveys to 

the population – surveys were extremely important… And then I joined the 

demonstrations for the right for housing, and also I occupied empty houses. There was 

some sort of guidance or law at the time, where the Municipality had to provide a list 

of vacant houses that could be occupied and temporarily used for these residents of 

the shanty houses. And the Armed Forces supported us, of course!  

For example, once in downtown Lisbon, in a fantastic apartment on the top floor, we 

used a crow bar to open the door, with the aid of the armed forces. And when we got 

in it was full of stuff, like fantastic furniture freshly arrived from the ex-colonies, 
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marble, silver, etc. I said: this is not right; this house should be empty! There was a 

phone there, so I called the owner, “Hello, excuse me, we have just occupied your 

house, can you come, please?” And he arrived and I said, “Your apartment is listed as 

being empty and ready for occupation, but it obviously is not, so… organise 

yourself!” And he stayed there taking care of the broken lock and we went on to 

occupy some other houses… 

All of that was like a party, a celebration, until November 1975. No one can imagine 

the joy it was; how it was for those people who had been living in a shanty house for 

over fifty years, most of them with no toilets even. People were in the streets and 

literally taking over the public space – the town hall, for example. They demanded to 

talk to the mayor then and there – and they did talk to him! And this memory is 

engraved, inscribed, in me - it won’t disappear. I still live on with those three 

thousand families within me. Even today, when I pass by those avenues which are 

now filled with huge buildings and no longer shanty houses… 

In the summer of 1975 – which was called the hot summer – I went to Trás-os-

Montes, right up in the north, in the border with Spain almost, to make the rural 

revolution. That’s because it was a very conservative place and the people had just 

assaulted the local headquarters of the communist party, because the priest – who was 

called the Bragança Messenger – during his preaching had urged his parishioners to 

go after those evil communists. Therefore, after the service they had all gone in 

procession to burn down PCP headquarters. So, volunteers were called forth to make 

the revolution in the countryside and so went I. 

After, I recall the 25th of November, where Ramalho Eanes was the great protagonist 

of the supposed coup. The paratroopers had rebelled and occupied the air forces 
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barracks. And everyone was afraid this might turn into yet another Chile. But I was 

not yet aware this could be the end of it all. 

In 1976 there were the first elections to the presidency – and here we had the 

grassroots movements called the GDUP’s – Groups to Boost Popular Unity – in 

support to Otelo’s campaign. And here we had our first setback: Eanes won with 61% 

and Otelo had only 16%... 

Do you want me to tell you when I think the revolution ended? 

Not yet, T., we are still in the middle of the party…  

3. J. 

In the meanwhile, J., a Portuguese man who was living in Germany with his wife, 

decides to collect funding from the association Portugal-Germany in order to buy a 

honnomag van, in order to return to Portugal and help in the popular commune of 

Torre Bela, in central Portugal – an occupied estate which will be the drive of the 

documentary shot by the German director Thomas Harlan. J. sets off from Berlin in 

October 1975, and has many setbacks on the way, but still, he writes loving postcards 

to his wife, who stayed in Germany a little longer. He finally arrives in Portugal… 

and when he reaches Torre Bela, someone had written in the gate of the estate, 

“Welcome to The Centre of Popular Power”. 

4. Rosalina e Júlio 

In the meanwhile, Rosalina was in a village in Alentejo, a region in the south of 

Portugal, working in what was called the Agrarian Reform, which reclaimed the land 

to those who worked in it, to the rural workers. Júlio, who would later become her 

husband, was still serving in the military, in Angola, where he stayed right until the 
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end, burying corpses of his fellow soldiers, and where he received letters from his 

sister, telling him of the revolution and the revolutionary process in their town of 

Barreiro. In 1980, Júlio finally meets Rosalina and they get married, in Algarve, 

where they both were working for the revolution.  

And I ask him: Júlio, by 1980 the revolution had not yet ended? 

and he answers: In 1980, there were many places where the revolution had not yet 

arrived… 

5. José 

In the meanwhile, in France, the Portuguese emigrants celebrated likewise the 

revolution in Portugal. On that day of the 25th of April 1974, José, who was 16, went 

home to have lunch and heard about the coup in Portugal. He went to his room, 

picked up a small radio, and returned to school, always listening to the radio. Because 

his hair was long, he could hide what he was doing and so he reached his class, where 

the teacher did not notice at first. But when she did notice, she asked him to turn off 

the radio, to which his friend Phillipe replied: “But today there’s a revolution in 

Portugal!” And José tells that the teacher replied: “In that case, if it is a revolution, 

you can go on.” 

6. Manuel 

In another neighbourhood in Paris, Manuel, in the library where he worked, read all 

the French newspapers of the morning of the 25th of April and he has some negative 

remarks. The news said that Portugal has left a fascist regime to enter a communist 

regime, which, according to Manuel, was due to people being misinformed by the 

PIDE, which disseminated false information. Manuel was filled with hope for this 
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coup, and remembered the words of some people in Portugal, back in 1969, who had 

told him that one day the whole thing, the regime, would blow. 

The truth was that throughout Europe no one knew what that coup was, nor did they 

understand the revolutionary process that followed. That is why there was such fear, 

as expressed in the cover of this Time Magazine, in August 1975 (11 August 1975). 

Manuel has the fond memory of the summer of 1974 when he returned to Lisbon and 

participated in a rally with thousands of emigrants… and where the poet Ary dos 

Santos recited, moved: 

Friends in the Alentejo 

Some who are in Paris 

Many who are in Lisbon. 

Where I don't see myself, 

that’s where I suffer for my country… 

 

Manuel, took several photographs that day that he still keeps today… 

 

7. Peter Robinson 

In the meanwhile, dozens of revolutionary tourists arrived in Portugal to experience 

live the Cuba of Europe, like Peter, who did not speak a word of Portuguese but said 

it was ‘fantastic, fantastic!’ Staying at the Ambassador Hotel in Lisbon, Peter 

benefited from the discount rates due to the revolutionary tourists, and participated in 
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the workers meetings, and later, when the 25th of November Coup takes place, he 

himself goes to Cais do Sodré in Lisbon to distribute pamphlets he wrote. They were 

sent to England, where they were translated, and then sent back to Portugal, where 

Peter sold them for 25 cents. He says here that the true revolution can still win, and 

urges the workers not to be discouraged. Peter even wrote a thesis about his 

experience, called The Forgotten Dream (Robinson, 1999). 

8. Phil Mailer 

In the meanwhile, some foreigners living in Portugal were not exactly tourists, like 

Phil Mailer, an Irish man who taught English at the Cambridge School in Lisbon. He 

wrote this book, Portugal, the Impossible Revolution. He lived the revolution fully as 

if it was his, and it was indeed also his revolution. He wrote in his diary, 

“I meet M, depressed as hell by her colleagues. We burst into discussion and talk of 

our feelings since we last met. We mention groups, actions, people we’d often spoke 

to. We go to an old tasca which had been a Marxist-leninist student haunt. It’s past 

midnight, but no one is where they should be. We hope they’re out doing things, 

preparing banners, working with groups. We feel helpless. It seems ridiculous for two 

foreigners to try anything on their own. We get slightly drunk. Our depression 

becomes impatience and anger and we go out and write on the walls ourselves. We 

decide on the standard slogan ‘Down with the colonial war’ but finally add some 

graffiti, made up on the spur of the moment. We do it for ourselves, because of our 

own helplessness, because of our desire to be a part of the great movement already 

under way. And we feel good. People pass and give us the clenched fist salute. But we 

are also afraid. I am writing a large slogan. Halfway through I panic and shout at M 
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‘How do you spell revolution in Portuguese?’ M laughs loudly, her joy very real” 

(Mailer, 1977: 59). 

