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5torm ~ ]

1995

It was an afternoon Like any other, ashamed
perhaps of its owwn bawaLL’cg, but the sun
made all the difference. Gabriel passed the
ball to Pedvo Antunes, who lost it to Lam. He
was wot a basketball gifted, but his wncle
had taught him the basic steps of the game.

And on this Sunday afternoon, o Suwdag
lilkke any other, this afternoon and this game
hoad wever seemeo so beautiful to him. His
friends from university had come to visit
him. very good people, he thought to himself.
Really  good  people.  They didnt  sell
thewwselves to the vector's advisors for a buck
and a half, like some others, not these ones.
He existed studying from the height of his
twenty-three years, with the sobriety of a

cevtaln 501&% more confident tn his own



merits than stmply arvogant. Two Yyears of
those  twenty-three had  been  wasted,
suffering in the confines and anonymous
existence of a wmathematics course that was
always too abstract, always too vague.

Could poetry be measwred with nwmbers
alone? Would emotions be part of some
private accounting of God?

No. It shouldn't be like that. He had gone
bnto mathematics under various influences,
but he went back on his decision. And You
did well. very well, indeed. Now his old
master had taken charge of his destiny.
Victor. ALwags him.  Victor Masse, a
brilliant teacher who, by the way, all he
wanted was his owwn good. Victor had been,
stnce early childhood, a great friend. But
nwow he was there, with Pedvo and Gabriel,
and Luls. It seemed that thelr generation
spoke louder, stronger, and Lt even seemed



that they all knew everything about each
other's souls, there; without any kind of
sorvow for the past, because it was <o short,
and total confidence tn the future. And, tn
terms of the present, José Santos had J’ust
scoreol the wost lmportant basket of his Life.

- WwWe wown, Paulo! \We wown!

- Hey, man, ok, it was a good match but
dow't exaggerate. [ want to see Your Sporting
tonlght, save Mawsdf for that! Don't throw
fireworks before the party! said Gabriel,
falling to the floor, wet with sweat.

Lam sipped the ailr from the stremw that
meandered a few metres away and thought,
for the flrst time that afternoon, of his
uncle. (s he well? | haven't seem him for so
long...

Groups of boys would come out of thelr
howmes and gather there, n that ring.
Bveryone wanted to play against  the



winning team. Lam chose the opposing team
with a brief glance.

How good Lt (s to play this game. How easy
Lt LS to be happy Like this.

Storm -]



it was already a long day at work. Masse
had glven his all that day. He was
exhausted. That department had been busy
with wminor, even bureawcratic, watters for
weeRs. e don't even get a break from all
this paperwork... what a bore. For this | had
stayed in some office of some Ministry,
back in the Portuguese assholery... not even
the states leave us alone with these things
that put lots of papers... uft.

Masse was intervupted by an ervand boy,
who was distributing  wall  between  the
varitous departments. He arrived at 200 an
hour, mounted on his white horse. Which Ls
to say: on supersonic skates. Anyway...

Avnerican SLSSLES.
- Yes, Dos Passos? Anything for me today?

- Mr Victor, you have four letters here: one
from  washington, from  Congressman

Louls...

- Ah, good old Louls... what else?



- ...one from the treasury, from Martha...

- Ah, | Rinow, 've aLreaoig spoken to her. Anol
the others?

- ONg bg a cevtainm Bovls KEPPS...

- Yeah, he's a NASA researcher, my friend.
Awnd the last one...?

- ... 0 veglstered Letter with ackwnowledgenment
of vecelpt...

- Oh, come on. From wherer A reglstered
Letter...2 wWho's it from?

- It's from Portugal, and...

- Let me seel

Victor Masse analysed the Letter from top to
bottom. It Looked simple, poor evem. A few
statns couldl be seen, grease stains perhaps.
The seal had been glued with his saliva: it
was comiing loose L at least one corner, half

crooked.  The sender's handwriting  was



horvible. 've never seem anything like (t.
my God, what a letter...

- My Victor, eh...
- Oh, sorry, Dos PAsSos, oo You wank me to...

- Yes, the acknowledgement of vecelpt
remains to be signed, just, it's quick, | have
to...

- Youw have to go to other departments, |
Rinow, | kRinow. Let me see o pen... | ston here,
right?

-Yes, it's right there.

- All right, you can go about Your business.
Just tell me ong thing...

- Yes, Mr Vietor?

- lsw't life on skates comparable to viding a
boat in the middle of the sea? There must be
many Leebergs out there, many wild waves...
Ehehn...



- Ahahah. No, My Victor, | Love what | do! See
You Later!

- See You Later, kid. And be sensible! You
almost ran over Kramm the other dag, huh?
He can't even see You! Remenmber that!

- 'Ll vemeemnboer, next time [ see him!" said a
fost-paced Dos Passos, already crossing the
corner of that floor to the next departiment.

He opened the Lletter slowly, with a deafening
sewmse of timid apprehension. | wonder what
this Helena Torves wants from me..?2 (Ve
never seen her fatter... | wonder how she got
my  contact..? Ah | know. | left the
department's contact info om that damn
NASA documentary... from theve i£'s easy.
Too easy. Now there's nothing to be done, so
be patient. ALl that remains is to be
prudent... some information (s best kept
hidden for the good of all...

- Hm. Just one Leaf. Let's see where this goes.



"Dear My Victor Masse, | appeal to Your good
heart. | saw the contact of the department
where You work tn a documentary, and |
took the Liberty of writing to you, asking for
something | would never ask, if it were for
me. But t's not. It's for my daughter. 'm
sure it will be a daughter. | want the best for
her, but due to complications in my Life, the
Court will surely take away her custody
from me once [ glve birth. | just ask you to
treat her Like a father, if she had one, would.
[ want my daughter to have the future |
never had. But what can [ do to convince
you, can't 12 well, 've thought about that
too. And here | leave You a poem of vy own,
dedicated to vy daughter. If you are wnot
comvineed, there Ls certainly nothing [ can
do. But my conscience will be muech more

clear. ”

WELL... even if you were Fernando Pessoa...
well, let me at least read this. After a day of
work Like this... a letter with a poem. Look, it



may senve as a tranquilliser for all the
bureaucracy (e had to deal with today.
After all, poetry isn't good for much else:
only and only so that we don't brutalize
everything at once. eugénio de Andrade,
terberto Hélder, Sophia ae Mello Breyner, Al
Berto... | have the complete works of all those
great poets. This one must think she's going
to swurprise me, with her pocket poetry, from
some alley in the Mowraria... | love poetry,
yes, but (ve always hated fado; ( can't stand
carlos dp Carnmo, wnor Marviza, wor that
Camané guy - they've all unbearably the
same, in the end. And as for sung poems,
only Trovante and Ary dos Santos did some
funny things. Well, 11l read this and then
go home. (Es already £33pm and ['m
infinitely tived.

The poem was on the only sheet of paper
contained tn the envelope. Masse turned the
sheet over and smoothed the paper, which had
already come, a Little crumpled. And it



wasw't the aevoplane that was to blame for
that.

"The life of who 9 am, the life you are to me

Tﬁey tell me you're the most important L‘ﬁinﬂ in
my life

Tﬁey toll me you're very beautiful inside

Tﬁey tell we all this, so that 9 fee/yamﬂ fmyaffen
.



In the life of my love's life

9 fee/yw 50 heautiful and so fure....

That 9 think of lives from other lives

9 feel so full of your madness ...

That 9 have a/rem@ made those lives fo;yoﬁ‘en

And 9 live ][mﬂeue:ﬂ who Yyou are, éeinﬂ who loves
who 9am ...

That this life is my life, that 9 love you here where

9 am.

Tl’lank you, Mr \/ictor. Thank youvery much.

[Helena T orres. | isbon. 1+/Fe}3ruar5/ 1i972"
Masse remained tn deep silence. He hadin't

counted ow the fact that o single poem by a
person who was totally unkmnown to him and
only a few lines long, written thousands of
mliles away, could affect him Like that.



- what a soul... reminos we of Florbela
Espanca. In these troubled dags, between way
and easy consumerism, a thought still of
this purity...

FHelema. Who has to say "thank You very

mueh’”..

- That's wme.

5’:0 rm - ]”
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- So You tell wme, Tiago, that this student...

- Yes, My Provost. He refuses to be...



- But this ls very serlous... very serious
ndeed. In nwineteen years, it's the first time
lt's happened to me. (s he... is he all vight tn
his head? Does he Look normal?

- A Little overexcited, My Provost. But only
when we sting him. | think that's normal.

- Look, ever stnee [ saw a lady on a television
gave show saying that Papua New Guinen
was a province of Mozambique, 've found
everything normal!

- Ehehen... Carlos agreed. - Yes, veally...

- But did you want to tell me anything else,
Tiago?
- He... he has a T-shirt...

- T-shirt? What's that? Do you kknow what
that Ls, carloes?

- A Jumper, Serglo. A Light jumeper, to put it
glmptg. That's tt.

- Al Yeah, and what's with that jumper,
Tiago?



- U IE's got somee... welrd sayings ow it.

- Welrd? Some hatry mess, maybe? These
Young people ave capable of anything now...
these colleagues of Yours...

- No, Mr Provost... well, Lt says: "Brigada
AntL- Praxe - 21 457... 69 9" - lmagilng!

- Ahahah! And You got scared by that? did
You heav that, carvlos? DL you heav that?

- Serglo, yes, it's funny, but there may be
something here that we...

- He threatened we and FLLLpe wlth a court
case if we...

- You see, Serglo? There was something here
that was b&w{% expm’meo{... now Lt's obvious
what he wants.

- Oy what he doesn't want! And he doesn't
want to be hazed like all the others ave,
Carlos! We have to keep ovder, dammlt, You



low perfectly well that the teachers agree in
stlemee with this system, which has existed
for decades tn the Universities, because it
sults us and in what way, and if we now
allow awn exception, the kids... they will
revolt...

- | know that very well. Dow't think | was
born yesterday. But tell us, Tlago, what is
the namee of this Lrvesponstble prevaricator?

- He... vefuses to tell us his nawe, Professor
carlos. But a colleague told us his name was
Paulo. Paulo... Lam.

- What? Victor Masse's kid? Serglo, we...

- Yes, | know, Carlos. And we've golng to
have to gram him for the next five years. Set
ready. This lsw't gomwnn be easy. Not for
him... not for us. Yow see... Victor's kid is
really smart, he's wot Like the other sheep
that go off to the slaughter...



Storm ~ ]\/

The University refectory was quite large in
relation to the odimensions of the School
itself. However, there were always some
students who found it difficult to walk
along the covridors between the abandoned
tables and chairs, Like sore castaways tn a
sea that was too salty, afloat on a swrface
that was always too greasy.



Daisy did not hold back a small groan the
moment her tray grazed Lam's head and
whewn, with a sudden gesture, she wmanaged
to balance herself, he smiled:

- It happens. Are You all right?

Paulo Lam. A wot very bright student: he
used to say, jolfeéwgtg, that of work ever
found him, he would be getting inspired
again, and not dolng awgthim@. He was a
Little older thawn his classmates, having tried
and succeeded tn re-entering the University,
having rediscovered sowe of his classmates
from two years ago. Frankly, he didwn't have
the patience to put up with any of that
anywmore, and his strongest wish was to do
all 5 years tn one go, without once asking
for a grade bmprovement.



Lam could not flnd anything positive in the
Mwiversltg: too much tmorg/ too mwch W?g,
he satd, twwardly, to himself. On the other
hawnd, his gtuoig was wade of the wost
extreme ntultion, of the purest lnsplration,
of an abmost animal bnstinet, and ot of the
attentive and vational analysis of the dull
subjects that  have to deal with every day.
His haitr was very dark and always short,
but already quite white, his eyes were also
very dark brown, and he had a tervibly
ambiguous Look, combining the good and
the evil of childhood, his features werve almost
noble, Like a Renalssance prince: Sometimes
he would spend a two-hour class staring at
the celling, distracted, and sometimes with a
surprising ovatorical tirade he would take
the whole class by surprise, including and
especially the teacher, who had wo chotee but
to defend himself agatnst such intellectual
brilliance with an evasive answer in the
style of a fawmous politician. 4 terror, sald
the professors, one to the other. - Have you



seen what he said in ny class? - DL Yyou?
WELL bn mine [t was evem Worse: Lmagine
that...

Although it was a distinctly right-wing
Mwi\/ersitg, there was a certain contempt on
the part of many students for this tdeology;
it was well known that n Portugal
intellectuals were wmore given to left-wing
toeas, and, as those who went to Social
Sclences were above all intellectuals, an
obvious contradiction between teachers ano

students was formed from the outset.

Contradictlon, with which Lam PWUM
vartous unstable  balances, giving  true
lessons L the beards of those people, when
confronting the structwral ilodeas of the
masters  with those of the covujuwctumt
professors of the University. His physique
was wot Lmpressive: tall, it s true, but
somewhat hunchbacked, and with an alwost



light brown complexion, long arms, very
lavge hands and feet and extremely long
fingers, his colleagues sometimes called him
the 4Arab, and some even nicknamed him,
due to his constant feats tn arguing with
the professors, the tervorist.

t was evident that the Lam chavacter was
much  discussed  n the  academic
enviromment, not omtg b@ students but also
by professors, who sometimes guestioned his
mental sanity and capacity to be in a
University, and sometimes pratsed  him,
within the vestricted walls of the Higher
Council, for his Luminous intelligence and

cLWLtg of awaLgsLs.

And there seemed to be no way of getting his
hands on it n disciplinary terms. e have
nere an enigma, wWas the phrase most people
heavd. Finally, —a challenge wp to our



standards, was the dominant Ldea anmong
the thinking heads of the University.

And yet, there was something about him
that unsettled. That provoked apprehension.
A strange fear that owly the wost gifted
among the teachers daved to scrutinise. To
understand, to waake that detail vistble,
could make all the difference.

Wwith  Lam  there,  something  deeply
disturbing hao come to the surface.

For better ov... for worse...



Storm ~ \/

1972

Victor Masse had already walked a good 400
metres, through nterminable covvidors ano
statrways that only served as wmazes for
those who were not used to those wallks. The
right place should be called the secret place.



The indications were also vague: the flrst
and perhaps last names of a woman who was
about to give birth, at the Alfredo da Costa
Maternity Hospital, according to the Latest
information she had obtained from a busy
and wnhelpful vector. That the girl was
iown to a student at the University, from
a hwmble family, but who had fallen tnto o
bad  Llife.. drugs.. and  sometimes
prostitution, which (s what follows in this
short list. A brief contact with this student,
provided by his teacher, had been enough to

lknow what Masse wanted to know.

Damned — Sergio.  Always  the  same
suspicious... i£'s not as if he already has
granachildren. He mandages that University
with the classic spivit of always, the ruler
and square. Anyway, dves Lt really have to
e like this?



He was intervupted tn his thoughts by the
wnbridled vush of a panicked wnurse who
emerged from an abmost tnvisible doorway:
she was coming down the service stairs,

appa rewttg from downstairs.

- Hury up, Marilia, we've losing herl The
Lady who had a boy... has already gone tnto
a coma, and... call Afonso and Z€ - Hurry

Wp, worma n!

Masse tried to remain indifferent to that
desperate woman. Maybe they were normal,
those situations of professional stress. And
human. Above all that. He headed for the
reception on that floov, already disappointed:
it was the third attempt he had wade, and
the room wheve the mysterlous Helena was

was becomiing more and more tnaccessible.

- 'm sorry, I'm Looking for...

- EXcuse me, one voment ptease, [ have to
make a phone call. Hello? Afonso? Go to



Felisbela's voom, take Z€é, and tell him to
bring the cardiac deflbrillator, quickly, go
now! Oh my God... tell me, 'm sorry, ...

- All right, it's Per{ec’% understandable... |
wanted to Rnow Uf this is the floor wheve o
pregnant womawn is, | only have her first
and what | think ts her last name, her name
Ls Helewa Torvves, do You Rnow Lf she Ls on
this floor?

Marilia was petrified. Mute. Not a wmuscle of
her face woved, and the soul of her gaze had
disappeared elsewhere. Masse was perplexed,
finding this behaviour strange.

- Maam...? Are You feeling all right...? s
there something...

- She..., stawumered the receptionist - she's
not heve on the third floor, but... You
shouldn't visit her now, she... Ls tn Labour at
the moment, and...

- [t's all vight. 'Ll walt. can [ walt here?



- R... cOn, cawn, 585'”

- BY the way, con you tell mee whiteh room
she's in? So that after the bivth [ can go and
VLSLE her...

- Oh please don't aslke mee that. Please.

- 1 beg your pardon? Are there any internal
regulations that don't allow mee to...

- It's not that. It's just that Miss Helena is...
she's...

- \(es?
- Roomt 16.

- AlL vight, ULl wait here for the birth.

- Oh my God, You don't understand...
- Martlial Martlia!

- what is it, Alfonso? Tell wme what's golng

own!



- WE'VE LOST HER!

Storm ~ \/]

- Professor, how are you? | apologise for
addressing the professor in this way, 1 only
Rnow hime from TV and.. the sentence
cemained unfinished, as the slow, heavy
and strangely welancholic vector hao just
entered the matn corvidor of the lower part of
the University.

Awn endless wall seemed to give the rector's
broac shoulders an even greater awra of



authortty than usual, and the student,
foreseelng  his  dialogue with  Masse,
tumedintely  excused  herself and  fled,
frightened, wixing her banal flgure with
those of the dozens of her colleagues who by
then were leaving the 10.15 class.

Victor  Masse  was  perhaps  the  wost
prestiglous professor tn the Soclal Theory
faculty of the University. At that time he
was  on  professional  secondment  and
teaching tn the USA; he hao woved frome the
soctal  sclemces  to  wathematics  with
astonishing speed, and phgs’ws was  hts
curvent fleld of cholce. An enlightened one,
people used to say n the corvidors; a master.
A veritable Don Sebastion - and distance
had the effect of further tnereasing his aurn
of untouchable genius.

His curriculume was meresgl\/e: besldes =

Master's theses on pthcLes and waves, each



one golng deeper and deeper into this subject
so essential to modern physies, he was also a
menmber of the very restricted NASA Council
of Sages, with which he was in permanent
contact by encrypted email and by secret
telephone, when necessary.

About five years ago he had been proposed for
the Nobel Prize tn Pl/lgsics, but, as he used to
tell his friends jokingly: / am too serious
and anonymous for that; no way. Among
his peers, he was a star that shone brightly;
unbeatable and extremely captivating at a
pedagogical Llevel, he also fulfilled with
devotion and effictency his functions as
prlwcipat aodviser to the Rector, Ln nternal

oiéscipLMmg and curvieular matters.

Loveo bg teachers and puplls alike, and not
only for his competence: an  extremely
elegant 1.7€ centlmetres, a well-trimumed
grey beard, very light transparent rimmed



glasses, a careful physique, at the height of
his 71 years he inspired confidence,
protection and an authority which, in itself,
was completely natural.

The girls at the wuniversity called him just
The Professor ever since they had seem him
n o NASA documentary on television and,
for thewn, where he was there was no one else.
In fact, the word You heard most often when
someone  tried  to  odescribe  him  was:
Lrreplacenble. A discreet  and  seductive
Lrreplacenble.

Not bad for a huwmble Chilean, | used to
think.



Storm ~\/”

The pseudo-statistécs teacher had come Lin
Rilling in the flrst class. It was like an
earthquake.

But, thought Lam, after an earthquarke may
come a tsunami. Let's wait anad see...

Adter authoritatively asking several things
that the students were supposed to know, he
staceato with his suspiclous eyes well placed
in a place that was supposed to be the middle
of the classroom, and flred a very audible

oOWne:



- But You ... are You kidding me!?

Fifteen, thought Paulo Lam. Fifteen years of
silently — pacting  with a  lapsed  and
atrophying education system, on this and
the other side of the Atlantic, without any
Rind of creative flame, to now, at the end of
that same system, be accused of making
fun of a banal teacher. A functionary. A
bureaucrat of ldeas. rReally, that's all | need.
You've got a lot of nerve... Hang on and [l
MARE Lou a Sheet... Stayy there...

The teacher continued his  blind  and
wnconsclous assault tnto the deepest core of
the education system, only to repeat the
fateful and waliclous question in front of
hin:

-BUt You ... are You Ridding me!?

Lam waited a few seconds. The indignation
of his collengues was bmmense, but nobody
daved to speak. He felt that his argument



had to be: effective, comvinclng, accurate.
Not a second more ov less, and Lntonation

was also meorta nt.

And just as that being was preparing to
contlnue his Laughable Litany, he fired:

- No, Mr. teacher. We are not making fun of

MOM‘

The class was in a state of shock. 15 years
had been enough to b their self-love. /ts
OK, | can manage without You. Now You
Just listen, rest assured... , and continued:

- Professor, | happen to be a mathematics
major. But these people are social sciences.
Many don't even have a 10th grade wmaths
deoyree...

Awnother pause. The pace was devLLLsMLM slow,
and as he spoke, both his tone of voice and
his posture LA the chalr sank Like a Lazg



Titanle. Very, very Lazg. Lo put up with it
(the guy must get lost in long speeches),
and thew concluded with an anmbiguous:

- Perhaps I you gave the matter another
way...

This was followed by a complete vold.

The bomb dropped where and  when  the
teacher least expected it. with a few sharp
words, Lam had called into question the
teacher's lack of competence, and his initial
aggressive arguments had totally backfired.
Bveryone knew it and everyone felt it The
professor paused - but wot to think - a few
hundredths of a second. Then he went into
hysteries:

- But who are UW? Do You want to tell me
wow how to teach?

Lam remained stlemt as a cursed tomb.



And his stlence was so awkward, and the
teacher's veaction so desperate, that it was the
very pupils at the front desks who proved
hime vight Ln his nsult to the class, and
tried to calm hime doww. Fear still reigmns

SM/DI/KV%K...

slowly, Lam emerged from the ocean from
his chatr. One-nil...

Armed with tervible eyes cast tn the shadow
of the once-teacher, Lam stood Ln the middle
of the voom. His ogait had something
sleepwalking, but also feline. Fear was
evident, n everyone. His presence had

become denmonte.

A fraction of a second later, and with an
abrupt, dry gesture, he revenled his left hand
under the light suede jacket, and his tndex
finger began a dangerous, wnpredictable
dance, swinging around his wrist like an

ambiguous pendulum. & would seem that a



huge STOP sign had just at that wmoment
been carved tnto his face.

The dense  silemce  became  unbearable.
Suddenly, he stormed out of the vroom,
Leaving behind him the trail of silent fury
that only dignity still has.



Storm - V]|

2000

The tram moved at a slow pace and stopped
in front of the University to welcome some
tourlsts. The doors opened automatically,
letting them tn with the patience of someone
dvinking a coffee tn the morming on a
holiday.

The vector Looked at him, allowing himself
the necessary calbm to see him Leave, in the
divection of Bethlehem. Anyway, at least
this will distract me.

He got up to feteh a book by Max Weber from
the solid mahogany bookcease. An antigue.



Nowadays nobody values antiques. These
Young people think that time is eternal.

He sat dowwn again. The desk was also old,
in an lnverted U-shape, and his legs barely
fit in the space that had been allocated for
them wunder the top.

Ow the desk, a sheet of paper, half cruumpled,
handed in by an angry teacher at exactly
11:34 that wmorning, stood out. A plece of
paper that had been blocking his movements
for more thawn half an hour.

Awnd that book bg wWeber had beewjust the
last glimumer of hope, the last attewpt to

calm down.

[ was now standing tn front of that paper.
And It was obvious that it was not golng to

dégappear...



Someone or something knocked on the office
door. The other side of that door was rather
quiet. Ceremontous, pernaps.

- Yealfl? (s that you, Lopes?

- My Provost? There's a gentleman here to see
You. May | et hime bn? His name Ls Mast or
Massa, something Like that. A strange

name. It's forelon.

The vector felt a blessing run through his
whole body.

- Lopes, Let my saviour in, | beg You.

- His name s nwot Salvador, My Provost, Lt's
Mass something.

- LO’P@S'.

- Excuse wme, My Provost... My Mast, pLease

come Lin.

The shadow of an elegant figure Loomeo in
the doorway.

- [t'S mot MASEt, [t'S MAsSse!



- Come L, Victor!

The rector stood up slowly. His &3 years of
age did wot allow him any wore grand
vehemence, and he greeted Vietor Masse with
an embroce that only the two of them
unoerstood.

- MYy dear mawn, | thought Yow were L Chtle!

To what do | owe this honour?

- Serglo, | came on holiday for a week to
Portugal to see how my protégé is doing. Is
he doing well heve at wniversity? How are his
grodes? Have You been following the boy?

The Dean grimaced, and sank down onto o
genuine Leather sofa adjoining his desk.

- Victor, ptemse stk down.

Victor Masse uwnderstoodd meediat@tg. The
blwdg fﬁm[lg temmper.... He twisted his Lép.



- Listen, Victor, yow've got to help me. Lam's
got two disciplinary files on him. owne of
them was handed to we this morning. He
defles the authority of teachers outright,
refuses to do his recommended eno-of-course
work, and has friends helplng him with the
racket.

if you want him to graduate, you better
come up with some kind of magic potion.
MY professors vefuse to glve him his
diploma, and [ give them full reason. And
he'll spend the vest of his life either here at
the University getting  into  trouble, or
somewhere else getting into other trouble,

unless You come up with a solution.

ULl now ['ve been delaying the progress of
the disciplinary processes, but  they're
already pressuring me. Lemos... Antonio...
Carlos... all want an exemplary punishiment.



Victor took a deep breath.

- Bummer... That boy was practically raised
by we... [ promised the family r'd Look after
him. | promised them that, forever, you
Rnow?  What a disappointment...  Look,
Stralo, glve me some time, | have to think o
Lot.

- Victor, you have wntil this Friday. save
me from this. [ know he's your boy. But
theve ave certain situntions you just can't
hidle anymore.

- All vight, serglo. on Friday, without fail,
'Ll give Yyou the Lden.

Victor stoodl up and extended his hand to the

vector.
- Whewn will you be back Ln Chile, Victor?

- | still have to go to Badajoz for some bank
business. Next Tuesday [ should be back
nowe. The NASA guys won't Leave me alone,
| have to start work again as spcon as

possLbLﬁ. t seems there's a wew chemical



compound of some kind. Anyway... well, tell
Carlos to take it easy. My boy... [ Rmnow he's
not very thoughtful, but 1 also know that
deep down he can't hurt a fly.

- Victor, go tn peace. And have a good trip.

The door opened again. The elegant shadow
was wow more trembling, and woved bM

making small, jerky gestures.

- Victor! Before You go...

- Yés...?

- Your Ldea...

... Will have to be absolutely G-B-N-I-A-L...

Storm ~ ]X



1998

The Students' Unlon was strangely silent.
Students who went there to buy thelr new
year's books weve faced with a blank sheet of
paper toped to the closed door, which had
"Meetling - Do Not Dlsturb" writtem tn Large
letters bn green maarieer.

- what horvible handwriting... Marta, did
You hear about this Assoclation wmieeting
tod&%?

- No. But maybe that's normal. n an hour
they should be open. Come, let's go to the
cafeteria, | have to talk to pr...

- \well, well, well. Closed...? At this hour of
the wmorning?  Marta, do  you  Rnow
anything,...

- No. We were just talking about that. well,

let's go, Montea. See You later, Hugo.

- BYye.



The exterior silence hid an tnterior tunmult,
which took place tn the second room of the
Students' Assoclation. It was the voom where
Lmportant meetings were held, where annual
tasks  for the student workers  were
oroanised.

- Lam, that's all very niee, but who tells us
that you...

- | HOLD wmy word of honour above all
things. Now, that's far better than james
will ever offer You. lsw't it, nes...?

- L..eh, [ find all this...

- Dangerous, Lam, Pedro {mmtg satd, to
breake the deadlock tn the conversation. - Too
dangerous. If we leave hazing, we've left
without the support of the Executive Council,
and that...



- Ah, but It's not ong the hoazing that we're
lenving behind, wmy friends... the meetings
with the Pedagogical Council ave going to
have new rules... oh, if only..., we're golng to
have a new say in the Natlonal Assoctation
of Unlversity Students, there will no longer
be spontancous demonstrations alongsioe
the other sheep, weve golng to  have
exhibitions of contemporary art
installations  that  show  what  higher
education wmeans today, with the proper
explanation by critics of modern art who ave
not bought by the usual newspapers...

- ALl this Ls...
-Too re\/omtlowa@, Awnabela?
- S..yes, we have wo pooi...

- Power to do this? A, but I we arve students
enough to pay our tultion fees, we are also
students enough to, n our owwn vight,

assumme that...



- What's golng ow here, may ( ask? What are
You dotng here, Lam?

- Me? Are You talking to me, Tlago? [ want
to remind yow that...

- what, what? That yow are part of the
pedagogical section of the Students' Union?
Ah, but that's sbmple to explain: look, it was
Just a favour from your friend... Pedro. lsn't
that vight, Pedro?

- Hwm. ..

- Anyway, youw have wno influence here,

5owr6 too...
- Radieal?

- Yes, that's it.

[ was going to say: INTELLIGENT, fou
LALOL...

Storm ~ X



The three classes, one from Soclology, one
from  Psychology  and  one  from
Anthropology, had been tn the room for over
15 minutes. Conversation was catching up
at a deafening pace.

Morve than 250 souls lived n  the
University's aula wagna. The hall  of
congresses, of Lmportant weetings for the
Life of the University. it was an honour to be
there, but also and above all a duty to obey
the tradition of the house. n that voowm
exceptional teachers and brilliant minds had
taught, but one wore thawn all had Left his
mark: Afonso Nunes. Former member of the
government. Ex  many things;  an
meress’we currteulum vitae. A man who, Lt
was sotd, was the authority on wisdom.
Although he belonged to a party that some
called the extreme vight, perhaps it was the
students  of leftist leanings who most
appreciatect his awra of excellence and, after
all, he had distanced himself from the new



oeneration of politicians, as if to preserve his
Luetol awatgsis. Awnd there he was, tn that
room, the aula wagna, a framed canvas
with his grave face, so that the generations
of students who passed by would always
ask: - Who is that? which would be followed
by the quiet chanting of his mythical name,
like something you fear at birth.

A wnice ol mawn Ls escorted to his pulplt. A
Young girl, perhaps a trainee teacher, brings
hime tn. The now classic good wmorning Ls
followed tn unison by the same good
morning  from the Lmmense number of
students present. The deatening background
nolse censes, Like a bee that had been crushed
b wid-flight. The wemornble class had
begun.

The professor talks about generic concepts of
the social sciences and, tn the midst of an
amalgam of Ldeas, throws the hook to the
still distracted audience:



- Does anyone Rnow what Charisma 1s?
Think about this concept. In a few minutes |
will ask yow again, and [ hope to have an
answer about the corvect definition of:
Charisma.

Lam woke up, suddenly. Charisma. The
concept of charisma. [s it really true that
this professor asked this? (s it possible that
ne really wants to know what we think about
the comeept? That he actually asks for our
opinion? In four years of Mn[m/frslay/ [t
would be the first time... one shouwld be

susp[clmcs. .

Paulo Lam drove his thoughts to the core of
the concept of Leader, the conceptual basis of
Charisma.

Think, think fast, dammlit. You only have a

FEW minutes.



. Borw Leader. A phrase that stays tn the ear,
that s wot questionable,  with  an
nsurmountable be&mtg, wndisputed bg any,
teacher...

. The expression of a superior Lolea... Superior.

Emanation of an  absolute truth

lrradiatlon.

A leader's chavacteristie... The prlma%
chavacteristic  of a  leader... Strong
persomtétg. That's Lt Persowaut@.

Now putting the pleces together... "Superior
Personality lnadiation.

This expression ls unique, it can wnever be
changed. OV\,LB accurate  bratnstorming,
only intuition allows you to get there... /
found Lt.



Now, we J’Mst have to wait for him to ask the
statf the fatefid question... Wait and 'l tell

gﬂ%...

The teacher, meanwhile, was talking about
the list of personal wisfortunes to which he
haol been subjected in the last few years:
cataracts in his eyes..., Ridney stones..., he
couldn't be operated on X because of Y and he
couldn't be operated on Z because of X... well,
this one Ls easy prey... let hine down...

Whew the professor finally straightened his
olasses over his aduncular nose, Lam was o
Little nenvous, as he tended to easily forget
what he was thinking.

- well, wow  that | have glven the
ntroduction to the lesson, | ask again: what

Ls, for You, the correet definition of charism?

There was a growing buzz in the voom. But
wobodg ratsed thelr hand to answer. Tgp[aﬁl



of the militant sheepishness that is rife in
this Lniversity.

Making the fish yleld, Lam there vaised his
arm. The professor had to be alerted to that
mystertous arm, planted in the widdle of
the room, which apparently challenged hin.
Paul Lam could see the professor from above
the small amphitheatre; the master class had
a0 structure simallar to Greek theatres. That
was preclous, a great advantage. 7hose who
see from above, see better...

- Ahl | see there Ls a student who thinks he
Rinows the definition of: Charisma. This Ls o
very complex concept, | remind everyone,
and there have been many soctal scientists
who have tried to establish a definitive
version of this concept. Tell wee, dear Young
man, tell we. BY the way: what s your

major?



- Soclology, Law said dryly.
- Let's hear Your concept then.

A curlous stlemcee took the master class bg
storm as that young wman  showed an
oly mptan calbm as he faced his teacher.

- Superior lrvadiation of Persona L’Ltg.

The teacher Let a few huge secondls pass. His
body was wo longer relaxed. As his posture
gatned some wndisgulsable V’L@Ldi’cg, the
268 students Laughed heartily, making fun
of the apparent theoretical inviability of that

cowcept.

Whew the next moment the teacher took the
floor again, those volces were silenced forever.

- You have just given wme the true meaning
of the concept of Charisma, Siv?

- Lam. Paul Lan.



The students burst tnto wide, uncontrolled
laughter - which the teacher didn't
understand, because Lt all sounded Like one
of those typical Bowod jokes: Bond; james
Bond.

- Thats vight: Lnadiation of a superior
personality. And  this definition, dear
students, applies directly to one of the
greatest leaders Portugal has ever knowwn:
Nuwno Borges de Carvalho.

Paulo Lam was somewhat velleved at the
unconditional acceptance of his definition of
charisma, but something was wot quite
right; wot only did the expression seem
strange to him, but Nuno was also far from
belng a hevo of his youth. My Goa, another
politiciam... well, oovious cholce of nawme - it
was right-wing, died in the style of james
Dean - but Limited.



So  here  we  go  again..  another
brainstorming, this one to reveal where the
bases for these two wistakes were: one
conceptual, the other casting.

Let's Look at the concept L o(eptln...

lrradiation of Supertlor Persomatitg.

But... this s not what | said! My definition
Ls: superlor lrvadiation of Personality. only
this way, the concept remains general and
abstract, applicable in ALL cases, Llike all
good Laws! And only this way, this concept
coulol be applied to the particular case of
Nuno Borges de Carvalho!

A feeling of wnrestralned vevolt grew
Lam. tmmediately, his heart beating wildly,
he put his hand back bn the atr, signalling
his will to speak in a very vistble way. The
professor, who at this point was still talking
about  sSaint  Nuno's  extraordinary



Leadership abilities, took a while to wotice the
raised arm. Ownce again he was alevted to the
fact, and had to allow Law to speak again.

- Professor, that may be your concept, but it
s by wo wmeans wmine. | said: Superior
rRadiation of Personality, not: tradiation of
Superlor Personality. You have changed the
position of the preposition: Fome in the
expression of the concept, which makes it
meaningless. Please tell us all which concept
You think should prevatl.

The professor stalled, tn the widdle of the
main platform. [ didn't expect this. what the
nell, what do | do now? A few seconds passed,
too patnful for everyone. Espectally for Lam,
who still believed in the word: Pedagogy.