 

(music: A Cantiga é uma arma, by GAC.) 
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Transition to the Decolonization Process 

 

And in the middle of the party, this happened. 

and this. 

and this. 

It was part of the second ‘D’ of the programme of the MFA (Armed Forces 

Movement): Democratise; Decolonise; Develop. 

There is so much to say regarding this second “D”. We would have to go back to the 

origin itself of colonialism. Of that primary action of reaching an unknown land, 

inhabited by people until then unknown, and self-proclaiming the discovery of that 

land, and self-declare its ownership.  

I will not discuss here the ideological stances of these actions – at least not directly – I 

am aware that the colonial project cherished by Estado Novo Regime dates back to 

before the regime itself. However, it is important to stress that when Salazar took over 

the Colonies ministry in 1930, he publishes what was called the Colonial Act, later 

incorporated in the Portuguese Constitution, the second article of which reads: 

The organic essence of the Portuguese nation is that of fulfilling the historical 

mission of possessing and colonising the overseas territories and civilising their 

indigenous populations.  (Diário do Governo, I.ª série, n.º 83 de 11 de Abril de 

1933, págs. 650-652.)  

and in 1957 again, he said: 
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We believe there are decadent and retarded races, and it is our duty to call them 

to civilisation. 

The Liberation Wars of the African people, which in Portugal had the name of 

Overseas War or Colonial War, should be understood in the full context of what was 

happening in the African continent as a whole at the time: 

In 1955 there we five independent states in Africa. In 1962 there were a total of thirty 

six independent states. While the United Nations urged Portugal to provide 

information about its colonies, Portugal replied that its colonies were, in fact, overseas 

provinces which were in fact Portugal. 

On December 14, 1960, the UN adopted the 1514 Resolution which states, amongst 

other things that: 

Convinced that all peoples have an inalienable right to achieve freedom, the 

exercise of their sovereignty and the integrity of their national territory. 

Solemnly proclaims the necessity of bringing to a speedy and unconditional end 

colonialism in all its forms and manifestations.9 

We know today that while this resolution was being approved – with Portugal voting 

against it – the workers of the cotton fields of the Cassange region, in Angola, were in 

strike against the enterprise Cottonang, which exploited their work and their lands. 

We know that that strike was repressed with napalm bombardments made by the 

Portuguese air force, which resulted in the death of thousands of local civilians, 

mostly black people. This episode is not often discussed and many ignore it all 

together. 
                                                        
9 http://www.un.org/en/decolonization/declaration.shtml  
 

http://www.un.org/en/decolonization/declaration.shtml
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We know also that shortly after, in the north of Angola, an independentist movement 

– the UPA Union of the Angola Population – perpetrated a series of massacres in 

revenge, against white colonists and their servants. This episode, on the other hand, 

was widely disseminated and profusely reported.  

From then onward, militias of white colonists organised themselves and further 

massacres unleashed. And, shortly after, the Portuguese troops arrived and launched 

the beginning the colonial war. The sentence, “To Angola, quickly and in strength” 

still resounds in the Portuguese collective memory. It was Salazar’s war cry.  

We know today that Salazar had been warned by the United States of the possibility 

of the UPA massacre, but he had dismissed the information as false or unimportant. 

Like Adriano Moreira, the Minister of the Overseas provinces of Salazar at the time 

says, Salazar was a man that had not realised that the world had changed. But it had 

really. 

I mention all this – as a kind of introduction – because it is undoubtedly linked to the 

massive return, stumbling, of close to one million Portuguese who lived in the ex-

colonies, and who had been told that those colonies were in fact Portugal – as simple 

as that. The lesson taught was: Portugal is the Algarve, the Alentejo, the Extremadura, 

the Beira Alta, Beira Baixa, the Minho, the Tras-os-Montes, the Beira Litoral, Guinea 

Bissau, Mozambique, Timor, São Tomé, Cape Verde, Angola. 

Some say they are ‘returnee’ – RETORNADOS, in Portuguese, a quite derogative 

word – and say it with pride. Others don’t like the word for what it symbolises. And 

yet others still prefer to call themselves exiled or refugees. Most of them lost 

everything, left everything behind, but there are those who made a business out of it – 

even soldiers, like R. told me, who ransacked the houses of those who had fled and 
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then shipped containers filled with those pillages to Portugal. Others received funding 

from the state and made some sort of business with those aids; others made business 

out of people’s needs – this is what people say, because today there is not much left – 

apart from what is said, uttered, or silenced – in an episode that was buried under the 

debris of the non-explained and non-digested historical episodes, amidst resentments, 

sectarianisms, reaccionarisms and the impossibility of reconciliation.  

Together with the difficult escape and return to Portugal, the interest of foreign 

powers in the African territories, the alignments of the Cold War, and the civil wars 

that persisted beyond decolonisation, I know it is above all difficult to talk about all 

this. And that is maybe why this is one of the places to do it. 

And I will do it by telling the story of a family.  
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#5 Taken By Surprise – the Story of a Family10 

The first time I met them I didn’t know I would be telling their story here today. I 

visited them a couple of times after that until I decided to include their story here. 

Even after they vaguely told me that all their family had returned from Angola, still 

they haven’t told me how they went to live there in the first place. 

And it was only after two years and several visits that I went to their restaurant – in 

the city of Viseu – that Rute, the granddaughter, finally told me about a notebook, a 

diary really, and the tapes. Her grandfather had written the story in the notebook and 

had recorded himself reading the diary, which he then gave to his daughters and 

granddaughter so they would know his story. 

 

1. MANUEL AUGUSTO ARAÚJO (1916-1993) 

The diary starts the following way: 

“25th of August 1991, the day I turn 73, I started recording a small part of my life. 

First of all, Manuel Augusto Araújo, born in Carviçais, part of Moncorvo, district of 

Bragança. I was born on August 23 1916 at 11pm. My father was very rich, as I was 

told; his mother didn’t want my father to marry my mother, and my father was 

waiting for his mother to die so that he could marry my mother, but he died first, I 

was 6 years old. My aunts didn’t give us anything, we had not been recognised as his 

children.” 

                                                        
10 I have known this family for several years. The accounts performed in A Living Museum are mainly based upon 
two long group interviews: 24 January and 10 October 2014. 
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This diary is like a living manual of the history of Portugal of the 20th century. It 

depicts the poverty, ignorance and violence of the nation – and not only state violence 

but also of the people against themselves, who did not hesitate to use fire arms if need 

be in conflicts which were often small and insignificant. 

About school, Manuel Augusto writes: 

(quote) 

He also talks about a network of influences, self-serving actions, lies and favours, 

which forced him to go to Angola. 

(tape) 

Actually, the family had told me that he had been exiled by the PIDE to Angola – 

which is not what this tape shows - and they added he had been a communist. But I 

always found it strange that, at the same time, they recalled how he used to say – 

towards the end of his life – “do you see those lamp posts, I wish to see a communist 

hanging from each of them…!” So, after reading the diary and listening to the tapes, I 

concluded he was never a communist, he was advised to go to Angola to escape a 

false denounce of being a communist, but he was indeed quite anti-communist as I 

realised by reading his diary… It’s complicated… 

 

2. Salete – the eldest daughter 

When picking up the diary, Salete says, “He talks a lot about me”.  

And he does. She is the elder daughter of Manuel Augusto. 
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Salete is the first to tell me: “We have a very complicated war history…” But she is 

also the only one who tells me, “It’s my home land, if I could, I would go back”. And 

the other family members shout, “Why go back? Everything is gone, destroyed!”. But 

she calmly insists, “I would definitely go back, if I could.” 

She moved to Angola when she was 8 months old. In Ndalatando was where she met 

her husband to be, Luís. He worked in a grocery where she shopped and she says, “I 

went there, I saw this man, I was like, “Oh, My!”, I started going all day going, 

morning, afternoon, evening!” They got married in 6 months, and the story is 

interesting, because her younger half-sister was the one who was going to be married, 

and her step-mother said, “What, the younger gets married and the older doesn’t’?!, 

Luís, come over here!” 

 

3. Luís 

He had left the army not long ago, “I have no money, nothing…”, but Salete’s 

stepmother goes, “You don’t need money, you don't need anything, we’ll take care of 

it all.” And one day he was married. He used to say, “I didn’t get married; they 

married me!” In fact, both sisters married on the same day. 

Luís doesn’t like to say the colonial name of the village where they lived, Salazar – he 

always corrects his family, “We lived in Ndalatando”.  

Everyone says Luís was very calm; he never lost his temper, not even when he had a 

gun pointed at him, not even when he was accused of a crime he had not committed. 

Luís told me: “The deepest account I have is being accused of murder, of beating a 

niger to death at a butcher”. This man – the niger, as Luís called him – had been his 
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employee, and according to Luís, he had died of cirrhosis, as the autopsy 

demonstrated. Still, the population was against Luís, accusing him of beating the man 

to death; they called him a colonialist and spat on his face when he passed by. Luís 

and his family deny any participation in the man’s death. 

Luís himself went to the MPLA barracks – Luís still says the MPLA is the party of 

the people by the way, he is pro-MPLA. He went to the barracks and demanded that 

justice be made and that he was plead non-guilty. The pamphlets against him said, 

“The colonialist is still walking free and has to die!” 

Once, when he was returning from Luanda, he was asked to stop at a control barrier – 

it was the time of the civil war between the MPLA, the UNITA and the FNLA, and 

one had to be careful not to make any false moves. A young man in the control barrier 

recognised Luís, “Look, it’s the colonist! It’s the murderer!” And Luís replied, “Do 

you think that if I was a colonist and a murderer I would still be here???” 

His father-in-law says in this diary that Luís turned pale, but Luís tells me that he 

never lost his head and that he calmly escaped – again. 

 

4. Rute 

Because of this accusation against her father, Rute, who was 6 at the time, remembers 

walking home once and there were hundreds of black people, sharpening their knives, 

tchac, tchac, tchac. It was May 1st, either 1974 or 1975, she does not recall, tchac, 

tchac, tchac – “I… I don’t know, don't ask me who came to pick me up, I don’t know, 

I just recall this image of me trying to reach our house and so many nigers, so many, 
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so many, all with knifes, ‘Como out, you colonialist!', because they addressed him as 

colonislist!… 

 

Rute has many memories like this engraved in her, and the family makes jokes about 

her being traumatised. For years, she tells me, she woke up in the middle of the night, 

shouting for her mother. And her brother, shouted for her. And whenever there were 

fireworks she would duck under a car, with fear. 

 

She is also the only to tell me about racism… She accuses even her family of being 

racists. “You say you are not racists, but, dad, would you go on the train with the 

nigers, you wouldn’t would you?” But they deny: ‘we all lived in perfect harmony 

with each other there.’ 

 

And when she reached the Rossio station in Lisbon, she was amazed: “Oh my god, so 

many whites!” 

 

5. Laura 

This photo album is like Laura: confusing, fragmented, but full of joy. 

Laura lost her mother when she was very little and it was Salete who took care of her. 

She likes recalling those times, and so she sets aside the oxygen medicine that 

accompanies her everywhere. She laughs a lot and loud, she got used to being here, 

she made the revolution in her village, by introducing the extravagant clothes from 

Africa and the hair waxing applied to several parts of the body. Laughing, she tells me 

the story of a black girl that used to hit her – after the 25th of April already. Out of no 

reason apparently, for they had nothing against each other they didn’t even belong to 
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the same group, yet the black girl used to wait for her outside the school gates and 

smack her. Laura wanted to revenge, “if only you were not a nigger…” Something 

she would not have thought before the 25th of April. 

 

6. Adélia 

From Adélia, the step-mother, I don’t know much. Only that she was a woman ahead 

of her time, and that she returned to Portugal before the 25th of April and opened a 

restaurant in Bairro Alto, in the bohemian neighbourhood of Lisbon, and she used to 

come to the tables to talk to the costumers with a cigarette in the corner of her mouth. 

They loved her, but they don't even know if she is still alive today. 

 

7. The 25th of April 

This is what the sisters told me: 

“For us the 25th of April was really not a big deal, I mean, we didn’t discuss 

politics, I mean, Politics was not an issue down there. We remember our father 

saying, ‘shush, shush… there is a revolution in Portugal!’, while trying to hear 

something on the radio.’ 

For them, the carnations and the Grândola, don’t mean much. They lived in a 

different world and barely knew the word: dictatorship. 

 

 8. The brother who writes 
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Then, there is the brother who writes novels about Africa and the difficult return – I 

never met him. It is in his novel that I find another narrative of the death of Luís’ 

servant: he hit his head against a sidewalk and died. So many versions of the same 

story… 

The women tell me: “Everything in this book is true!”. Laura says she is not able to 

read the passages about Africa, she says she has lived all that and just can’t… 

Salete says, “The last part is about us, is about the escape…” 

 

9. The escape 

Maybe Luís thought that things would get better and they could stay, because the rest 

of the family faces him with an accusing look and says, “Everyone had gone out and 

we were stuck in our house! We were still there!” – “What were we still doing 

there??”, they asked Luís. 

He said: “I went to a rally once where there were over 50.000 niggers. As I was 

walking I was touched over 100 times, ‘colonist, what did you come here for?’ – ‘I 

came to watch. If you give me some kind of guarantee I’ll stay, if not I’ll leave.” 

And then there was a point in our conversation where they all started talking at the 

same time, and saying contradictory things, and I couldn't really understand what they 

were recalling, so this is what I understood: 

Close to the end, after the independence of Angola, they were trapped in their house, 

in the first floor, with no food, because of the cross fire of the three liberation 

movements. And the grandfather, who was at the general headquarters, noticed that 
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the family hadn’t reached the quarters and there were close to 12000 people already 

taking refuge there. So he asked a man who was driving a Red Cross ambulance to 

pick them up, and that’s how they reached the quarters. They tried to escape, but the 

MPLA always came back for them, because of the death of the black employee.  

The first attempt was in a military caravan, but they were stopped shortly after setting 

off. Luís and Salete are given orders to step out of the car and there is a burst of 

machine gun and Rute remembers thinking, “That’s it, they’re gone!” That is why for 

many years she woke up crying for her mother. And then she opened her eyes and 

saw her mothers’ red shoes walking by and she cried, “They’re alive!” They still 

don’t know how they were able to survive that crucial time. They were forced to 

return to the headquarters. 

Again another caravan was about to leave to Luanda, and the whole family hides 

under an oilcloth in one of the jeeps. But the captain discovers them and says, 

“Absolutely not! I will not take you! You are a marked family!” But the girls kneel 

and cry and beg for him to take them, and he must have felt something and he agreed. 