The professor remained absolutely  silent
and, after those brief but long seconds,



continued his dissertation on the subject of
chavisma without blinking.

Furious, Paulo Lam apologised to  his
classmates, tucked his subject wotebook
under his arm, and walked down with a
slow,  wensured  step, always  looking
deflantly at the teacher, who remained quite
chatty and apparently cheerful.

When he was already at the same level as
him, Lam stopped for a woment, and shooke
his head, disappointed. The whole class
Looked at him, not understanding the full
extent of that feeling. The teacher then
gestured to the two trainee teachers present to
stand still.

Lam left the voom. The door closed softly
from the outside.

THE PESADELO was over.



Lam could not know Lt but not far from
there, a jowrnalist revealed to the media that
a Minister had changeo the position of a
stingle letter in the drafting of a Decree-Law,
in exchange for wore than 500 thousand

EUYDS...
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Sérglo was sweating profusely. He had
walleed all the way from Bethlenem, under
the infernal heat of a September that was too
hot, the hottest simee 1977 in Portugal.
Lopes had come from voom 4B, where
Professor Lemos hao called him because he
needed whtte chalk. 1t was already Friday,
ond  he, Llike a good clvil servant, was



counting the minutes to go home. And,
whewn he saw the rector, he was Livid.

- R... vector... S... vector, what's golng on...?
Ooh, my Gool!

The next moment, the rector let himself fall

Lntko LopEsS' Arms.

- Mrs. Lurdes, Mrs. Lurdes, go and fetch
Horatio from the secretary's office, quickly!

- AlL right, Lopes, I'ma coming!
- Sly, sSlt heve v Mrs Lurdes' chatlr... cone.
- Let wmee, Lopes, take e to my office mwow, I...

- Youw are very wear, My Provost. Where have
You been walking from?

- Siince Bethlehem, and this heat... my car
broke down, and wo taxi was passing....
hovrvible.



Lopes led the vector slowly into his room. It
was completely dark, in that muggy late
afternoon, and darker than usual.

- Sit here n Your chalr, My Dean, 'm golng
to turn on the Lights and...

- Don't do that! | want to be Ln the dark,
otherwise the heat will rise. Bring me a glass
of water: I'm a Little better...

- Right awny, str!

Serglo tried to calm dowwn a Little. His heart
rate was slowly returning to wormal. He
took a odeep breath of fresh alr and waited n
few secondls, trying to remain silent. He
turned on the Lavap on his desk.

- But... what (s this?!1? Lopes! [ eh...
- Take it easy, sergio...

- Who's theyre?!?

n the dimness of the totally darlke voom a
shadow then stood out, sLong aovancing



towards the vector's desk. The Light from the
Lamp only luminated a Llittle of the desk
and a Little of its surroundings.

- It's mee. 'ma back, Servglo.

- Ahh... wmy God. Vietor, you seaved the hell
out of me. This hellish walk Ls bad enough...
but do you want to Rill me, or what?

- Take it ensy. | left the game there on your
desk.

- A game? It's a game, the thing that scaved
me...2 But [ asked You...

- You askeol me for a great Ldea. well, there
You go. And what tdea could be more genius
thawn a game, can You tell me?

- Yes, bndeed... but what does this game

consist of?



- It's a game of knowledge. You asked me for
something that is \/wtx/taug meossibte to
solve, if | remwennber cowec‘cLU..

- Yes, that was the tdea, veally... your Lam
shoulon't be able to get through... for us to
Rick him out quietly... | know this s golng
to cost You a Lot, but... anyway, You should
be able to employ him out there, after all this
Ls the land of wedges, and...

- Dow't bother explaining to me what yow are
golng to do to my boy. 'm from the house,
so | know what the house spends. There must
be no exceptions, wor would wmy self-love
adwalt Lt...

-Yes, | Rmnow. It's too bad.

- BY the way, just so You know: | came in
through the secret door, the one that Leads to
the...

- Shih! Are yow crazy? Lopes could wallke Lin
ot any moment, and ...



- May | come Ln, My Provost?

- Come Lin, come Lin, Lopes! Come L, can |

have a glass of water?

- Yes, sir, heve you are. Goodl afternoon, Mr.
Masse.

- Good afternoon, satd the teacher dryly.

- ' sorvy about the other dag, ("L r@LatL\/szM
new here, compared to 5owjoww% n this

house, and | didn't remenmber Your name...

- Never wlngl, Lopes. Serglo, I'm going. If
You need mee, You have my mobile.
- ALl vight. | got what | needed. | got what |

needed. (t's all in this envelope heve on the
desle?

- ' all there. See You Later, thew. Bg@, My
Lopes.

- Untll next time, Mr. teacher, until next
time. And bon voyage.



- Thank you, str. It's ohag, [ lewnow the way,

out.

- The professor was a bit sad, don't you
think so, My Provost?

- we all have to wake sacrifices. The
Romans were already dolng it, Lopes!

- Al And he had to wmalke sowe sacrifice, did
he...?

- He did. Andl it was a great sacrifice, Lopes,
belleve wme. Close the door when You Leave.
Ao You can turn on the Lights now.

Lopes headed for the door quickly. As he was
about to leave, he was lnterrupted by the
rector's strange question.

- Lopes... one more thing.

- Yes, My Provost?

- Do You Like games?



- well, eh... Like Lt Yes, | do. WMU oo You
Like t?

- Because, my dear Lopes, the GAME LS
about to begin!

Storm - Xl

Pedro was sceptical: a shot belng better than
Baleys?

- Carlos, explain yourself, he said, annoyed.
- Look, Pedvo, it's simple: the best thing
about the shot Ls the company. Of course,
Balleys s much creamdier, the shot ts more

acidic and so on, but the female company,
my, dear Pedvo, makes all the difference...

Jorge nodded slightly, and the three of them
olgoled with satisfaction.

- well, Look at those chicles!



- Wheve, where?

- Those who go there, mawn, the chick and the
other one, who meust be her mother. And she's
even hotter thaw her daughter...

- Yep, | see. My God, what a palr... What
theg needed was a Zezé Camarinha, that's
what Lt was...

- Ahahah! The guy must hit this beach too,
man, You must not be far from the truth!

- wWell, [ think 'L go to the bath, people. You
guUYS want to come?

- No, someone has to keep an eye on things,
You can't make it easy, said Jorge. - You go,
'Ll stay here.

Jorge was vight. Tvafal beach, in the borowgh
of uartelra, Loulé, hao been much safer
than it is now. Frequented wainly by
nikers, last year alone, the local police had
registered 12 attempted vobberies. And n
only three of these attempts haod the thieves
been. caught. Two were evem minors, so the



punishment hao been tneffective. It had once
been a quieter beach, one had to be alert.

Jorge watched his two friends walk away,
chatting, on a not-too-distant horizon, down
to the water. The beach was well composed,
but not crowded: just the way he Liked it.

He started reading his Angels and Demons
again, as calmly as ever, when Carlos'
mobile vang. Wwhat annoying music, what
the Aevil... the best thing (s to answer (t. He
checked the wame on the mobile phone's
display and vead the & letters there at once.
He got stiff, and read them again, now one
by one.

The lazy O{Lsptag tndicated the fateful word:

R-E-I-T-O-R.



The annoying music continued and was
beginmning to bother the wnelghbours on the
beach, who Llooked own, awnnoyed. Jorge
quickly wrapped his mobile phone around
Pedro's towel. The wusic stopped a few
seconnls Later.

UF..  did well. The pean is old school. For
nim, professional relationships in the School
nave wothing to do with friendship. It he
Areamed we were having a holiday together,
ne'd kick us out and do everything so we
coulan't teach anywhere else. Boy... a single
phone call.., o | answered [t 1A ruin
everything.

_Joroe was sweating. But Lt wasn't the heat.

A few minutes Later, Pedvo and Carlos were
slowly approaching. Jorge woticed Pedro's
dark complexion, and the light layer of
salty water drops that covered his body. His



movements were strangely  slow, coming
from a silent wmovie; the ocean had given him
powers to dream wmore deeply, as happens to

children and madmen.

Pedro. How BEAUTIFILL.

- Ccarlos, the relt... .

Someone called You.
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Carlos. Jolio Rels. The rector was the last to
enter. The professors' voom was at the bottom
of a cireular staircase, which went up to a
very high door, abmost Arabic in style at the
top.

Lopes haol warned hive. Hwmpf... good work.
We must always reep an éye on these
things. We have to shorteut the path, this
can't happen again.

They passed by the two sofas at the entrance,
and Looked for the prevaricator. me%,
Cavlos satd quiettg to the vector:

- [t's over there. Come on.



Manuel dos Santos was the latest addition
to the Unlversity's teaching staff. He had
been.  highly  recommended. A good
curviculum, perhaps, but the va{’usp@wsabw
personal velationships? wo doubt. Jorge had
been his patron tn those darie corvidors, but
some polnted out his faults: too friendly. Too

stneere. Too studlous, evewn. Too competent.

Deep down, one: too human on his face, from
top  to  bottom. n his  thirties, his
mannerisms didwn't escape the most attentive
of eyes. And Lopes was one of those: don't let
anything stip. It was his life motto. And
also  his certificate of sunvival at the
Lniversity. There, as anywhere. in a dog-
eat-dog world, you have to be a wolf, his
foather had once told him, when he was very
young. And he hadw't forgotten.

Nothing, nothing that his father had taught
him. He knew it at school You don't have to



be intelligent, You just have to know how to
obey. Kunowledge? You can eat that? te was
really over the top tn all of this. m 4 dog's
world, be a wolf You just have to be a wolf,
and everything will be fine. Let the others
worry about thelr good feelings. 1 get paid to
wateh my back. And ( obey.

Manuel stowed his paperwork Ln his Locker.
Marx, Wweber, Comte and even some more
recent American authors from the Chicago
School were piled up b less than a second.
So much Junk... | have to prepare  for
Wednesday's class by tomorrow  at  the
latest...

- Ohh!

Three  leaves  fell  from  the  locker,
unconcerned. He Lmmediately got  down
and, as he was getting up, he woticed the
shadows that three bodies were casting on the
grownd in front of him. And when his eyes



met the eyes of the three men who Looked Like
statues, Manuel dos  Santos  mumbled
something bncomprenensible, and fear took
over his gestures, betraying him.

- How are you, my dear Mawnuel," satd
Cavrlos. Jolio continued:

- Couldd we give him two fingers of

conVersatlon?

The vector was still stlent. His face was
laden Like a cloud about to collopse L o

storm.

- C... c... of course...! He didnt finish his
semtence because the vector Lvucermpteoi, boved:

- well, gentlemen, | leave You with our
novice. Go easy on him, [ beg You.

TM% both nodded, with complicit smiles.

- As for you, Manuel, be prudent, and listen
very carefully to what these gentlemen are



golng to say to You. There Ls much wisdom

L thelr words.

Awndl, with a glance capable of Rilling an
eagle tn flight, he turned around, walking
to the door. He opened it turned back,
looking again at Mawnuel dos Santos. A
second later, the shadow of Rector Sérglo
Jolned the Roman statuettes on the stalrease.

- Make yourself comfortable, Manuel! Sit

down!

The two small genuine leather sofas were
Joined by a thivd, which Jodo effortlessly
fetched from the other side of the voom.

- H... h... ls there o probLem? nsked Mawnuel.

- No! Nowe, nwone at all.

- Yes, there s wo  problem,  Manuel,
confirmen John.



- There Ls J’mst one detail that is perhaps
missing, in this new experience of yours here

at the Mmi\/ersltg, my deav.

- Yes. And the rector told us to talk to you
about that very detail.

- W... w... what detaill? ('ve been good, it
seems to me... I've prepared the lessons, and...
once again, Manuel could wot finlsh his
reasoning. owce again Manuel could wnot

finish his reasoning.

- Manuel, tell wme, what do you think about
undversity education? | hear You come from
primary schools, don't You? Must be quite a
different  system  of education, huh...?
Mawnuel?

-well, basie education Ls...



- Yes, intervupted Johw again this time -
university teaching Ls completely
different... completely!

This time Manuel did wot answer. 1t all
seemed Like a vihetorical game to him. wWhat
hao the vector come to do there? He was
beginning to feel afrald of those two. He
watted a Little. Thew Carlos went on:

- You know, the Dean has a certain
diffleulty tn wnderstanding what happened
this morning... remember, n the Political
Soclology lecture, with Professor Clava... it
all seems too... how should [ say... Look,

surveal!

- Not to say unbelievable, even, concluded
Jodio.

Surmealistic? unbelievable? \What the hell
had Mappewed i the Soclal TM@O@ oval
exam? He, Manuel dos Sawntos, had been to



that oral exame and hadwn't noticed awgtmw@
out of the om{’wm%.

- Sorry... something unbelievable..? 1 was
there... and 1 didn't see anything spectal...!
v afratd | don't understand...

- Manuel... Manuel, Manuel, Manuel... | see
we have to review the matter L Lts ew’ciretg,
my dear.

- Yes, we all thought that phase had already
been overcowe... all of us, the dean, wme,
Carlos. 1t would be a disappolntment... o
teacher as competent as Manuel...

- Carlos. Johw. [ don't understand a word
You're saying. Explain yourselves, please.
what's golng on?

- So, my dear Manuel, You went stratght to
Paulo Lam tn this morming's speech? Can't
You see what a troublemaker he is?

- And the dangerous ones...

- Yes! Awnad the dangerous Rina!



- They ave wrong. Lam Ls very intelligent.
There Ls no student ln this University who
compares to him, [ glve you my word of

hownour.
- Keep Lt, Manuel.

- Yes. You may weed Lt Later...

There was a stlence for a few fractions of a

second. A siek... stlence.

The two wen watched with a  deaf
satisfaction of duty done the odrops that
formed on Manuel's forehead. Although the
room was qulite cool, he was beginning to

swent profusely. He felt hot. Lnbearably hot.

- Tell wme, Manuel... what do You think about
the transition from primary to basie
education? And the fact that it's golng from
Just one teacher to seven or elght?

- well, it seems Logieal to me.



- He's been called a Lot of things. Logical is
the first time 've heard...

- Eheheh, amused Jono agreed.

- well, the father or wmother flgure in
prima Y educatlon makes per{ec’c SENSE.

- s that so? Then m:ta’m \/\/1/15.

- This has to do with the stages of a child's
@mwth, LE'S common sense, 8\/8V501/b6 kRnows
that... but, wln@ do You aske?

Jolwn tooke a  deep breath and  resumed
hostilities:

- So Uf all this is common sense, it might
also  explain wmj um\/ersitg education
exists, might it not?

- Yes, umi\/ersﬁtg education is the end of the
school J'oww%. It bmparts  Lmmense

knowledge to students and...

- Excuse me? Carlos' face expressed o sudoen
ano  serlous  Concerm. - You saLdl: You

transmit a lot of knowledge:



John Laughed heartily and exclatmed:

- Let's hope not! My God, what an tdea! My
dear Mawnuel, my dearvest Manuel!

- Excuse me?

Mawnuel dos Santos was stunned. He didn't
understand what those two were getting at.

- well, if it's wot for lmparting knowledge,
then | don't know what the Mwlversltg...

Carlos Lwtermpteoi N abmpt%:

- You still don't get it, do Your Manuel, these
walls were not made to teach multiplication
tables tnside, for Gool's sake!

- N... no? But thew...

- Substdies, satd John almost qui@t%. -
Have you heavd?

- wages.



- Renovations
- Golden - also...

- These walls," continued Jolio, "are dependent

substdies. Manuel!

- Have yow perhaps ever heard of State...?

Hw?

- But... the generations that pass through
here every Year, the students that graduate,
don't...

- No.

- No, Manuel dos Santos. No," nodded Jobio.

- Blg mistake. They are not formed... they
ave formeol.

- Formatted, to be pmclse, Ccarlos.

- Yes, inoeed. Youw see, Manuel, You must
understamnd this... (t's a wistake to think.
It's the biggest mistake of all.



- Thinking s a very ugly defect:
dangerous. Very dangerous. ..

- We can't let them think. why do you
think, Manuel, that the students come from
an education where they memorized twenty
pages and passed with flying colours,
delighted with Llife, and here we have four
hundred pages on average, per subject, ready

to welcome themt as ong we kinow how?

- TM% decorate anyway, Mawnuel.

- But t s mueh move. And <o theg stop
thinking.

- well, o move.

They stopped for & moment and then they
noticed Manuel, who was beginning to be o
bit dazed by all those apparently infallible
arguments. te was completely confused,
and Yow could tell by the distance.



-Good. We're veally golng to have to start the
matter from the beglnning, as [ feaved, Johwn.

- So it seems. You have the floor.

- MY dear Manuel What arve schools weadle
for?

- To... teach, impart kinowledge, as [ said, to
olve students the tools that will enable them
to achieve tn the future...

- My God! so many good tntentions! And
the world Ls wercifull And we shall all Live
happily! And there will be lasting peace for
all e’cew@tgl A thousand times wo! Oh
Manuel! Don't make me mad, please!

Manuel sank down on his small sofa each
thme Carlos argued. Nowe of it seemed to
malke semse. Not even a Little.



- Mawnuel. If the students thought, it would
be mwarchg.

- Chaos, added )obio.

- And what follows chaos, Manuel?

- Soctal confuslon. What's next?

- Most Likely, an authorttarian regime.

- Ano next, ignorance turned tinto a flag.

- That's tt, what do you want? s that it
Manuel?

- But [... just told Professor Lemos that Lam
was right, that Marx was in fact the author
of that idea, which is wow kind of forgotten,
but...

- Mawnuel! No.

-N...no...?



- You have disavowed a highly respected
professor at this unliversity. dld you know
that? Lo you lkknow that, Manuel?

- Yes. very respected. very serlous. A very
very very sertous gesture.

- A master. A veal master.

- Very respeeted tndeed, relnforced Carlos.

carlos wished he was still on the beach.
Having to preach intellectual siaps to the
lmmature, at this point in ey lite... But
what ao these guys learn in the schools they
go  through?  Holy naivety... Then he
Lamented:

- And we who had such high hopes for You...
a solid curviculum... a genuine taste for
teaching... a personality full of the freshness
of youth...



- It would bring a breath of fresh alr to this
University, Carlos, you can be sure of
that...!

Mawnuel was Livid.

- [ would...? but Carles..., what's going own,
anyway? Am | going to be... am | golng to
be fired? 1've got a sick wife, two kids... 've
the only breadwinmer tn the family... what
are You golng to do to me...? Dow't do that,
plense!

carlos and Jodio looked at each other for a
Long time. This seemed to be a hopeless case.

- Manuel, we cannot tn any way change the
Wil of the Executive Council of this house...
they want to make an example of this cose,
You Rnow... it's all very bad standing for

You...

- Jolio ls vight, Manuel. The Executive
Councll has pmcticaug taken the dectston...
and ofter this You would have Your Life



diffieult in higher education... | don't see
how we could get you out of this one.

- BuUt... Ls the case reaLLg sertous? carlos, You
must be on the tnside... tell wmel What do
tmg say L the Executive Counell?

carlos vefreshed himself with Manuel's glass
of water.

- Jodio... L only see one way... you Rnow, that
matter we spoke about this morning...

- What subject? Ahl Yes... but | don't see...

- Yes, Johw, | think it's possible... good.
Manuel. You can still save yourself.

- How? My God, tell me how!

My aear Manwel, if You only knew how



Storm ~ X]\/



Awn abmost  anonymous man had  been
wailtlng  outside the office for tem long
mlinutes. He was unsure, and the constant
bumplng bnto some students made him even

MOVE susplc’wus.
- Come this way.

The dean was tidying up some papers from
that worning's class. At this age and
especially with this status, still having to
teach... hpf. There's a lot of rascal out there
Jumping  from public company to public
company earning much more and doing
much less. This damwned  attachment to
soclologies is ruining my family budget,
Adammmnit...

He was interrupted tn his thoughts by a
slight  wolse  outsioe:  someone  was

approaching.



Before that someone knocked on the door, he
bellowed:

- Come Lin!
- Excuse me, Mr Provost?
- Oh, It's You, Lopes, go ahead.

- | brought you a trainee teacher who wanted
to talk to you. He says he's from Professor
Carlos. Shall 1 let him tn?

My  God, babysitting again... [£s  not
enough that Lam...

- Come L too, Lopes, | want you to stag.

- Me too, My Provost? very well.

The two wmen approached his desk. He was
still finishing signing some sheets, or so it

seemed.

The rector stood up Mea\/itg, and wade his
way to the two sofas near his desk.



- Get yourself a chalr, Lopes.
- Yes, sir.

- St down, Manuel. Appmewttg, we have o
Lot to talk about...

- | spoke yesterday at your request with
Professor Carlos and Professor Jollo, and they

- lewnow, | know. Tell mee, Manuel, what do
You think of Paulo Lam?

- Well... he's very intelligent.
- No one says otherwise, concluded the rector.

- Maybe that's the problem..., suggested
Lopes; - A clever Chtco, awnother one. That's
what we need here...

- He's ot Like that at alll He's even very
respectful.

-l your class.

- Yes, LA my class.



- ln the others You sow paw’w, My Provost, |

ASSUYE 50%.

- BUL, Mejust thinks for his own head... |
kumow hime well, and...

- That's what doesn't interest us at alll
Nothing at alll Have you seen if hundreds
and hundreds of students start doing that

too?
- C... how? But that's what the M:/»L\/ersitg S...

- Does Lt serve? 1S that what the um\/ersitg s
for? Is that what You were golng to say,
Mawnuel?

Lopes ’Lvucermpteol meedlata@:

- Not at all. Far from the truth. very far
from the truth. Manuel, | can't believe what
you're teLLLVL@ US...

The vector was still quite patient, even
though the day had been long and hard



wovk. [l give him a chance... a good Aeed.
After all there are them too... 'l be a Good
samaritan for a day. Ave there still boy
scouts ready to save old ladies from being
rum over? yean!

- Manuel is only harming himself by
thinking like this. Let's see: Unilversities are

for sereening...
- Selectlon. A selectlon, My Provost.

- That's vight. Thanks for the correction,
Lopes. Mawnuel, the um\/ersitg selects the
best.

- The wmost capabte.

- The most studiouns. Those who, ultimately,
will carry the name of our University
further. We are not bnterested b promoting
vanities. Not even other-worldly
intelligences. That is of wno interest to the

soclal sclemces, | assure You. Soclology,



anthropology and psychology are only one
thing, my friend.

- Stud@, Lopes  said meediatetg
afterwards. - Books.

- That's vight. That's vight. Thank you. -
Lopes, tell hime what happens to students who
are smart but wot intelligent... tell him,
Lopes.

- well, first of all they create a lot of
probLemg n class, whieh Ls o very meortamt

clue for teachers, | mean.

- What hoppens to Lam!’ exclotmed the
Deaw.

- Precisely, Mr Provost, prectsely. And thew,
they have eh... how shall ( say... difficulties
in passing certain subjects...

- Because we can't afford, tomorrow, to be
told that we gave a degree to an Lrvesponsible



troublemaleer! This must wnot be possible!
That's why we're herel To serve as a sleve...
sorry, to select very well, and separnte the
wheat from the chaff!

Manuel was on o very comfortable sofa, and
yet he felt bad. Paulo Lam had always been
nice to him. Of course, he heard the other
professors talking about certain oisruptive
intervemtions that had hoappened n thelr
closses, but baslcaLL@ th% WEVe aLwags
professors  with  obvious  pedagogical
difficulties, and some of them were even
cabotinos, who came to the Mwlversétg owtg
to vecelve thelr paycehecks, and Little else.

Sowmething told him they wanted something
from hing If not, why go to so much trouble
to convinee him of something he woulo never
in his Llife be convinced of? He slowly wolee
up from his lethargy, and asked, already
quite calm:



- Mr Provost, with all due respect... don't You
think that students have other wmeans of
expressing themselves? Adfter all, if they have
talent, sooner or later, well... they write
books, question theories... Lsw't that why
soclology exists...?

- My dear Mawnuel... oh my dear Manuel.
How cawn | expLaLw this to You...

- [t's OK, I'LL exptmvu, Mr Provost. - Mawnuel,
nobody will give a cent for a book written by
someone wWho has not yet graduated and has

no prospects of graduating any time soon...

- But, Lopes, Paulo's abmost finished the
course! n fact, as far as [ know, he only has
two marks to go, mine and Professor Dinis'.
And | lknow that Professor Dinis has alrendy
glven him a wmark of 15, and 've also golng
to... hm



- You've hit the nall on the head, Manuel.
Therve's one detatl Lopes and | wanted to

dlscuss with You.
- Ehehe... yes, there Ls a detall.

- One note, Manuel. A wote that can malke
all the difference...

- All the difference in the world. That can
turn a nobody tnto a Soclology graduate of
this prestigious Lniversity...

- Take a O{eep breath, my dear Manuel

Breathe VERY p/geplg. .

5’corm ~ X\/

Mawnuel dos Santos was a Little nervous. The
task he had n hand was a thankless one.



For years on end he had been aware of some
of Paulo Lam's scenes at the University,
which at flrst seemed to him cases ensily
explained by a rebellious adolescence, but
whose ambiguity he now adwitted.

what if Lam was wot totally sincere with
his teachers? If he had some sort of dual
personality, all the oratorical feats attrtbuted
to him would certainly be explainable.

The Lam Legend had begun to overlap with
Veatltg, bn fact. A disturbing student, but
capable of brilliant intuitions, of arguments
worthy of the great brains;  everything
seemed to hive too theatrical to corvespond to
the true personality of Paul Lam.

- Mawnuel.

-S.. 565?



- Room & s already empty, Professor
Antunes has just Left with the Anthropology

class. Come Lin.

Caught outside the teacher's Lownge, Manuel
didn't even have time to say: Yyes, nor to
Leave his Cultural Anthropology books in the
locker. Carlos' pace was hurried; he seemed
bored and strangely determined. The task
had to be accomplished. Carlos knew it. And
now Mawnuel alse knew Lt.

They quickly descended the  stairease,
turned  left, through the open alr and
through the door of the student bar, up the
splral statrease of white marble, leaning on
the rusty wetal handrail painted green.
carlos turned to Manuel, who was coming a
Little further behind, ano commented:

- You see the garden? (t Looks Like the jungle,

doesn't £?2 The vector Lwnslsts own this... it



must reminod him of the African savannah.
've told hime several times that it doesn't
give the university a good tmage, but...

He left the thought unfinished, since, as he
turned his face forward, he bumped into
another face. That of Paul Lam.

- They seem to want to talk to wme, don't
they? Lopes told me. What's golng on?

Manuel was speechless. His angulsh was
great, and he had never been able to disguise
Lt stinee he was a child.

Carlos stalled. Lam's gaze was susplelous
and even a little deflant. e almost through
With this course. Everything they've tried to

dp to me LS pver. What dop You want now?



- well, there ave cevtaln matters that arve best
discussed Lin pri\/ate L voome 6. For your
sake, Paulo.

AS always, tsn't [E2 (solating the student so
that his anonymous suffering does not
Lneite others to revolt..

- Manuel, Let's go then.

When Mawnuel walked to voom &, only one
word could penetrate his thoughts. That word
was unspeakable, but he later Learned its
name. A patnful name, a name that he tried
b vain to keep bn the shadows. A name...

cursed.

TREASON.
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Carlos turned the key tn the lock on the door
to room & and entered. It was not one of the
larger classrooms tn the University. It was
used wmainly for some exams wherve grent
control was needed over who was copying. It
was a kind of small-sized waster class: the



upper part was wide and allowed for a
detailed stw)tg of the students' nervous
gestures.

This made it easy to control. And Lam knew
it well: he haod almost been caught cheating
on the Soctal Sclence Methoos test. Almost.
A teacher hao come up to him b desperation,
eyes flashing, barely giving him thme to
hide his cheat sheets.,

BY the time he feared public embarassment,
her watchful gaze had transferved to
student behind hiv. 7he biggest scare of my
life. He, who bn primary and secondary
school had wever used cheat sheets, wow,
faced with an amalgam of glogantic books
that he had to weworise, founod himself
obliged to do so... But thewn... that room 6...

This s where youw almost got  caught.
Cowardly — students who  denownce  other



Students to the trainee teachers, who them
draw up the blacklists of the full professors...
Yyes, it is quite possible that this room is 4
YMESSAGE 10 ME...

- Law, please sit dowwn.

The Last thing he felt Like doing was sitting
in that place again. A place of fear. Fear of
tncorporeal authority, of absent wisdom, of
Youth forever lost, ln the wazes of adult
memory at any cost.

- | prefer to stand, he murmured at Last.

- Very well, satd Carlos. - Manuel, bring
that chalr and sit heve.

Manuel felt good in his automaton skin. /
will need a lot of cowrage. He thought better
of it. Or none at all.

- Lo, Professor Manuel told me that his
grade had been Lower than expected.



underwhelming? Lam had already spoken
informally with Manuel, and he had told

hime nothing

- BUt, Professor Carlos...

- Lam. I'LL be hownest with you.

1t would be the first time..give up: you are
not used to telling the truth....

- The Pedagogical Council of this house is
about to expel You.

- How? But all [ need Lts a chatr, and...

- Yow wisbehave every chance You get,
doavmit! There ave professors who want to see
You expelled. Give up pretending: assume
You've createol a multitude of problems. Andl
there's a Lot of antibodies avound herve to
behaviour Like that.



- 1 wmerely  veacted  to  intellectual
provocations. You shouldw't expect we to
shut up when that's what's at stake! You
can't do this to me, not wow! ' about to
graduntel Maniel!

But Manuel had absorbed his whole new role,
full of the indifference so dear to university
professors. He didn't even move, and turned
his face to the side wheve Carlos continued:

- Gqood. This Ls the situation. Things are
ugtg. very u@%.

- But... can't | do awgtmw@? [ wneed the
diplomal SocioLogg Ls my future, 1've lost 5
years of my Life here!

corlos  seemed  half  asleep.  The whole
sttuation amused him twwardly. Just as we
predicted. A harvied  student, e
blackmailed what we could blackwmatil. e
nit all the right notes. suddenly he woke up



from his doze to throw a Llifebuoy to 2
dvifting Paulo Lam:

- Of course theve s a chawnce... a last chance...

- A vace b whteh Paulo demonstrated all his
worth.

- Yes, Mawnuel. Not to say that he went to
unbversity just for the sake of it, like many
others...

- A test that Ls diffieult. That only a truly
gifted person, a true intellectual con

OVErCOVLE.

- "THE' PROOF!

Lam  followed the rhetorical plng pong
movements of the two, but could not discern
what they were getting at.



Finally, Carlos took a deep breath and, after
a few seconds of weeditation, he slowly
openedt his bag, from which he took out a
sealed letter. He held it out, and Paulo held
out his hand as well.

- What... what Ls thig?

- Have you seen  the wmythical fibm
Casablanca, by any chance? This, Paulo
Lam, Ls Your passport to freedom. Whether
You will achieve it, only God kinows...
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Paulo Lam's fest

t- Pychology - { The Third Man )

2~ Christianity - ( The Origin of Species )

3~ Linguistics - (A Goém;/a - movie

e ?(J'fmnomy - ( Around the world in 8o é/ﬂyl']



4 one-word answers

Carlos Lacerda

- .. may | know wmtjom this ig?

- Yow can, Lam. But [ assure You lt's no
Joke.

- [t's a gawme, Paulo, Manuel satd timidly,
trying to help.

- But a very serdous game: a game of
rmnowledge.

- Yes, but Lt says heve: 4 AnSwWers: Answers to
what? And what ave these names... of books



and a fibm? What do they have to do with the
subjects...?

- S0 wmany questiows, my dear Paulo. So
many qu@stiowg...

- But we don't want questioms, Lam.
- No: We WAt answers - Answers!

- Yes, but answers... to what? what, for
example, does lingulstics have to do with the
film The Sting? It doesn't make any sense!

- And Yyet this game was put together by a
very knowledgeable person. It's thme...

- ... to prove to us that it deserves this
deLoma.

- well, o wmore. That's vight, Manuel. Lam,
You have four subjects here, four disciplines.
Yow are to s’cwjg them deepLM and, with one
of Your brilliant thades - which some
teachers ave so fond of - aren't you, Manwuel?
and relate them to the title or the content or



some hidden  weaning of the work
mentioned tn front of each of those subjects.

- But this... ls a never-ending charade! How
the hell am [ supposed to guess all that? (s it
craziye!

- Yeah, magbe it's all those things at once.
But the game is there, right in front of you.
And U there's someone who can design it,
' sure there's someone else who can solve Lt.
[t's ln Your hawnds.

- Ov vather, Ln his mind, corrected Manuel.

Lam was tn deep thought. He hadw't expected
any of that.

- A game of tenvible complexity that only an
ntuitive cam  wnravel. This oné IS a4
challenge up to my standards.

- Accepteoi.



- Wwe would expeet nothing less from you,
Lam. AlL that remains is to say that from
now on, You Will only be in contact with e
ond  Manuel, who will assist wme  n
conducting this process. If you want the
diploma, that's how it will be. Think of it as
Your coursework. We don't wank to glve You
the same trivial jobs that your colleagues do
year after year, do we? BY the way, have you
seen some of these papers bn our University
Library?

- Atreada.

- Thewn You Rnow What | meamn.

- Hwmpt. [ kiow. No probleme.

The thvee of thewn headed for the door of room
6. After Carlos closed the room, Manuel satd
goodbye and headed for his car.

As Paulo Lam was walking dowwn the wmarble
stairs, he felt someone calling him from
behind. He turned around. [t was Carlos.

- You mlsseol sagmg two things.



Lam wo longer had the patience for much
more nformation.

- Yes?

- Yes. Flrst: you don't have much time to
find the answers... 4 0{&155, 5 counting
todag: ONE oiag for each subject.

- 4 daggl If this was aLreadg difficult, it's
now meossLbLe! BUE are theU crazy or what?

- Hey, velax. Look at Lt this way: n 5 dags
5owLL be vio of us. It's You who wing!

- | have seew that | ame not Ln o posit’ww to
dlscuss your declslons.

- You learn fast. That's the way it is.

- Okay, okay. Awnd the second thing |
should kwnow... what Ls it?

- To the first wrong answer...

-Yes...? What l/\ﬂppews...?

- You're out of the game!
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The stalrs were again without any Llight,
and there was graffitl everywhere: on the
walls, on the Lift doov, and even on the floov.
Who would bother scribbling these things on
the floor? Anyway, there are maniacs for

everything. The Lleft thivd floor was almost
qu:ossibw to veach Ln the darvk, but Lamt was



almost theve. | wonder i Martins is at the
Apor agaim. He was.

She greeted him, and sat down next to him.
Your uncle's cat tmmediately nuzzled into
Your lap. Hm. Too soom. Again. He didn't
Rinow how Long he would wait for hime: last
time it had beew almost two hours. / must
have the most wnpredictable uncle in the
world, my God....

Ever since he's beem in these spiritist
meetings and left the Freemasons he's been
om a real live wheel, he doesn't stop
ﬂmgth/&..

- How are You, Martlng? How are you,
Marting? Uncle Rul taking good care of

50%? Hine



Martins would go out through the window
during the night. He would then come n
around & pm. through the door of the
building, which was always open. Uncle Rul
Lived tn a two-room flat in Alfama. It was a
small house, which he had found with his
retlrement as a clvil servant. He had come
from Mozambigue, and he still vemembered
how they haol forcedl him to be Labelled as a
second-class  Portuguese on his  ldentity
cava.

Now, almost thirty years later, all that was
fading with the memory of a time he
preferved to forget and call past, but there
were wounds that not even the years could
evase. Paulo Loved to talk to his uncle about a
wide range of subjects, from religion to
sclence, from consplracy theories to the
oceult. There seemed to be wo subject that
Uncle Rul did wot master.