But only under the conditions of hiding under the oilcloths and not moving for the 

duration of the trip – eleven hours. And that is how the whole family of eight adults 

and two children hide under the oilcloth of the berliet truck for eleven hours, without 

moving, going to the toilet. They travelled with two nuns sitting on two chairs on top 

of them, as a disguise. They reached Luanda, where they took a direct flight to 

Lisbon. And Manuel Augusto describes how, upon taking off, the lights of the cabin 

were off and he could see, for the last time, from the window of the plane, the lights 

of Angola down there… 
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10. Metropolis 

In Portugal – the metropolis, as it was known amongst those who lived in the colonies 

– life was not easy. They had lost everything and the girls had to work. Salete went to 

work in a factory and after lunch she would go to the café – in Portugal it was not a 

normal thing for a woman to go to a café. So the other workers would say, “Oh, you 

go to the café, do you, returnee?, you want to have a coffee, yeh?” But, after a while, 

her colleagues started joining her for coffee too.  

Laura made the revolution in the village with her beauty treatments. And as for Rute, 

she vividly remembers the second-hand clothes that the IARN gave to the returnee 

and how it was always old cloths or too big, or ruined, and that is why even today she 

hates giving clothes away, she rather throw them in the rubbish bin instead. When she 

arrived her nails were polished in red and her grandfather in the village said: “Oh, 

poor child, she hurt herself!” So this is how Portugal was, even under a revolution, 

which in fact did not reach every place in the country, as Julio told me… 

In the meantime, Roberto, who considers himself not a returnee but an exiled, and 

does not agree with most of the things he hears from the other returnees, and who 

considers himself to be a socialist, arrived in Portugal in the last bulk carrier leaving 

Moçamedes. He cried his eyes out while he listened to the independence of Angola 

over the radio, which he had always wished for despite not being there to witness it 

live. Arriving in Castilho Street in Lisbon, he sees several people carrying machine 

guns – those were militants of the Revolutionary Brigades, the PRP11 – and he 

remembers thinking: ‘It seemed like I was in Angola again!’ 

                                                        
11 Partido Revolucionário do Proletariado – Revolutionary Party of the Proletariat. 
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In the meantime, in the occupied estate of Torre Bela, one of the workers and 

activists, J, writes to his wife who is in Germany, “It’s not even the 10th, it is past 

midnight, the 11th, Angola is independent. I don’t hear any news. The newspapers and 

the TV say very little about this.” 

In the meantime, the paramilitary movements of the far-right carried at least five 

hundred and eleven bomb attacks, motivated by the hatred against the communists 

and the betrayers of the homeland – an idea of homeland which was very particular 

and which had been inherited.  

 

(music: Alerta, by GAC) 
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#6 When did the revolution end? 

 

Welcome to the penultimate performance of our Living Museum... 

 

1. Decentred memory 

While starting this presentation I am reminded of a sentence by Elizabeth Jelin in 

State Repression and the Struggles For Memory:  

 

“The text may appear decentred. In fact, such is the nature of memory itself.” 

(2003: xv) 

 

Decentred as I feel, I think about memory as a long corridor with doors on each side. 

Sometimes we open the doors on one side, sometime the other, nothing follows a 

straight line. I follow the corridor and step into a room where that song is playing, that 

same song I already played here today. Whenever we talk about these memories, there 

is always this song playing. And I think about Rita, my friend, the other day we were 

testing this turntable and upon hearing this song she said: ‘I am still moved by this 

song.’ And I said, ‘why “still”? You weren’t even born!’ And she said: ‘Yes, but 

still.’ And I thought: 

These memories belong to us, even if we were not there. 

(music: Zeca Afonso Grândola Vila Morena) 

I thought about those who listened to the song in the radio, those who were indeed 

there and know at that moment that something was about to change. 
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I thought about those in other countries, like the former colonies, and how this song 

did not really say that much to them. 

I thought about those who were not happy at listening to the song, those who, still 

shaking, were seen trying to sneak against the walls, as if invisible, like this man. 

Eventually a former member of the political police, here cornered by soldiers. This 

picture won the 1st Prize in SPOT NEWS category of World Press Photo 1975.  

We actually know today that this was no member of the political police, just a man 

with a mental disorder and the soldiers were supposedly trying to talk to him. But the 

history of this picture has been recorded in its subtitle: 

 

 A PIDE secret policeman is arrested during Spinola's coup against Salazar's 

regime.12 

 

Just this subtitle presents three problems! 

But I will leave that for another performance. 

 

Coming back to the picture, the photographer, Henri Bureau, wasn’t really interested 

in revolutions. I know this because Sergio Treffaut, a Portuguese movie director who 

speaks with a Brazilian accent - because his parents were refugees of the Portuguese 

Dictatorship in Brazil, where he grew up - tried to organize in the 90’s an exhibition 

of pictures and films shot by foreign journalists and filmmakers who witnessed the 

revolution and revolutionary process in Portugal. But no one in Portugal really cared – 

at least he says they didn’t. He even tried that it would be shown in the former 

                                                        
12 http://www.worldpressphoto.org/collection/photo/1975/spot-news/henri-bureau 
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headquarters of the political police, in Lisbon, which was then being turned into a 

luxury condo. 

 

Sérgio never managed to organize that exhibition and bring to Portugal the archives of 

the ‘world’s greatest photographers’ (his words) that documented the revolution 

between 1974 and 1976. He says that back in the 90’s the moment was not favourable 

and the revolution was considered a ‘moment of infantilism’ of the Portuguese armed 

forces and the Portuguese people in general. Instead, he made a movie in 1999 with 

testimonies of the foreign documentarians of the Portuguese Revolution. The movie is 

called Another Country.  

 

When I ask Sérgio about his relationship with the Portuguese revolution and when his 

family returned to Portugal, he answers: “The revolution was like a ‘steamer,’ that 

made so many things turn upside down. One of the things was the growing number of 

divorces. My own parents got divorced in August 1974.” I then ask him: ‘Are you 

being critical or somehow negative when you use the word steamer?’ And he 

answers: “Not at all. It’s just what it truly was.” 

 

Indeed, different challenges have been presented to the transmission of the memories 

of the Revolution and the Revolutionary Process in Portugal. The timeline is hard to 

fix, being subject to different ideological interpretations and specifically to the fact (or 

syndrome) that up to the end of the 90’s the analysis of the events was conducted by 

their own participants. As a Portuguese sociologist states in 1984 for the celebration 

of the 10th anniversary of the Revolution: 
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It is still early mainly because all of us – each our own way – are today the 

researchers of a period of which we were engaged activists. (1984: 45)  

 

Elizabeth Jelin refers, for example, the “sufficient time needed to elapse” in order for 

these memories to become a central subject of analysis, regardless of how conflicting 

that analysis may be. The Portuguese case entailed, not only, a bloodless revolution 

conducted by the military with a strong left-wing inspiration that arose the admiration 

and high expectations of many revolutionary activists all over Europe and the world; 

but also a revolutionary period that lasted until November 1975 - named PREC or 

Ongoing Revolutionary Process - led by the motto  ‘power to the people’. All political 

parties at the time had a programme where the final aim was to establish a socialist 

programme. In that way, it seems to me that the Portuguese case is even more unique 

and contentious in the memories it seeks to transmit today. It seems that it is still 

trying to come to terms with ‘what really happened.’ 

 

And now I will invoke theatre for a brief moment. 

 

(VLADIMIR: 

What was I saying, we could go on from there. 

ESTRAGON: 

What were you saying when? 

VLADIMIR: 

At the very beginning. 

ESTRAGON: 

The very beginning of WHAT? 
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VLADIMIR: 

This evening . . . I was saying . . . I was saying . . . 

ESTRAGON: 

I'm not a historian 

 (Beckett, 2006) 

 

“I’m not a historian” says Gogo, or Estragon, in Waiting for Godot, one of the times 

Vladimir asks him about the day before. 