They talked wntil abmost dawn, and never
tired of ench other. Family ties spoke Louder,
no doubt, but there was also an exceptional
affinity of personalities between the two. His
eo0 years, though well preserved, did wnot
allow him to exert much effort.

After o heart attack when he was 52 years
old, he could wot afford to get emotional.
And how he got emotional talking about
those subjects... A little shorter than Lam,
strong, with thick glasses, hair always
dishevelled, n wide forehead, Uncle Rul was
Paul Lam's veal father. with a wnatwral
tewdewcg for conflict, an autmrltg on
sclentific matters but also on
parapsychology that Paul did wnot dare
question, oand  a vove but  disconcerting
humowr, Rul had been widowed at an early
age and was alowe. Too Lonely.



My favourite uncle - and not because he is
the only one he would always be my
favourite, just because he IS the only one.
The cat was very quiet now, with Lam's
parties.

Yean, and ( need to be calm too. This could
take hours.

. THE GAME.



(PART TWO)

The qame - |



[t was abmost €.34pm when someone entered
the always open door of the building on Rua
do Salvador, tn Alfama. The shadow moved,
tired, to the lift. Broken. Hmf Again. But is
there no way anything could work in this
building? The shadow twrned back and
looked at the post office. Them it slowly
climbed  the stairs, one by one, in the
dbmwness. Not evem a cat could be heard
outside. And Martins, where could he be?
Flrst floor. Second floor. Groping, he reached
the last flight of statrs and looked up.

- Paulo! Ave You herel? Marvtlng, conte here!

Martins mmediately jumped up, welcoming
Rul with his usual cheerfulness. Sometimes
You even look like a dog... Paulo Lawm woke
up startled and, still sleepy, caught sight of

his uncle's face bn his recent dreams.



- | see You're still half asleep! What brings
You here, Paulo? (s e\/ergtmwg OK? Come Ln,

come Ln!

Rul turned the key and the three of them
entered. Martins went stratght to the sofa in
the Living room, but not without first going,
through his bowl of milk.

- We'll talk, Paulo, go into the Living room,
and switch on the Tv. we'll talk. I'm just
gonna wash my hands.

- All right.

Lam wmade his way dowwn the corvidor and
switched on the TV screew. £ was an old
televiston set, at Least twenty years old. One
of Uncle Rud's first purchases shinee he came
from  Afriea. The whole voom aroused
apprehension: African flgurines, a leopard-
skin rug, from the time of the hunts tn that
hidden corner of overseas, far away. It was a
strange place, as f childhood in those
distant lands conferred magical powers on



those who had witnessed it. There was a
cevtain distrust among the wost quthentic
Portuguese people of the lmaginary heritage
that these people brought to  Portugal.
Portugnl, the coapital of the Ewmplie. A
coloninl Emplre, with the still sore wounds of
a decolonisation that was carvied out in n
hurey, ow the spur of the wmoment, Like
everything that had been mannged by

Lusttanlans stinece thme Limnentorial.

Portugal, the land of dreams. Portuguese,
the ntultive ones. Since the Discoveries, in
the 1eth Century, there had been wothing
else to note tn these parts. We had given new
worlds  to the world, but meed’mte%
afterwards we had strategically withdrawn
our existences from that world that was so
much too veal that it was almost frightening
Just to have to live it. Rul entered the room,
and broke the spell of those brief lbut
profound thoughts, with the reality that had
so tormented the Portuguese for centuries.



- So, Paulo, how are Yyour What have You
been doing? wWe haven't spoken since last
year, right?

- Uncle, you have to help me. ' at a dead
end.

- What do yow wmean? Dld you get linto
something? What now? (s it sertous, Paulo?

- Unele, ' in trouble at the university.
They'll only give me my degree if | break a
bloody code, otherwise they'll kick wme out:
and they have good reason to... You've got to
help mee.

- A..a code? what ave you talking about?
Hold on, I'mt gonna turn off the TV. okay,
that's it. Just stay calm and we'll figure it
out. Go ahead.

Lam took the folded Lletter from his pocket
and handed it to his wncle. Jolhn took it, vead
it calmly and thought for a few seconds. He
slipped the paper back into the letter and
hawnded Lt to Lam.



- As [ understand it, it's some Rind of gawe.
Explain to me what they want from you.

- It ls a Rnowledge game. | have to glve them
very precise answers, following these clues of
the titles of famous books and a film, for
each of the subjects.

- You'll have to smo{g havd...

- Yes. ULl have to gmdg havd. Not least
because there are two wwore vules for this
oane...

- s that gp? Hwm... compt’wateoi, the code.
what ave these rules?

- One s that | have only 4 days to solve it:
one day for ench of them.

- 4 days!? only fowr? Very short deadline
indeed... 1t will take a good strategy... But,
tell me, what Ls the second rule they bmpose

oW 50%?

- If | get any answer wrong... | get kicked

out.



John weeditated for more than three minutes.
Every now and thew he seemed to have found
the solution, only to fall back in disbelief,
shaking his  hend. He was  studying
hypotheses. Lam had come to the right place.
If there was owne person who knew the
deflnition of the word strategy, it was his
uncle. During the war tn the former colonles
he had already been one of the military men
who stood out the wost: he was brave in
combat, never let his colleagues fall Lnto
ambushes, and soon there was talk of his
genlus ntuition in the Maputo barracks. He
was born in Africa. That said it all. Land of
tribal vites, which his grandfather still
practiced on the savannah, and which he
never forgot: it was in his blood. Land of the
shocking slavery that so many generations
had taken to other continents, at the cost of
countless deaths and separated families, tn
the despalr of mothers who kept true wisdom
instole. It was time for his wncle to help hine.,



Blood of wmy blood. Here or anywhere.
SMdd@VLL@,JOMVL Leapt up and exclaimed:

- ['Ve got it

- What, Uncle? Tell me!

- It's so stmple, Paul, don't you see?

- What? Down't see what?

- Do You still have yowur Oelras Library card
with You? It's a nice L’mer@, LSn't LE?

- S..oyes, uncle, but | don't see wheve you

wamnt...

- Owne day is over, Paulo! Four more to go!
And today we can wo longer study! But
tomorrow ' going to the Library to get ten
books.

- But my cavd only allows me to bring five,
it's the Oelras Library's regulation, and...

- Have Yyou forgotten that | still have my
cardd from there, from when [ lived in
Flouelrinha, Paulo? That's tem books, wot
Just fivel Come ow, Your head is a little



rusty, what do th% teach You at that
l/tm\/ersltg?

- Yes, yes, but what wmade you J’ump lllce
that, what do you kRnow anyway?

=_ul su&idew% Looked sertous. He weasured
Paulo Lam from top to bottom, took a deep
breath, and thew spoke in a Low volce:

- | know what kind of Stwjg they want you
to do.

- S... You know? And what kind of study is
that? (ve thought about this over and over
again, and | don't think | have time to...

- Paulo! From now on you Live here, forget
the roovn that Victor Masse rented for you, L
carcavelos. And 'Ll help you.

- Thank you, Lncle. | needed to hear that.

- And You're gonna crock that danun code,
Lf it's the last thing | do bn my Life!



T he Game - ||

- wake up, steewmao{!



When Paulo Lam woke wup, he saw only
Martins. He had come to accompany his
owner n this  sudden but caleulated
awakentng, and was licking his face.

- It's ten tM'wtgl You think you're Living the
same Life bn my house as you did at your
university, en? Here, You work, You raseal!
Get up, I've already picked up ten books from
the library in Otiras, You've got Lots to read

from now on!

- Just a Little longer, tuncle... Let me sleep, |
have a headache...

- What yow're about to read s golng to make
Your head hurt! Come on, you've got five
minutes. Go bnto the Living room, ['vVe got

some blscutts and millke.

- Hmpt...

Lam sat up tn bed, and tried to remenber the
previous night's conversation. [t didn't take
him long to rementoer. A goavee. The Game.



He walted a wminute, to regain  full
consciousness: he had dreamt a Lot, and very
deeply. Breams tn which he was in a lake,
with his wother, and it was havd for him to
walk. Apparently he was running ervands
between. maginary points, walking with
water up to his chest. And  something,
something was urgent, for he was in guite o
hurey. But of that dream only a vague
memory remained, and he gave up trying to
relive t. The doors of the wunconsclous had
closed, perhaps forever.

Lam didn't know it yet, but he was about to
dive into the magma of the primary forees,
which someone hao deseribed as the veal
psychic body of the ieeberg we are all wmade
of.

He entered the room still groggy, greeted his
uncle, and as he sat down, Rul began:

- Eat something. You must be thinking:
why the hell doeswt my uncle go to a



bookshop and buy the necessary books, right
Paul?

- well, ehh, Wah lt's a bit welrd, wncle,
and...

- Beeause | con never find anything in
bookshops!  So, when | want to  find
something very specific, the best thing is to
go divectly to a good Library, Like the one in
Otiras, which has a bit of everything of the
most mportant that ts written on a certain
subject. You can find books with coolfish
reclpes, mystical stories, 'cursed" books,
crimee boolkes, art, poetry, a million things
from all branches of knowledge.

-Yes, ndeed, that Ls true, but...

- And have you seen how much time we
have? The best Portuguese bookshop [ know Ls
a website, somlivre. pt, but we only have one
day for each subject, Paulo, one day! Just
one! How oo You expect me to order all these
books n such a short space of thmer And



bestdes, there's nothing Like going through
the indexes of the books one by one. That's
essential, Paulo. You do the study - because
You're intultive and all that - and [ glve the
strategy, the tactics for each of the problems.
Yow ave the player, | am your coach!
Welcone to my football team! Ahahah!

- ALl vight, all vight, all vight. t's enough
that (have to RILL my head with this game, |
still have to put up with mockery from my,

owwn uncle... him?

- Dow't worry. When we finish this, we'll go
see a Glorloso game. What do you think of
the wew coach, Paulo?

- It's the usual litany: a forelgn coach, one
move...l They wake a two-year contract,
Rmnowing he'll owL\d stay ong; b@ the tlme he
adapts to our country's football, to the
stalling tactics of small teawms, bg then he's
aLreadg lost the cmmplowslflip. And, whewn



the wanagers vealise that once again the
champlonship s gone, they send him away,
but he demands compensation because tn the

meantine he has one more year of contract...
- Anyway, Look: the usual!

- So, what do | have to vead todag? wWhteh
books did you bring from the Oelras
Libmrg?

- Today you will study the hwman spirtt.
Psychology. Freud. The theories, tdeas. AlL of
it And You wiLll, with your ntelligence,
filter out what is essentiol, and take away
what Ls accessory. Is that all vight?

- OV&Q@. what books ave those?

- Tew books: some deal only with Freud's
work, career and Life. 'm of the opinion that,
read one, You've rend them all... but that's for
You to decide. Let's go to the books:



- Slgmund Freud - A Tragic tn the Age of
Sclence

This one might be weak, Paulo, but take a
look at t. (t's a small book, tt should vead
well. Remember that we are Looking for o
detail, which way appear on any page in
any of these books. Be attentive, and pay
close attention to detail. A particular aspect
of Life, an anonymous episode, may explain
what we want to find.

- Move. Let's have another one, Uincle.

- Introduction to ’Psgcl/wa wmtgsig - Freud, bg
Mtichel Haar

This (s 2 kind of swwmary of one of Freud's
fundamental works. You should vead it
cavefully, it might be of great lnterest to us.

- The 10 great ones of the wnconsclous,
written bg several authors

it has a swmwmary of the ideas of ten
fundamental authors of the theorles of

mind, and  also qms’ciawg and  answers



about each of them, including personal Life
eplsooles.

- Ok. Next! Ehehe...

- You're i the mood to vead, hwe? \well,
there's ptew’cg to keep You emtertained...

- Frewd and his followers

This should also be of interest.

- Frewd oand  Plaget - Affectivity and
intelligence

A comparison between two theories, that of
Freud and that of Plaget.

- Frewd

Theve are two other books with the same title
on this central author in the sclemce of the
spirit; ome by Roland Jaccard, and the
second by Edgar Pesch.



- Freud was wrong. Why was he wrong? -
Sin, sSclence and Psychoanalysis

ls a book that has created a Llot of
controversy. The author has gathered a Lot of
consensus on his views. It caused quite a
stiv, if you have some thme take a Look.

- Introductlon  to Psgcl/loavumggls -

Cowtempomrg tMeO@ anad pmctice

, b is a book that wnites theory with practice.
[ found the lndex very current and concise.
Awnd we have veached the end, only one book
left:

- The interpretation of dreams - 100th
avwni\/ersarg editlon, bg Stgmund Freud

This is the book that Freud himself
considered his masterpiece. But perhaps it
has only some vesidual interest for us, in
this context of the game of knowledge that
has been proposed to you. | Leave it to Your



consideration. Magbe You won't even have
tlme to plclfe Lt Up.
- Whew... [ think ('ve had enough, Lncle.

- [ think so too! Let's get the table up, 50%%
be working here. I've already nwumbered the
books, and made a summary of the indexes,
SO You can get Your bearings. From here on,
Lt's up to you!

- Very good. UL get vight on it

- And | go out shopping, for dinner, and |
visit a friend downtown.

- Do You have any clues to give me, uncle...?

- Yes, start by searching the wet for the
content of the work: The Third Man. That
may be the secret of this first problem. |
think it will be velated to Freud: man s the
cornerstone of all psychology, after all.

- OR&% uncle, 'L do that.

- MY computer has dlaL-vqs access to the wet.
Use it, google it You should find that on



movie sttes, van Mbe. Oorson Welles Ls L that

movlie, you lRnow?
-Yes, | did. [ hear (t's a quaLL’cg film.

- That's just the problem, Paulo! Films today
are so high quality and so quick to make,
that wobody Ls interested anymore tn the
books that gave rvise to them! What's the
polnt, if a month Later theve's already a film
based on that book...?

- Yes, really... well, let's get to work. Do You
have any blank sheets?

- Take it out of the printer. And there's a pen
next to the computer. 'm golng out.

- See you Later, LUncle!

- Whewn [ come back, Paulo, | want to kwnow
6\/6%&/111/»9 about my milng!

- Eheh, don't worry, L make a sumumary of
this whole mess. Comne heve, Marvtins! Come
oy Lap!

=ul went out and closed the door.



Paulo Lam turned own the computer, and
listened to the slow pury of the CPU. Geez...
t's a Pentivum 1, very wear... It must be at
least five years old, | have to be patient...

As Lam waited for the Login screen, Martins
Looked up at him, petting hiv, in his Lap.

Yes, Martins... we're going to have a very
long morning...

The Game -]

Paulo Lam began by researching wikipedia,
i Portuguese. (wcomprehewsib%, there was
no information on The Third Mawn.

[ have to find this, no matter what. Next
stop: Google.



He typed ln the phvase, and searched. The
search rvesult gave a few sites velated to the
fibm, not to Graham Greene's work.

A writer struggles all his life to Ve
recognised, and them what remains (s the
Flm, not the book?

The flrst site was too incomplete and
fleeting, but the second contained a
sgwops’ug of the film, ioeal for Lam's study.
He lmmediately copled it into a blank word
docrument, anol printed it out. While the film
sy nopsis  sheet was  belng  printed, Lam
created a directory in My Documents on his
uncle's computer with the title: O_Gawe, and
saved the document tnside that directory.

He had just printed it out. He pulled out the
paper and begawn to vead. It was in Brazilian.
Paulo Lam mentally translated the rest.



"After the end of world war 1, Holly
Martins  (Joseph  Cottew), a eth  rate
Ameriean wrilter, arvives L Viewna. HoLLg
was penniless, but his old friend Harry
Lime (Orson Welles) had promised him a
Job. Holly tries to find Harry and then
learns that his frienod was run over and died
instantly. Harry was soon buried awnd,
stunned, Holly watehes the burial. Near the
grove s a beautiful young woman, Anng
Schmldt  (Allda  valll), who ofter the
ceremony s over gquickly leaves. After the
orief funeral Holly is stopped by Major
Calloway (Trevor Howard), who asks the
writer if he wants a Lift back to his hotel.
Holly accepts and the two end up tn a pub,
wheve  Calloway, o member  of  British
intelligence, begins to take information
about Harey from Holly, telling him that he
was a cheat and a murderer. Holly s so
enraged by the accusations that, were it not
for the prompt action of Sergeant Paine
(Bernard Lee), a sort of security guard for



the major, he would have assaulted
Calloway. As the major knew Holly was flat

broke, he glves him some money to spend the
night at Sacher's, a wodest hotel, before
travelling the next day. Calloway orders
Paine to drive Harry there. At the hotel Paine
ntroduces Holly to Crabin (Wilfrid Hgde—
white), who says he represents a cultural
entity and would Llike to have Holly at a
lecture on CONEEMPOYAYY YOMANCE, AS HoLLg's
books are quite popular there. Holly clatms
that he can't afford to stay, so Crabin
assures him that he will gladly pay for his
lodging for as long as he wants. This was
all Holly wanted, so he could do his own
reseaveh into Harry's past and clear his
friend's name. Kurtz (Ernest Deutseh), an
Lmpoverished barow, contacts HoLLg and tells
her that he witnessed the death of Harry, who
crossed a street without Looking where he was
going and was hit by a truck. However,
Holly finds Kurtz's statement tnconsistent

and woanks to wmeet the Young woman who



was at the funeral. At the same time it seems
that calloway wawnts to see Holly out of
Austria, as Palne wever tives of reminding
hime that he must travel. When talking to
actress Anna Schmidt, the young woman
who was at the funeral, one thing is ralsed:
at the thme of the accldent theve were only
Harry's friends at the scene, and the
strangest thing s that the one who ran
Harry over was his driver. This makes Anng
ralse the hypothests, that it was no accldent.
Trying to elucidate a confusing case, Holly
discovers that three people carried Harry's
body: Kurtz, the Romanian  Popescu
(Sleafried Brever) and a third man."

What a strange story. There's no point to Lt...
WelL, if 1 saw the film | might think [t was a
masterpiece. And for God's sake someone
should tell the Brazilians not to try and
Lmitate the Portuguese. ..



A oman. Run over. A trap? His friends seem
to know more than they're letting on. They
piek up his body. A third wman. Could my
wuncle be right? What does this have to do
Atrectiy with Freud?

- Martins! Already asleep? wWe've got a Lot to
do! Huwnt the thivd man, hunt!

T he Game - |V

wWhewn Johw arrived howe it was 4.22 pa. He
entered  quietly.  He entered  quietly,
anticipating his nephew's sleep and dreams
in the Living room. He Left some bags tn the
Ritchen, and passed silently tnto the living

room, through the darie, narrow corvridor.

A cubicle house. To walk a man fighting all
nis life to die in a tinyg house like this...



nod- 1A rather die in Afvica, there at least
was savanmah, clean air, warmth, smeéll of
earth.

Anol my chiladhood.

- Lam!
- Hw?

Lam woke wp from the dream world. His
trunk was L@Lw@ on the table, and in front
of him were dozens of scatteved sheets of
paper,  handwritten  n his usual
tndecipherable handwriting. It had been Like
this, from primary school, right through to
UnLVersity.

[ write Ln tervible handwriting, [t can't be
nelped.

W Grade 4, the teacher hao organised a
competition for the best letter of the class
and, seelng that Paulo Lam's writing was

one of the worst, she had organised several



prizes, up to five; thewn, seelng that she
coulon't cmssifg hive, she had Lncreased Lt
to seven prizes. And when Lam was about to
be vewarded for his effort, he who had worked
havd that day to make o beautiful letter, the
bell yang and he and the teacher stood face to
face, as if saglw@ to each other: 1 wish 1
could... we'll have to do it next time.

Meanwhile, computers and Office ano Woro
had arvived, shaking up the whole female
structure of waking- letter- pretty- for-
teacher- to- see.

My twm has finally  come. Now my
handwriting is just like all the others.

=ather Like this.



The Game -V

- But what is this? [ don't want a lazy
nephew!

- Ahh... not at all, uncle: 1've done a Lot of
things. [ fell asleep from exhaustion...

- [ Rnow, | kinow, Paulo, !'WLJ'OVQLVL@ with you.
I'm just golng to the bathroom, and then |

want to discuss these Loeas with you. | was



talking to a psychoanalyst friend, who Lives
downtown, and he gave me some nsight, 'L
be vight back. n the wmeantime, put this
away, OVMM?

- [t's all vight. Let me just wake up. [ already
low the story of The Third Man.

- well, that's good. 1'LL be vight back.

- Martling, tidg wp! Have you seen the mess
You've made heve on the table? Oh, dear...

- Meow...

- For now Youw escape. Well, Let me organise
this... Book 2 - libido, vepression, dream, this
Ls here; Book = - Jung, Lacan, Adler, this Ls
here; Book 4 - Oedipus complex, catharsis,
ego, superego, this goes there. | am rveady.

Let's plﬁg the game...



- [t's so hot outslde, Paulo, You don't evewn
wawnt to go out todag! This doesn't even seem
LLlee o september oiag, [ tell you!

- [ean tmagine. This house Ls like a sauwna.

- Well, but this house Ls International style!
Blg deal, huhe Bvery suburb of the third
world has houses Llike this! Le Corbusier,
wWright, Bauhaus ano <o many others were
working  to  lmprove  people's  Living
conditions, and at the end of it all, what do
they give us? Cubicle houses! The worst of
the functionalist architecture tradition, is
always the worst of all things, the one that
survives its founders, believe me!

- Pmbab%...

- well, but let's get dowwn to facts, not the
merve opintons of the poor of this so-called
civilised world, who don't deserve to Live tn
this world of other people's opulence. Paulo,
give me good numbers to play! This game is
for the best players, e



- Wnele, | have here the result of a day's
work. It Ls the swmmary of all the tdeas that
[ think are lnteresting n these books. Some
of them | haven't evem picked wup, because |
think they are out of place tn the context of
our study.

- Yes, some of them yes, | think so too. |
brought them just to wmake wnumbers, |
confess, and after all, any hint will be
useful to us... Let me see the List.. Book 1,
Frewd, a tragic ln the age of sclence, tell wme
what you thought of this one.

- Nothing good. The typleal case of: a Lot of
parra but Little grape.

- Rﬁattg? [ thought Lt wmight have some
lnteresting details... | thought there might be
some interesting details about Freud's Life...

- Really, wothing at all. A swmall book in
form and also in content. Nothing to polnt

out, wncle.

- ohmg, 00 O



- Book 2, Introductlon to Psgcl/loawa%sﬁs,
Freud, by Michael Haar, a very interesting,
book. | have the Reg Loeas here.

- Yes? Can | see?

- It s the summary of one of the wost
bmportant  works  of  the founder of
Psgchoawatgsis, Frewo. He aLwagg talkes

about divisions L two or Lin three.

- The Third Mawn... 8\/@@@11%@ s about
8\/6@&1@%@, anol nothing Ls what it seems, Lt

Seems to mee....

- Yes, well, but those are were puns. Flrst
diviston: according to Freud, theve (s a
pleasure principle (the famous Libido) and o
reality principle. People Live between one and
the other: on the one hand they want to have
maximuwm pleasure, and on the other, they
have the reality of soclal constraints, which
Limit thelr Libldo, which will Later glve vise to
neuroses.  He also  talks  about  the
vecaleltvamnce  ov cewsorsmp, which s a

mechaniem of the pre-consclous, relative to



his classification (bn thvee), now classic, of
the mind Lnto: Unconsclous / Pre-Consclous

/ Consclous.

- And the dreane?

- Cabm dowwn, Uncele. 'me coming. The dream
ls very mportant n Freudian theory, every
drean Ls the llusory realisation of a desire:
since the individual cannot vealise it in
ceality, he escapes into a world  where
satisfying this libldo desive (s finally
possible. It is divided into: manifest content
(sgmbouc representations concretized tn the
mind, whiech we  vemenber), and Llatent
content (the true interpretation of the dream,
what Lt reaLLg MEANS) .

- Good work, Paulo. Keep Lt up.

- And then theve s awnother wechanism
ntrinsic to the functloning of our mind:
according to Frewd, weurotics suffer from
recaleltrance, which conflrms the decisive

tmportance of infantile sexuality in the



formation of neuroses. Thus, what actually
happens is the regression of the Libioo, bgj the
recaleitrance, to previous, infantile stages of
sexuality.

- That is, the oral, anal and sexual stages.
A [ right?

- Yes, wncle, that's it. As for dreams, Frewo
says that those of children are simple, they
express the divect expression of a destre; they
are not deformed, whereas tn those of adults
the desires which are not accepted because of
censorship arve disgulsed in countless forms,
and wost of the symbols in the dream are

sexual sgmbots.

- Awnd  the wnightwmare? what s the
nightmare after all? 1t doesn't seem to fit
that theory, after all it's not the expression of
a desire, surely... what Ls it then?

- Frewd says that the wnightmare is the
wnformed vealisation of a vepresseo desire;
ah, and don't forget also the oestructive
phase of the evolution of personality, while



we are children: there Ls always a negative,
aggressive drive, which can explain a Lot...

- ORAY. You got away with it. [ hear You.

- He goes on to say that the wnconsclous

LLves L o space L whieh therve Ls no tlme.

- wWhat do you mean?

- Theve s wo past, present or future - theve is
no chronological ovder; it Lives 'outside of

time" - this Ls (ts 6)(}31/65510& Lpsls VErvLs.

- Hw... (nteresting.

- Thew there is a whole series of ideas that |
thinke do wnot Lnterest us mauch: per\/erswws,
which — are  divided into  sexual  end
(mastwrbation, for example) and sexual
object (nomosexuality, among other things).
The fleld of sexuality tncludes the infantile
period, which Ls the only one that can explain
both perversion and weurosts, and wnormal
sexual Life.



- Yes, fime, but explain the stages of
chitlohood sexwtltg, ("M CUKLOUS. ..

- well, the stages of infantile sexuality ave
based on PEIVEISE ErDOENOUS ZONELS (because
not procreation-oviented), and are as follows:

. flrst - the oral phase (this is the sucking
phase; the baby demonstrates his auto-erotic
attitude from an early age);

. second - anal phase (the baby gets pleasure
from evacuation and retention);

. third - sadistic-anal phase (between the
flrst and the third year of Life - a tendency
to domination and cruelty develops; it is by
a fixation of the Llibldo to this phase that
sodistic and wasochistic  perversions are

e)qamlwed);

. fourth - phallic phase (characterised by the
Oedlpus complex; lt s wnot the sexual
instinet, but love for the mother and hatred
of the father which occuples the foreground);



. fifth - latency period (between six and
elght years of age - the perlod when sexual
development stopg) :

- UfTf...

- Yeah, wacle, hard Stut.. Now, Freud and
Plaget, Affectivity and intelligence, book 5 -
it L lwmited to waking a detailed
comparison between the two theories, it has
no interest for us. Book 9 - Introduction to
Psychoanalysis: contemporary theory and
practice, very interesting, tndeed.

- s that so? Tell mee, tell mee.

- Yes, uncle, a very useful book to define
concepts.  According  to  the  authors,
psychoanalysis comprises - guess whate -
three intervelated parts:

a  set  of speeific  psychotherapeutic
techniques

- o wmodel of psychological development



. and a "metapsgchotogg", L.e. specuLatL\/e
hypotheses about the nature and structure of
the mind.

They divide into four phases the history of
the psychoanalytic movement:

1885 - 1897 the ‘pre-analytic’ phase
(study of hypnosis with Breuer)
. 1897 - 190%: psychoanalysis itself: Freud's
years of solitude and discovery of the
practical and  theoretical principles  of
psychoanalysis. The culmination of this
phase  ls  his  essemtial  work:  The
Interpretation of Dreams.
. 1907/ - 1920: The beginnings of the
psychoanalytic movement
. From 1920 until Freuwd's death tn 1929: he
was an influentinl theorist until the end of
his Life.

- Get some rest.



- I'ma fine, Lncle. Next up, another three-way
spLLt...

- Another one...! They were still few, werem't
tm@?

- Eheheh... yeah. Psychoanalysis can be
deflned as the branch of psychology started
by Freud that deals with 3 distinct areas of
study:

the development of the wmind and the
influence of early experience on  adult
mental states

. the nature and role of unconsclous mental

pmwomewa

and  the theory and practice  of
PSY choa watgtic treatment.

And yet another classification based on the
number... three!

- Another onel!?22?

- Ouutra. The pragmatic demarcation ling
between psgchoa waLgng and pggchoa watgtﬁc



psychotherapy has to do with the frequency,
intensity and duration of therapy:

more than three times a  week -
psgclflomvm%sls

- three times or Less - everything else

(of course this Ls not always the case, uncle,
it's just a very real generalisation)

- Are You finltshed?

- Theve s still one Last one, which Ls divided
Lo - guess what?

- Thee!
- Bingo! You've wow the first prize!l Stop by
the cashier to withdraw your money, and...

- OK, | get the idea. Go ahead, Paulo.

- The bmage of the mind proposed by Freud
went through three phases:

object trauma wodel (external painful
events affect behaviour and emotion)



topographical moolel (different
psychological functions are in different
places:  division of the wmind into
UALONSCLOUS, pl/@—wwsc’wus and  consclous
systems;  the two principles of wental
functioning - primary  process  and

secowda@ process; theory of instinets)

- and structural wmodel (1d - lnnate bmpulses;
Superego - Ldeal  Ego, represents  the
internalisation of the relationship with the
parental figure and also Ego - vational part
of the personality). And twe done for the
tlme belng,.

- You go ow, hold own. [ spoke to a
psychoanalyst friend, as [ told You. | tolol
hive about The Third Man; he doesn't kinow
the book or the fibm very well, but we
discussed it and come to  several

conclusions.

- Yes? what conclustonsg?



- As [ had told you, this must be related to
Frewo. This friend of mine, Pedro Borges, he
says that therve are several hypotheses to solve
this viddle, to conjugate the third man with
Psychology:

. flrstt Freud and his early  followers;
finally, the origins of the psychoanalytic

WLOVEWLENE;

. second: don't forget that we are studying
the theorles of the wind; o, there can and
will be certainly second semses, metaphors -
the thivd man being for example the Ego, or
the 1d, or even one of the sexual phases of our
childhood - the paths are open to multiple
Lwterpr@tatiows, Paul

. third: to be or not to be Jewish

- [ don't get that one, Lncle. E)qstam Lt to mee,
pLease.

- Wwell, this s a long story. According to
Pedro Borges, Frewd studied and Llived in
Austria - bn Viewna, but when Hitler and



Naotlonal Soclallsme annexed £, he was ot

risk: he was Jewish, you lk_now...

- Al 1 odidnt kwnow. O magbe ers’c
skinmmed over it and forgot. | certainly
diodn't think tt was meor‘ca nE.

- Yes, Paul, almost all the great Buropean
brains were: Blnstein, Freud, and many
others. Look, Adler was also Jewish.

- The follower of Freud? Yes, | think ( read
something about that tn one of the books.

- Peter explained to wme that Freud was dying
to hand over the vunning of the whole
psgchoawm@tic movement to a  non-)ew,
because he felt  the welght of this
nsuirmountable heritage on his shoulders.
Hewnce he had entrusted Jung with the task.

- Could that be the ey to this first
mgs’ce%...? BUE how?

- That's where we come L, Paulo. | think
there's something here. But we don't have
much time to flgure it out: the first day is

almost over, and...



- But let wme finish what | was telling You,
Uncle.

- [t's true, 'va sorry. say Lt.

- The book #z: The Blg Tem of the

Unconsclous.
- Yes, that book s essential, | feel it.

- well, in the Light of what uncle tolo me, |
am golng to tell you about the work of
Adler, Jung and also Lacan, who is a very
lnteresting author.

- Go ahead, Paulo.

- In 1908, at the Salzburg Congress of
Psgchoawm@sig, the differences tn principle
between Freud and Adler become manifest;
ond tn 1911, at the Nurewberg Congress, the
rupture tokes place. Adler's work can be
schemmtlcau@ studied wnder four aspects,

wwncle:

. the persowautg tl/learg (based on the gtw&g
of the process of psgcmc compensation that



tends to vebalance the state of physical
inferiority of the body's organs)

. the conception of wewroses anol mental
health

) psgcho’chempgj

the  teaching  and  practice  of
psychopedagogy
For Adler, the unconsclous does not block the
personality: it serves it. The hwman belng
must be observed through his soctal velations
- psychology  of  the  interpersonal
celationship. Thus, for him sexuality ts not
the essential motor of our psychic life.

- That wust have been whew he became
Lwcompatibw wilth Freud...

- That's exactly right. n fact, Freud and his
followers aggressively rejected any attempt
at theoretical Lnnovation in thelr midst: it
hoppened to Adler, to Mélanie Klein, to Carl
Jung, and to several others. They were a
cohesive group but whem someone  satld



different things, they Joined forces and
formeol a veal pack...

- Jesus Christ, Paul.

- Yes, but that's how Lt was. TM@H crvitielsedd
stralght away, and flercely, from what ('ve
vead.

- But, go on.

- Good. For Adler, newrosis Ls an attempt for
the individual to evade any coerclon that
society Lmposes on him, and he does this by
means of a self-induced counter-coercion,
which — paralyses  his  movements.  n
conclusion:  he also  looked at  child
psychopedagogy: pedagogy found a wnew
bmpulse and a wnew orientation v Adler's
doctrine, according to these authors. | will

oW summarise Jung's thinking.
- Go ahead.
- Pass wee the glass of water, uncle.

- Here You go, take Lt.



Get ready), Lncele. Now LE'S gonna get hot...

T he Game - V|



- The Blg Tew book of the wnconscious
begins this chapter Rilling, Uncle...

- s that so? | want to see that.

- [E's there, on page 10€: "Carl Gustav Jung:
the rebel', imagine!

- well, this promises... (' all ears, Paulo.

- Jung is considered by wmany as one of the
oreat thinkers of the 20th century; a true
spiritual master who tried to unite rveligions,
East/west, mysticism, astrology,
psgcmsm, deep studies of cultural traditions
of various peoples, among countless other
things...

- My goodness, all that? But Paul, why do
they call him the rebel? [ had read something,
about hime a long time ago, | think it was
also velated to spirituatism, my master Lilees
hime a Lot. Pedro didn't tell wme anything
good about this Jung... it's strange!

- Strange, Uncle? Perhaps strange would be
to have spoken...!



- What do you mean?

- Jung s a myth. But a very dangerous
myth...  Psychology  Universities  are
running away from hime and his work Like
the devil from the cross! - a friend of mine
who Ls studying psychology, Miguel, told
me. It Ls the best kept public secret of the
theorles of the wnconsclous. One of its
essential  comcepts - the  Collective
Unconsclous, by itself, and f & were
studied without prejudice, would destroy the
base of the Frewdian theory.

- R@attg? well, | ereao(g had an Lntultlon
on that level, but | didn't think t was that
meortawt...

- Yes, Uncle, Freud's followers - which is the
vast wajority of psychoanalysts - reject
Jung from the outset: Jung the dreamer, they
say; Jung the Llyriclst; Jung the damned
thinker....



- What an intriguing story. But [ hear he
had o close r@LatLowsmp with Freud... which
Ls true and whteh Ls a Lie, Paulo?

- Uncle, let's start from the beginning. Adler
and Jung were part of the flrst group of
Frewd's followers.

- ORay.

- But...

- Why the hell does there have to be a but tn
everything, if we only have a few more hours
to decipher this, You don't say?e?

- Yeah. n the soclal sclences, there's always
a but, really. When Adler and Jung became
aware of Frewo's almost unigue focus on
sexual drives - which he wused to explain
virtually all hwman behaviowr - they both
"snopped”, and dectded to Leave the group.

- And thew...?



- Thewn... well, like all those who diverged
from Freud's theory, they were ostracised by
the psychonnalytic movement.

- Here they ave wade, heve they are paild for...