Neither am I a historian, nor do I intend to be. I wasn't even born at the time of the 

25th of April coup, so I don’t know how it was. I did live one year of the PREC, but I 

think I was too young to go with my mother to those cultural cooperatives where she 

worked. She would always arrive earlier to those places to mop the floor first – as she 

was bourgeois, she had to, to cleanse herself! Or perhaps I was also too young to go 

with her to buy Chinese souvenirs that all of a sudden were being sold everywhere in 

Lisbon… And then I start thinking about what I do remember, and I recall those 

weekends spent in Serra da Silveira neighbourhood, near Sintra, in a shanty 

neighbourhood that my parents help refurbishing. They are both urban planners, so 

they used their free time to go there to do volunteer work every weekend – sewage 

network, water, electricity, whatever was needed.  

But I think I would address those memories more thoroughly in a performance about 

the revolution’s remnants and not in the one about when it ended. So I will tell you 

about that another time. 

 

To the original title of this performance lecture – ‘When did the revolution end?’ – I 

have now added the subtitle “fragments of an attempted answer.” Please bear with me 
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while I attempt despite not being a historian, but rather someone who went to look for 

those voices, of the individuals and the memories... 

2. The word Revolution  

 

In 1984, 10 years past the revolutionary coup of April 25th, Boaventura de Sousa 

Santos, a Portuguese sociologist whom I have already quoted here, stated:  

 

… today [there are] at least two 25th of April, a fracture dramatically revealed in 

the recent commemorations of the 10th anniversary of the revolution. (1984: 45) 

 

I was exactly ten years old when Boaventura de Sousa Santos stated this in a 

conference organised by the Gulbenkian Foundation. The more I try to remember, the 

less I understand I don’t know to what exactly Boaventura de Sousa Santos refers by 

‘two 25th of April’s’. Although when I think more about it, I do recall a specific event 

in my High School with the brother of a colleague of mine, Rodrigo, who bluntly 

stated to the writer Augusto Abelaira who was visiting our school– a writer well 

known for his anti-fascist writings before the revolution: “I am sorry, but what 

happened in Portugal wasn’t a Fascist Regime but rather a traditionalistic 

democracy.” I can never forget the puzzled facial expression and incredulous looking 

at that 15 year old boy stating that the regime Abelaira had experienced for almost 48 

years and that had persecuted him, hadn’t been a dictatorship after all. 

 

Eduardo Lourenço had already made a premonition regarding this when he said: 

Fascism Never Existed. 
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Then I remembered the investigation that anthropologist Tiago Matos Silva conducted 

regarding the intergenerational transmission of the memory of the Revolution and 

Revolutionary Process, and how he opens his work with the following statement:  

 

The 25th of April 1974 was always for me a subject of curiosity and mystery. 

Born in 1976 I wasn’t even an unconscious witness, but the truth is that I could 

easily feel this trauma that 28 years past, still divides a whole country. (p.11) 

 

I pause for a second to try to overcome the surprise of the use of the word ‘trauma’ 

within this context. I look for the political beliefs of Tiago within his work. I am well 

aware – and his investigation expresses it thoroughly – that depending on the 

ideological framework in which one was raised, the 25th of April could have indeed 

been a trauma, a ‘confusion’, a coup ‘staged by a bunch of kids’ (really young 

officers), ‘initiating a state of siege in the country,’  ‘responsible by most problems we 

are facing today.’  

At the same time I couldn’t help recalling two encounters with the historian Fernando 

Rosas where he stated on both occasions: “Right wings always say we had a 

democracy in spite of the revolution, but this is not true: we have a democracy 

BECAUSE of the revolution.” 

 

So I come to this crossroads in determining what we are talking about when we use 

the word revolution – (so we can attempt to establish what ended and when): 
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1ST option: when using the word REVOLUTION (in the context of Portuguese 

history) we are talking about: the night of the 25th of April, when the original coup 

that overturned the fascist regime was staged. 

I think most people would agree with this vision. 

 

2nd option: when using the word REVOLUTION we are talking about the PREC or 

Ongoing Revolutionary Process with its set of land occupations, nationalisations, 

expropriations, campaigns of cultural engagement, demonstrations, an urge of direct 

democracy – this movement started the day after the 25th of April. 

 

This is a memory that still divides many people – some people say that this process 

was total chaos and it almost ruined the country. But also many who participated in it 

– either the agrarian reform, the occupations, popular assemblies - will tell you – even 

if timidly – that this was the true revolution. Foreign documentary directors and 

photographers who were in Portugal during this period and even some foreign 

historians, consider this to be a unique period in the context of revolutions and 

revolutionary processes all over world. 

 

Maurice Brinton in a preface to Phil Mailer’s book writes,  

 

“To an outsider there was much that was very specifically Portuguese in the 

Portuguese upsurge. The will to dare the unknown, to disregard the advice of 

‘experts,’ to take history and reality by the scruff of the neck (…) was very 

evident in the early months. Without batting an eyelid at the enormity of what 

they were attempting, young revolutionaries (and older ones) talked seriously of 



 98 

a direct transition from fascism to libertarian communism. They acted as if 

belief in miracles could drive people to attempt – and, who knows perhaps even 

to achieve – the ‘impossible.’” (p.22) 

 

These were also the ones who felt very upset by the end of the Portuguese revolution, 

what they called the ‘failed revolution’…  

 

3rd and final option: when using the word REVOLUTION we are talking about the 

25th of November 1975, which conflicting memories will probably never allow us to 

truly understand what happened. This was the day of a counter-coup staged by 

moderate officers of the Armed Forces together with right wing factions and the 

Socialist Party. This was a counter-coup eventually to prevent another coup being 

prepared by the communist party to establish a communist regime of soviet 

inspiration in Portugal. The least one could say about this event – as many historians 

do – is that there are several 25th of November. 

The communist party insist even today that there was no coup being prepared – only 

the reactionary coup of the moderates to put an end to a pure, bloodless revolution 

truly belonging to the people.  

 

So let us see what ordinary people say about this November 25 coup. 

 

3. The 25th of November 1975 

 

Occupied estate of Torre Bela – central Portugal. In letters exchanged on the 25th of 

November and over the following weeks, E. and J., a couple that had decided to work 
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for the commune resulting from this land occupation – despite of the fact that only J. 

managed to get to Portugal by that time - express their confusion and concerns.  

 

On the 27th of November E. writes (from Wiesbaden where she was still working and 

gathering money to join him in Portugal) to J.:  

 

What is concretely going on in Portugal? We are all seriously confused. In the 

radio there was news of a coup from the left. But why didn’t all the lefts support 

it? I fear the people of the communes will be dispirited now that they see the 

revolutionary process retreating.13 

 

J. doesn’t manage to reply to her for a couple of days. Things are really confusing in 

Portugal. On the 29th of November he finally writes on a small sheet of paper some 

theories regarding the coup of November 25, and concludes:  

 

There is no major danger. We need to keep working and pressing forward, but 

realising that the military willing to tolerate and defend the Popular Power are 

now all arrested. I am in a hurry. Love, J.14 

 

E. keeps asking in subsequent letters about the situation in Portugal and we can see 

that even in international mass media no one could offer a clear explanation. As for J. 

he gives accounts of the dangers their commune is now facing, that there are rumours 

everyone will be arrested and the commune returned to the owner, the Duke of 

Lafões. He further writes that he was driving his Honnomag van in a village and that 

                                                        
13 E. personal letter. 27/11/1975 
14 J. personal letter. 29/11/1975 
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because of the foreign license plaque (German) people circled the van and started 

shouting at him to return to his land and work there. In a state of despair he writes:  

 

What a terrible thing! How have I come to find my homeland and my people? 