- Well, no more. As [ told Yow, they were very
aggressive  when  thelr  authortty  was
questioned. But Let's go to Jung. 1911 - He
founos, with  Frewd, the (nternational
Soclety of Psychoanalysis, of which he is
appointed  president; 1912 - Numerous
disagreements arise between Jung and Freud
during the (v Congress of Psychoanalysts,
b Munieh and, tn the following year, Jung
resigns from the Soclety, adopting for his
method  the term "analytical psychology’”
and, Later on, that of "complex psychology".
Between 1921 and 1926 he travelled through
Afrien, Central America and ndia. He saw
psychology as a spiritual vesearch. The bonot
that wnited Jung to his mother was very
strong: the wother, beyond the stmple



physteal body, is the original ocean, the
collective unconsclous, the flrst incarnation
of the archetype anima, personifies the whole

UCONSCLOUS.

- Lek e breathe, [ beg you!
- Ah.exeuse me, uncle.
- All vight, all vight. Go on now.

- Following on from what | was sag’wu@, this
double-faced wother, sometimes loving and
sometimes fearful, the beaver of anguish and
a place of refuge, embodies archaic nature,
the instinet capable, at a glance, of knowing
reality in depth. Jung debated the ideas of
parapsychology with a sceptical Freud, and
tried to demonstrate to hiva that the collective
unconsclons  could  explain  premonitory
dreams, presentiments, the phenomena of
synchronisation  and  telepathy.  This
collective unconscious leads to the fact that,
at the heart of itself, the psyche is universe.
However, the two men clashed: Jung did wnot



accept the sexual theory of wneuroses and
opposed  Freud's psychoanalysis with his
analytical psychology which is based on
another theory of the psychism, uses another
technique and glves access to  awnother
philosophy. Pass wme the glass of water,
Uncle. Thank you, uncle. Glup  glup...
Martins! Are You paylng attentlon? At the
end U'lL give you a test!

- Come, Martins, don't PAY any attention to

our Paulo. Heve, conne.

- Well, to continue: although Jung wrote o
Lot, he only did so tn the second half of his
Life: before that, he lived, had an intense
psychiatric  activity,  read,  travelled,
cultivated himself in three great dowmaine -
esotericism, Eastern thought anol
Ethnology. The psychte system he elaborntes
ls of ogreat aamPL@)(Ltg, tnereaseol bg the
tmprecision and multipliclty of meanings

he gives to his concepts. There Ls always o



counter-welght which rebalances everything
n his thought. The animus is the masculine
b womaw; the anima, the feninine tn man.

His tl/\eorg Ls based own three parts:

the consclous, which at its  centre,
encompasses the ego and, at its periphery, a
set of functions that ensure the individual's
relationship with the outside: the persons,
formed by:

the pergovmt wnconsclous, shallow awnd
formed by repressed or forgotten elements
and

. {Lwattg, the collective uwnconsclous, the
common herttage of all huma wﬁt@.

- Three parts... the thivd man... Ls it possible
that they always divide everything into
three? ks a bit of a wmess, f this has
anything to do with the pure theory of these

guys...



- That's right, Uncle. But that's how it Ls.
Bestdes, theve s only one more lmportant
thing to polnt out: the psychological types -
introversion and extroversion, a typology
which is  complicated by the psychic
functions: thinking, feeling, tntuition and
sensation. Now, from here to Astrology, it is
not a very blg step. n other words, Jung was
both a doctor and a spiritual wmaster. Now,
Lacaw.

- So wmaueh... well, carvy on.

- He ls a French author who has always
matntained stormy relatlons with
psychoanalytic societies. It is diffleult to
distinguish, n this author, pm\/ocatww
from the demand for rigour. Psychoanalysis
s only one of his wmany activities. His
essential works: - Writings and - The mlrror
stadivm. Lacan s a true Renalssance man;
his weerit Ls that, n France, he has tmposed
the necessary return to the letter of Freud's



written work, to his original texts, without
second Lnkerpretations by other authors. He
uniteo psychoanalysis with
Language/Linguistics.

- That alone must be liumense, Lindeed.

- Yes, uncle, and his work Ls very Luctd. The
conmectlon with Linguistics gave a very
effective  and  banovative stamp to  his
interventions, which were wmainly Llectures
and oral expression. For Lacaw, it is through
Ldentification with the mage of the similar
(bn the wlrror - self-image) that the chilol
tmnginatively anticipates the mastery of its
bodily unity - it is the first sketeh of the
Ego. Concluding this book of the ten great
ones of the uwnconsclous, we also have
Wilhem Relch, an extravagant personality,
who provoked numerous conflicts; with the
authorities of the United States, with the
Austrian and also the German Communist
Party, and who devoted himself to the study



of the theory of the orgasm - forces which ave
retained ano which cause disturbances. For
him, orgasmic limpotence was wot an effect
of wnewrosis, but its ultbmate cause - it
blocked energy: it would give rise to neurotic
distress. Relch focused his analysis on the
theory of genitality - the third stage of
Freudion theory, after the oral and anal
stages. Basically, he made the synthesis of
psychoanalytic  theortes  and  Marxist
theories. He died in prison, half wmad, or at
least with a delirium of persecution. Owne
buportant fact: he wever disowned Freud,
and vice versa.

- oke%. Next!

- Bheh. 1s that you now? Let me drink some
water... that's k. Let's go to the wnext one.
Jean- Martin Charcot: was a strong early
influence on Freud. He founded neurology.
The wmain reason Frewd went to Paris was
that Charcot wndertook the study of the



problems of hysteria and hypnosis: Chareot
was the flrst scholar to attribute hysteria to
nensous disorders. under the influence of
tdeas based on the Christian religiown,
pleasure was linked to sin and hysterical
manifestations were seen as an intervention
of the devil - many hysterics were burned
because of this confusion. And now, Mélanie
Kleln.

- A woman! At Last!
- Bld you become a feminist, uncle? Eheh...

- Not at alll But so many wmen and no
women studying the mind, t's strange. Go

oW, 00 ON...

- Good. Mélanie Klein elaborated a technigue
of analysis of children based on the use of
play.  She  recognised  the  primordial
agoressiveness  of  psychic Llife n the
destructive (or sadistic) phase of the oval
state.  Frewd's  daughter, Anna  Freud,
vehemently  contested  the  existence  of



transference weuroses n children  and,
consequently, the very principle of n
psychoanalytic cure that was adapted to
thewme. Klein's tnstallation n London thus
precipitated the polemic (Anwna had already
beew Living in this city since Freud had been
obliged to emigrate from Austria because he
was Jewish).

- This s all polemics... these guys are a bit
confrontational, eh, Paulo?

- Ehehe... well, to contlnue: soon there was
borm, within the British Psgclﬂoawatgtlcm
Soci@t@, an  authentic '"Kletnian' school,
which soon took ow the aspect of a veal
dissidence. 1ts healing process uses several
elements:  transference wnewrosis  (anxiety
Mgsterlas, CONVEYSLON Mgsterias, obsesstonal
neuroses)  bn childven,  whereby  the
unconsclous desires existing bn the person

being treated ave actualised in the person of



the psychoanalyst. (& organises a game,
which

- Look, awnother one! Another one who'd also
lLlkke to pLag! Don't think Lt's owtg Your
teachers who...

- Yes, yes, yes. Llsten to me, ptease.

- Oh, sorvy...

- It's okay, uncle, this Ls very boring, it's
natural. As | was saying, Mélanie Klein
organises a game for children to play: in a
room, she sets up a small table with lots of
objects: swmall cars, houses, swings, dolls,
scissors, poaper, needles. And, as soon as the
child enters the voom to start the session, all
her behaviowr, all her gestures, all her words,
as well as their sequence, assume a value of
information for the analyst. She proves that,
as tn adults, the psgchaawatgsig ot children
olves  vise to o  transference;  Kleln
demonstrates that the Oedipal velationship is
very early and that the satisfactions and



frustrations of the wnewborn determine his
entire psgcma Life. Whew. There, that's it.
Awnd that's all | have studied tooimg.

- Excellent work, rest now, Paulo. Let's 9o
dowwnstalrs, to the café. | need to talk to José
at Least once a day. Have You had coffee?

- Yés...
- Have another. Cone on.

Paul took owe last look at Jung's face on
PAgE 106. A face that, wmore than answerlng,
was asking... uncomfortable questions.

Rest easy, Jung. Freud is aead.

The Game - V]|



The caft da Esquina, that's what it was
called. And, tn fact, it was on the corner
between Rua do Vigario and Rua dos Corvos.
It was a historical café, a {W\ALLM café; from
the Lima {amitg, from behind the hills. A
land  of good people. José was the third
generation of the Lima family, and he ran
the café with the good huwmowr of a player
who had just scored a goal. It dicn't give him
much bncome, but that didn't wean he
didn't clean and wash it every day after

worlke.

A little bit of cleaning a day... it can't hurt.
And it fills me with pride.

At thelr tables, they played chess, checkers,
cards; beans during the week and money
whewn the potice weren't looking; that ls, at
weekends, n the back. Rul came in,
bragging, with his nephew by his side. He
was already kRnown tn those parts, and the
usual people greeted him effusively.



- Zel Serve my wnephew herel He always
wants an  tallan one, with two sugars,
imagine! And a blg one with green eyes, eh?

- Ahahah! He's got good taste!
- Eh... Hello, how are Yyou...?

- Bverything's fine, thank you! Rul, the

usual?

- Yes, yow already know what [ like, You
little vascal. A full coffee, and the house
coffee, in the special glass, eh? | want it well
served!

- Yes, sl Here, the customer ls always
right! And if the customer's name is John,
he's twice as right! So, let's get dowwn to our
special...

- Unele, what are we golng to learn herve? we
don't have much time, dammit!

- Calm down, Paulo. You're still young.
Enjoy the good things in Life. There are two
things t want to teach you now.

- \(es?



- Yes. F/wstL@, s the anclents used to say:
"calm is the mother of all things'.

- Excuse me...?

- n today's Portuguese: calm ts the vealm of
wisdom; well, that's wove or Less Lt, Paulo.

- Yeah, okay). And the second one?

- L wanked to bring you to José's café. Here
You breathe pure alr, full of - there you go -

popular wisoom.

- Clean alr? 1t's full of tobacco smoke! Cof
cof!!l what the hell do you expect to Learn
from it anyway? That's an illuston.

- Is that so? Thew listen cweﬁALL@ to my

conversation with José.

- Heve ave the coffees, John. The house spectal
will follow as soon as you finish your coffee!
So everything's OK?

- Allvight, Z¢, all right. Me and my nephew
have a blg case on our hands.



- s that so? can | l/\@Lp 50%?

- Who knows, Z€, who knows If you con
nelp? You like cinemn a Lot, don't You?

- mmense, Rull | particwtartg ltkee crime
novels: Polrot, Sherloclke Holmes, | devour all
that! And [ have a photographic memory!

- Very good, very good. That's preclous to us,
Z¢. Look, do you remenmber a film called The
Third Mawn?

- With Orson Wwelles, yes yes, very goodl.
very old, from the 40s... wait, John, ('l get
the credits for that film.

- Do You have a file on this film?

- Of course, of all the masterpleces of clnenma,
that's indispensable to a good cinephile. |
have a glant database in the basement of the
cofe. \Walt o minute.

- [ take it baclke, tuncle...

- That's what | wanted to hear, Paulo.



Your uncle Sl knows how to /Dlﬁg this
game...

T he Game - V||



- ORay, Rul, [ have here the complete file for
the film. Each individual file consists of:
eredits,  suwmmary of the film's story,
awards, cast, veviews and trivia.

- Trivia. Start theve. Paul? Do You agyree?
- That's fine with me, Lncle.

- Now thew, let's get down to the curious
facts of The Third Man:

1. Producer David ©. Selznick LVLLtLaLLg
wanted Noel Coward to play the character
Harry Lime. Orson Welles was only hived at
the lnsistence of director Carol Reed.

2. Cavol Reed wanted James Stewart to play
the character Holly Martins. The cholee for
Joseph Cotten was a demand from producer
David O. selznick, who had the actor under
contract at the time of fillming.



2. Screenwriter Graham Greewe based the
character Harry Lime on British agent Kim
PMLL%, who was Greeme's owwn superior Ln the
British Seeret intelligence Service.

4. When he negotiated his participation in
The Thivd Man, Orson Welles was offered o
large salary for his performance, or a
percentage of the filbm's box office profits.
Welles chose to recelve a salary, but realising,
that the film would become a great success,
he tried unsuccessfully to change his pay to
a percentage of the profits.

5. Between 1951 and 1952 Orson Welles
premieved a vadio series chvonicling the
adventures of his character tn The Third
Maw, prior to the events showwn in the film.

6. The Grand Prix at the Cannes Film
Festival, which was won by The Third Maw,
was the equivalent at the tme to the Palme



d'or, which was only awarded from 1955

oNWAares.

- And that's about it, at least on this chart...
1949 film, Origlnal Title: The Third Man,
genre:  SUSPEMSE,  ruaning  tme: 105
minutes, sereenplay: Graham Greene, based
on o story by Grahowm  SGreeme  and
Alexander Korda, clnematography: Robert
Krasker.

- Andl do You also have the story of the filme
A deseription that is clear,

- Hold ow, hold own, hold ow. Theve arve several
here. UL do a summary: "Based on a novel
by Graham Greeme, it tells the plot of an
American  writer who goes to  Viewna,
Austria, just after World war (I, at the
bnvitation of a friend."

- Vienwna, Paul. Be aware.

- Huh?



- Viewna, damw it. Freud's magie city. You
have to pay more attentlon if you want to
decipher this. Keep going, ZE.

- This one Ls alsp lnteresting, it seems to me:
"The film, based on a work by Graham
Greewe, was directed bg carol Reed awnd
starred Ovson  Welles. But the legends
(always the legends, as John Ford seems to
remind us, which persist vather thawn the
truth of the facts) tell us that Orson welles'
presence bn the studio was enough to make
his  influence on  the directing  too
considernble to ignore. The film's story is
simple: & man bnvites his best friemd to visit
him tn Viemwnn, Austria, but when he arrives
he discovers that his host has died tn a car
accldent. But the friend, police writer that he
ls, ls  susplelous  of  the strange
clrewmstances survounding his death and

begins to lnvestigate the case.



Adfter much persistence, he discovers that, at
the wmoment of Orson Welles' supposed death,
a thivd man, unidentified by the police, was
present. And he discovers that this third
man (wWho was Orson Welles himself, after
all still alive, in an astonishing parable of
what would be his future artistic Life) was
the main tnspiring source of all the city's
criminality, an evil river that will only end
bn his death in the sewers. In the film, that
friend of Orson welles, in a process of
Lnvestigation, discovers who his friend truly
was, disowning hime and his pathological
evil when he flnds hime still alive. ”

- This Ls t, Paulo! This s tEl Ah... excuse

...

The cavd ptagers at the wext table, who had
reacted with displeasure to Rul's shout,
returned to thelr game.

- calm  down, ®Rul, life doesnt end

tomorrow...



- Sorry if | scared aWAY Your customers,
ZE... but, don't you see, Paulo?

- watching? watching what?

- My God! And you're the tntulitive one, ano
I'm the strategist!? Up, now! We have to flnol
the key, we've close, | can feel (1 Z¢, put it on
my tab, okay? 'L bring You this chart

tomorrow.

- All vight, see you Later, take it easy...

The answer was always before our eyes...



The Game - 1X

Rul stormed into the swmall flat, and
Martins came to the door, startled. Lam
meediatetg tried to calme hime down.

- Cabm down, wmy Little one, it's all vight,
your owner s nenvous, that's all. Cone on,

come on my Lap...



- Paul, Let's take a good Look at this text! we
J'ust need one wore conflrmation, and the
R@g Ls found!

- Reallye don't see anything... you don't
want to tell me what it Ls yet?

- No. | mgseL{ am ot absoLu’ceLg sure. Let's
think together. Okay?

- om%. ('Ll set the table.

- That would be a great Ldea. I'me golng to go
to the kitchen and put our dinner Ln the

microwave.
- what is it?
- Lasagne.

- Miam....

- Martlns Ls the cat... Ahah!

Paulo Lam took his first look at the file for
José Lima's The Third Mawn. 1t had several
pages, stapled together. Own the third sheet,



MaL{wag dowwn the page, was the text that had

so worrled his uncle.

But what the nell did he see in this? Its a
pertectly normal text... Another swwmary
From a film critic, about this film: nothing
Lmportant.

[ was tived. [ had vead wore than €00 pages
of  challenging but  intellectually
demanding wmaterial. A Lot of work.

- 'me back. Paul, now Let's go through this
secondd synopsis of the fibm word for word.
Glve mee the chart.

- Here Yow are, Luncele.

- Now wheve did [ see this...? Ah, it's here!
Check it out: "(...)Orson Welles' presence tn
the studio was enough to make his influence
ow the staging too considerable to tonore(...)"
- what does this tell you?

- Nothing. Absolutely nothing. (snwt Uncle
seelng things?



- Paulo! Don't get me wmad! You told we
great things about Jung yourself!

- What does Jung have to do with this now...?

- Jung also had a tremendous influence on
his dischLes, wouldn't he...2 Huh? And Look:
"(...) a man lnvites his best friend to visit
him in Viewna of Austria(.)" - Frewd!
Frewol Lnvites his friend Jung to visit him in

viemwna!

- Hwm. But still, this s not solid... these are
J’ust Loose Ldens...

- Really? Then read: "(...) at the moment of
Orson Welles' supposed death, a third man
(...) was present. And he discovers that this
third wman (who was Orson Welles himself,
after all, still alive(...))was the main source
inspiring all the crime tn the ci’cg (..)" - the
thivd man s Jung! Who Ls, tn the end, Freud
himself!

- H... yes, a kind of...

- Mlrvor! Freud seewm Lin the mlirror!



- Oh, b%.

- Ah, my dear Paulo, but there is wmore!
"(..)the so-called friend of Orson welles (...)
discovers  who his  friend truly was,
disowning him and his pathological evilness
when he finds him still alive.” - Jung
disowned Frewo and Freud disowned Jung!

- Yes... Jung would be the 'crown prince’ of
the psachoawatgtlc movement, wncle!l He
was the one who would inherit Freud's
legacy; Frewd treated him Like o son!

- There yow arel Get me the Blg Tew book on

the unconsclous right now!
- It's here, LE's heve, take L, wncle!

- [ wonder where this Ls... Let me see... Jung,
the vebel... He's heve!l (t's heve, Paulo!

- Wherve? What are 50%...?

- Boy, do [ have to do everything?! Page 125,
qulz on carl qustav Jung: read answer 20
out Loud, if you please, Paul.



- Now then: "Jung relates two conversations,
one about the corpses ln the warshes, the
other about Amenophis (v about which Freud
and he were ot odds. trvitated, Jung defends
his point of view vehemently, and at that
moment Frewd fell out of his chair senseless.
We surrounded him without kunowing what
to do. Then [ took him in my arms, carvied
hive into the adjoining room and stretched
hivn out om 4 sofd. While | was still carvyjing
him, he came to his senses and gave me a
look | wWill never forget. From the depths of
nis atfliction, he looked at me as if ( were his
father. - C. G Jung: My Life"

Paulo Lo let himself fall back into the
arms of the chalr. He was exhausted, but he
had  finally  understood.  His  uncle's
intuition had been right. From the very
beginning.



- Uncle: Freud, first, Adler, second, Jung,
third... the seconol to Leave the
psgchoa watgtlc VAOVEMEINE LS. ..

- The third man. Jung.

- Jung formed an alternative system of
thought to Freud's, and equmttg meortawt...

- Jung: The Thivd Mawn, Paul.

- Jung was commissioned by Freud himself
to take the wmovement very far: my non-
Jewish "ecrown prince', which helped and n
what way...

- Jung - The Third Mawn.

- Yes, Uncle. And ﬁmeLM...

- The son who becomes the father. Orson
welles Ls cavvied on shoulders bg three men,

one of whomt is himself...

- Jung takes Freud tn his arms... who Looks

at i and sees...



- Your son... - Dad!

- Yes, an uwnresolved paternal  complex...
which Jung always accused Freud of!

The two remained silent. To a genuing pride
of both, an equally stncere tiredness was
mixed, ano the two fell asleep on the sofa,
with  Martins  providing  the wnecessary
warmth to make that May night menornble
Ln several ways.

The dreant world had wow the bet.



The Game-X

-\waaa... how steﬁpg... wnele?

- | really was there, next to you, last night,
Paulo. But [ got up two hours ago.

- R... what tlme Ls [t?

- Ten-thirty. Again, again. Those habits of

501/“/&...

- ' sorvy, Uwncle, ...



- Never mind, You were tived, | understand.
I've brought You four more books.

- what ave those from?

- History of Christianity. And also
Ethnology of religions, some
Awnthropology... this challenge ls enticing,
in fact, and [ think | know the answer.

- S..oyou kRnow...2 What Ls Lt?

- But you're heve to do this worlk, or to COPY
the test for another student, eh? Let's study,
and right now!

- But if Uncle Rinows the answer...!

- [ think | know, | think | know. At Lleast |
must be close by, and it will be easy for me
to find out...

- Come on, uncle... tell mee the answer.

- Paulo... t've already spoken. Youw'll be a bit
confused, but it will do you good, yow'll see.

- Hmp{.



- Cut the vibbons. Well, these arve the books:
two History of Religlon books:

. Philippe Tourault's Concise Historg of the
Churceh, EMVope-Amerﬁca;

. and a classic, written some 20 Years ago:
Plerve Plervard's History of the Catholic
Churceh.

and one velated to Lusittanlan Chrlstia wl‘cg:

Origins of Portuguese Christianity, by
Molisés Esplrito Santo.

- Tell we, at least, what should 1 Llook for,
uncle... at least that, no...?

- Ok%ﬂ@, that could be. As You kwnow, our clue
ls Charles Darwin's book: The Origin of
Species.

-Yes, | lkRmnow.



- well, this book triggered a huge protest

from Creationists.
- wWhat Ls that? can You eat that? Ahahah!

- Boy, this religlous culture... oh ol ol oh
oh... Creationism s the wovement of
thinkers linked to the Catholic Chureh, who
maintain, according to the ®BLlble, that the
world was created by God. well, Darwin
defended exactly the opposite: that there was
an evolution of species and, through natural
selection, they adapted, some, others died out
naturally, and in the end only those who
had been stronger bn this process vemained.
But the most bmportant thing to highlight is
that he single-handedly demolished a whole
system  of religlous thought about the
creation of the world.

- Oh, bog.

- Ehehen... You are aompte’cetg blank, Paulo...
what  do tMeM teach you, there at that
l/&wﬁ\/erslta, hne...?



- Uncle, you may find it strange, but |
thinke the more | know, the worse my
Lntultion gets. Because, believe me, that's the

nwatural selectlon Process that works on mie...

Thc Gamc ~ X]

- well, | understand that.
- Do You reattg wunderstand, Lncle...?

- | came from Africa, Paulo: oo You think |
don't know primitives even more blank than
gom?

- Yes, rveally...

- And belleve me, those prlmiti\/es have never
evem seewme a school, let alone a umvergl’%!



But ' forgetting the other book | brought
You. Keep an eye on this book.:

. Orlging, by the essemtial author Mircea
Elinde, who wade a comparative study of

vartous religlons.

- Yeah, 56&1/1, ohag. Any more leads?

- These ave the main ones: f we take the
word: Origin, from the title of the book, this
could have to do with the origin of
Cl/wlstiawitg; Jesus Chvist is the strongest
hypothests, but that would be...

- Obvious?

- [t ls clear. It can't be that sbmple, it's too
divect. But it could also be the origin of
today's  Christianity, that (s, historieal
evolution, coming from the Middle Ages, for
example.  Thew  there s a  striking
parallelism:  Bvolution of the Specles /



Evolution of the Church, and here we may be
talking about both the past and the future of
the Christian religlon. Not to mention again
the controversy that is still very much alive
today between evolutionist and creationist
perspectives.

- But you told me you thought You knew the

ANSWEY...?

- | think | know what they want with this.
But ' gonna et You go Your own way.
Tonlght you're bn for a surprise...

- Come o, Uncle!l A swpnse?

- Eh, Paulo: first the study, thew the sweets,
eh?

- Come ol

- I'm golng fishing, to the river, near
Alcantara. n the afternoon I'LL come back,
ano [ want my Lesson well studtied, hm?



- All right, all vight...

- And no copgmgl

T he Game - Xl

- 'mt home!
- What did you cateh, Uncle?

- Bah! Rancld waullets, that any Yyoungster
catches by buoy. There's no wmore fish Like
there used to be, Paulo...

- BUL... the bucket Ls empty...! Uncle!



- But do Yyou think your uncle is a liar, Like
any ordinary hunter? | caught 4 mullets,

yes strl
- Yean? Then wheve ave they, hm?

- | founo Martins outside, and decioed to
glve him a feast before dinner....

- well, this test has pagsed! Now, come herve
anol help me solve this puzzle, omg?

- Go lnto the Living room, and get ready: 'm
the one dolng the test now...

- Yeam, Wm/\, geam.

- OVQQM, 'va heve. What do you have to show
Ve todalj, Paulo?

- Flrst book: History of the Catholic Church.
- Let's get to that one, then.

- [ focused on the origin of veliglons. [ hope |
have downe well...

- Go ahead, | wank to hear you.



- Good. Judalsm was the vefuge of a very
high wonothelsm, whose God - Jehovah - had
a dirvect velationship with the jewish people
through the Torah - the law of Moses or
Pentateuch. There were Hellenized Jews who
elaborated the odoctrine drawn from  the
Scriptures nto an organized theological
and philosophical system; and it will be this
system that will pave the way for Christian
theology. 1t was tn the bosom of this small
but proud people that Jesus was born, who
would Later clatme not to have come to revoke
the Torah, but to complete Lt In 1963,
Mownsiognor van Dodewnard saild that "the
Chureh is the helr of the Jewish people’, thus
echolng the famous expression of Plus Xl
"We are spiritually Jewish'. what do you
think, Lncle? Have we found the solution?

- Calm dowwn, Paulo. You still have a long
way to go... keep golng).



- Christlanity was born from the preaching
of a_Jew whose flrst disciples - also Jews -
adolvessed themselves first of all to Jews. n
the Christian community, the Jewish rites
are enriched by an original Lliturgy: the
acwministration of baptism and also, at
community meals, the Bucharistic vite of the
breaking of bread. Second book! Next!

- Well, it was fast, really eheheh...

- Conelse history of the Church. More of the
some: Christianity was born tn the present-
doy Middle Bast. The growing adwlration
of the crowds for Jesus avoused the
susceptibility of the dignitaries of the Jewish
hierarchy, who agreed to denownce him as an
agitator to the Roman procurftor Pontius
Pilate. Having been condemned to death, he
was  crucifled on the eve of the Jewish
Passover. The Gospels and St Paul say that
he was resurvected on the thivd day. Then, on
the day of Pentecost, the twelve apostles had



the revelation of the Holy Spirit, and the
apostolic mission of the Chureh was deflnedt
there.

- Yes yes, it's really coming along...

- Ahahah, wuncle, | didn't thinke You were so
ankl-Christiamn!

-®Bah... 'Ll exptam Later, Paulo.

- n the sixth century before owr era, the
Jewish people weve deported to Babylon and
hao to endure the domination of the Roman
Ewplre. This domination reminded them of
the prophetic texts of the Old Testament: o
Messiah would come to save lsrael, a king
from the vace of David, who would found a
Ringdom of God and save man from sin.
ALl those who believed n Judaism were
mownothelsts, which distinguished them from
the Romans, who bnvoked multiple gods.



- well, Paul, so far we have: Roman Emplre,
Judatsm, Middle €East, Messiah. Please

CONELNLE.

- Yes, uncle. Let us now go to those who
spread the Christian faith: Paul - he took
part in the murder by stoning of the deacon
Stephen, the flrst martyr of the Chureh. But,
converted by a divine apparition, he spent the
rest of his Llife dolng wmissionary work
around the Mediterranean  basin,  which
earned him the nickname throughout the
centuries "the apostle of the Gewtiles', that is,
of the pagans.

- Do You know what paganism s, Paul?

- leh...well,  have awn Ldea...

- It's not enough to have tdeas. You have to
have a thought conmecting them... but it's a
good thing You don't.

- RﬁaLLM?

- No doulbt. Yow'll find out Later.



- It's mgsterlous todag...

- Haven't you ever heavd that secrecy Ls the

soul of business... hm?

- Therve, all vight. Now, Peter - he Ls
consioered the founder of the new Chureh. He
advocated much wmore than Paul a certain
unlon of Jewish tradition and Christian
revelation. In  about two centuries of
expansion of the mew rellglon, the message of
Jesus spread n the clvilised world, arouwnd
the Mediterranean basin, and without any
offictal support, since the emperor and the
emplre  still  Lnwvoked  paganism  and
ancestral  gods.  There  were  numerous
persecutions of Christians, but by the =vd
century, Christianity finally came out of
hiding and became public, and the Roman
emperors' support for Christianity in the 4th
century ensured ks extension to the emplre,
even as paganism was  banned i the
meantime. Next!



- Have you...? This is golng too fast, veally...

now what?
- Now... Origins, by Mircen Eliade.

- That one must be good, tts author is...

- Like this, LUncle, Like this...

- Oh yeah, {MVLVLM man? | want to see You
find the solutlon to this, that's what | want
to seel

- Ahahah! 1t wasjus’c to see your veaction.
But let's get to the book.

- [t LS better.

- He talks about various authors. He begins
by saying that the anthropologist ).
Frazer argued bn his famous work Goloen
Bough that tn the history of the human race
magic preceded veligion. Durkheim, Frewd
and Jung adopted and reworked the pre-
animistic hypotheses and insisted on the
bmportance of totemisim, which for the first
two authors wmeant the flrst manifestations



of veliglous Life. Freud wmatntains that God
ts none other than the sublimated physical
Father, and that it is he who ts murdered n
the totemic sacrifice: this slaughter of the
father-cod Ls the anclent original sin of
hwmanity. This gullt of death is explated by
the bloody death of Christ.

- Oh, bog.

- This is heavy stuff, | know, uncle. As for
Jung, it was the Lineredible similarities
between  the  wmany  symbols  and
mythological figures of distant peoples and
civilisations that forced him to postulate the
existence of a collective unconsclous, which
manifests  lkself  through his  famous
"archetypes'. Eliade also says that we have
no  wmeans  of lnvestigating  "primordial
religlon” stince we tonore everything that pre-
lithic  wan  thought  for hundreds  of
thousands of years. Many other ethinologists
of wvarlous orlentations have tried to



reconstruct the beginnings and growth of
religlon, ranglng from animism, magic,
tevtorteme  (sacred  anlmaals),  totemlsm,

avmong other concepts.

- So much... we have to pull some rabblt out
of the hat this thme.

- Yes, Uncle. Eliade also refers to the work of
the School of Myth and  Ritual, or
patternism, "King and Saviour', n which
the common elements of the cultures and
religlons of the Awnclent Near East are
lnsisted upon. G. widengren constoered here
that the king was  considered to  be
responstble for the well-being of the Cosmos,
and that this conception would later have
given rise to the ranian ideology of the
saviour and to Jewish wmesstanism. [t Ls
nown today that agriculture, the culture of
Neolithic settlements and, finally, wrban
civilisation started from a centre with many
spokes, located bn the Near East.



- Add two things to our List there: Father and
King.

- Dad?

- Freud...

- O, of course, Uncle. Oh, 'm sorvy.

- Yow're forglven. Anything else from those
books You read?

- Yes yes. n 1871, Bdward Tylor published
Priveitive Culture, Ln which he Ldentified the
first stage of veligion with animism, that is,
the belief in a soul bn nature. Now, from
antmism  developed  polytheism,  and
polytheism gave way to monotheism. But!

- Ah, yes, of course... theve had to be a: But
n this story... say Lt, say Lt

- But... ln the last years of the 19th century
and the first years of the 20th century,
animism was wo longer considereo the first

stage of religion.

- We've atreadg mlssed this one...



- Eheheh. Two new theories have appewed [y
that P@V/LOO(:

1st theorg - Andrew Lang, which establishes
o belief in o Supreme God Ll the early days
of religlon

and 2nd theory - mana theory: the bellef in
an  indistinet  and  personal  wmagical-

religtous force.

Awnd  Eliade ends  this book with the
following  statement: the historian  of
religlons knows today that he ts tncapable of
reaching the "origin' of religion...

- So we've done for.

- Yes... so it seems, Uncle. If Mircea Eliade
says so himself...

- Now LE's me sagw»@: BUut!
- Oh 56&1%\, Uncle? So...?
- But maybe eliade Ls wrong...

- ReaLLg?



- Serloustg, Paulo. This guy must not be
reading  the same books | am... but,
contradiction of contradictions, the wost

Lucetd bookes | have vead...

... are his!

T he Game - Xl

- Unele s not belng honest with wee! You
have the answer, | can feel it!



- Hey, easy there. Next booke.

- Hm.. oRay, whatever. Origins  of
Portuguese Christianity. A very interesting
book, Lndeed.

- So Lt seemned to me, back at the L’mewg.
what does Lt say?

- He says that, in the cunent vange of
sclentific disciplines, owtg historieal
Ethnology and  Anthropology have some
capacity to  reconstitute  the  vanished
religlons, since the veliglons of the Book -
Jewtish, Christian, Muslime - tn thelr tnitial

purity, are only orality, leaving no trace.

- Yes, but Eliade himself, who is one of those
things, discards himself... eheheh.

- Yeah, it feels like we've banging our heads
against walls, doesn't it, Uncle? These guys
don't give us any hope that a solution can be
found, do they?



- But don't worry. Keep going, I'm enjoying
listening. Looks Like You're not the only one
who's a little confused on this subject...

- You don't want to tell wme the solutlon...?

- Not yet. The contents of that book, Paulo...?

- Hmpf. It speaks of astral archetypes, which
have an bwmportant place bn religion and the
sun, which represented the ultimate God in

anclent Semitle cultures.
- Sumn. Add to the List...

- This book analyses the woment of
transition from paganism to Christianity
and claims that there are wo ruptures n
culture or tn veligions, but vather overlaps of
sgmbot’w and cultic strata. Young men,
driven by a 'vocation', castrated themselves
to respond to the imperatives of veligious
myths: o matriarchal culture, the cult of the
Great Mother, was Lived out.

- This s still the case todag, Paul, even
though Christianity is totally man-centred.



- Come on! castration these dags?

- Well, that's it! Have you heard of vows of
chastity...?

- Ahahah! ©Oh, that? That's muceh nwove...

- 7That, as Yyow call it s only the Chureh's
way of adopting to a reality that has wnot
changed wuch, from the third to the
twentieth century. And, as you see, the
matriarchal  cult  and the wan-centred
Christian cult do not differ much.

- Hwm. Magbe so, n fact. well, moving own:
this book tallks about the essential treatise
The sSyrian Goddess, by an author called
Luctanus. "t Ls said that, of all the peoples
we know, the Egyptians were the flrst who
concelved the existence of the gods (...) and
formulated the sacred doctrines.”  The
universality of the cult referred to by
Luctano is  conflmed by archaeology,
numismatics and  the  Greco-Roman
chronicles. The entire Middle East, Asia



Minor, &Greece, Egypt, Avabla, Erittav%,
Gaul, loeria and Germania practised this

Sgrl&m cult under vartous names.

Other  spivitual  influences  and many
heresies are also of Syrian and Palestinian
origin: Gunosticlsm, Mawnichaelsm,
Avrianism, Nestorianism, ete. The concept of
post-mortem salvation on which
Christianity and (slam are based Ls older
among the syrians and Phryglans, and
appears weither in the Old Testament nor tn
Judatsm. If today we attrtbute the origin of
monothelsm to the veligion of the Jews, we
must confer the origln of the present
conception of a universal God on the religion
of thelr syrian neighbours.