Not even in the former times of Fascism have I seen such a thing. But the truth 

is that the class struggle and the liberation of the explored and the oppressed is 

not easy, for the enemy is numberless and powerful!15 

 

Phil Mailer spent the night of the 25th of November trying to get guns to defend the 

people and the spirit of the 25th of April. He writes:  

 

Like everyone else I was in the streets. In cafes and squares people argued 

animatedly, in groups. ‘Is this a PCP coup?’ someone asked. ‘This is the 

revolution, I think’, another replied. ‘What about Russia, then?’ when a third 

person came in. The discussions were lively but were all external to people’s 

real life. It might have been happening in another world. In no way were the 

workers going to support one side over the other. After 20 months of the 

‘revolutionary process’ and of leftist talks they had drawn one conclusion: 

revolution and counter-revolution were jobs for specialists. And anyway they 

had to work tomorrow (1977: 335). 

 

The PREC or revolutionary process under way ended here.  

Whether this was the end or not of the revolution, or whether the revolution had 

already finished by then, are entirely different subjects. 

                                                        
15 J. personal letter. 5/12/1975. 
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4. M., the true historian  

 

M., a prominent Portuguese historian that up until now has always refused to 

investigate about this historical period because she considers she doesn’t have the 

necessary objectivity, answers the following way to the question of: ‘when did the 

revolution end?’:  

 

I cannot tell the exact moment. Nowadays I don’t know if that was really a 

revolution. We considered it a transitional period. Because we didn’t know 

many things back then that we know today – although today we still don’t have 

the full picture because not everyone has talked. More than a revolution, I 

would call it a revolutionary crisis with several political possibilities. But you 

are talking to someone who isn’t the same anymore as I was back then. I have 

questioned it all. I didn’t understand anything. I wanted the revolution, but 

revolution for me was what was happening in China, and today I wouldn’t want 

that. I know what happened to China and, even worst, to situations like 

Cambodia – we weren’t for Cambodia, but we were for the Cultural Revolution. 

So when today I see those movies that depict people arrested, tortured, 

totalitarian regimes, it is very hard to accept I have defended that. It has taken 

me a long time and I even went into depression because of it. It isn’t an easy 

process; it’s traumatic, and solitary. Because when you leave a movement, you 

move to the other side of the barricade.16 

                                                        
16 From a personal interview. 20 October 2012, Lisbon. 
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Here I pause and recall that anthropologist, Tiago Matos Silva, using the word 

traumatic that had puzzled me so much. 

 

And the next moment I decide to call my mother and ask her when did the revolution 

end. To my bewilderment she answers: “There was no revolution. At least not 

culturally, that is. It didn’t result in any structural changes to our society.” 

 

 

5. An argument between my parents 

 

When I was growing up my parents would often argue about politics, at least I 

remember they did. The struggles between political parties – especially the small 

extreme left wing parties – after the 25th of April were almost fratricide. And, back 

then, at home, I can recall my father distinctly and with hatred accusing my mother of 

being a Maoist. 

 

Although I was born after the revolutionary coup of 25th of April 1974, and didn’t 

know anything really about the 25th of November, I had nonetheless my own process 

of sensing the revolution ending year after year; as some of the so called revolutionary 

books on the shelves were now being progressively removed and stored somewhere 

difficult to access: an old cupboard, a wardrobe underneath the bed linen. I could save 

some of them, like the Gulag Archipelago, from Soljenitsine… not exactly a 

revolutionary book, I am afraid…And finally the statement from my father: “I am 
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going to donate several boxes of books and documents to the 25th of April 

Documentation Centre.”  

 

* 

 

Almost 15 year past of this statement I visit the Documentation Centre, now myself as 

a researcher about the political manifestation of the memory of the revolution in 

Portugal. I am looking for a copy of the Little Red Book by Mao Tse Tung that I need 

for a performance. Because somehow everyone seems to have lost his or her own 

copy, or donated it to the Documentary Centre. I tell them my parents have donated 

some items to the Centre. They check but can’t find any donation. I go back to my 

mother’s house to discover that the box to be donated has been resting there for the 

past 15 years, unopened.  

I take it with me, hoping to find some material for this performance lecture.  

 

There is no Red Book by Mao Tse Tung, although there is a bind collection of a 

revolutionary Maoist magazine that looks like it. And several issues of yet another 

Maoist magazine Red Star one of which entitled: “Lessons to be taken of the 25th of 

November.” They seem to believe the 25th of November was a coup staged by the 

communists to install a communist dictatorship in Portugal. And many envelopes of 

newspapers mimeographed by the students union my father used to belong to. 

And there are also several stickers, a whole collection of them, including the sticker 

for “Portugal won’t be the Chile of Europe.” 

Many of the pamphlets and materials in general are prior to the revolution, so this 

must have constituted some of the clandestine work my parents were doing: 
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distributing these to the students. I can’t help noticing that the paper is really thin. 

Maybe they dropped it out from a 5th floor and it just fell gently on the sidewalk, 

letting the passer-by know that “The Student Ribeiro dos Santos was murdered by the 

Political Police.”  

 

(I confess I was somehow proud when opening this box. Up until this point I was 

always a bit ashamed of not being able to report big feats from my parents in the 

revolutionary quest. OK, we had forbidden books at home, which per se was a motive 

to go to jail. OK, my father had been arrested twice before the revolution – but had 

only spent the odd night there. But here I had the living proof that they had put 

themselves to great danger by reading and distributing several of such newspapers and 

bulletins against the colonial war and for the revolution.)  

 

* 

The night of the 25th of November coup, my father received a phone call to go 

clandestine. He had to wait for some guns that were to be delivered to his group so 

they could stage the true left wing revolution. He said that they didn’t even know how 

to fire a gun. I asked him: ‘What happened?’ He said: ‘Nothing happened. The guns 

never came and this supposed left-wing coup didn’t win and word went by that it was 

due to the communist party’s betrayal.’ 

My father and his comrades were dismissed on the 26th of November and went home. 

After this, he left the party where he had been a militant. 

I asked him if he was sad about the end of the revolution: he didn’t answer but told 

me that the revolution in its most romantic and utopian way, but also genuine and 
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spontaneous, had already ended by then, namely with yet another attempted coup on 

the 11th of March in that same year.  

 

I realise 15 minutes is a very short time to convey the profound contradictions, 

conflicted memories and complexities of the revolutionary process in Portugal, and to 

establish a definitive answer as to when exactly it ended.  

Either because each person has his or her own experience of it, either because, like 

M., the historian, stated: “Some aren’t talking still.” 

 

I find this statement by a former member of the Communist Party, today an activist of 

the memory struggles:17 

 

But even if twenty years later it is time to make available all the elements to the 

historians, I wouldn’t want to reveal secrets which are not just mine. 

 

(to be continued) 

 

This is when I bump into T., a friend of my parents, who tells me: “The revolution 

ended in 1980, when Otelo got 1% of the votes, 1% can you imagine!?” There was no 

activism, people wouldn’t come to meetings anymore!... 

But I tell her: “Not now, T. I have gone over the twenty minutes I said this 

performance-lecture would be!” 

and I still have a post-sript: 

 

                                                        
17 Namely as part of the organization NAM, Não Apaguem a Memória/ Do not Erase Memory. 
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A post-script 

 

October last, at Senate House library they wouldn’t allow me to take more than 4 

books, so I had to choose.  

It was hard, for there was some oral history theory, some performance theory, and 

some rarities (or what I consider rarities) on the Portuguese revolution and transitional 

process. I decided for the latter.  

A book by a man called John L. Hammond. It is called Building Popular Power – 

Workers’ and Neighbourhood movements in the Portuguese Revolution. 

It started off well:  

 

Revolutions must not only bring changes in political structures, transforming 

society requires transforming the lives of ordinary people too. In Portugal in 

1974 and 1975, ordinary people challenged the social order forcefully, turning 

a military coup into an attempted revolution (Hammond, 1998: 9).  

 

That’s it, I thought, he got it. And I further shuffled into the book. I thought, let me 

see whom he thanks to, maybe I know someone. 

And there it was, the name of my parents. 

 

And I confirmed with my parents: It was indeed them. They remember a very tall 

American man, with a beard, who used to ride a bicycle. They said they used to think 

his friend was from the CIA, but not him. 

They had no idea that they were mentioned in this book. 

I think they were happy. 
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I was once again amazed at the part that chance plays when researching into lost 

archives, small memory and anonymous agents of history. 

 

And here I close my notebooks and store the filling boxes, my archives of small 

memory, I picture the faces again: Rita, crying while listening to Grândola song; Peter 

saying that it was fantastic, even though he didn't speak a word of Portuguese, and 

how he got the discount rates, the staff had occupied the hotel! And that man, Jorge, 

who came to me at the end of a performance and said, “Let me tell you my story”; and 

then he took me in a guided tour of a city which only exists in his memory, the 

revolutionary city where his friends and he made occupations, built kindergartens, 

conducted popular assemblies… 

And that other account of my father, how he visited his friend in the hospital, shortly 

before he passed away, and the friend told him, “that which we lived, no one can 

imagine, and no one can take away from us…” That – was the revolution. Whatever 

that was for each of these people, and for us, who have heard their stories. 

 

This investigation continues, in order to render the invisible a little bit more visible… 

 

(music: Chico Buarque Tanto Mar version II) 
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#7 Memory/Postmemory 

 

1. Memory 

Portugal 1926 and I have not left yet. 

I watch unperturbed, how the military coup puts a stop to the Republic and establishes 

a military dictatorship but I don’t know yet about it being a dictatorship. I watch 

unperturbed the deportations and arrests, even of those who conducted the coup, 

which will become a dictatorship. I know, because I am told today, that the Republic 

was a time of turmoil and confusion, that it betrayed its ideals, that there were 

corruption, poverty and murder attempts; and that the nation had to be set in order 

again. So they tell me. And then some gentlemen came and simply erased that bank 

holiday from the calendar. And then others came and returned that anniversary to the 

official bank holidays. And many were relieved. 

I watch unperturbed how Oliveira Salazar comes from Coimbra to rule the finances of 

the country and it is still unperturbed that I watch him becoming the head of the 

council, a sort of prime minister. I was there in 1933 when the Constitution 

establishing the Estado Novo was approved, and I stayed there the next 41 years 

waiting for everything to change. 

I know, because they tell me today, that censorship to the press started the day after 

the 1926 coup, but I don't know how to read and it does not bother me. 

When I learn how to read, I will request books from the mobile library of the 

Gulbenkian Foundation, which comes every month to my village, and I will read them 

all, as fast as I can, for we are only allowed one book at the time. 
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At this point, I don’t know yet about all the dead I will carry within me as if they were 

my dead, I am thinking only of the dead of a more distant past: dying in the 

concentration camps of Africa, in the Aljube prison, in the Azores; I think also about 

the indigenous people, autochthones as the regime calls them, I think about the 

deported and about those who starve to death.  

I also have one of those wooden clogs with a rubber to hold it to the foot, because 

they will charge me fifty escudos if they catch me barefoot and fifty escudos is a lot 

of money back then. Later, I will return to the metropolis from the colonies with only 

the clothes I am wearing and nothing else, and I will curse the communists who have 

ruined our country and Mário Soares, who has sold us out, and I will say, “A esse, não 

o posso nem ver!” “That one, I can’t even look at his face!” 

At this point I have not yet been caught with a bag full of pamphlets, that the 

caretaker saw right away that I was carrying this bag full of pamphlets the moment I 

walked in the school door, and he took me to the headmaster’s office and I was 

expelled right there, expelled for the second time from secondary school. At this point 

I have also not been caught up in Praça do Chile in an anti-colonial war 

demonstration, and I have not yet been imprisoned and tortured. 

At this point I have not yet fled to France, by foot, trying to escape poverty, and 

finding another one running away from the war; I’m also running away from the war, 

but even more from starvation; only last week, I buried my brother because of that. 

The other guy wants to talk about politics but I really don’t want to discuss politics for 

that only invites trouble. 
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Later, I will live in a clandestine house, I will learn how to type in a typewriter 

because of the many communiqués I have to write, and I will muffle the sound of the 

typewriter with a grey blanket that I will find in a cupboard in the corner of the room. 

I will know that the Avante is a subversive newspaper, but the militant even more. If 

one were caught with the militant, it was prison for sure; he or she was most certainly 

a staff of the communist party. So, I take an issue of the Avante (the Avante is OK, it 

doesn’t have to be the militant) and I put it inside the letterbox of those I want to 

incriminate. 

In the morning, I will wake up and in the soak pit of my neighbourhood, millions of 

political pamphlets will be floating and my mother will cry, “Don't’ touch that! Don't 

touch that!” 

Years later, in a conference commemorating the 40th anniversary of the 25th of April 

Revolution, someone will say that it was highly unlikely that all that fear of forty 

eight years would simply vanish overnight, and he asked himself and those in the 

audience what still remained of those times within them.  

And a deep silence followed.  
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2. Postmemory 

 

Yesterday I woke up feeling as if I had dreamt of them all: the generals, the captains, 

the secretary-generals, the political leaders, and I cried, “it is not your story that I 

want to tell.” 

And Álvaro Cunhal, of course. 

In the historical May 1 1974 rally, Mário Soares lift Cunhal’s arm and said: “The PCP 

was the historical force of resistance to fascism, and Cunhal didn’t even blink. Álvaro 

Cunhal lift instead the arm of a marine who happened to be nearby, and the marine 

didn’t even blink. Marines rarely blink and that’s that. 

What are missing here, are the posters and photographs of the men and women no one 

knows. 

What is missing here is the so-called other side. My sister-in-law mentioned this, as I 

asked her if she could lend me some books and she said, “oh, do you want books from 

the other side?” My sister-in-law had to escape Tête, in Mozambique, when she was a 

child, because she is half black and these people came to her house to ask her mother 

about her daughter and the mother lied and said she had no daughter, and the next day 

they put her on a plane to the metropolis and she didn’t see her mother nor returned to 

Africa for over forty years. And then she asked me if I wanted books from the other 

side, and I noticed that I have not included that much from that other side in this 

performance. But then I started thinking about sides and side taking and I realised that 

in the one side I approach there are so many different sides and nuances, that I am 
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questioning just now these binary, polarised, approach of just two sides and I think I 

will give up the word ‘side’ anyway. 

 

2. 25 April 1974 

On the 25 of April 2014, T. called me all excited that the TSF radio had been 

occupied. I turned on the radio and recognised almost immediately some of my actor 

friends of the company Bando and I called T. and said: ‘Sorry T., that is not real, it’s 

theatre.’ She was very disappointed: “I had thought about joining them”; and she 

added, “it had even brought tears to my eyes.” 

I was sorry to destroy her illusion of someone taking over a radio station like the 

workers of Radio Renascença in 1975. 

On that day of the 25th of April 2014 I also cherished the hope for something, I 

imagined a mobilised city, a mobilised country, I walked into the tube and it was 

packed and I was so hopeful, but at the exit I realised that most of those people were 

tourists and we didn’t even walk towards the same place. I recorded a diary: 

“Tube packed; people with carnations on their chests, made of felt so as not to fade 

out…” 

“I climb the stairs looking forward to what I will find up there… wind, music…” 

This is the sound of the city on April 25 2014. 