- The Magna Mater - wother of the gods...
Cybele.

-C... how do You kwnow, uncle...?



- The cult of the Mother Goddess? is very well
rnown, Paul. £ is a vefleetion of the
matriarchy  that existed legally in the
Middle East and n the Semitic world, if |
am not mistaken, wuntil the £th century BC,
and which is still very much in evidence in
the Mediterranean cultures that have become
catholic.

- well, t see that you know this better than |
do... to continue: what is lacking in the
hwmanity of the Christ of sSaint Paul is
even more so L the Apocrypha; here, yes,
Jesus Ls true God and true wman. Ano the
some s true of Mary. Saint Paul was
concerned to exclude wowmen from  the
priesthood and from preaching, and he
forced them to wear the vell in assemblies, as
Mohammed would do Llater. The difference
between the canonical and the Apocrypha
regarding the presence of Mary is easily
exploained: the Apocrypha are of popular
origin and express the popular view of the Life
of Jesus and his mother, they reproduce the



ancient  watriavchal  culture  that  was
reflected in the cults of the Magna Mater. As
for the canonical ones - which were written
in Greek - they originated from erudite
authors assimilated to classical culture; the
Apostles were Jews. Awnod for 5 or wore
centuries the dominant Jewish culture was
patriarchal. tmbued with misogyny, the
theological, Litwrgical and Juridical texts
favoured only wmen. The exclusive valuation
of wen became total with (slam. With
Emperor Constanting, Mass christmmtg
erupted and became the owtg veliglon, all
other cults having been banned.

- You see how things are done throughout
history, Paulo? It's just like that: always
Joln the winners, choose the strongest wind
and go with Lt, wherever it takes You...

- Yeah, Uncle, magbe...

- t's wnot: Magbe It sure Ls. Do You have
anything else to tell me?



- lt‘sjust some final notes, Lncle, 1'm almost
downe.

- Very good. | hear You.

- The Catholic cult of Mary, tts dogmas and
oldest festivals came from syria, and is a
bosic fact tn the history of Christianity.
with the prohtbition of pagan religlons,
Chvistian pastoral work and Liturgy were
reformed to satisfy the veligiosity of the
multitudes,  former  followers  of  the
matriarchal cults of syrian and Friesian
origin, which had spread throughout the
emplre. Mownothelsm was established in the
tberian Peninsula through Judaism; the Jews
being the holy wation, the interlocutors of
God, the guardians of the word, thelr
presence crented wnease, vemorse and envy
ln the Christians.

- You're finlshed, right?

-Yes, Uncle, ' done.



- well, where you have finished, | will begin.
Awnd believe me, Paul, the end is still a long

way off...

The Game - X[V

- well, Paul, today you get a fleld trip.
Youw've worked well, and...



- What are you talking about, uncle? |
don't...

- Yow'll get a life lesson. And for free, huh?
These tassels are out of date, but I...

- tm... a fleld trip, wncler Wherve are we
golng to...?

- To a place you Rnow well.. to see
something strange... and then you will

understand something you don't Rinow.

- You are very mgsterlous todag, wncele...
what Ls Lt?

- | can't tell you. t has to do with my

business, 'm studying some things and...

- AlL vight, all vight, if you donw't want to
say ik, dow't say it BUt I'm golng to be on
tenterhooks... whew are we golng on this
fleld trip? Ave we golng on a bus rented by
the school? Do we have to pay for the ticket?
Ahahah!



- Bnjoy it now, while you can. It's going to
e, Llook how the Brazilians say; bara
pesada. 1t's a shocking topie to say the least!
- Well, this is promising...

- And, to answer Your question: we're golng
after dinner.

- ORay.

- And Youw're having just a small steak for
dinner, and some vice, it's aLreadg dowe,
and. ..

- Unele! Please don't do this to el | amn
stanving!

- You don't understand, Paulo... what we've
about to see...

- Yeg?

- | still can't visuwalise what it s, Paulo, but
whatever Lt Ls... IE's something seary, when |
e)qztam to You what It means.



Thc Match ~ X\/



- [ ask You the question again, Uncle: where
are we golng? We are almost at my
uw’(,\/ersltg, and...

- Exactly there. You gave the answer. Paul.

- Let's go to the... to the...

- To Your wuniversity. Let's go there, yeah.

- Bub why? (t's the last place | want to go,
because...

- BeLCOAUSE todag s a party 0{&15, Paulo:
didn't you know? | put a Little paper tn the
windshield of my two-horse, the kind that
advertises parties at Universities now.

- Wwhat a wonotonous thing, o uwi\/ersltg
party, lean't belleve...

- Ah, but we've not golng to the party...
- No...?
- No. Let's... Look, 6@05 the party...

- [didn't get that one.



- Eheheh... now I'm making fun, huh, Paulo?
calm down, I'LL park right here.

- Hmpt.
- Dow't pout, come on, You're about to kRwnow
the secvet...

- But what Ls this secret anyway?

- The secret that hides in the catacombs of
Your University... buuhhih...

- Yes, yes, | ean see that.

- Al [forgot to tell you something,.
- What...?

- You will see almost nothing. Yowll just
hear...



The Game-XV]

- Theve's a blg commeotion at the door...

- [t's the custom, Uncle; Ltt's aLwags Lilee that
on festive days here.

- ALl right, here's what yow're gonna do.
Here's what you do: You go tn the front door,
follow the wain corvidor, and take the flrst
left, at the end, before the...

- To the Libmrg? ' golng to the Libmrg?
wWhat's there? 1s that it, Lncle? Do you want
e to go to the...

- Tmt'sjust it

- But... (t's closed at this hour! What do You
expect to flnol tn the...

- [ don't expect to find awgthlw@, Paulo. |
Rinow what 'mu going to find, more nuance,
less nuance. 1 kmnow perfectly well what 'm
going to find there.

- OW@, ohag, omg...



- [ have to lock the car. Go now. You'll wait
for me in the corridor Leading to the Lbrary,
that's enough...

- Dark? Dark, Uncle?

- Now You understand... Our game also has

some trumps, Paulo...
- OR&M, 've goling now, will you come?

- No doubt about tt. 'me coming. Next - it's to
Reep a Low profile.

- L understand, Lncle. See You Later.

The night was darie. very dark. tdeal for...

A moVe ke this.



The Game - XVl

The University was abmost deserted, in its
Lower pavt: only a few couples of lovers
courted each other, half ashamed. That was,
after all, the least crowded aren of the
University: it was higher up, on the first
floov, that the parties took place, with the
newly-enrolled  doctors  seducing  the
freshmen n crazy nights of sex and
something else, with the complacency of the
most remowned professors. £ was necessary,
after all, to follow the fashions; to adapt the
old traditions to the new times and to even
Younger girls.

Lam did as his uncle asked. There was the
recess before the Library door: a half-curve
that was a paradise for the keenest of Lovers.
Whew... | have to thank the heavens that no
one LS here. This way we're at ease. | hope

Lmele John Will come soon.



A few footsteps approached, quickly. Thew
they suddenly stopped.

-T... uncle?
- Yes, Paul, LE's mee.
- Uff... what a fright... | thought that...

- [ saw your shadow and thought someone
had arviveo first...

- But wncle... who would come here?

- Paulo, You can't even umagine who comes
here on these festive nights...

T he Game - XV



- How do we get tn?

- Let me check my pocket... ah, here Lt Ls!
- what is it?

- A lock pick.

- Uncle!

- A friend of mine once gave it to me, and
taught me a few wore things. Come on,
don't give them to me Like that. we gotta get
Lnslde fast.

- Close the door mow, no nolse, Paulo.
- OR&{M, Lncle. This Ls totattg n the darke...

- You can't see anything, | Rmnow. And so |
brought this... vollal

- WwWhat Ls 1£? Ave you there, Uncle?
- Lam, [ am. Ah, there, now You see me...
- A lantern!

- Shh! Keep your volee dowwn. 'L poéwt the

Lantern down, no one can see us heve. Now



let's go to the secomd door... the ogazoo,
again... this ls difficult...

Click.

- ORay, that's ik, Paulo. We've running out
of timee. I'me goling to turn on the Lights for a
orief moment, be attentive. You see that kind
of wmirror, therve, 've pointing with the torch...

- Yes, Uncele, what about Lt?

- Try to mentally vecord every detail of that
mirvor. 'ma golng to turn on the Light tn this

LWABY YOOMA...

oo oW



The nitlal impact was one of visual shock,
attributable to the wmumediote contact with



light after a few woments in absolute
darkness. Then Lam tried to adapt, and
began to quickly memorise everything that
seemed Limportant to him.

- Lncele!

- Hurry wp! (E's coming people!

The footsteps weve sneaky, and after they
closed the secret door of the Lbrary, those
footsteps continued to be very carveful. One
would say they heard everything, all around
theme. Cautious like an extreme wmother. A
big problem, that's what it was. Lam Looked
at his wuncle, who was westled with him
under one of the two large wooden tables tn
the Llbrary. The den... perfect. - You don't
nave to see... you have to listen. Lam was
beginning to understand the cards n that
game. The footsteps becawme wmore discreet,
and as they entered the second room, they
were mudffled by the soulful emptiness of the
night.



- Uncle.
- Chh! Keep it down. What's wrong?

- wWhat do we do now?

- Now, my dear nephew, let's get out tnto the
fresh atr. And you will begin to know the
story that is hidden within these walls...

T he Game - XIX



- Hurry up! Get n the car, Paulo!
- Lower me dowwn, Uncele...?

- Yes. ('lL wateh.

-l canm now...

- Yes. They haven't seen us. Let's get out of
here - and right away!

- But uncele, who was that who...

- Probably awn tnsider.

- Initiated? nitiated into what? What's that?
- Paulo, have you ever heard of... magic?

- well, [ watch Luls de Matos' programmes,
and...

- No such thing. Those are cheap tricks.
well, not always that cheap, but...

- You're talking about the wagic... eh...

magie...



- I'm talking about the magic that comes
from Africa, Paulo. The magic that... alters
behaviour... that can only be used when
people are asleep - during thelr sleep: why do
You think, for example, that it is said that
people who Live the wight life ave more lucid,
eh? Ah, that's right...

- Don't tell mee that...

- [ tell you that and 1 tell You many more
things, Paulo. Because | come from Africa,
yes, but my heavt Ls your heavt. And You
have always, always been pure, and | can't
betray those of my blood.



T he Game - XX

Rul remained n deep stlence all the way
home, and Lam did not want to bother hime
any further with questions that would have
to be... awkward. The whole watter was too
serious, too serious, for conversation to take

place within a 2 horse jostling.

- Let me lock the car... Theve you go. Paulo,
Let's go Wp.

- Yes, Uncle.

The foyer bn the bullding had a few lights
on and the Lift was ﬁwaLLg working, but
that was definitely not a wight of joy for
Rul. It was the wight... of the truth. of
telling his wephew the truth about a number
of matters that had been worrying him for a
long time, ever since he haod come from
Africa: maybe even before.



- Go and sit on the sofa bn the Living roow,
Paulo, 'l just have a drink of water, I'LL be
right there... oh, Martins, You've here!

- Come own, stay still, Martins, Uncele Rul's
not heve... eh

- | lenow, | lenow. 'ma not well, Len't that what

You were golng to say, Paulo?

- [...eh...

- If you had the things | have on wmy
consclence, You would be Like that too.



The Game -XX|

- You don't want to tell we wnow, wmncle,

what...

- UL tell youw, 1L tell you, don't worry. Let
me just have another glass of water...

it was alveady the thivd or fourth that Rul
had drunk in less than five minutes. He haot
switched on the television and stared at it
without getting any Information from it
sinee he had avrtved tn the room. Finally, he
seemed to wake up from his oaze, switched
off the TV with the remote control, and stood
for a few seconds in  silence again,
meditating. But wnow he seemed wuch
calmer. And Luctd.

- Paul.
- Yes, Lmncle...?

- What 'm going to tell you stays within
these four walls, do you hear? Don't You even



think of repeating what 'm golng to tell You
to awgowe...

- OVM@, Uncle. You con count on me. What's
golng on, anyway?

- You Rnow, Yow've studied that Freud's
theorles, and those diseases... anguish,
Mgs’ceria, NEUYDSES, psgcmses, schizophrenia,
evew... all that s LLLMSOVM, my nephew.

- C... what do You mean? But these disenses
do exist, he wouldn't Linvent that...

- v the primitive world none of that existed, |
ASSUYE You. Nothing, nowne 0{ that existed.

- Primeltlve world? what Ls tt?

- In African tribes, of course. The aborigines
of Australia. in some places in ndonesia. tn
the tribes of South Awmerica. n the tribes of
North Awmerica: Apaches, Stoux, and so
many, so many others, that the conviets of
the British prisons destroyed, when they
went to colonise the New World, bringing
disease ano war to the wative ndians behind



them. Yes, wmy dear wephew, the great
America hos feet of clay... only those who
have wot studied the history of the United
States of America do not know this... they
want to hide it at all costs...

- well, | had heavd about this story of the
English prisoners, but | didn't think it was

qu:...

- Important? Yes, Lt Ls meortawt. BUL there's
one thing that's even more tmportant, Paulo.

- Wha... what thing, uncle?

- O... Shamaw.
- What s [t?

- The African healer. The tribe's witchdoctor,
for the Awmerindions. The community
shaman, in the Russtan tribes, where the
Ewropean tradition of shamanism comes
from, which many have tried to keep in the
shadows... tncluding Psgcmatrﬁs’cs,
espectally them, Paulo. Look, Yours must
Rinow something about this. But he hides it



from You, of course. Or else he's afraid of
cevtain things...

- Afratd? Afratd of what?

Rul took a deep breath, and thought very
carefully before saying it Anod when his
breath found its way to speech, he knew that
his wnephew would wnever be the same from
that wmoment on. Yet & was something
bportant. That it had to be sald. He felt it.
He lknew Lk, more than anyone.

- Fear... of the spirits of the dead, Paulo. Anol
that, wot even Freud will ever be able to
control, with his well-thought-out, pseudo-
ratlonalist theories...



The Game - XXI|

A stumned Paulo Lame staved at his wncle
Rul from top to bottom. Nelther he kmnew how
to veact to this, nor did Rul know what his

veactlon would be.
- Uncle... Lncle is joking, tsn't he...?
- Onthe cowtrm/g, Paul, | am very serlous.

- Explain 50w56t{. ! owLM heavd about Lt Lin...

- Nursery rhgmes, [ Rnow, | kRnow... Lt's
normal: everything that connot be explained
by western science becomes myth, a bedtime
story... well, that's what we have!

- ArE You sure about what Yow're sagiwg?
BeCcOUSE that's...

- ls It strange? At first, no doubt. Then,
when we study watters better and use our
intuitlon, everything wakes sense. Get



reao{g, ['va goling to ask You some questions,
ohmg?

- omg, shoot.

- Why s it that tn primitive tribes there ave
so few cases, percentage-wise, of tndividuals

constoered Lnsane?
- Because, eh... well, [ have wo Ldea!

- Answer: because psychoses arve soctally
induced;  n Portuguese, an  ndividual
becomes schizophrenic because he Llives in
socletles with  mamense  vestrictlons, and
develops these pathologies due to the ultimate
and only cause of his soctal adaptation.
That is, when one Lives in full communion
with wature, none of this happens. That's
why [ told you about the terminology that
Freud and others used: none of this actually
corresponds to objective realities, when we go
back in time and analyse tribes. Clarvified?

- OR...



- Next question. What materials does o
shaman (n the EBuropean tradition), or
tribal sorcever (ln the Awmericas), ov healer
(in Africa) deal with?

- well, Uwncle has aLreadg satd... with the
splrits of the wort...

- Bxactly. But many wore things. Many
more. And do you know, by any chance,
what is the name of the wmagic that the
shaman performs, that he offers to his

commuwé‘cw, to his tribe?

- N... no wncle! What Ls Your name...?

- White Maglic. Because he deals with benign
spirits and not evil ones, and sometimes he

can even undo spells from... from...

- M... magte...

- ExactLg, my dear nephew. Exacttg.
Magic... Black wagie. The wagic that



spread to vartous parts of the world through
the African slave trade and that has various
names: Voodtoo and many eteeteras. And it
ls this wmagle, orlginating in Africa - but
deep black Africa, wot the cities, please note -
that the great western minods have seized
to...

- What's it for? What's it for, anyway,
Uncle?

- To... control the masses. So that the mind
Ls active during the day and sleeps at night,
when that magic can enter the s]aérit at will,
in the form of dreams... why do you think
the  Awmerindian  tribes  wake  those
dreavacatehers you see so much of, in the
bedvooms of western houses? It's a Rind of

white magic tn disgulse...

- My God... wncle, that's...

- Machiavellian? Certainly. But far wore
Machiavelllan arve the speLLs that ave cast



around to kReep people's amie’cg ot acceptabte
Levels Lin socie‘cg...

Lam's uncle drank some more water. His
nephew was calm, for an intuitive. That was
good, very good. After all he wanted him to
sleep well that night: theve was still a lot of

work to do.

- Uncele, but Freud, he... well, swetg nis
theory contains a Lot of truth, he can't be
wrong) about everything, and...

- Paul, Paul... even You can't bmagine what
Freud lenew but didn't tell ANYONne...



The Game - XX

- And now, on this subject, there is just one
weore Loose end | wanted to exptam to you,
Paulo.

- Anything else? Tonight has been a box of
surprises, V@ﬂLL@...

- Yes, despite belng retwnees from back
howme who ave dolng these things here in
Portugal, | had to tell you this, Paulo. |
couldn't help telling you, you who are the
blood of my blood.

- It must have cost hime a Lot, the...

- Not even Yyow coan tmagine. You kRnow, the
generation that now holds the reins of power
ls basteally wmy generation. And we all
know a Little about all this that is golng own,
but out of fear we dont say it, and the



knowledge Ls lost. The younger ones can't
even magine... well, but Let's get to that Loose
end | wanted to tell you.

-Yes, unele, go ahead, 'm Listening.

- It still has to do with the primitive tribes,
Paul. DLA You know that Ln those tribes the
madmen werve constdered very wLse people?

- well, well, well.

- That's right! And do you know why?
Because b was thought that they were in
dirvect contact with the gods: and the volces
that these people heard and what they sald
were Listened to with fear, but also and above
all with attention. And even the sorcerers
held them tn very high regard and, in the
state of ‘trawce, they imditated certain
behaviours  close to  these vreabms  of

maoness...



- well, this szugt revelations. ..

- You have surely heavd the expression: "The
mental hospitals arve full of gentuses...1?

- Yes, but that's for fun...

- Not at all. Look, it's Like the story of the
spirits, which is told to Little childven, to
make them oafratd of something, for
exameple: they are based on truth, but that
truth is too true to be told directly and
totally... eheheh.

- MY God... and there's more, Uncle...?

- There are. Poets, Like Fermando Pessoa. The
Palnters, Like van Gogh.

- Yes? what do You have?

- They have too much madwness tnstde them,
that's what it s, Or genius... call it what
You Llike, it's to the customer's taste! They
also hear voices, Llike the wadmen and
shamans of the tribe.. and i you ask a



psychoanalyst or a guy of that ik, they all
tell you the same thing: ah, yes, van Gogh?
A schizophrenie this, he suffered from such
and such... all lies, Paulo! Don't even listen
to them, those swake otl salesmen!

- Come on... my psgchiatnst..

- well, that one's harmiless. [ lknow hime well.
He's a good guy, he s, Uimdited, of course,
but...

- But... what does that have to do with the
whole primeitive tribes thing...? ' not...

- You see, my denr nephew... those who are
gentuses coan quickly turn into madmen o
You get them tnto o wmind doctor tn o

mz//rg. .

- ReaLLU? Do You Y@DIU,M think...



- Oh, that's vight, Paulo. And there are <o
many of them, out there, veady to preseribe
legal drugs, a la carte, for forelgners to see...
be very careful with yours. Be very careful,
tndeed....



The Game - XXIV

- Do You think you can handle hearing the
rest, Paulo?

- If I've heavd this fav...

- Good, good, good. Let's go, thew. There are
five, magbe six focal points arownd the
world...

- Focal po’wucs? what's that?

- You must have the patience to Listem to me
until the end. These are places where routes
meet, where culturves coexist, where, Ln shovt,
theve Ls an influence that can be exerted over
an entive reglon. Do You Rnow the principles
of Acupuncture?



- Yes, the basics: these ave po’mts whieh
centralise cevtaln energies v the human
bodg, and which the needles...

- That the weedles will thew act on these
polnts to create different energy flelds, or
cedistribute  the energy  again, in a4
therapeutic way. well, that's just it.

- But... what does that have to do with...

- It has everything to do with it, Paulo. There
are, as | was telling Yow, magical places n
the world. Places that, If the negative energy
of black magic is triggered Ln them, act
upon a whole reglow of the globe.

- Awnd... but my uwi\/ergé’%.., what s Lt
that...

- Your unbversity... Yyour university is at one
of those points, stmply.

- Tell me \/\/]/15, thew.



- ownce again, Lt has to oo with African
origins. As you know, after the 25th of
April, there weve a Lot of returnees from the
former colonies in Portugal, especially in the
clvil senvice.

- Yes, | know that for a fact.

- Thats vight. | was also one of those
veturnees, Paulo. | was also a second-rate

Portuguese. ..
- What a horvible name they were given...

- Yes, very sad tndeed. But, as [ was saying,
those people brought from Africa not only
thelr childhood wmemories... they brought
much more than that: Magtc...

- Black...?

- That's right. And a few years later, when
some of those returnees already  held
influentiol positions tn Portuguese society,
they Lmwmediately set about wnegotinting
with the states. For Portugal, an cternal
peace and a dream Life. (n exchange for...



- Yeg...?

- In exchange for a plan. The Plan.
- W... what Ls this plan, uncle? What...
- The Plan of Continents.

- what? what's that?

- Rewmember the five or six points of the
world, which [ told you about earlier? Hm?

-Yes, but what...

- Yow are certa”w»tg inattentive. Now, how
many continents are theve Ln the whole
world? Huh?

- C... flve, because You ask... oh!

- A, that's right...



The Game - XXV

- This game s very smeLé to ptag, Paulo. It
has very, very simple vules. Or did You
think that the human being evolved from
barbarism to civilisation so suddenly, with
the snwap of a flnger? Alm?

- But | still don't understand the connection
between. ..

- Black Magic only acts effectively on land,
unlike telecommunications, for example -
those have other obstacles, such as
mountains and caves. For wmaglc, theve are

other types of geographical obstacles...

- Q... what kind of obstacles? Uncle?



- Water. Mowuntains of... water. Salt water,
clouds, rain, rising and falling winds, very
cold or very hot, storms at sea... those
things. And that's why there has to be a
point like this on every continent, which
does  sort of vedistribute the original
message, to numb people's minds - because
only that can enable Life tn modern socteties,
have no doubt.

- Is that all? t's just the magic that...

- The Mass Media also act at this Level, |
forgot about them... sublimingl messages,
the news, the programming itself is studied
according to very deep psychological studies
(which are not found in Mwl\/ersttg Lbraries,
You can be sure of that...), tn order to tnduce
states of extreme happiness or sadness.

- What's the point? All that, what for?

- For a few days or weeks or months or even
years later some dinbolical global plan is
carvied out, be ik a wav, or whatever: by then,



people's mentality is alrendy tatlorved to these
plans, which have been operating for years
n the background.

- Uwncle... are You sure what You are telling

me...? It's all <o...
- Stmwge?

- well, whimsteal, strange, delustonal even,
a bit of all that. it's havd to...

- Belleve i, Paulo?

-S.. 565.

- Yow wust be watching  too  much
television...



T he Game - XXV

- Glve me two books from Your bookshelf:
Origine of the Sacved and The Shaman,
Paulo.

- Yes, Uncle. [s this 1t?

- Yes, and the shaman's one with the black
cover... that's the one. Bring me those books,
please, and sit here next to me.

- Not now, Martins, go away.

- MLAAUUMU. ..

- Pow't be mean to my pussy. Come here
Marting, on my Lap, that's it. Now where is
this... ah, rvead me this underlined passage
from that page where | opened the book of the
origins of the sacred. Read it aloud.

'"The shaman Ls the earliest huwman
manifestation of spirituality that we know
of; and it has continued apparently without



intervuption from the Lee age, or even earlier,
to the present day. it wmay be found in many
primitive socleties, espectally of worthern
Stberia, among the Gilayks, in the ndian
tribes  of Novth Awmerica, among the
Eskimos, and among the aborigines of
Australia."

- Shawman? Is he the origin of...

- No doubt about it, Paulo. Without any
doubt. Mircen Eliade has demonstrated that
the essential core of shamanism is an
‘original  phenomenon',  nherent to  the
human condition ttself, and consequently
Rnown to all archaic peoples. Shamans are
specialists of the sacred, wen capable of
"seelng” the spirits, of ascending to heaven
and weeting the gods, of descending to hell
and flghting demons, illness and death.
Through his spectal techniques - fasting,

driumming, weditation and certain drugs -



the shaman enters nto an ecstatic trance,
ano uses b for the good of the whole
commumt@, to heal and protect. During the
shamawn's period of initiation, he wmeets an
animal which teaches him the Language of
animals and becomes his spirit companion.
Have Yyou ever been to a rock concert? Have
You heard of The Doors, and Jim Morrison?

- Yes! And 'wm even a big fan of Your music,
why...?
- Rock concerts often use drums. Do You

Rnow what the shamans used drums for?

- No. wWhat for?

- To call the spirﬁts, my wepmw... ana
curvent rock vocallsts use muste to provoke o
collective trance iloentical to that of the

shaman...

- Oh, come on! You're not going to tell me
that )ime Movrison...



- [l tell you what Ls the truth: Jum Morrison
had a voad accldent whew he was very
young. An aceldent with... ndians... and
the soul of one of thewm, who was a shaman
and who hao just olied, entered Morvison's
Splrit.

- Ahahah!

- Hey there! Do You wamnt me to tell You Lles,
ov oo You want to know the whole truth?

T he Game - XXV



- Sowg, Lncle.

- That's better. Now hand we the shaman's
book.

- tteve.

- Now wheve... ah, it's here. =Read, ('ve drawn
an arvow ow the part we're nterested Lin.

- Let e see... here it s, "The Ldea that the
shaman s a surviving archaic religlous
flgure is common in wmany scholars'
lnterpretations, positive or wegative. (...)
western scholars have long been attracted to
the probleme of the ultbmate origin of
religlon. (...) Paleolithic discoveries in the
twentleth century paved the way for
interpretations that wmade the shaman the
primary flgure tn the search for the origins
of vellglon. Barve argues that all our
knowledge of the supernatural or the divine
comes  from  shamans  and  similar

vislonarles."



- Now page 145, reads, below.

- "Realm of Sickness and Health: Body,
Splrit and Soul:

1. Soul or sﬁwﬁt cLoseLM velated to the bodU:

a) Concepts of Soul and Spirit -
Shamanle pmatice

b) Concepts of Splrit - Psychoanalysis
ano  other  humanistic  forms  of
psgch/mt@

2. Splrit or brain bn greater opposition to the
bodg - CLLchaLpsgcmmt@ and medicine'.

Lncle, swetg You're Ridding wme...! wWhat
does this shamawn thing have to oo with
psgchiat@...?

- Read that part, above: the healing power of
dialogue.

'Shamanic  healing  will  comprise o
dialogue between the patient and another



person - the shaman or a spirit. This reaches
extreme polnts tn sora shamanism, but Ls
equally present tn psychoanalysts, which is
also a 'healing through conversation'. The
sora patient talks to the dead through a
speclalist,  while  the patlent  of 2
psychoanalyst talks to the spectalist about
other personalities, at the wmoment absent
from the patient's Life."

Oh my God... uncle, this is...

- This s what Lt s, And IE's very serlous,
Paulo. Or did you think that Mumawﬁ% has
always lived ln cities... hm? Bven before
psychoanalysis was born and there were
already shamans healing entire

communities... that's right...

- And do you think... do you think this is

the solution we weve Looking for...?

- owne thing [ kinow, Paulo.

- What thing, uncle? wWhat do you know?



- Therve could be a million answers to this
problem of GW’LstLath@. BUL If You answer:
Shamaw...

- Yes? what oo You think theg'LL say...?

- ... wno teacher in this world and its
surroundings will be able to say that it is
the wrong answer. And he will not be able to
do so because it is, of the possible answers,
the truest. And now, Let's go to sleep. There's

WLOYE TOVOYYOW.



The Game - XXVIII

- F’Ltipe, [ wanted to tell You something
rather hm... confldential.

- You can count on Lt. say Lt.

- [ have a student at my wniversity who...
well, he's a bit of a troublemaker, and...

- Cut him off. Put disciplinary proceedings
on him, then Rkick hime out. What's so
complicated about thate You've done it
plenty of thmes, ' sure.

- well, Lt'sjust that he... his nwame is Lam.
- Victor's kld. Al | see.
- Yeah, the Masse kid.

- The bloody favours... always them.

- Yes, L gave hime my word of honour that the
boy would go all the way in this Sociology
course. And the bog ls intelligent, that's not
the problem... too smart, if you know what |

MWLEA ...



- | know perfectly well. They are the worst.
And historical examples abound to remind
us of that.. Karl Marx, Bin Laden, Adolf
Hitler... spoilt brats who play at belng perfect
socletles... usually geniuses wmisunderstood
bn other flelds, who odevote themselves to
fobricating  lodens  of  rupture..  and
soclologlsts ave the worst, you know that.
You cant comdone comcepts  of  this
meortame, damumlt. You know well the
orders we have to...

- | Rnow that very well. And that's why |
wanted to get it off my chest with you,
Filipe. | know that at your university
they've been very scrupulous with these
orders. | think they manage to peacefully
expel dozens o year...

- Yeah, they get sick of it fast. The most
copable, of course. The smart ones. You don't
even want to give a guy like that a straw:
they'lL fall on Yyou, the...



- Yes, don't say any names, | beg You. |
Rnow that. Don't think ('ve forgotten.

- But then, if Your uwl\/ersitg complies with
those soctal sclemce standards, what ls it

that's wowg/m@ you &mgwag?

- It's this Lam, you know.. Because of
Masse... he even proposed this to me, a game.
A kind of knowledge game. So that the boy
can get his act together and prove that he
deserves his diploma. [ thought it was a good
toen at first, but now... [ don't know.

- That could be a double-edged sword...

- L know. You think 1 don't kinow? It would be
a last chance for this young man, Paulo
Lam. But 've afrald that...

- Fear? Fear of what exactly?

- Afrald that this game will give him the
necessary lights to play a game with even

more mportant cards, You understand?



- But if Masse (s the one who gave you the
rules of that game, | guess he must know
what he's dotng, no?

- Yeah, okay, but  was thinking about
that... you kmnow?

- wWhat, tn tmor@..

- Shh! Shut up! [ told You not to say cevtatn
things out Loud. Just tell me what you think
about Lt.

- It would be very serious... But, tsn't your
uwi\/érsitg only a soctal sclewce uwﬁ\/ersltg?
Surely the boy can never come to Rnow...
right?

- Yeah. Masse thinks <o too.

- Tell mee, what ts he Likee? | mean, what kind
of intelligence is he?

- [t's hard to say. He has such a temper...
Masse says It runs Ln the fam%.



- | meant, in class, what kind of comments
does this Lam make? What subjects interest
him the most? Does he vead a Lot? What lkeind
of language ooes he use? Does he write well?
Does he have a clear reasoning? Or is he just
another magictan who has suddenly woken

Up from some Rousseau book?

- Ehehe... well, but this s wno laughing
matter. (£ seems that he is rebelling against
the education system, against the pedagogy
of the teachers at the University.

- | didnt know she existed! You guys are
really gotng all out over there...

- Not at all. we do things as Yyou do them.
Besides, theve are strict vules for the conduct
of professors in a university: do not Let the
students talike, do not Let them approach him,
extreme ratlonalisation, and You know it
well, dow't Lecture me on this subject!

- Hey! Take it easy! It wasjugt an aside,
Just an astde. You've Very nenvous.



- Yes, | kRmnow. 1've been tn a bad wood. ('ve
never seew anything like it. The boy... has
unbelievable power of expression. Any teacher
understands  his talent mwmediotely. It's
twmediote, 1 tell you. (v afraid he con
actunlly solve this game.

- This Paulo Lam guy... he's starting to
lnterest me. But tell wme about the game
Masse invented. He's very creative, for o
mathematical sclentist... maybe he veads too
many novels!

- 'L tell you the game. You'll even Laugh...

My dear Dean of UTS, You can be sure that
langhing (s the last thing yow will see me
Ap....

The Game - XXIX



Ten winutes after saying  goodbye to
Sérglo, Filipe entered his house: it was
alrendy cold and his garden was no longer
as sunny as Lt had been wntil then.

- What's up? How's Serglo? He's a beautiful
old man... but he's still tn great health, lsn't
he, dear?

- Yes, yes, he's a very energetic dean, no
doubt. Look, I'm golng to my office, I'Ve got
sove papers | wank to tidy up. Tell the matd |
dow't want to be tntervupted for the next half
hour, please.

- Shes tidying up my rooms now. '
golng Lnto the Living room to do my oLl
palnting: the fruit bowl s abmost finished,
and...

- Ah, very well, 1L see tn a few minutes, |
want to be the first to appreciate my wife's
art.

Filipe entered the office, closed the door and
sat dowwn on one of the two sofas. He neeoled



to think. A phone call had to be weade and a
person had to be contacted.

Because the vector of UTS had told him
things...

Unthinkable.

The Game - XXX



- Good morning, Uncle, did You sleep well?

- [ slept very well, Paulo. really well.  guess
Freud was vight about the catharsis thing...

- What do You menn?

- Never mind, one day You'll understand.
Get the Martins out of that chalr and sit
dowwn. You've got three books there.

- What wtll | studg now?

- Now it will be Lingulstics. one of the
pillars of wisdom of all time: Language.
He's no dummy, the guy who tnvented this

gane, he's not, no...
- Let wmee at Least eat something, wncle.

- Ah, Yyes, of course, sorry. You have honey,
bread and milie there, it's not cold, you can
drink it. As for Your stwtg, Paulo:

History of Language - Julla Kristeva,
should be very interesting, this.



. The Stogn - tumberto Eco, it s essential to
know what concepts the experts make of the
sion, Language, read carefully

Foundations of General Lingulistics -
_Jesus- Antonlo Collado, talks about the ideas
of Saussure, who dreamed of founding
Semlology, a sclence that  encompassed
Lingulstics, among many other  sign
systems, this one Ls LLVQ@L@ to be lnteresting
but not decisive.

And that's k. That's . And you're very
Luchg...

- Luclfeg? WVIM?

- Because Your uncle can also help you with
this pavt. The last part, of Astronomy, Ls
that ( don't see what it ls, but Lingulstics
has very simple principles, apart from the
terminological confusion of  this
pavaphernalia of complicated scholars... but
anywnay.



- Very stmple principles, Uncle? As far as |
now, it is a very technical subject, full of
theovetical wunderstatements, secono senses
in concepts, an absolute velativization of
terminology, [ dow't think it is shuple, for
the Little [ studied there at University...

- Yes, Paulo, what yow study at university
Ls mr@tg what meatters most...

- What do You mean? | drdn't understand...

- To uwnderstand veal linguistics, its
foundations, its concepts, Yyou have to
abstract yourself from linguistics itself.

- What? That doesn't make any sensel

- What doesnw't make any sense is to study
Language from the very Limited perspective

of Lingulstics, | assure you!

- But what does the linguistic wncle kmnow
anyway?

- Me? Not much. But | studied tn depth the
theory of Modern Art.



- Awnd what does one have to do with the
other?

- Bverything. Have You heard of Beuys?
- Elwm... no...

- Marcel Duchamp?

- [ think so...

- Jackson Pollock?

- Not reaLLg, but. ..

- So, if you dow't know the work of these
universal  gentuses, start  studying  the
books 1 brought you. Now. I'lL be back after
2:00 in the afternoon. | left Yyour lunch in
the fridge, them just heat it wp in the
microwave. I've  golng  to  exchange

bmpressions with a friend.

- ALl vight, tncle. This friend... he studies
Language?

- No doubt about t. He's the wmost
extmomilm@ pa’mter ("ve ever weet. Awnd also



the wmost unknown. That's Life, Paulo. For
some, fame and profit. For others, hard work.

T he Game - XXXI



- I'me back, Paulo. Have You summarized the
bookes?

- Yes, uncle, heve arve the sheets, [l just
nunber them so | don't get lost L the
middle of this mess...

- 'Ll get some watey, 1'LL be right back.

- Sosay Lt, my nephew.

- Book History of Language: Langunge
exists to communlicate, it is a process of
communication of a wessage between at
lenst 2 speaking subjects:  Sewder -
(messnoe) - Recelver.

- Thts has atreadg started badLg...
- wWhat Ls It, Unele?

- Nothing, wothing, it was just an aside.
say it

- Lingulistic signs are at the origin of any
symbolism: the first act of symbolization is
symbolization tn and by Langunge. For



Saussure, meaning Ls the concept, the Ldea,
and the signifier the acoustic lmage, and
there is no relation (it s arbitrary) between
signifier and sigwnified. Chomsky - one of
the cwrvent exponents of Lingulstics - was
not interested in the symbolic aspects of
Language, he studies its strictly formal
oroer, that is, he abandoned the word and Ls
concerneol with the structure of the sentence.
As for the discussion on the origin of
Language, it ls  almost  wnantmously
considered  that the phonetic  obtained
autonomy, and writing appeared s 0
second step to fix vocallsm.

The sclence of writing, systematising the
archaeological data concerning the various
scrlpts, has distinguished = types:

. pletographic writing
. tdeographic (or hieroglyphic) writing

. phownetie (or alphabetic) writing



This traditional typology Ls contested and
ceplaced by a  classification  into 5
categories...

- Down't get tired.
- What? Won't You listen, Uncle?

- That's a load of rubbish to wake a fool
believe. Skip it

- Okay, f Uncle says so... now, the book
tollkes about  the retatiowsmp between
Aw’chropow@ Y and Liw@ulstics.

- Now that's more Lnteresting, he says.

- Primitive mawn does not vecognise n the act
of speaking, sgmbotﬁsm@, communicating,
an act of Ldealisation or abstraction, but on
the contrary as a participation n  the
universe around hime. This (s the mailn Lden
of this part of the book.

- Very good. very luctd tden.



- Christianity replacing Egyptian religion
is perhaps one of the reasons for the decling
of the elaborate Egyptian writings. n
Egypt, writing was distinet from omtitg,
and disappeared whew trade with the Greek
clvilisation  Lnvaded  the Mediterranean

basin.

- That  Is  very  Lmportant.  One
communieation system belng replaced by

another for economic reasons... Go on, Paulo.

- Chinese writing:  signs  are  anclent
representations or anclent symbols, but for
the most part they have no visible connection
with the ldens indicated by the words they
represent.

- That, Paul, s essentlal. Awnd Lt
demonstrates well what a sy mbol reaLLM LS.

- Is that so? For wme this s all a bit vague...
BY the way, what do you think the clue



means? That movie, The Scorve, with =Robert
Redforol and Paul Newman?

- [ bought the DVD, let's wateh it next. Hold

on a second.

- Ah, OK. The book, tn the final part, also
talks about Psychoanalysis and Language:
Freud constders that dreams are wot reduced
to symbolism; they are a true Language,
that is, a system of signs, with ks own
structure, syntax and logic. own the other
hand, discourse contains and Lmposes an
ldeology; and every Lideology finds its
discourse. Any ruling class particularly
watches over the practice of Language anol
controls its forms and the means of its
diffuston: information, the press, Literature.
Literatwre is wndoubtedly the privileged
domain in which Language is exercised,
made  precise  and  wmodifled.  Several
signifying systems seem to be able to exist
without necessarily being bullt with the help



of language or from its model: gestures, the
vartous visual signs, photography, clnema,
painting; studying all these systems as
langunges s the object of a vast sclemce
which encompasses Linguistics and which ts
only wnow beginning to be formed -

Semlotles.

- Now, yes, we are starting to get

somewhere...

- Now the book The sign, by Umberto Eco,

uncle.
- Lo Listening to you attentively.

- The sign Ls used to transmit information,
it is part of a communication system of this
type: source - sender - channel - message -
recelver.

- These guys really confuse everything,...
concepts Like this mean nothing, V@MLLM, Lt
takes patieme...



- What's that, Uncle? Don't You agree with
this author?

- ob\/uousL@ dow't agree, it's mgsti{icatiow
after mystification, so that man's navel
revmains ot the centre of the world... it's
disgusting. But go on, excuse me.

- well, Eco says that this scheme applies to
all communicative processes. There exists
between sender and rvecelver a common code,
that is, a series of rules that attribute to the
stgns of the wmessage a meaning.

The sign as an element of the process of
signification exists  n  a  triangular

relatlonship:
- meaning (concept, Lolen)
. slgnlifier (acoustic image)

- referent (the thing referved to, the object)

The stogns can be:



S unamblguous (1 single meaning)
- mlsunderstandings (vartous meanings)
. plurtvocal (metaphors, connotation, double
meanings)

vague (or symbols, with a rvange of
meanings)

Lingulsts consider that the minimum unit
of meaning is wonemes (others call them

morphemes), which are grouped nto words.

- That's what | say, Paulo. n footballing
language, those guys are missing out on the
game! Ahahah!

- Eheheh, well, if uncle thinks so... | want to
se¢ later what he has wp his sleeve for this
pmt....

- Anything else from that book, Paule?

- Yes.  Several  concepts:  Sign - (s
information of a quantitative ovder and is



caleulated on the basis of the binary
Logavithm of the posstble cholees.

- That wust be a laugh. You've been reading

too many computer manuals for sure...

- Sigw - there Ls a sign when by preliminary
convention any sigw is established by a code
as wmeaning. Thivd book: Fundamentals of
General Lingulstics, which focuses mainly
ow the Loeas of Ferdinand de Saussure.

- Okay, okay, okay, okay. Let me J’ust

drinke some water...

- Drinking  water aLmaO{M, Unele?  I'me
supposed to be tired, 'm here talking, and...

- It's just that ( tire quickly when [ hear too
many LLes, Paulo...



T he Game - XXXI|

- Well, if Uncle thinks these guys are all
wrong, | don't know what...

- Nephew, these guys, as You say, all study
by the same primer: writing, books and more
books, devour entive Libraries. But it s not
wise who devours book culture or who wants
to... eheheh...

- Unele Ls preparing some...

- Come on, we still have to wateh the film
and Lt's aLreadg 3.45pm, Mw% UP.

- This book talks about the weed to define
what langunoge Ls.

- At last! HaLLeLugmn!

- For Martinet: "The language which the
Lingulist studies is that of man'.



- After all... the mountain has brought forth

a mouse, Paulo!

- Bheheh, tsn't this what you were expecting,
uncle?  Moving  on:  Language  only
manifests itself through a plurality of
languaoges.

- Wrong. Very wrong, Paulo. ULl explain
Later.

- Okay, but let me finish.
- Alh, sorvy.

- The features common to all lLanguages and
which must exist in every communication

system:

. the arbitrarviness of the sign (the bond that
unites the signifler to the signified is
mbﬁtm%)

. articulate oral Languaoe

. the double articulation (in weaningful
unilts - MONEMES/ MOrPhenes and

distinctive units - phonemes)



For Saussure, the Stgns are divided tnto:
L. natural
. 2. artifieial
n) Representative (conographic stgns)
b) communleative (conventlonal)
. motlvated

. arbitra Y

(both wotivated and arbitrary signs are
sgmbots)

Language Ls understood as the capacity to
speak, or vather, the system of phonetic-
acoustic slgns that constitute language,
which s used to communicate. Language
and thought ave inseparable. The author of
this  book  wakes  intelligence  divectly
dependent on the use of langunge. And that
Ls all.



- And that's enough. Now, let's watch the
film.

- IS theve POpCOYIN? Ahahah!

- Tmre'syst too much attention. Paulo, keep
Your eyes open. (t's not the film we've golng
to emjog...

- well?

- You are own the Llookout for hidden
meanings hidoen tn the film that wmight
have to oo with Lingulstics. That ls what
will make the difference.



T he Game - XXXIII

- AlL right. UL turn off the DVD player. t'm
turning off the DVD player. [ got it. You got
te?

- Do | understand...? Get what? (t's already
an old wmovie, about a scam by some
scammers, to get a few thousano dollars...
what's so special about it? Don't tell me it's
the music? Jazz, right?

- My wnephew, you're going to have to
smarten Your ears for the next part of the
game, Astronomy, otherwise this is badly
stalled. Now sertously: don't tell me you
didn't get the play.

- Of course [ got it. Newman and Redford
were done with each other, to...



- Bl You really  didnt  understand
anything ot alll  The final  phone

conversation, dammlt!

- Yes? what about (2 And what does this
film have to do with...

- That ls what | am trying to explain to You.
Pay attention. Owne of the commen tells the
bandit that horse X Ls golng to score, and...
he doesn't finlsh his sentence, doesn't he?

- Yes, and thenw what?

- Thew, the bandit was so tense that he didn't
hear the vest, he didw't hear what the other
guy  was saglw@, that s, he didn't
understand that it was awnother horse, horse
Y, that won, and he went straight awny to
bet on horse X, Losing half a million dollars.

- Yeah, that was Lt, but what does Lt meamn?



- It means - n our gavee - that the recelver
does wot understand the sender's wessage.
And so that yow wnderstand what s at
stake, ( have to explain to you the wrong
things  you have been studying  in
Linguistics today.

- Hm... ohmg, ' all ears.

- Paul, you vead me a classifieation of signs
i whieh the sgmbots are Lnstde, within a
category of signs. For it ls exactly the
opposite, the truth of the facts.

- What do You mean, wnele?

- Symbols do not have to symbolise: another
plous Lle, for the lnecautious scholar to
understand only half of things. And signs
are not signs, they are signals.

- what? ncle, You're not making any
sense! How Ls Lt possLbLe that...



- Yes, It ls possibw, Paulo. And, not ong LS
it posstble, but it is what happens. There is a
wise mixture of veality and fiction, of true
concepts and half-truths, in the sclence of
Langunge,  whether  this  sclemce  is
Linguistics or Semiology, or Semilotics, or
whatever the hell these guys want to call it.
It Ls already a wmilracle that they assume that
Lingulstics Ls after all within the immense
fleld of semiology, 1 tell you.

- But.. why are there these confusions of
concepts, Uncle?

- we'lll come to that in a moment. The
Langunge we use s wot real Language
elther: [t szus’c a code, wmade up of signs -
stinee they only have one or a few meanings,
depending on the context of the discourse
where they appear. A sign is a symbol, there
Ls no big difference.



Ao o sgmboL..‘ ls a whole Other thing, my
nephew... a different world... nothing they
say, | assure You. A symbol has countless
meanings, so many that it can, in itself,
symbolise the whole of Language, of which it
Ls only a tiny part. And modern patnting Ls
the missing plece of the puzzle to prove it.

- The... wmodern pabnting? Luncle must be
Joking...

- Get the Jackson Pollock book frome the
bookease. Youw coan also bring Mivd and
Toples, they've very close. Yes, the one with
the grey cover, bring it to me, Paulo. That's
Lt Now open Lt, on any page.

- Jesus Chiristh what ave these crazy signs?
- D you hear what you said, nephew...?

- What did | say...?



- Yes. You said: stgns...

T he Game - XXXIV

- And what about tt?

- It has that you yourself, without having
any deep theoretical kmnowledge of this
matter, said the wagic word, and n a
totally intuitive way. You didn't need any
lingulstic dictionary to find lmmedintely
the concept, the lden that is at the base of all
modern art: the ultimate ortgin of human

communtLeatilon...

- Huh? DLd | say that?



- Yes, yes, You don't want to get away with
that! Eheheh, take b easy. Now, You're
bringing we the Taschenw book on Pleasso.
Thank Yyou. Thank you. Now where is this...
is here, vead this underlined part.

- "wantbng to find meaniing in e\/e%tmw@
Ls the disense of our thnme"

- Dld you get the message from Pablo
Pleasso, Paulo...?

- What wmessage? Uncle, this Ls getting wore

anol wore confusing...

- Good, good, good. Let's go thew. Plcasso
demonstrates with this simple sentence that
the whole focus of lingulstics s golng in the

wrong direction.

- (s that sp? How Lls that possibte? [ don't
think Lt has awgth/w»@ to do with that,
Lncle...



- The wise words of the masters teach us a
Lot, Paulo. But we have to kwnow how to listen,
otherwise they pass us by and we don't
understand them look, like the bawndit tn
the film: he was in such a hurry that he
didn't understand a thing! Here's the thing:
modern Lingulstics consioers language to be
only hwman language and speech - wrong,.
More: Lt even considers that the sbwmple
transmission of messages, through a code of
signs wnderstood by sender and recelver, is

authentic communication!!! magine that!

And, obviously, the biggest mistakes come
right after: to consider the sign as a sigwn,
and to consider the symbol as a sub-
category  of sigw, thus completing  the
egocentric  attitude  of  man,  n this
Lntellectual magtwbatorg velation, of being
pleased with his own bmage tn the wmirror:
"the only Langunge that exists is the one |
use', and that cannot even be considered as
Language, it Ls owtg a moilmevutm@ code,



because Lt s not formed bg ggmbots - whteh
would have multiple meanings - but only by
stons,  which  transmit - and do  wnot

COMMUNLEALE - MLESSAO)ES.

copitalism accentuntes the domination of
the econowmic over the cultural factor in
society, despite the fact that for more than
half o century people have been well off, and
that the wext stage of human evolution is
envisaged, n which the quality of Life would
be optimal for everyone.

- Hh. This Ls starting to wake a bit wore
sense, Uncle.

- Uve already told yow about the small
difference between maod and genius, haven't
[, Paulo? well, Look, a genius artist, Antonin
Avtaud, he bnvented new words.

- Dl you Lnvent mew woros? what's that?



- Youw don't have to be swprised. That's
common among) poets. Your mother, she also
invented new words, Paulo. L just get the
noteboole | still have, of her diafts, on my
desk... heve it Ls. Read this, Paulo.

- [ laugh at the new words...?

- Yes, Paul. It's from Your dead wother, God
vest her soul. =ead Lt...

"River of new words

Yehmualn - O@fuio
ﬁe;@ﬂﬁ - Mac@f

Frerton - Burnbuie

River of new words, that don't fit in your womb, maﬁ'@
Tﬁey are @ﬁfy of colours, ﬁeop/e 's faces, and fﬁey also die of /onjiry

9 wanted to be éeyom[ of- signs of death to live
But 9 cammot be a heliever in you, hefore 9 dream of another éez‘@

9 believe in the world an@ when 9 hear it cry
9 think then: how beautiful and /woﬁmm/ Is your gaze



The mountain is Rio's mother, she is its pmf and; fufwe
And the river dreams awake in its fure bhed

River me, you are water, stones, absent in the preyenf and poeﬁy
when stranded at sea

And for your end to find you_just have to be demented and

é »
rememauner.

- [t's... Lt's...

- | know, Paulo. (t's very beautiful. Your
mother was very specLaL. Very specmt, reaLLM.

- L wish [ could have niet my mother. | r@aLLg

LSS you, Uncle.

- | Rnow. It's tough. Victor Masse did a good
Job, but nothing replaces owr blood, right?

- Let's get back to this matter, wncle. I...

- You want to forget, | understand. well,
back to the polnt: some people wealke
intelligence depend on the use of langunge,
which Ls infinitely stupld.

- s that so? And whg LS Lt stl/qaid...?



- _Joseph Beuys was o gentus artist, who
cLeWLH assumed this: anlmals are wiore

ntelligent than man.

- Now that, thew, was compL@t@Lg...

- Wrong? These brilliant intuitions don't
usually fail...

- But why was he saying that?

- Because of lnstinet. Anbmals, he said, use
nstinet tn greater doses than humans do, so
they are wore intelligent: and they wneed
nelther "organised thought' wor "Oval and
written language' to wmanage to be wore
lntelligent than us...

- well, what s the solutlon to this riddle,
awgwag?

- Remember the bandit tn the film?



- Yeah, what about it? & wmust have
something to do with this, right?

- He didn't understand what tm@ told him,
did he?

-Yes, he didn't understamnd.

- Nor would yow understand - as yow did
not wnderstand - Lingulstics, if you had
not  had this explanation. Because, my
nephew, the minbmum unit of signification,
they say, is the moneme/morphenee, that Ls:
part of a word. But...

- And... len't 1E?

- It is the symbol. wWithout any kind of
doubt. And bg the way, painting precedes
written "Language', anyway. But if they
admitted that, this house of cards called
Linguistics would collapse at its base... it is
very dangerous to think tt, and even more
dangerous to say Lt...

- So... ls that what | have to answer for, ln
this part of the game?



- You have to say the following: sywtbol.
And when they ask yowu for the concept of
symbol, 5oujus‘c say: that of the History of
Modern Art, according to the perspective of
Anthropology, wot that of Linguistics...
against  historical truths wnot evem the
dumbest university doctor can do anything.
And | guarantee that they will leave Yyou
alone right awny!

Awnd now, oo me a favour: take the computer
to Marcelo, tn Tlres: it's broken again...



T he Match - XXXV

The way to Marcelo's house from Lisbon was
celatively easy to find, but even so Paulo
Lame reviewed his wncle's divections tn his
mind: you tare the A5, exit at Carcavelos,
pass the big roundabout at Oeivas, continue
upwards and at the second roundabout turn
towards Tives. From them on, You just have
to pay attention to the signs. Paulo Lam had
nowin how to drive for 4 years: he had been
a  good  student, but very distractea,

according to his tnstructor.

It had been some time stince | had driven my
uncle's car: a Citroen 2 horsepower, a velic,
one of those cars that hao wo power at all, but
whose personality and strange suspension

wown everyone over, for some magical reason



unknown to the common mortal. And n
fact, on the way  up from  the Oelras
roundabout to the second roundabout, the
one at the Sdo Domlngos de Rana cemetery,
its Limits had beew tested, despite the relative
ease of a 5% slope well distributed along the
way. But this caris very special.

It was. Ow the negative siae.

Practically the entive interior area of Cascals
had been built on the bumps, as if all those
wild ducks had wmade thelr building plans
on the spur of the moment after hitching a

vide on those two horses.

llegal construction was very common i
that avea, so common that over time it had
become completely legal. Adfter all, everyone
Rinew that if someone wanted to become Legal
in Portugal, they only had to joln a few
thousand illegals - whatever that tllegality
was - and, by wmagical arts, the endemic



situation would soown, soowner or Llater, be
regularised by the country's City Halls. You
can expel ten people, and destroy tem howses.
But if there are two hundred of them, its
much  wmore difficult... well: the wusual,
thought Lam, as he put the thivd gear into
the flrst roundabout.

when he arrived at his friend's house, he
parked outside, on a street with no pavement.
And when he got out of the car, Marcelo's
dog gave him a welcome that was too nolsy
for his lking and certainly for the

netghbours.

- Hey, Mareelo, calm your dog down, please!

- Ab, sorvy Paulo, 'L put Lt away, n the
back, hold on. man.

Lam stood watehing his friend take the dog
to the back of the house. Bvery now and then
a thmid bark was heavol, which soon ended.



- I'ma back. Now let's go and open the gate for
my friend Paulo... Proonto. So, Paulo, what
brings You here? What's up, man?

- | have a probtem with MY Computer; | have

no Lnternet aceess.
- Ah, all vight.

- And | have Little time.

- Not much time, Paulo? Time for what? How
much thme do You give me to fix your PC,
awgwaﬁ?

- Not at all, You don't understand.

- well Paul, o{owtjugt stand there, come Linto
the house.

Marcelo's house was bare of any decoration.
ALl that construction was the vesult of
Marcelo's many weekends of work. He had
come from Brozil, legalised his status
cecently, and his son already spoke perfect
Portuguese, according to his drooling father.



As for him, he still used tgpicm Brazilian
expressions from thme to thwe. An employee
of a large software shop in Cascals, he oenlt
with the worst thing that can happen in

coMPpUtlng: Viruses.

- Come Lnto the voome and sit dowwn, 'L be
right there Paul. Dld you want to visit any
particular sitez My gurl ls an inkernet
expert, ULl call him for You, hold on.

- TSk, tsk... a computer sclentist who doesin't
even Rnow how to use the internet... my God,
does that exist?!

- Hey, give me some space, Pauloo, You have
to cabm down, Ill just take care of the
computers' allments. Don't ask wme for the
moon! I'm a computer technictan, pure and
stmple, as Yow say here, right? My mawn is
the real webdestgner bn vy house!

- OR, ok... well, call it in, I've got some stuff

to Google and 've wever quite got to grips
with thelr advawnced search...



- A, You seel It's wotjust e, MLam!

- Okay, wmen culpa, wen culpa, go get the
RLd.

Lam settled Lnto the voom, where two
computers seemed to be having a  blood
transfusion. There were wires everywhere,
anod f a CPU's wmind existed, some of its

soul must be Ln those wires.

The house was quite cold as Marcelo was still
nstalling the central heating.

Half a minute Later, a boy who was no older
than 11 entered the voom, and mmediately
took hold of one of the computers. He was
obviously comfortable with the mouse and
the sereew. Traquina, he fired:

- HL. What's up? You know more about the
(nternet than my dad, right?

- Bruno! You dldn't evewn say hello to Paulo!
Give him a handshake, please!



- Mareelo, but | thought Your son... he's...

- Negative, dudel | stopped belng a Rid a
long thme ago. Dad, who Ls he?

- Cabm dowwn, my son, he ts a childhood
friend of your father. As for you, Paulo, I'd
Like You to meet my son Bruno. Bruno as o
flrst name, Dlas as a family name.

-Yes, but he's so young... l...
- 175, Paul.

- 175 what?

- 175 of 1@, wo: what, man! Paulo, You have
to understand something... my son Ls an
tndigo child.

- A what?

- A child prodigy, wow!



T he Game - XXXVI

- You can talk to him about anything,
Paulo, and he wtll aLwans have a compLeteLM
NEeW pergpectlve. He's been Like that since he



was a Rkid, my son. His mother and |
sometlmes can't even stand him anymore...

right son?

- Because Yow are too pr@d’wtabt&, come on!

- [t's OK, Bruno, E's OK, | know all that.
Paulo, | have to go out with my wife, we're
golng to the theatre. Then we'll talk to You
about Your computer vepair, tn principle this
weekend we can solve it.

- | brought my uncle's CPU, it's in the car
and...

- All right, when you Leave dow't forget to get
the PC, leave it here n this room, Ln the

COYWner, see?

- Yes yes, that's fine. See You tomorrow
then.

- And Yyow, Rid, you're going to bed at
nwight, as we agreed, OK? Not a wlnute
Longger, my son, | have to!



- All right, Dad! see You tomorrow.

- See You tomorrow... olve Your father n

lkLss.

Mavrcelo went out tnto the corvidor and made
his way to the car, where Alexandra was
already. Bruno stood for a moment waving
to them at the Lliving-room window. The
affectlion that existed in the family was
evident.

- Al right. They've out. Come own, let's go to
the safe house.

- Hiding place? what the hell is thate

- You don't want to kmnow... Come!

T he Game - XXXV



A long corrddor was followed by a spival
staircase of cement, not yet plastered. Brumo
went ahead, Jump’wu@ up and down, and
called Paulo Lam from time to thme,
amused. Where will this kid take me... He
entered the second door on the rvight and
turned on the Lights.

- Enter and close the door.
- EXCUSE WAE...

- Sit on the bed, make yourself comfortable.
There's some orange juice tn the bottle. It's
good, drink it if you want. 'l sit here.

- ORay.
- AlL right. Now, tell we what's bothering
You.

- Sy | don't...

- Come on. Trust an (ndigo.

- [don't believe any of it!



- You dowt kRnow enough to believe or not
believe!

- well, eh... that's true...!

- twe all eavs, but | suffer from a lack of
patience: so be quick.

- Hhw. Okay. | have to solve a problem, but L
never in my Life be able to prove this... 'm
trylng to figure something out, and [ feel
Like t need help, really.

- wWhat Ls It about?

- Astronomy. | don't have a clue for the

MOVLEINE.

- Paulo, you don't need to prove awgtmw@...

- wWhat do You mean? You think this s art,
where owtg creat’wl’cg counts?! 'ma @om@ to
deal with very complex matters... even you

don't kmnow!



- tjust lenow that you still dow't have to
prove anything. It's all very stmple.

- So if it's that sbmple, prove Lt to me.

- Yow'll go out that door, and yow'll wait in
the corridor. Whewn [ call you, You come. And
[ will have the magic potion here, that will
prove to You by A plus B that it s simple, to
do what Yyou want.

- well, | think You're makring fun of me,
but that's olfe&%.

- Yow can go. The quicker You go, the
quicker yow'll be convinced.

- Joler... 'L be right back, Mr wise Guy...

- MY nickname on the basketball couwrt Ls
Slow Motlown.

- OR...

- But | guarantee gow\/e WEVEY SEEN SOVMEONE
so fast!



T he Match - XXXVIII

- You can comme tn now!

- Okay, what...

- Cover Your eyes! And thew come tn.
- AllL right, all right...

- Yes, go n slowly, in this direction; waik,

'L come and get you!

Paulo Lam was Lled by Bruno to a chatr. (n
front of him was a camping table and, ow it,
a state-of-the-art Loptop computer, open on
an  internet site, a sort of foruum, with
countless messages and replies. When Lam
opened his eyes, Bruno Laughed.

- What Ls this? Ave you kidding me?

- H@g, eagg. Swear to e you wown't sag
awgth/mg to my, father.



- [ won't say anything to your father...?
Say nothing about what?

- L know how to make Your dream come true.
- What dream? Explain Moursetfl

- That one, the astronomy onel

- Is that so? How's that, smart guy?

- Do You see this site?

- Yes, it's a kind of forum, what about it?

- Paul, you do NOT have to prove awgthlw@.
If You want to make an tmpact on a global
Level, you only need one thing.

- What  thing? [ dont understand
awgtmw@...

- THE INTERNET!I



T he Game - XXXIX

- Good worning, Paulo. Come and have
breaifast, it's veady. Today is the day of
rest for the warvior.

- What do You mean, uncle?

- No books. No vules. No wothing at all.
Because today, we are golng fishing, to
Carcavelos.

- Come on... we've about to dismantle this
damun code, and now that we've so close Lt
tells mee...

- UL just say that t've vead a few indexes of
books on astronomy, and it's unpalatable. (£
would take us ages to decipher that stuff,
and we'd end up banging our heads against
the wall, probably. we don't have time for
that.

- So what do we do? What can we do?

- From now on, we will use two things, one Ls
mine and the other you olve.



- Is that so? And what are these things, may
[ ask?

- L glve common sense and some history.

- What about me?

- You are golng to give what you do best: the
intuition you inherited from your blessed
mother. 1t has brought you this farv; now You
move forward, it ks you who will take the last
step.

- And we've golng... flshing?!

- "Let's go fishing's what a poor expression,
Paul. No, not "let's go flshing", of course not.

- But uncle told me that...

- We are golng to listen to what the fish have
to tell us. Because, dear nephew, It ls L the
empty spaces that true wisdom Ls found...



T he Game - X]_

- How much further Ls it, Uncle?

- No, the waterfront's a good way to go.
we've abmost there. calm dowwn a bit. You'll
find fishing very restful.

- It's sueh a drag)!

- Poul!

- SOYYH, Uncle.

- OK, l'm golng to park herve. Dld you know
that this bend, called the pine-tree bend, was
the wmost dangerous bend bn Europe? People
died here Like crazy!

- But this is Pago de Arcos, not Carcavelos!

- For me, this area veminos me of Carcavelos,
what do you wank... quotn thing, surely
eheheh... bring me the small vod with the big
transparent buoy and the grapnel. Today
'm golng, bmzewL@ mullet fishing, | have no
patience for a wore elitist fishing, Lt‘sjust to
be entertained.



- If you say so... what do | do now?

- Now You get to thinking. Ll give You
clues, we'll talle catmtg. Yow have to notice
something: what do Frewd n psychology,
Chvist in rellglon, Chomsiky n Lingulstics
and Elnsteln v sclence have Ln common?

- well, tl/]eg arve Lwcr@dlbtg talented L thelr
aveas of knowledge... | don't know what you
meamn bg...

- They ave Jews, nephew. They are children of
the Jewish people... there (s someone who
wants to glve You o message...

- And thew...?

- You have to promise me something, Paulo.

- What... what is It, uncle? You got such a
sertous expression all of a sudden...

- This game... it kills your degree. When
they give yow your diploma, promise e
yow'll forget everything you've learned in
these 4 days. Yowll get a job, like everyone
else, and the game will be over. Promise me
that, for Your mother's sake.



- well, tncle, but that s the wiost LLR@%
destination!

- Promelse me. Now. Paul...

- It's okzag. [ promise, Umncle. | pmmise,
Uwncle.

- Now, come and listen to the fish, Paul.
They teach us to think. Come.

The Game - XL



- Uncle?
- Yes, Paul, what Ls Lt?

- Why did you tell me that about the Jewish
people...2 What does it have to do with this?

- Well, maybe it's just a hunch. But... You
kmnow, the whole Jewish culture is based on
the concept of the enlightened prophet. It's
Just that...

- Yes...?

- There is only one thing that the Jewish
people Love more thawn a good prophet.

- And what Ls this thing, wncele?

- Power. Money. It Ls no aceldent that the
Jews have always been Loan sharks, lending
money at high interest vates throughout
Europe and becoming rich very qulcmg,
making them easy targets for the envy of
the well-off as happened tn Russia and then
in Hitler's Germany, for example. After the



war, tm% allied themiselves with the wnew

EVLErOLAG) POWEY...
- United States...?

- Exactly. And they have joined forces so
closely that today they control all the relns
of economic anol political power in the worlol's

most Limportant organisations...

- But | don't understand how that connects
to this last part of the game. LUncle?

- Yeah, | don't know. | brought Yyou sowme
basic books on Relativity Theory and also
uantum Physies. Take a Llook, waybe
yow'll remember some lnteresting details,
with your intuition... They've in the boot of
the cav, go there.

- But uncle, these boolkes are...

- L Rnow | Rnow. They're very basic
textbooks, aren't they? But something tells
me that what we've Looking for Ls something
very... slimple. Come sit here next to me.



- Do You see any fish?

- I've seem and felt the bites of some, don't
think 've lost my touch. I'm just too lazy
today to pull the line at the right time.
Focus, wephew. Or dream. 'Ll tell You the
basic steps of this story. Elnsteln created the
Theory of Relativity, and was also at the
foundation of Quantum Physies, despite
later  disagreements  with  Niels  Bohr.
Stephen  Hawking's  ldeas  are  wmuch
appreclated today: he says that there was an
initial atomic explosion, the big bang, which
led to a formidable expansion of space: hence
our LUnlverse s so glgantic. Nowadays, there
ls an bncessant search, by everybody, for the
Unified Theory.

- What's that? unifieo Tl/leorg...?

- Yes. A theory that explains all the facts of
the PMMS/M‘,ML world, that unites  the
macrocosm and the Theory of Relativity



with  the tiny particles of watter of
Quantum Phystes. This is the Holy Gratl of
sclemtists L the exact sclemces. Elnstein,
inctdentally, worked on this theory for the
last 40 years of his Life.

- Jesus, Uncle... 40 years?

- well, that's just it. And we can only
scrateh at these highly complex matters, not
least because you come from the social
sclences and | too navigate these waters of
subjectivity, and not of exact measurements
of the world.

- So how do we flgure out the solution to this
part of the game?

- We have to apply reasoning typieal of the
soctal sciences to the exact sclences. We
must, Ln essence, think out Loud about what
might have happened to the universe. Oh,

anod trust your penius tntultion.

- What about the track? Around the world tn
140, daas? what does Lt mean Ln this context?



- Hwm. | odon't see what it is, nephew. Leaf
through a few pages of those books. [ have to
change the worm own the hook.

- Have You seew this sketeh of the atom? (t's
very funny, with the electrons golng around
the nucleus. It Looks just Like the orbits of the

'Ptawets arvound the sun!

- wWhat did You say? Paulo, what did you
sag?!

- What Ls tt, LUncle? Are You all vight?

- You found the solution! And it was <o

sémpte!!l

- C... what do you wmean? Take Lt easy, |
just..

- Now Lt all malkes sense!l Paulo!

- WwWhat  wmakes  sense?  Uwncle, You're

dellvious...
- Paul, what does Lt take to have poWer?

- well, having money, wmaking the right
poLLthaL contacts, | don't Rinow...



- Ov... hide cevtain sclentific knowledge, and
do political and economic blackmatl with
those who have that power and also know the
truth, lsn't te? Huh?

- | don't understand awgtlﬂ/w»@...

- 'l know that you know that | know. And
stnee only the two of us Rnow it, the game is

ours alone! !l ”

... to the Mwiversitg! NOW!!



The Game - XLI|

- Ul ovop you off at your university, and
park at the top, on Rua Luls de campes.
Thewn come and see me, oke% Paulo?

- That's flne. But what is the answer | have
to this last part of the game?

- You Rnow, the clue they gave us, the Jules
verne book...

- Yes? what do You got?

- Phileas Fogg went around the world, didn't
he?

- Silmm...?
- And thew tt was back to the same place...

- Yes, lt's back to the same place. Uncle, |
don't...

- "How small the world Lt You've heavrd

this exXp vesslow, huh?



- Oh... Lnele, ' beginning to understand...

- And just as the world (s small, so is the
universe small. Because the universe s only
big if we huuman belngs judge ourselves to be
big and tmportant, and wmeasure it on our
owwn scale: measurements are not absolute,
but velative, and so space coamnot  be
measured  Ln absolute  terms;  therefore
Hawking's theory may wot be corvect. The
ey word heve Ls: atom - You satd it yourself.
We ave coming. You kunow where to find me
afterwards. Good Luck nephew.

- Thank you, thank you for everything,
Uncle. Without you | wouldn't have made Lt!

- Hey, take t easy. You don't kRmow if You've
got it Yyet...



The Game - XL

He was more relieved nwow. He had Charles
word tn his favour, which guaranteed him a
Soclology degree. But Lam felt it. Through
the crodeosth@ outstde the University, the
sting was  clearly distinguishable.  And

WOW...?

He took a few steps towarods a crossroads and
sat down on the cobbled pavement. He took a
deep breath of the cool, almost evening alr,
and thew he began to feel. A numbness came
over him abmost bmwmediately, and from
among the shadows that hovered over his
face, two stood out. Later he would know
what they were called.

Among  about two odozen students, two
ANONY MLOUS undividuals cavvted an wwell,
almiost {m’mted student ko a car with

tinted windows.



- Coming through, he's not well.

- Legs flrst, you! Hurry up! The body was
swallowed up quickly, and when they got
inside, the man just sald: - Let's gol We've
wasted too much time already!

The slow awakening was followed by a
grodual vegaining of consclousness and,
tmediotely, a sensation of the purest
tervor. n front of him, the vold. A massive
brick wall, as dark as the basement itself.
Behind him, his hands tied to a weetal chaly.
His heart began to beat uncompromisingly,
escaping his body. And now that he was
consclous, he would perhaps need every
second he was alive for a single chance at a
Little wove Life. He knew it. The shadow of
himself, cast in front of him on the old
wooden floor, reminded him of the Chinese
shadow shows he had enjoyed so much as a
child. 4 piece of dream in the middle of this



nightmare.  suddenly, another  shadow
Joined his own and, despite the absolute
silemee Ln whieh the room was bmmersed, the
psychological presence he had only sensed
before had taken shape. And Life. Then, a
volee that could only have existence tn a
world of depths, echoed L the voom, over his

soul.