Then I got to Carmo Square and it was full, what a relief. Then we went all to the 

former headquarters of the PIDE in António Maria Cardoso Street. And the people 

who live there in the luxury condo, peeked through the windows, maybe curious, 
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maybe annoyed. And suddenly the automatic water system went off and the water 

started falling upon the demonstrators and everyone started shouting “Abaixo a 

reacção!” – “Down with the reaction!”, a slogan of the revolutionary times.  

Then the chaimite arrived, the emblematic vehicle of the armed forces and the 

revolution. They brought a crown of flowers as a tribute to those murdered by the 

PIDE at this exact spot. And pay attention to this woman – E ninguém foi capaz de 

matar estes cabrões! (And no one managed to kill these bastards!!!) 

3. Switzerland 

Then I went to a conference at the Gulbenkian Foundation in Lisbon – as I couldn’t 

make it in 1984, I decided to go now. I was impressed by the testimony of a Swiss 

journalist who covered the Portuguese revolution. And I don’t know why but I felt 

that in his account the Portuguese came across as a naïf people and perhaps even 

dumb. I tried to listen closer, I even laughed with the rest of the audience, I laughed at 

us, I laughed with sadness, maybe because of the man’s patronising words, maybe his 

ignorance, maybe my own old inferiority complex, which sometimes assails me – a 

historical legacy no doubt – after all, the man came from Switzerland, that perfect 

country. I don’t know when we stopped using those Swiss Alps backgrounds for our 

school pictures, maybe when we entered the EEC and that boosted our self-esteem… 

4. Erasures 

Then I went to Alcântara to look for the murals of my childhood, but they were gone. 

And I wondered why. Why erase them?, Maybe because it’s better to erase at all costs 

the marks of that shame which was the PREC – and danger even. The PREC and  

ordinary men and women taking upon themselves to transform reality and all that, 
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power to the people; no that cannot be!, the PREC was the worst that happened to us 

says a young journalist, younger than me, how can he know?, someone told him that; 

yes, the power belongs to those who can build banks and destroy them in a second 

and sink down a whole country’s economy, because those people know what they’re 

doing, whereas people during the PREC had no idea – how could they?, Not after 48 

years of ignorance and obscurantism. We will always lose everything – I guess that’s 

in our DNA, but we will always also be reborn from the ashes, like the phoenix.  

Then I thought of the new murals which suddenly appear as a sign of hope for 

something new – even if an echo of the past – like those beans in my kindergarten, 

which seemed magic to us at the time –, that we planted in a cotton patch soaked in 

water; and that never really thrived, but for a moment there it seemed like they did, 

they started growing, one or two, and there was this hope… for the future, I guess. 

5. Fear 

I must admit that I found it hard to listen to the former Portuguese President, Cavaco 

Silva, quote Sophia de Mello Breyner, the poet, because, despite all, I still recall some 

things, and I can perfectly recall that it was precisely Cavaco Silva who, in 1992, gave 

two commendations to two former PIDE agents for services rendered to the nation. 

One of them was…Yes, and I also recall that Cavaco Silva denied the same 

commendation to Captain Salgueiro Maia, who died without ever being officially 

acknowledged for his crucial actions in the 25th of April coup. 

In that country, Portugal, memory is worth whatever. 

I am always impressed by people singing the Grândola, because singing it is like 

remembering an ideal. When interviewed, people from an older generation than mine, 
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often refer to the “betrayals to the conquests of April”. But that’s it. Then everyone 

grits their teeth and just move on. Silently. 

It’s like O’Neill said. Fear will have everything. 

Fear will have everything 

legs 

ambulances 

and the armoured luxury 

of a few cars 

 

It will have eyes no one sees 

cautious little hands 

almost innocent schemes 

ears not only in the walls 

but also in the floor 

in the ceiling 

in the gurgle of drainpipes 

and perhaps even (caution!) 

ears in your ears 

 

Fear will have everything 

phantoms at the opera 

ongoing séances 

miracles 

processions 

courageous words 
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model daughters 

honest pawnshops 

naughty brothels 

various conferences 

numerous congresses 

excellent jobs 

original poems 

and poems like this one 

utterly sordid projects 

heroes 

(fear will have heroes!) 

real and unreal dressmakers 

factory workers 

          (more or less) 

office clerks 

          (lots) 

intellectuals 

          (what you’d expect) 

perhaps your voice 

perhaps mine 

undoubtedly theirs 

 

It will have capitals 

countries 

suspicions like everybody 
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countless friends 

kisses 

green sweethearts 

silent 

passionate 

anguished lovers 

 

Yes fear will have everything 

everything 

 

(I think about what fear will have 

and I’m afraid;  

which is exactly 

what fear wants) 

(Translation of O’Neill’s poem by Richard Zenith) 

 

But I don’t want to finish without hope, so I don’t conclude O’Neill’s poem. I decide 

to walk towards a place where we can finally meet free of resentments and secrets – 

maybe my generation and the following, perhaps – without the weight of the older 

generations, but bearing in mind their testimonies, of course, and paying my respects 

and my debt of historical gratitude, but bearing in mind all the contradictions 

nonetheless. We are all ready to start the reconstruction of who we are and how we 

got here. It will be hard, everyone tells us, and it will take long, maybe even forever, 

who knows? 
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(I am really sorry, for I thought that this would be the end of it and I would be closing 

my notebooks, but it looks like that’s not going to happen yet. I have an appointment 

with several generations to see if we can do it, what we can do…)The Archivist goes 

to the desk and writes in the notebook THIS LIVING MUSEUM CONTINUES…. 

 

(Picks up both bags – red and green. The song Eu vi este povo a lutar by GAC plays. 

Fades out) 
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Video recording from Chelsea Theatre performance on June, 5 2016. 
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C D PER FOR M ANCE  S O UN D TR AC K 

I  Anthem of Mocidade Portuguesa Mário Beirão e Rui Correia Lei 

II  Salazar’s Speech I 

III Nouvelle vague   Orchestre Samy Cates 

IV  Os Bravos   José Afonso 

V   Deleuxe Edition (III)  Led Zeppelin 

VI  Salazar’s Speech II 

VII Valse Triste op.44  Jan Sibelius 

VIII Honra a Ribeiro Santos Coro Popular “O horizonte é vermelho” 

XIX Livre    Manuel Freire 

X Tanto Mar (version I)  Chico Buarque 

XI Somos Livres   Ermelinda Duarte 

XII 1960 Portugal (TWA touristic vídeo)   

XIII Filhos da Madrugada    Zeca Afonso 

XIV E Depois do Adeus  Eurovision Portugal 1974 - Paulo de Carvalho 

XV Grândola Vila Morena  (stanza) Zeca Afonso (read by Leite de Vasconcelos) 

XVI Grândola Vila Morena             Zeca Afonso 

XVII Communiqué 25 Abril 1974 

XVIII Mistake Joaquim Furtado 25 de Abril 1974 

XIX Anthem of the MFA John Philipp De Souza 

XX Adelino Gomes Reportage (Augusta Street, Rossio, Carmo) - 25 de Abril 1974 

XXI Ajuste de Contas Fausto Bordalo Dias (do LP Um beco com saída 1975) 

XXII Hasta siempre Comandante Carlos Puebla  

XXIII A Cantiga é uma Arma  G.A.C. Grupo de Acção Cultural - Vozes na Luta 

XXIV Verde Vinho   Paulo Alexandre 

XXV Alerta    G.A.C. Grupo de Acção Cultural - Vozes na Luta 

XXVI Tanto Mar (version II)  Chico Buarque  

XXVII Hino da Confederação G.A.C. Grupo de Acção Cultural 
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