- Lam.

He shivered. He hadw't counted on the silence
being broken so quickly. His name. Name
evil. Time. | need a few seconds to think.

- Lam, the deep volee lnsisted, followed by a
few more seconds that seemed Like hours, of
absolute emptiness.

- No one wneeds another dead pmosopm,
Lam.



His self-wmastery has plumumeted. you can
RLLL vue right here. Lncle. Just think. Think,
Aamun it. Either You caught the wave of the
conversation and gave a hope for Your
rehabilitation, or all was lost. 1've got to buy

SOVE LIE.

-l

- No, Lam. Dow't say awgtmw@. Don't do
anything else. If you do, you've a dead man.
Lnderstood, hombre?

A couple of seconds was enough this thme for
the sound and the meaning to merge n the
pit of his stomach.

-Yes, sir. ' sorvy, str.

The wenncing presence waited for a few
seconds  that seemed Llike an  eternity.
Something was going to happen, but what?



The second shadow stood up, waited again.
Awnd thew walleed out behind his back. The
silence was then broken by a third.

- Sweet dveams, Lf not Lam.

Woool hit the back of Lam's head almost
tmediotely). As he passed out, he felt rellef,
even he didn't Rnow why.

AN END.



(PART THREE)

Anend -]



- You wanted to tallke to me?

- Sit down, professor... make Yourself
comfortable...

The chair was one of the least comfortable in
the voom, and Victor Masse vealised this
lmmediately. Both Kramm and the doctor
had special chatrs. wWhich were used in
spectal situntions... very thorough, personal
enguiries, even. And that was perhaps why
Victor did not feel comfortable tn that chatlr.
And it was far from having anything to do
with the chalr itself: it just wmeant, in that
context, a status. nferior. Ky glaved at
him, looking derisive. Masse didn't fully
understand him, but he knew something
hao  been  satd  behind  his  back,
compromising him. It was his integrity that
was at stake. But not so much so: after all,
to joln thewm, he had been forced tnto a Lot of
things... a Lot of things that, now, might be
thrown in his foce. That's the way it is in the



States: all it takes s a blow tn the wrong ear
to flre someone. And if anyone was on the
ropes at that woment, & was him, not
Krowuw. The doctor took a deep breath, and
filled his malignant lungs with the alr that
Victor Masse was also breathing, at that
moment. The eyes of the two met amidst the
smoke of his clgarillo, and they said
nothing concrete to each other in that brief

Lnstamnt.

- | hear from Lisbon that the damn game
You tnvented is golng badly for us. lsw't
that right, Kromm?

- Yes, doctor. Our wman i Lisbhon LS

suspiclous of some things...

- Stuff.

The doctor took a deep breath. Whewn the
smoke left his wostrils, he wade sure to
divect 1t lnto the empty  space between

Kirom ano Masse.



- Things. | wonder what these things are,
Victor. Do Yyou know what those strange
things are?

- well, | don't even kinow WMU [ was called
here, and...

- Yow'd better sing quietly, Masse, Kramm
satd.

- Yow're sorvy? Who gave You the right to
talk to wme Like that, after all tve done for...

- calm  doww, Victor. (Ll rephrase  the
question. And you better kwnow the answer...

- | am here to collaborate with you, as | have
aLwags done. ...

- You are endangering our group, and You
tell me that...

- Kramum!!! Jeez, shut up man!
- ' sorry, doctor. ljugt wanted to...

- [ know what you wanted. If there is one
thing that ls sacved to the three of us here in



this voom, Lt LS the secret we earry. But how
many times do | have to tell you that that
emotional speech doesn't help us at all?

- Sowg.

- Victor. What | said to Kramm applies to
You too, You Lrresponsible bastard. [ want to
Rnow something. And you'd better tell me,
for your sake, and for the sake of someone
very dear to you...

- | don't know what you're talking about,
doctor. | always thought that...

- Too wuch thinking is bad for you - haven't
You heard? Thinking Llittle and obeying

sometlmes Ls mauceh better...

- Who sent that ematll to Lam? Huh? (£ was
50%! lt was you, Maossel

Victor Masse did wnot expect the question-

accusation to come from  Kramm. He



thought for a split second what he might
say, but nothing occurved to him. How the
nell did they know... te had very little time
to react. And he had better react quickly.

- | couldn't do anything else... Paulo asked
e Oi'u/ec’cL@ for an opinlon about the...

- Oh, yeah? You call that betraying the
whole department? How will the boss react to
this? Hm? Have You thought about it
Masse?

- Kramme. Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa. |
don't think that's an meor’caw’c quest’wvu
right now. Victor, let's rewind owr thinking.

Follow nee, pLemse.

- So be Lt ' heve to Listen to You. And '

calm, unliiee Kramm, who...

- [ know what you did for him in Seattle, |
Rnow. Don't think I've forgotten it. But



consider this my last favour: the story of
Your collaboration with us. To begin with:
you wmoved from the social sclences to
mathematics tn 1965; You got a fellowship
for advanced studies in Quantum Physics
at MIT n 1970; You Joined us in 197€,
while maintaining a sporadic activity as a
professor at the University of Soctal Theory,
in Lisbon. And in the wmeantime You
adopted o boy n 1972. Lam. A sow of o
cheap prost’ucute, who

- She ls not...!

- Victor! I'me talking. Do you mind? To each

his owwn truth...

- The doctor's tallking, Masse. Put the ball

dowwn, or else...

- Yes, Victor, otherwise... you already know
what's going to happen, don't You? You can't
look a gift horse in the mouth... make the
most of Lt mow, LE'll be too Late... hme?



- 'm Listening.

- That's not enough. Tell him, Kranmum, tell
him.

- n good Portuguese, Yow who Like those

parts of the civilised world: whew one donkey
speakrs, the other lowers his ears! Ahaha!

- Yes, thanks for reminding him of that,
Kiomm, a good Lusitanian proverd wever
nurt anyone. But You were wrong,.

- Elve? Me? | wias wrong...?

- Yes. Because there Ls owtg ONE dowk%% LA
this voome. 'LL Let You and Victor declde who
that dawheg lS...

- BuUt, (... doctor!

- Youw take it easy too, eh? Look, Victor, Like |
was saying, You adopted this kid, and
You've been giving him a good chunk of
what Yyow earn here with us. Me and the
committee have nothing to oo with it, but...



You're showing weakness. Yow're belng too
soft, a good heart. Your stay in Portugal
never did Yyou any good. There's a thing
there that... what's it called, Kranum?

- | belleve you ave refering to the word
'saudade’, doctor.

- Yes, that's it. Therve is a watweal disease of
the Portuguese, which they call sauwdade. t's
a feeling that is lnexpressible in other
langunges, that only the people of those
latitudes feel, how shall | put it.. look, it
softens people, it makes them too good! An
unbearable Llitany, and thew the fado, that

horvible muste...

- Don't Yyou even think of belng like that
here, Masse... don't You even dreame that...

- He doesn't have to think awgtmw@ else,
Kramm. He won't evew dream awgtmv@.
You've reached the end of the line, this way.



- But, doctor... | gave my Life, my talent to
this organisation...! I've done everything for
Paulo, yes, but he's practically my son! |
have a debt of blood, of howour to his wmother!
[ promised her that...

- But you think yow are recreating the

mafia, now, but on Your own tiv% scale?

- Hownowr? What's that? Blood debt, Masse?
You don't understand at all...

- Leave  hme  alone,  Kram.  He'll

understand...

- Leave my Paulo alone! Punlsh me Lnstead
of him.

- Now that's no longer possible, 'we afraid,
Victor... he Rinows too much now. With Your
help, with that damned game, you've really
rubned everything. Owr envoy in Lisbon
even had to kidnap him and threaten him,
but your boy ts still alive...



Victor Masse was becoming  lnerensingly
anxious. It was obvious that something very
sertous was n the pipeline, and there was
little he could do to help Paul Lam, his
protegt. | could never have a som. And now
they take away the only child (ve ever had
in my lite... Think. @ALGRLM. Something,
somewhere Ln the depths of memory. | knew
it. only ones Llife still commands some

respect Ln the Lives of others. That's it.

- | have something. Something very Serlous
to tell you, doctor.

- And Ls that the thing | hope to hear, Victor?
That's the blg question...

- The doctor has been very patient with you,
Masse. The time has come for You to
cooperate. what do You propose?



- 'ma... ' almeost downe.

- Yeah, you're done here, DavLd doesn't want
you to...

- But do you lLsten to mee, or don't you? 'm
about to Leave for good. 'm... 'me dying.

- Eheheh... You want us to belleve that story
about making the cobblestones ery, nm?

it only took a few brief seconds and a Look
from  Victor Masse for the doctor to
understand.

- Those awa%ses You did... Ls that tt, Victor?

- | suffer from stomach cancer. A cancer...
terminal. So you see, you're gonna get rid of
me, Kiawmm, just Like you've wanted since
Senttle. So that there's no evidence left that |
helped you...



- Shut up! t's water under the bridge! You

don't test my patience, Victor, 't warning

50%...

- | don't even have time to test anyone. (Just

want one thing.

- And you'll get several of those things you
want. This blessed cancer... it changes
everything. Human sacrifices have always
been held tn high esteem avound here...

- uit that black humour of bringing it
around the house, Kiomm, You've no good at
Lt

- What do you want, Victor? What can we
Still do for you? It will be your last request, |
think You still have the vight...

- Quite romantic, doctor, quite romantic...

th@g still say we don't have a heart!

- Go ahead, Victor. ' watting.



- | dow't want anything for mgset{, doctor. |
just wanted You to...

Anend -]

- Do You Rnow him? Carlos! I'm talking to

you, damn Lt



- Who's that? Costa?

- Yes, Costal Who do Yow think 'm talking
about? BuUL are you Listening to me, or what,
awgwag?

- | hear you, yes. But Serglo, | wonder if
you're not magining things that ave too
much... that could put certain situations at
rdsk... after all, who will listen to a recently
appointed sociologist? There are so wmany of
them wnow.. Lam (s just one wore...
Universities are like a factory of graduntes.
They go straight to unemployment! And
you Rnow that, you Rnow that as well as |
do, as well as any wniversity professor!

- Are you finished? 'm telling you, you
don't Listem to me...

The rector got up from the small sofa and
surrounded the genuine Leather upholstered
chatr  where Carlos  was  sitting,  thus
standing behind him. carlos began to feel
that some important cards of that game were



still to be pLaged. Magbe even the Ace. He
stood in the wncomfortable position of wnot
seelng the Dean.

- carles, carlos, cCarlos, You don't
understand...

- | don't understand but | sense something
that...

- [ dow't pay you to have feelings! sShut up,
once and for all!

There followed a silence that lasted a few
seconds.  Seconds too long, for Carlos.
Behind him, the dean strolled, seemingly in
clreles. And i he daved to tuwrn around, he
would have to face hive. He knew that. And
so did the deawn.

- Dl You think the game was over, Carlos?
Far from it.. Who deals the cards says
which trump suit... another game Ls about to
begin, Carles. | asked yow for Costa's
contact ages ago. And You have the nerve to
put it off because of a feeling... a feeling!



Sometlmes | wonder If you really know
what it's Like to be a wniversity professor...

don't You want to go tnto uw»emptog MLENE. ..

- Hey, easy, easy. If you want Costa's
contact, U'll give you that contact. | love
being a wniversity professor, and...

- And... Yyou want to remain so, because
you're a bloody ambitious and because You
have nowhere to drop dead! Bveryone in this
enwvironment RINOWS that having
pedagogical competence only gets in the way
at the Mwl\/ersltg... len't that vight, my deav,
dear Mvy. Doctor Carlos...?

- H... eh... no need to say things like that,
[, well... Look, herve's the contact. Here, wrlte Lt

down Lin Your notebook.



- That's it yeah. See how we understand
each other againe Nothing better than both
of us speaking the same langunge, right?

- Hwm... geah, 56&11/1, no doubt, 't on your
sLde,Jugt...

- You've Just become overzealous with this
Little matter. | wnderstand. But wmore zealous
thawn me, you're cer’caﬁwLH not...

- Of course, of course, that was always out of
the question, Serglo... what an idea of yours,
[ lkwnow my place...

- It's good that you know. Very good, indeed.
That's always very useful: to know the place
we occupl, whether it's tn a COMPANY, n a
Mwiversltg, ln a... supermarket, or whatever,
eh? s that clear? Carlos, are You tnattentive?

- No, no, please, 'm Mappg to be heve, and...

- So You should know that good jobs don't
always last. Portugal has been in recession



sinee April 25th, or have you forgotten? The

nunler, Carlos... I'm watting,...
- Hm. b 9-1-2-4-4-5-7-2-6
- Thank Yow very much. Yow can leave, |

don't need You anymore toda@.

- Yeah, yeah, okay, 'm golng to go...

Carlos stood up and Serglo's menncing gaze
stared at hive from top to bottom.

- And... Little judge, hme? Little judge!
- L. el ' Lenving now, see You Later.

Carlos' steps were anything but sure. The
Jolts his booly wade in such a short space
were  wot  accompanied by his  mind.
Something of his soul had ceased to exist. He
was about to open the door, but stopped
himself. The sound became audible, but it
contatned no thought, only fear.



- Sinee when do You know that Costa (s
the...

- [ kinow, and that's enough! You can come
out, Carlos. Open the door, move your body
past it, close it from the outside. You know,
those things.

Anend-||]

Doctor Chndido Costa's office was tn Aveelro,
near the warket. There was a garden n
front of it, frequented mainly by prostitutes
and beggars after Fpm. It was not pleasant
to look at, but, and since the white curtains



of his window were almost always drawn
downwards, this did wot affect hime and his
patients as much as it might seem at fivst
sight, because the consultations always
finished at &.20 pm.

carlos was the first to arrive. He was
nervous, as after all it was he who had given
Dr. Costa's contact detalls to the vector.

- 'l arrive around 530, not betore: | have
some business to attend to, an mpatient
rector had told him the day before, after
much bnsistence. carlos felt about to Lose his
virginity. n a cheap doctor's office in
Lisbon. That wasw't, in fact, his concept of
happlness. Nov of the frst time.

- Good afternoon. What can [ get You? asked
the receptiontst kindly.

-, uh... have, | have an appoivucmevuc with Dr.
costa.

- Whieh one? We have two: Arthur and C...



- candido. candido Costa.
- Ah. The PSY chiatrist.

- Yes, yes, that's him. Where can | watt my

tuwrn?

- Take a seat in the waiting room, it's just
the secondt ooor on the left, in this corvidor.
'Ll eall you in Later.

- Very good. Thank You, sir.

Carlos went to the wailting room. That was a
floor that wmixed everything: ophthalmology
consultations, general practice, and also
psychological illnesses. A4 real mess... [ don't
even want to imagine who's in this waiting
room... AnYway, Serglo Will know what we
came heve for.

- Goool afternoon.

- Good afternoon! veplied the various patients
LA UWALSON. There was no move compticated

pggchiatric case, or ot least Lt didn't



manifest itself as sueh. Wwow. What a reliet.
[ can read my little magazine in peace...

Carlos was sleeping soundly when someone

wolke him gently.

- Hme.. yes, what Ls...?

- Relax, Carles, it's wme, Serglo. 1've arrived.
(' stLll one tlme, | thinke. ..

- What... what time s i, (...?

- Don't worvy, the appamtmewt Lan't untll
epm, andl it's now 5.38pm. l'mjust n tnve,

don't worvy.

- But what are we here for?

- Hey, shut up! MYy sult holds all the Erumps

NWOW...



Anend-]V

- Despite your Limitatlons, Kramm, | cannot
say that your ntultion s wrong n this

cuse.

- BUt, doctor, (...

- You? Look: You do Like the donkey: You put
Your ears down to hear better. And this is if



You want to: there's a Little office waiting for
You ln Seattle, right next to the...

- Please, wol Anything but that, doctor, |
don't...

- " will speak no wore until the doctor fully
expresses his toeas; | will Lie no wmore until
the end of my Life; ( will not betmg Masse
again..." s this what you were golng to say,
Krowmm...2 Hhm? Have You Lost Your tongue

NWOW?
- Excuse wee, doctor. | hear You.

- So, yeah. Your mother gave yow a good
education after all, huhe As for you, Vietor...
'L glve you the last clgarette of the
condemmned to death. And it can't be sald
that you haven't earned Lt.

- [ don't smoke.

- Ahahah! Good joke, good joke, my dear
Victor. Owtg that would wmake me smile, at a



moment Like this. [ can give You, for a start,

some good news.

- 'ma all ears.

- The phone call [ was golng to wake, for one
hypothetical tndividual to end the existence
of another hypothetical so-and-so within a
week at most, s nwow put astde. How many
months do they oglve You, anyway? The
doctors? They've always very coy, but if you
squeeze them for real, they say....

- 2 months.

- At mopst?

- Yes. At the highest of the highest.

- That's enougn to me.

- | caleulated that.



- Down't be so smart, redneck. You don't
caleulate anything here on this committee.
You wnever have. You've always been a cheap
ervandt boy. I'me sorvy: a cheap ano expensive
ervand boy. Which cost us a Lot for what you
did...

- | wasn't supposed to do awgtmw@, how did

50% wawnt me to...

- Yes, that's true. We don't exLst, you say
well, to do awgtmwg...

- We exist to Lie softly to the public, Masse.

- Yes, you're vight, Kramm. But, Victor, tell
me: stinee When did Your scruples get tn the
way of Your sweet lie, as our Kramm says
nerez When did & awaken n Yyou that
awareness that was supposed to be forever
buried... at last, in the confines of memory...
eh? Yes, why don't you tell wee that...

- Yow're vight tn what you satd eavlier. (£ was
my good heart speaking louder. Paulo, he...



- L was at a dead end. No diploma, no future,
no independent Life. (sw't that how [ put it,
Masse...?

- Yes. [ think you're right, K. That's it.
| saw my b% L that dead end You were
talking about, and...

- Oh, the longing... lsnw't it, Vvictor? That
Portuguese feeling... it's a bao business, hm?

- But Yyou are wrong about one thing. One
essentlal thlwg.

- And what Ls that thing, don't You want to
tell me?

- Lam, he... he flgured it out all bg himself.



An end~V

- Mr Carlos Lacerda and Mr Sérglo Lopes.
TM@@ ave next. For Doctor Candido Costa.

- We are herel We've comlng... Come own,
Carlos.

- ALl right, everybody. Please go to room 7.
The doctor s already watting. Then yow will
pay me when You leave; it's 25 euros for the

flrst consultation.

- Welcowne to this side of town, Carlos.

Here, humam meat is chfﬁp.



- carles, how ave you? Mr Serglo, lsn't 2
Come Lin, come Lin, please. Sit dowwn on this
blg sofa. Ul just close the door... Good
afternoon, so how are You, Costa? How ave

You? Rita, is she all right too?

- Yeah, thanks, she and the kids are great,
and...

- Mr. COndldo Costa, abmptLM Lwtewupteo(
Strolo.

- S... Yes? Mr. Serglo, what can | do for you?
From what [ spoke to Carlos, You don't seem

to have any psychological problems, so | find
this appolntment a little strange...

- Yow are the psgcmatns’c of one of our
students.

- ... am...? Carlos, what Ls Lst...

- Take it easy. That student's name Ls Lant.
Paul Lam.



- 'w afratd | don't understand you, my
deavr sir, | cannot glve my clients' contact
details, that is strictly forbidden by the
Assoctation of Mental Health Professionals,
and...

- R@mLLg? Awnd doesn't that Assoclation have
a wenmber named Miguel? Miguel... Cunha,
to be precise...?

- C... as You kunow... Listem, | don't lkenow
what you want, but... it's lmpossible for me
to conktlnue this consultation, ('ma sorry,

Carlos, I...
- Read.

- C... how? =Read what?

- This letter.

Sergio held out a letter with the stamp of an

Assoclation.

- ANPSM.



- The stamp of the Natlonal Association of
Mental Health Professionals...

- Yes. It's very simpte to understand, doctor.
- It's... it's a letter frome... from...

- From your excellent collengue, Miguel
Cunha. rRead, vead, before You throw us out
of this voom, so that you know once and for
all what ls at stake heve, my dear Doctor
Candido... Costa.

Doctor CAndido hao never seen that type of
letter. 1t was a spectal envelope, which was
only used tn situations at the highest level,
according to what some of his wmore
experienced colleagues had told him, when
one wanted to communicate the removal of
doctors from thelr posts, or something even
more sertous. Although that day had been
full of complicated cases of decompensated
patients, there was wothing Llike this. And
what had this vector of the UTS, a university
of soclology, come to do there? Faced with



that stamp and that letter, Lt was obvious
that he lewnew wove than he meant.

- Q... May [ open the letter?

- Yow can and You must! And | can assure
You that all these fears have no sustainable
basis, Doctor Chndido. They are not justified
bn the least, believe me. But open it, open the
Letter and see for yourself.

Open the letter and... opene Your ELes,
p/%mmﬁ.



An end - \/]

As Doctor Candido Costa intriguedly rend
the mysterious letter, Carlos wondered what
the hell play was now being played, while the
rector was bnereasingly confldent: he vead it,
in his eyes.

- So, Doctor Candido, have You understood
what weeds to be done...? It's very easy to
wnderstand, Lk seems to me...

- Slr, this goes against all wmy professional
ethics...

- Eh, let's wnot exaggerate, eh? A few
milligrams wore, a few willigrams Less...

what Ls that, after all, my deav doctor... hm?



Numbers of abstract things, wames of
nothing... think about it, what's at stake

lS...

- What's at stake is the mental health of o
patient of mine! If You think 'mu golng to
Jeopardize the...

- You will put Lt at risk, yes. Aol you don't
even Want to quest’ww that, my dear doctor.

- But this... Miguel can't do this to wme! If
Paulo Lam stops taking his Haldol, he...

- He's golng nto a psychotic break. (s that
what You wmeant, Doctor? Ah, but we kmnow
that... oh, do we know that eheheh...

- You still dave to make fun of the sttuation?
[... ... Carlos! What the...

- Quiet, Carlos. You've just here to listen,
understand? very quiet, don't even dare to
move an tneh. As for you doctor... ah, but we
rnow the effects of taldol... oh, if we do...



lt's a dvuog, lsw't it, doctor? Huh? A drug,
how shall | say... look, that's become Llegal,
for medical purposes! Now that's a hell of a
Lot of professional ethics... hm?

- Do You dare to contest my preseription to
Paulo? Can You even lmagine the psychic
state n which he arived here, at the
consulting room, in my hands? You don't
Rnow anything about wedical acts, or
psychiatry!

- Oh doctor, let's get this straight once and
for all... | know that theve ave illegal drugs -
heroln, cocaine, even hashish, for goodness
sake, s constdered a drug, and penalised by
Law; and there are the other drugs, prescribed
by doctors, legally, without any problems.
And psgcmatrtsts lknow that very well, ooh
Lf they do... but that's not the point, that's
secondary.



- I8 that so? And can You tell me then what
Alklneton has to do with Haldol? Yes, because
f | change Paulo's medication completely,
he'll go tnto decompensation tmmediately,
and...

- Yow enter the vealm of magma symbols.
nto the world of the primary forees.
Everyone in the western world has kinown
this sinee 1900, doctor, You don't have to be
an enlightened person to understand this,
Just read a bit of our friend Frewd or his Little
friend Jung  who has  become a  bit
complicated to put up with over the years...

- But thew... they want Paulo Lam to go
stratght tnto... into...

- cng? Yeah, let's say there's a0 15, 20
percent chance of that happening. But we're
counting on catehing him in the wmiddle of a

crisls, to shorteut our way, and wnot Let him



get into that process. At least wot in such a
direct way. Maybe a middle ground...

- A wlddle ground? A widdle ground tn
madwness? 'm afrald there tswt. | don't

understand...

- My deav doctor...

there are so many things yow don't
understand...



Anend- V]|

- Ahahah!!t Eheheh!!! You mean to tell we
that... ahahah!

- Yes, great joke that, doctor... great joke!

The doctor suddenly stopped laughing, and
his air was that of a monk who had just
come out of tem years of seclusion, in some
cave of some ariol mountain at the end of the
world. He weeditated for a few woments.
Thew, Ln a grave volce, he continued:

- You... You're mocking us, Victor. This Ls

golng to be very c...

- Expensive? My dear doctor... Uf | have no
Life left in a few months... how can this veal
Joke be expensive for me... You don't say...?



- Yes, ndeed, Masse is right about that,
doctor...

- Lam. Paul Lam, he... figured it out all by
himself? But... how? How?

- Through tntuition alone.

- How? BY Lntultlon, You say?

- Yes. My boy Ls very special. tHis mother
had a unique sensitivity, and she passed on
all her human gqualities to her son.

- You lie, Masse!l she was a cheap whore!
Poctoy, [...

- Hey, you! That proverb about the dowl@@g
hasw't entered Your stone head yet, has Le?

- ElmA... excuse nie.

- Keep going, Victor. You've ogot three

ML Utes.



- well, as | was sagiw@, she was an
unknown poet of great quality - you see,
Kiamwm, nostalain is good for something...!
They over there may wot have the world tn
thelr hands, but they still have a Little
human  dignity  Lleft.  Awnd,  above all,
imagination, which s what distinguishes

them from the Germans, eh?

- You don't... doctor!

- what do You want, You? Can't even we tell
a truth once tn a while for a change? Who
wown  the second world war, anyway,

Kramm? e Be careful, the leash Ls short...

- Hmpt.

- But back to our Lam. Paul, right? Paulo

Lamt - a nlce name, en? Kramme?

- Yes, yes. A beautiful name. A beautiful

name, doctor.



- S0 Your Lam discovered that o{mamg

formula....
- v a flash of intuition.
- You know what happens to gentuses, You?

-Yes. Sometlmes theg have to be stlenced.

- Al that's right... and if the US didn't
need the atomic bownb, pmbabtg not even
Elnsteln would have been discovered, | say...
and he would still be an anonymous rat in
Swiss or talian Libraries for the vest of his
Life, as perhaps he deserved! Nobody needs
enlightened gentuses, least of all tn sclence.
Oh, that's right, Victor. And the rest... was
detfled. For the populace to see. For the
populace to win, Like a great achievement. As
if it were the true wmagic formula of the
universe. Don't tell me you didn't kinow this

and mueh meove...



- ... eh... yes, doctor, but... anywny, these are
Just theories clreulating... there's no evidence
that...

- [ hope there s wo evidence! | sure hope our
friends in those parts have odone thelr
homeworle. After all, they are the temple
eeepers of Ldeas of that sort..aven't they,

K ramnn?

- And s a beautiful tewmple, doctor... a
beautiful temeple... eheheh...

- But Yyou thought Your bog wouldn't get
that fav, is that it...?

- Exactly! ... [ set up a knowledge game that
only an enlightened person and a master in
varlous subjects could solve, ...

- We get it Victor. We get k. Kiramm, escort
the Howorable Victor Masse to the door.

- Victor.



-S.. 565?

- You will have a prince's life until the day
You die. And maybe even after that day:
NASA will make you a hero, You kinow, still
because of your theory of magnetic fields...

- 'mt golng to the \/K:GJCOVM Hotel, Ls that Lt

Doctor?

- Now you see You kwnow. Lucld to the end,

huh? And Lncommunieado, too...

- rjust wanted to know one more thing...

- Yow're asking for too wmany. well, go
ahead.

- | wanked to kRnow how my bog, well... eh,
how  he becamme a  danger to our

oroanisation...

- The Internet. The Internet - always the
Internet, eh, Victor? Our boys at Vikart sent
Us a wmessage. A worrylng message, to say
the least.



- What... what did that messnge say?

- You don't want to kinow. You don't want to
lknow, my dear Vvictor Masse. Your bog‘s
intuition is good for sowmething after all...
lt's only a pity that what he discovered has
already been discovered long ago... and, for
everyone's sake, must not be wmade public.
And You knew that as well as any of us.
And now, get out of my sight. Forever.

Oh... and don't worry: L put some flowers
on Your grave Later...



Anend- V||

- Coan Yyou tell me then, what s your goal?
Yes, because Lf  don't do what You aske mee to
do...

- Don't even think about it, doctor. You know
perfectly well that [, and my friend Miguel,
are only following orders.

- Yes, | assume that <...

- Oh, thats vight. And wnow we've just
brought you up to speed on what is expectent
of You. And don't even dream of changing
Your lines tn this film, Doctor... there ave
things yow mustn't question, yow don't
want to put yourself and yours at risk...
need | say the rest?

- No, no. | understand that all this is part of
something bigger, surely... o... eh, Miguel



cunha wouldn't have asked we for this, if

not...

- That's right, Doctor. You see, Paulo Lam is
playing a risky game. And you're not the
only one taking an interest tn the boy's
welfare. We are too. n his psychic well-
being, and... phgsicm, if You kmnow what |

MEeAW...

- Ah, ce\/talwtg, ctha’mLM, yes. wWell, put the
question Ln these  terms, e\/e@th’m@ LS
different, siv... eh...

- Strglo. Rector Strgio. It is good that you
understand this, Doctor Candido: | am here
to try to help Yyou. Because, my dear friend,
if this wmatter passes bnto other hands ano
leaves mine, another cockerel will crow... and
[ won't be able to answer for the final vesults
of a game played with cards [ don't know
what they are beforehand... but | know how to
count two plus two and | can guess the

trump sult, eheheh...



- Yeah, it's okay. !Jugt want to protect...

- Protect the boy. Yes, but we have that in
common, don't worry. Well, [ think that's all
satd.  Awnd You kwow, at  his  wnext
appolntment, tell our b% his medieation will
be changed from Haldol to...

- Yes, yes, | Rnow. | know what wmust be
done, Miguel was very clear. well, U'll see
you out, gentlemen.

- candide, I...

- | understand, Carlos, we'll talk Later. Glve
my regards to Your father. Dear Mr. rector, |
say goodbye, | now have the consultatlon of
the...

- Yes, yes, nelther do | want to take up any
move of Your thme. From now on You will

recelve Lnstructlons bg emeatl, but owLM at the



beginning: afterwards we will find a better
way to...

- Excuse we? How do You kRnow my enall
address? Not even Carlos kRmnows Lt...

- Doctor, doctor... What doesn't a concerned
dean do for his favourite stuoent... hm?



Anend-[X

- can You explain to e whatjust happeneo
L the... L the...

- At your friend chndido Costa's office? Is
that what You meant, Carlos?

- Y@alfl, [, uh...

- You? \(Wjust played your part. And you
did £ well: You dldn't mlss a  wote.

Congratulations.
- Yes, Yes. Make fun, but...

- But what? My dear Carlos, do you think
that the Americas are sleeping, or what? Do
you by any chance think that 'm the
masterminad behind all this staging?

- A, so you aodmilt that this szugt...

- Life, carlos. Life s just this, nothing more.
Have wo illuslons: this game began as o



oone of kinowledge. But it has evolved tnto a
game of power. Because, theve it is, and you
Rnow Lt... say it, Carlos, say it...

- Knowledoe Ls... Ls... power...?

- Yow see how you Rnow... after all, you
leavned — something at university. The
problemt Ls not so much who gets there, that
nowledge: it's what you do with it. If it's a
guy with no credibility, fine: nobody...

- WLl You Listewn to hime...? s that 1t?

- Well, no more; yow've a smart guy, after
all. But now has come the great equaliser,
the pseudo-democratic tool that reaches out
and tuns everyone and everything nto
Ladder span revolutionaries... and you Rnow
what  ('we  talking  about too... a wnew

mediume... hm? You want more clues?

- The... the lnternet...? But how...



- It's very simple. But | can't tell you
everything, because these guys don't tell e
half the whole story...

- It would be good to get vid of these half-
assed Awmericans, and...

- Not at all! They've always been very useful
in this country. Remember Michael Finley?

- Yes, he...

- He and_Johw T. helped us a lot after the
25th Apr’LL =evolutlon, he's very quﬁ@t theve...
otherwise we would have becone commeles, eh?

- well, the owtg dowwnstde | see to that Ls...
well, the Us blockade, which always follows
the...

- | know, | Rinow. Lamentable. And it Leads
to nothing, everyone lknows Lk, ong to the
misery of the people. It's regrettable, but the
ghosts on the American side are always
stronger... what did you want? it was many
Yyears of colol war... two coffees, please!



- No, not for wme, Serglo. Just a wnatwral
water, please, thank you.

- (s that so? well, t's up to Yow... as you
always have a coffee...

- Yes, yes, but not now. ( don't feel Like it.
But after all, tell wme what these Americans...

- Hey, Reep Lt down.

- A, SorrY. But tell me, what oo theg want

from Lam...?

- They want one thing and one thing only,
my dear Carlos.

- What the...2 What do th% wamnt?

- Tl/\% ob\/wus% wont him to shut up
forever.

- But... tmg'me not thinking... anyway, You
lkenow... Lt's Masse's bmd, thinke a bit... we
have to protect him, is there really nothing

we cawn do?



- But will You be asleep tonight? (s Lt possible
that yow still haven't wnderstood the play?
Listew to me care{uug, and for God's sake
don't speak Loudly.

My dear Carlos, from now on there can 0%[5
be trmps L this game...



Anend-X

- sSusana. susanal 'm talkking to You!
- Againe What you want from me.

- You kRnow Very well, what | want. | want to
talk to You about...

- Yes, yes, | know. But girl, what's so spectal
about it? wWe have so many of them here... it
canwt be unique. Why do you worry like
that? The doctor knows best, don't you
think?

- The doctor ong comes here to check his
weedieation. And You Y, very well that...

Cataring was  intervupted by someone
passing by with the tray too close, causing
her some temporary apprehension. susang
took  advantage  of  the  womentary
distraction awno stoool up, heading for the
exit of the Gaivota Clinic's cafeteria. It was a
VIP clinic. There, a patient only entered by
personal twvitation from owe of the most



Vespec’ced doctors: Doctor Awntomlo, Doctor
Fevvelra, or Doctor Sebastlio.

- Hey!l Where are You golng, You?

- [E's my time. What do You want from me
anyway?

- Come here, woman. I've golng to kReep my

volee dowwn, and make sure you hear wie this

tlme, h?
- Yeah, yeah, okay, go ahenad.

- Do You Rnow what dose of Leponex he has
at the montent, bg any chance, do you?

- You don't know what his file is, his past,
his history of illness...

- [ lenow, [ know!

- Don't tell wee that... but look that's very

serlous, You could be...

- Shut up. Shut up! Listen to me, Susana.



- Just say it 1 dow't even know why You
have such a good heart: we here can't even do
anything for these poor dinb...

- He's a perfectly normal boy, you hear? This
story is very badly told, he...

- Good afternoon, Cataring, how are You?
- Ah, hello doctor, how are you? I'm, ub...

- Look, you have to go to the X-ray room,
there's a gentleman there who...

- Yes, yes, U'me coming, ' comlng right
now, just to say goodbye to Susana here,

who...

- well, 'm off to the reception, Cowncelglio
wants to talk to wmee, | think.

Catherine let him walk away and then
tugged at Susana's jumper, as if she was
pleading for her own Life.

- Hey! what do You WaWE e now...?



- Lsmell a vat, susana. This is very poorly
explained. They're Reeping the Leponex dose
very high and constant to...

- Why, to keep it in a vegetable statel we
have so many of those here... does that still
amaze You?

- The bog tried to talk to we the other o{ag,
susana, he tallkeed to mee!

- Awnd... what did [ tell you...?

- He tolol me... he tolol me he fell into a trap.
That his doctor be’cmged nim.

- And you still believe these guys? Most of
theve arve wnutters, almost all of them ave...
with the persecution mania and stuff...

- Not this one, he's... specém.
- How do you lkknow?

- He's... he's at € milligrams, woman.



- well, that's havd work, really... very few
can stand that dose, tn one day that's the
equivalent of...

- Oh, my God, You don't understand... it's
not o oia@...

- WHATII?



Anend - X]

- T... Are You sure... what, twice...

- Twice. ln the 0{%. n the morning and in
the wmiddle of the afternoon. And he hardly
even walkes P!

- The... olt...
- Elght milligrams, susana.

- But that's... Really, hell be just Llike a
vegetable. Yow've already warned Doctor

Antom...

- He knows.
- How do you kwnow that, your

- | checked with Cowncelglio: she heard them
talking.

- My Godl... s0... S0 You want me to...

- TM@M want to stlemee hine. Pure and s’u/mpte,
sSusanag. [t's as SLWLPL@ as that.



- Al yes, you must have a po”mt theve, he...
ne... oh, poor guy...

-Yes, sSusana. This story s very badtg told.
They've been pulling the wool over our eyes.
Since the beginning.

- How long has he beewn...

- Here? For at Least two months. And he's got
wo release ovder. Looks Like some doctor tn
the states patd for a long stay arownd here.
W@Just have to keep hime... havmless. £ You

know what [ mean.

- Yes, yes, of course. But... this stay here at
the Clinic is... Ls for how long...

- His whole Life.

- HOW!II???

- You heard vight, my friend. You heard
right...



But [ haven't signed anyy blank papers, my
dear Susana... and l'm going to fAnd out
what's gotng on heve, oh i 1 am....



Anend-X]|

The day was a bit blustery. And the room,
ather stuffy. A boy was resting on a wide
bed, tn deep sleep, where there ave wo dreams
yet, but when all relatlon to reality ends.

SLOWL@, someone sniuclke Lnto the voom.

He closed the door softly, taking care to
checke that, outside, wo one had seen his
movement. It was a risky thing to do, to say
the least. And getting caught tn a heavily
guarded access room was at the very least
tantamount to  disciplinary action and

magbe evewn dismissal.

And she kRnew it And yet, there was a pen
that was to disappenar in a few moments, and
there was also a wessage written on that
boy's hand that was to be ernsed. BY her. A
move abrupt movement and a strange nolse,
outside the voom, startled her. She let her



apprehension turn to calm. The calm that
courage always achieves, if you have a little
patience. She headed for the bed.

[ hope he had time to write.. [f anyone
catches wme here... where will the pen be? Ah,
wunder the bed. | wonder [f he had time. |
wonder it he managed to understand what (
said to hine yesterday, in those brief
moments when | explained to him what he
Showuld dp... oh!

- Here we are, Doctor Linhares. Here we are.
!'LLJust close the door... that's it. This way
we're more comfortable...

- He has had his bi-dau@ dose of...

- Absotutetg. The Lnstructlons we have ave
very clear, and...



- He must not wake up. Never! You hear
that? Which wnurse s handling this case?
She wmust be a person of Doctor Antonlo's
strictest confidence, do you hear, Sebastian?

- Of course, of course. It's nurse Catarinag,

she's compt@tetg trusted bg us, and...

- There You go. AlL vight, thew. | just came to
check with my own eyes. And if he wakes
up, even briefly, increase the  dose
tumediately! The body gets used to it, and...

- Yes, yes, that's normal, we Rnow... the
ovolers were very clear, doctor.

- [ hope so. You Rnow perfectly well what is
at stake. Or at least that this s a very
spectal case. The Americans are  very
Lnterested that...

- | kwnow that very well, doctor, rest assured.
Theg've atrea% spoken to me, the...



- | don't evem want to know those detalls.
Don't even talke to anyone else about L. Owtg
the three of us know. s that clear?

- Yes, undeed, Doctor.

- well, t'me off.  still have to go to the
Mospitat. Tooiag Ls bank oiag, and...

- Doctor... eh... 'd like to know something, if
it's possible.

- Y@s...?

- Who gave the order to...

- The order, [ Rkinow who gave it. But who gave
the authorisation for that order...

- S..yes, doctor...?

- 1t would blow my mind. | assure you, my
dear man, my mouth would be open. You
see... bn this Life You can't trust... anyone!



.. Qven M@w@. NOE evem ...

Anend - X]ll

The two left the voom still talking, but on
another subject. The patient was still silent,
but something was woving under the bed.
can | come out now...? Catherine studied the



stlemees and the nolses, and declded on the
timing of her gestures. @uickly and

gracefully.

Youw have to be quick and graceful. Like a
sigh of love. He pleked up the glass of water
on the other side of the bed ano woved still
wunder it, to the side of Lam's Lleft hand,
which  was  falling  out of the sheets.
Fortunately,  his  pabm  was  faclng
downwards: otherwise the doctors would have
seen it and all would be Lost.

She withdrew from the pocket of her gown o
pen-lantern, divected it to Lam's hand and
thew... saw. When he moved, deL’wloung, to
the other stde, she already knew what needed
to be done. Gongalves told wme theyre
transterving him to the states on November
14. We'll have to act fast... She stoool up tn
one fell swoop and washed the patient's hanol
with the water from the glass. Leave the



glass where it was. Don't make any wnolse.
Lenve quietly.

decide the timing of the next move.

Anend-X]V

The corvidors of the Galvota Clinie, in
Cascals, were deserted. It was exactly what
Cataring  hoo  expected, of a  swany



Thursday afternoon. The 14th of Novenber.
D-DAY. The nurses gave the last dese to the
patients, and left. Perfect. He carvied, with
ns little nolse as posstble, a stretcher, whose
wheels he had oiled beforehand at z:24 pm.
The operation had to be... discreet. Quick.
Painless. And catarina knew it. It was at
her owwn visk, wot least becouse Susann
dlon't want to go lnto unemployment "~ for

so Little, Lew't Lt, catarina?".

/ passep/ Alberto, he satd to his buttons.

catherine followed the covvidor of X-1yYs,
and headed for an adjoining room.

- Where are Yyou golng, Cataring?

- S... Mr. Doctor Sebastian, 'Ll feteh Mr.
Covrela, here to the voom...

- Alh, 01%5. But thew comne to roomn twelve, |
want to talk to you about the transfer of the

patient from room &3.



- Yes, sir, UL be vight there.

! have to act even faster than | thought. Even

A

If only it was posstble.

Anend-XV

A NUrse  wWaos cawglwg o patiewt om0
streteher dowwn the corridor from vooms 50 to
#5. She was in a bit of a hurry.



- Halt!

- Yes, Alberto? what is...?

- Who are You taking there?

- Al lts Just a patlent who's  belng
transferved...

- what voom Ls that? | wasw't informed of
awgtmwg...

- Now, Lt was Doctor Sebastian who...

- And why are Yyou carrying him covered
with the sheet? Cathertne, You Rnow we can't
transter...

- Look, call Doctor Sebastian, ’L{ You want,

For nie...

- But flrst ( have to see who you take there... |
find this very strange...

- Does Lt mattg have to be? [t's the patient in
roomw 632, he has severe burns, any contact
wilth the sum... he's Very sensitlve and. ..

- But ' svwejust a Little bit wouldn't hurt.
It's just to make sure that...



- Does Lt really have to be? 'm already Late...
- Oh, my Gool!

- [ told you so... this s not pretty to Look at...
Let mee cover it up again.

- What's this all about? 've wever hearo of
this voom patient...

- Top Secret.

- C.. how? That's a good one... are Yyou
mocking me, by any chance?

- Doctor Sebastlan asked me for absolute
seerecy  about this patient. Total and
absolute secrecy), about his Lodentity. He came
here... at night, lmagine! When nobody was
here!

- well, this seereey of Ldewtétg thing (s o
Little wore mormal avound heve, actuaLLa. Let
mejust take this phone call...

- Well, can [ go, or not, after all?



- G0 ow, 9o ow, that's it, don't bother me any

movre!

And now... LEE'S mmpve on to the next move.

Anend- XV

A drlver pamg a Clinle ambulance Ln the
entrance yard. It Is 4:11 pm. He walts for a

while, with the engine running.



- Come on... an ambulance from our service
still heve at this hour? Nobodg informeol me
that... 'Ll go and see what's golng on.

As the guard wakes his way to the
ambulance, a4 wnwurse carvvies a patéew’c with
SOMLE speeoi.

- Leave it alone, Alcloes!
- What, cataring?

- It's to transport this patient, he's belng
transferved, to the wall Clinic. Help me with
the statrs.

- A, well, U'LL be vight there.

- Open the back door of the awdbulance,
Alcloles.

- There, that's t. But wwd wown't the driver
Metp Uus...?

- Never wmind, never wmind. (t's albmost the
weekend, they've super tired for sure. If it's
not that...



- If not that, s civil service at its best,
catarinal Ahahah!

- Now You see how You even kRmnow... eheheh...
OK, l've up here, close the doov, Alcldes. See
you Later.

- But... no doctor Ls golng with you?

- At this hour? Ave you erazy, or what?

- Yeah. €heh. it's already the spirit of the
weekend. See You Monday, then.

- Driver, Let's go!

The oambulance pulled away  smoothly.
About 5 kilometres away, n the old marieet
of carcavelos, the driver stopped. He left his
seat, clreled the vehicle and opened the back

doov.

- May [ ask what we've carrying? This is all
very strange. Where Ls the doctor, anyway?

- Your cover's veally good. Thanks, susana.



Anend - XVI|

- Yours looks pretty good too. He does Look
Like a burnout.

- While driving | was cleaning his face with
water and this cloth... tt's almost back to the
way Lt was.



- What are you gonna do from here, woman?
This ambulance will soown be Located, and...

- Mggterg...

- Don't make fun of these things, cataring.
This Ls very serlous. Here, here's a cloth, to
put ouUt...

- Your flngerprints, Susana. | Runow, |
Row. And 'k gonna do Lt right now. e
Just gownn wake the boy up. He did very

well, You R_now.
- What did he write on his hand anyway?
- Secvet, Susang, secret.

- Well, it's too many secrets for me, I've had
my share of aoventure today. If Aleides
came a Little closer, he would realise that...

- Oh, the men. Bables, Susana - tmg reaLLg
arve bables. T)/leg maLL@ don't wnderstand
awgtmw@, glrl.



- What are you golng to do from now on?
You've put Yourself tn a very...

- Nothing of the sort.

- What do You mean? You think theg won't
contact the poLLce?

- Susang, sSusand... if 'm thinking about
lt, contacting the police will be the Last thing
these scoundrels do...

Anend - XVI]]

- The... wheve am (2 (...

- Calm down. wake up slowly. 've taken
most of Yowr Haldel, but & has to be
gradual.



Lam Looked at Catherine as if she were his
mother, and Catherine looked at him as his
baby. The baby she'd never had. Helpless.
BLO. cLumsg, Lllee tmg all arve. And she
wanted to take good cave of him. Like it was
the wmost bmportant thing tn his Life. Like it
was the... last thing she would ever do i her
life. she felt veady to give her Life for the
truth that this child carvvied with her. Awnd
she would go to the end of the world to get
him out of that cursed torpor of medical
drugs.

- Here, have some coffee. But You can't drink
much more. We have to wait for it to take
effect. Take a rest. But try to stay lucld.
Can Yyou hear me?

-S..yes, L
- What Ls your name?
- 6\/6&/5@11%@'5 all mixeol up, | don't...

- Your name. Your parents, trg to rementber
them. What name did they give you?



- ... now | remeeniber... | ong had o wother.

- You See...

- Awnd she... she died.
- wWhat Ls Your name?

- Lam. Paul. Paulo Lana.

- Paulo Lam, | have wnever heavd a wame as
beautiful as yours.

An end - X[X

- You're much more awake wow, Lam, anol
that's good. But you need to keep taking
small doses of Haldol to...



- was n a pggchiat\/igt for over & years:
dow't you think | know that? Give wme o
brealk, Ccataring.

- Oh, right. Sorry, | forgot for a moment.
So, what now? What do you want to do?

- Did you see my wmessager Own the left
hawnd?

- Yes. And yow'll Laugh...

- 'mt ownot even strong enough to Laugh,

catarina. What Ls Lt?

- L. [ have a nephew who works emctL@ LA
that avea. Ano he works tn a café. A cofé
that has lots of...

-Do 50%?
- well, no movre.

- Catherine, | don't kinow why You are doing
this for me, but ( feel [ am with the vight
person to comclude this matter once and for
all.



-Yes... / feel it too, Lam. | Feel Lt too.

Anend - XX

- What? internal transfer, You lncompetent!!
AW L-n-t-e-r-n-a transfer! Not to take the
patient out of here!! Do You know what that
means? Do You, bgj any chance? Do you?



- Yes, Doctor Sebastian, yes, | know, from

one voom to the...

- From one voom to another room, INSIDE the
Clinte, You tncompetent bastard! What now?
Where Ls the patient in room 652 Where (s
he? where is he? Tell me Lf You see him!

- L. l... she told we that the doctor had
authorised, a patient tn room &3, from the

burns, ...

- And you believed it, Like the good fool You
avel You fell for itl A patient in the safest
wing of the clinie. wmagine that. Huh? |

don't know what's stopplng me from...

- Basy, Sebastlawn. Basy, easy, easy.

- Hm? Ah, Antonlo, there you are, what do
You say to this, your what do You say to
this Lwcompet...

- Come to room 4.



- Huh?
- Doctor Linhares has arvived.

- The... the... doctor...

- L-I-N-H-A-R-E-S. s that clear? wWhen
you're done Yelling, come and meet us.

—Yes, [...

- You're almost downe here, right?

- Yes, yes, ('Ll walle with you, I...

- He has a horor of people who ave late.
Remenmber what happened to Guedes...? Need

[ 5“5 MLOYe...?

Anend-XX|

Doctor Linhares was on his back, apparently
wawilling to turn arvound, even though the
door had been closed for a few seconds.
Sebastifio knew that something was golng
to happen to him, but did not yet know
exactly what. There was gullt, cevtainly



divided, but... he was the vistble face of that
spectal case. Very very speetal. | didn't want

hime to turn around. | didn't.

- You may leave, Antonlo. | want to be alone
with Sebastian. But stay outside the doov.

- Yes, Sly.

His back was still turned. FiwaLLM, he
turned  arvouwnd. SLOWLM, lLkke  someone
drinking n 20-5@&%0&7{ malt, and wnever
wanting to finlsh it.
- MY dear Sebastian...

- Doctor, [ can e)qsLa’m...

- And you think you have arguments to
explain the tnexplicable to wme? Do you Rinow
how many years ('ve been working in clinies

lLlee this, and I've never, ever...

- Doctor, (...



- You? You're here for a wedge. And everyone
Rnows it And you were accusing poor
Alberto of belng... incompetent? You're lucky
you Live n Portugal, where the health
system Ls what Lt ls... I'd Like to see You Ln a
private clinic abroad!

- Doctor, please, You don't have to SayY...

- How? | don't need to say what? You must
be very quiet. Antonto!

- You paged wee, doctor?

- Sebastian here s golng on holiday. For a
fortnight. At least!

- But doctor, WMU?

- Because, my dear friend, this alr is too...
professional for you. Maybe when you get
back yow'll have a bit wore air ln Your
mind... stop by Cownceiglio, and wait for
Antonlo there, he'll take cave of it - won't he

Antdnlo!?

-Yes, doctor, no doulbt.



- What are we golng to do to him, Doctor
Linhares? He's a good person, and...

- That's the problem with this country,
Ankonio: everything s good people, everyone
Ls excellent, but...

-BUL...?

- This case has gone too far. | have to take

measures... radical.
- Do You wi nt e to call the poLLce?

- Not a chance. | want you to call Alberto
and  Alctdes as well. To tell them that
everything is fine, and that they mustn't
talk to anyone!

-BuUt... 50ujust told mie that...

- Look there Avucov%... but You want to know

move thaw me, mow...?



An end - XXI|

- ' Lueld. Let's 0.
- Don't You want to drink some more coffee...

- Noway. BY the way: what 0{“5 LS Lt ’codaij?



-14... 14 of...

- Come on, dow't be afraid. 'm prepared for
awgtmw@.
- Frome... November. 1t's November, Lam.

- H.. Let me take a deep breath.

- Take your time, that Ls...

- Heavy? Heavy (s taking minimal doses of
Haldol every day for years. Now that's
prisont Now 1 feel... purel Free of all those
drugs.

- BuUt You kRmnow that...

- Dogsn't Lt atwags Last? Yeah, magbe. But
let me enjoy the moment. Let's go to Your
nephew's cafe. You got taxi fare?

- Yes, | come prepared for several days. Don't
worry. My collengue Left this ambulance here
to keep a low profile, it's an almost deserteo

place, and wo one wWLLL notiee...



- Ambulancee? Are we Ln ane ambulance?

- Yes! Haven't You wotLeed? Ahahah! You
dldn't even have time to notlee Lt, huh?

- Yes, but it makes perfect sense, veally...

- wWhat do You menn? what do You mean...?

- It's just, cataring, what [ need to do from

WOW OW...

-S.. g@g?

- t's an... emerg@wcg!

An end - XX

- You can stop, sty. This s Lt, Lam.
- Let's go, then.

The cofé was opposite the Chiado Museum,
ano was diffieult to get to: taxi drivers
dlon't usually like the ins and outs of that
part of Lisbon, so Cataring asked him to stop



bn front of FNAC, near the small fado van,
the aggressive interviewers of silly surveys
and the luxury shops.

- Where's the coffee, anyway? You told the
taxl driver it was here...

- This way we'll be wwove at ease. And you
walk around a bit, get some fresh alr. Comme

own!

They passed the Sho Carlos Theatre, and
tuwrned right. Earlier, some begoars had
asked for the usual etermal change.

- Ow the street parvallel to this ls the
Lniversity of Flne Arts. Dld You know that,
Lam? A coustn of mine is there, taking o

COUVSE LIn palwtiw@...

-®Bah.

- What do You mean? Don't tell we You
don't LLlkee the arts? So this gewsiti\/i’cgj?



- And nowadays, with this hurried Llife tn
the cities, there is time for such things?
That's all for forelgners to see! But You're
wrong: | love painting, and [ even draw a Lot.

- Really? Me tool What things do you draw?

- Some dolls... all abstract, eh? 'm annoyed
by the figumative... | think it's a shameless
copYy. They should ban figurative canvases,
Like Hitler diot with the Degenerate Art of his
tlmee! Eheheh...

- Leaw't believe what ' hearing... you're...

- Don't believe it, no, because 'm playing
with you!

- Come on!

- Take it easy. You and [ get along fine.
Look, how much further Ls it?

- Now we've veally here. See that sign over
there?

- Where?

- To the right of the bookshop, see?



- Al yes. At Last.

- Read aloud to me what it says.

- Oh, come on! Pon't You see? BLeanse. ..
- Do me that favour.

- Café- Net. what's bn it?

- Nothing. ljust wanteol You to be the one to
cemind wee of the word you had written on
your hand: N-E-T...

Anend - XXV

- [ told you not to tallke to wwe over this Line.
[t's not safe. It's the last time, You heavd mee.

- Sorvy, 'l give you the details via M, but
this s very tmportant, [ had to tell you.
The... the little bird has fled the nest.



- That's too bad. we would have found him

sueh a warme nest...

- [ guess he didnt Like it You know how
these young birds ave.. always with a
manta for grandeur...

- [ know, | know how these things are. But...
how was it possible?

- He... had an accomplice, doctor.

- s that <o? Much You tell mee... somne
dreamy teenager, who fell tn love with the
helpless cub, perhaps...?

- M%be that was L, 5@%. what should | do

NoWwW?
- Now Yyou WOLE.

- And... do | walt?

- Hey, easy. | Rnow Yow got the quick
trigger, but now the ball's passing to another
team. Our man at Interpol will do his job,



and the satellite guys will give us the Lights
we need, okay? Of course it takes thme, but...

- Doctor...
- Yes?

- We may not have that kind of thwe. If they
use the...

- My dear man, if they use that, thew it will
be the END OF THE WORLD, don't have
any doubts about that...

Anend - XXV

- Aunt Catarinal (s everything all vight?
How are yous

- Hello, Dlogo, how are You? How's my
favourite nephew?

- Preferved anol unioue! Eheheh.



- Yes, that too, yow're vight; but you won't
stop belng my favourite wephew for that,

never miling!

- Is that your bogfrl@vw{?

- Oh bog, You make me blush... Lt'sjust 0
friend, who...

- Hello. [ needeol access to the wet for half an
hour. | reaLLg have to, tt's a very meortamt
thing, and...

- Then You've come to the right place! This
Lnternet café Ls state-of-the-art, and...

- And You have all the privacy tn the world,
rlght? Yeah... we've interested in that too, no

one con see what we've doing on the comp...

- Hey, but do You want to nstall viruses, or
what, catarina? The owwner doesn't...

- Not at all, wepmw, wot at all. (t's an
meortawt matter we have to deal with over
the (nkernet. Do You have a PC avallable at



the moment? | know theg have Little vooms
for internet users, don't they?

- Yes, yes, You can go to computer number
4, it's vacant, they've just left. See you in a
bit. And... judgement!

- Come own, don't be worried, Dlogo... since
whewn did Your aunt Let you dowwn, hne?

- There's always a flrst thme! Just kidding,
J’ust kidding. PC number four, it's all Yours.
'L set it up for half an hour.

- One. Owne hour, Cataring, Ls better.
- Yes. One hour, Dlogo. See You Later.

- Okay, You can go.

The small room was quite Lavge, constoering
the small dimensions of the whole cybercafé.
An bmmense wumber of wires  ardently

desired freedom, trapped insioe white plastic



tubes, with thelr ends hanging out, next to
the computer.

- Lam. May | aslke what we've heve to do?

- Yeah, you can kinow. !‘Ltjust turn on the
net... that's tt. Now, blah blah blah.

-Bla blaz

- The BYEO chat. You don't Rmnow Lt? [t's a
Mootha pLace.

- Lam, [ took all these visks because of... [ am
starting to get f...

- Plssed off? Furlous? Ah, but you have no
reason to be. Hold on, 't golng into the

WOWSEWSE VOOV,

- What's that? really, you're not making
any sense... do You want to expm’m to we
once and for all what you're...

- Let's go mto this private chat rvoom,
cataring.



- Yeah? And then MOM'LL... 50%% chVe
SOMEONE UP with wme watching? Don't even
thinlke about Lt!

- Catavina, cabm down. Okay, we've entered
the chat room. And now I'm gonna wait for a

miracle. And You, well, You're gonna pray.

- Pray, wme? Ahahah! if I've wnever been

rellolous...

- Wwell, well, well. You're going to pray that
Slow Motlon shows Up L the next hour Ln

this secrvet chat voonn.

- Slow Motlon? What's that? And You... watt

for a miracle...?

- And [ will wait for o miracle, yes... for the
miracle of Slow Motion really belng who |
think it is...



Anend - XXV

In the baner room of the cybercafé, a program
to detect visited sites was doing its job. In
room 4, two users had beew in the ABIOUpE
chat for 42 minutes. No other URL hao been
typed in the browser. The watchman didn't
find it strange. But he already found the
entrance of a policeman strange; in those



parts, it was the first time since they had
opeweoi to the pubtic,j years ago.

- Have another Coke, Cataring.

- 't ot tl/l’wst@. [ don't even know whg [
took all these risks, so that now...

- This s very Lmportant. Bven You don't
Rinow how Lmportant it is.. maybe when
everything cabms dowwn, | can explatn to You
what Ls... Slow!

- Huh?l what's wrong? What happened...

- Slow Mow has avrived tn the voom. Now the
game will finally begin...

The words tmeo{ themselves Lnto the chat at
the speed of a tropieal storm's wind. But for
cataring, tlneg WEere woros...

Lwcomprel/\ewsﬁbw.

- Parapherna Lia.
- Paramute.

- Rhlnoceros.



- Ahahah.
- Clgarrillas.

- BLSOWN.

- Eh, but are you guys making fun of me?
cam!

- Shh! Shut up. This Ls our code. Now [ kmnow
(" reaLLg talking to Bruno... this lsn't over,
hold own.

- Okay... boy stutf, for sure.

- Mamumoth.
- Michael Jordan.
- Avre you SuUre?

- No doubt about Lt!

- Welconne, Slow Mow.
- Wwhat's up, Doctor of Tuganomlics?

- E\/@V@‘CWVL@.



- So what's the pLaw?

- We sticke to the ptaw... A

- Ave You sure? That's a bit visky...
- do. Plan B is for the weak, you muppet.

- Ahahah! well said, well satd. 'Ll contact
my friends right away. Which one do You
suggest?

- Maw, that server aceess thing Ls essential.

The... what was his wame?

- Cool Boy? Yow want me to contact Cool
Boy?

- That's the one. And Your other friend, the
Fremchmaw...

- The Fremchman?

- Yes, that one too, will be essential for the
final work, the auto-executnble file on the

WLLIrror.



A volee woke them up from the lethargy that
the nternet always causes. And it was a
fowdliar volce. Familior and... despernte.

- Auntle! Aunt cataring!

- What Ls it, Dlogo? Our time lsn't up Yet,
there's ten minutes left...

- You have to leave. Now!

- But... WMU?

- The... poLLce have avvived! And theg'r@
Looking for hackers! They've coming here!

Anend - XXVI|

- G0 wow, auntle, theg ave still talking in

the control room. Go too...
- Lam. Paul Lam.

- OK, You both go, 'L go out the front doov,
to keep a low profile, and meet You outside.



My car LS pﬂrl@@d 200 Mams away. There's a
second exit, for the staff, which is atwmgg
deserted. Go... now!

- Hey! You! - Are You the ones from room 4,
official?

- S... are. But...
- Central?
- Yes, you can talle.

- We neeol all patrol cars to the Y beveaté aven
by the Chiado. Fugitives just Lleft.

- Ohag. There arve two cars wearbg. ('Ll send
them right away. Check the computer, You
heay?

- BuUt, officer, if You had chased them, they
were close, and...

- O wmy dear friend... do you have any iden
how dangerous these two...? Hm? | Left them
for the patrol cars, theve's alvendy a special



team chasing them... they earn much wore
than me... Let them take those risks!

- AL VeaLLg? BuUt [ didn't notiee any str...

- Strange? That's quite normal, | assure
you. The wmost dangerous guys are always
the calmeest. ..

-well... And... what now?

- Now, I'm goling to nvestigate the computer
theg were own. 1'vVe got some computer Lights,
and | wank to see...

- Tl/\% Were aLwags L the EYEO chat... Lt's
the usual, tn these Yyoung people who visit us,
to eh...

- | know, [ know, for the easy plek-up. These
Young) people...

- Ehehen...that's vight, they're tricky...but go
to voom 4, Lt's all yours.

- !Just need a half hour.

- No pmbLem.



The pOLLcemaw sat dowwn L the chaltr where
Lame had been. He Loosened his walstecoat a
Little. tt was tight. Too tight.

Maube because (e never worn Lt before.
Y

Anend - XXVII]

- Where s your car, anyway? Dlogo! '
talking to you!

- Where's my car? (n the garage!

- Grr... You told us you had... s it all crazy
today, or what?

- calm dowwn, auntle. | know what ['ma
saying. 'L take you to a safe place.

- Whieh one? What Ls this ptace?



- The Den!

- But MowLL think Lamt and | are some

squirrels, or what?!

- Not at all. Look, we're coming.

- Coming? Where?

- To the workshop.

- But if you have the car to fix, how can we...

- Auntle, auntie.. my car is perfectly fine. |
park it in the workshop, because there's never
a place for the car around here! Clever!

!

(s that s0? And then 50%% take us to 7oca?

No. Ul go, You stay heve. tn the workshop.

Grr... | don't understano awgt%iw@. Lam,

- calm dowwn, catarina. Can you e)qaLam to

us what's on Your mind, bog...?

- Lean, Lam. Have You Looked at the name of
the workshop?



- No. What do You call... oh...

- A, that's right...

An end - XXIX

THE TOCA. That's what the workshop was
called. Awnd, indeed, cars wested Llnside it
like badger cubs or vabbits. 1t made sense,
the bloody noame, after all.

- Avthur! what's Wp?
- All right, Lad, all vight. So Your Sporting,
do th% malke Lt todagﬁ?

- Of course he'll get away with it (t's your
FCP that Ls a disgrace this year.



- Man, [ already  told yow: this year
everything is done in the manner of the bird
club! Eheheh... who are yow bringing there,
Laot?

- MYy aunt, and her... wm, her friend. T1/1€5
need to... touch!

- So You've come to the right place, you've
come to the right place... welcome to my
hwmble establishment! Hey, boy! You, there,
leave that car alone, yow don't know
anything about it! Take a walk, the boss
will pay for ! Andorl Go smoke Your
cloavette outside, get a coffee, go whevever the
hell you want, but stay away from my Latr
for an hour!

- Dlogo, If You think we've golng to stay here
i this horrtble enviromment, gowd better
think twice...



- Not at all, not at all, aunt. YowLL see... he

has burrows full of surprises...

An end - XXX

- COMLE DI, COVAE OWL.
- Whteh way? This is a wall! Dlogo, ...

- You have to be more patlent, auntie. Damn,
trust your nephew! This tsn't a wall, auntle.

- Oh, come onl You're making fun of...
- This Ls... Avthur, tell theme what this ts!

- This s a... door!



Arthur wmoved two small blocks off the wall,
and Lt moved tnwards a Little.

- Come along. Welcome to Toca!

The corvidor was quite dark and dank, but
Artur cavvied a gambit that luminated
enough. The splral staircase seemed to have
no end. Flnally, they emerged from that
downward whirlpool, and came to a massive
metal door. Three locks were embedded nto
the surface of that mysterious door.

- Geez... this looks like a safe..., Lam sald
Intuitivel Y-

Arthur turned back, anod swiled. He Looked
in his pocket for his keys, and found them.
Three o'clock.

When, thirty-seven seconds Later, the lateh
finally gave way, they were dazzled by a
divine Light.



- What's this, Dlogo? It Looks Like...
- A flve-star hotel? It is, Auntle, it is...

Avthur turned backe to them, and smiled

again.

- You don't even want to know the ilustrious
visitors Toca has had... don't forget to sion
the guest book afterwards! Ahahah!ll

An end - XXX

- But | can't afford this... Dlogo, ...

- Ehl But now you insult the owner of the
Latr, with lmpunity? Huh? A friend of
Dlogo's Ls my friend! Don't even talk to me
about paying anything... his wncle saved
me from cevtain death, wear Luanda. In
those days, there were no peris Like this, hm?

- Thank you, Mr. Arthur. Lam and | are
eternally grateful to you...



- Never mingd that, | don't Like that, eh?
ijog Yourselves! The double bed, [ mean...
eheheh...

- Oh, catherine blushed.

- Lam.

-Yes, BDlogo?

- | have my laptop in the car. 1l get it for
you, okn Y? It's wireless, the net connection Ls
paid until the end of the month, don't worry.
And Uf necessary, tn places where there's no
web, You can conmnect bM hotspot through
your smartphone.

- Thawnks a Lot. | r@aug needed to hear that.

- Anol You now... be careful.

- Yes, I've noticeo that the police ave after us,
we have to...

- Not at all!



- Huh? Cdidnt get that one, nephew...

- Al yow still dont understand what's
golng on, LE's true. Auntie...

- Yes?
- That COP...
- Yeah, what about that COp?

- It's... W's... it's the first thme ('ve seen him
avound. And [ would bet my Life that...

- But thew...

- That's vight, awntie. The last thing he
should be is that: a policeman... | spotted him
as soown as he entered the café... someone big
Ls ofter Yyou...



An end - XXXI|

- What's up? DLd You get amgtmw@?

- The history files helped we Little, that he
had been on that site [ already knew.

- Don't tell me You didn't get any...

- Hey, easy. That's not what | satd.

- Y@s?

- [ had to vesort to the buffer. Fortuwate%
thezd dldn't have time to shut down the PC. |



reconstructed all the steps he took and made
A print sereen. But, ob\/’wus%, l owtg caught
the beginning of his conversation lnstde the
scroll text box, with a guy from Slow

Motlon, who was tn that chat voom with him.

- These Rids...

- TM@@ kwnow a Llot... or th@g'r@ Lntuttlve. |
pomt move to the second MMPOJCVIESLS, doctor.

- And... what did You piek up from that

conversation?

- You were vight, they do prepare some. And
they sound like babies taliking, crazy code, |
think that comes to them from Awmerican
basketball nicknanes, or whatever that is...

- Nick who?

- Ahwe, right, forget it. (t's definitely not of
Your generation.



- But what tmg prepare, that reaLLM MOoVeS
my generation! Hm, well... you did a good
J'ob.

- TM%...

- S...yes? Anything else?

- TM% tallke about servers. That was the Llast
Line 1 couldd vead of the conversation.

- My dear friend, that may have been the
last line yow read... but it Is my Aflrst

concern, belleve me...



An end - XXXII

- Goodl. | expect answers, Lam.
- And yow'll get some.

- [ don't want: "some" - [ want themt alll And
[ want themt all now! Don't think 'me

financing,...

- Eh, what's got lnto You now?



- Do You know the risk I'm taking with what
I've done? | know You only woke up a few
hours ago after four months...

- Anol a half. Four and a half months...

- Yeah, Hemn, You think | don't know? ('mn

Your nurse, and...
- \(ou WErE. \(ou WEere mg WUYSe, now 50%‘}/@..‘

- Yes? what ame | now, awgwag? ('MA...

- MYy girlfriend.

- wWhat?! You thinke ' Likee that...?

The Riss, sudden, took Catherine by
surprise. Or maybe not. sShe coulodn't release
herself from Lam's embrace. As the seconols
ticked by, she realised she had wo desire to
let go of that embrace. An embrace she had
wanted all her Life.

A hug and a Riss... magieal.



Anend - XXXV

Cataring was simoothing Lam's unruly hatr.
it was alveady 2 am., and neither of them
wanted to part from each other's gentle and
sineere gaze. she had listened to everything,
patiently, against what was her habit. And
he, he had explained it all to her, with all the



details, from his entry Lnto the L/Lwﬁ\/ersltg,
through  gambling,  kRidnapping  and
threatening, to  the story of  his
psychoanalyst's betrayal, which had been
resolved with the 7Anal solution: the Clinic,
and a long, long sleep...

- You Rnew theg... didn't want to eh...
- You can say Lt, cataring.
- That You would walke Up...?

- | magine so, Catarina. The kwnowledge |
carry within me is too dangerous. But now
the triomwp sult has changed from spades to...
hearts! And it s wmy heart, and Yours too,
which beats together with mine, that dictates
the vules of the game. Come on, let's go to
sleep.

- WaLt, watt, watt, walt, watt. | notlced...

- What? what?

- A stranoge smeell... Lt seems... gas!



- Really? But that, it's dangerous, and we're
Locked L heve...

- Lam. Arve Yyou thinking what | am
thinking?

- AL | think so. Catarina... we have to oget
out of here. we've been... discovered!

An end - XXXV

- Rulck, the lfeegs!
- ' ocoming, 'me comlngl Get dressed
quichtg. Hurry up!

- one lock Ls done. The second... too!l Now...



- Huwry, Ltam. Cof cof... ' getting a Little
dﬁzzg‘.. Open Lt, please! we have to...

- catavinag, the thivd Lock...
- What Ls L2

- b's... blocked! They've put something to
cover it, from the outside, that's what it must
be!

- 'm golng to call...

- And You think there's thme for that?!? Cof
cof. Ah, what a horrible thing... caught tn
the trap... and so close to the end.

- Oh my God... hold wme, Lam. This may be
the last...

- Don't say that, cataring. Don't say LE.

- cataring...
- Yes? Cof cof cof... Yyes, what is it (...

- Do You see what | see?



cotherine turned around, and at the end of
the corvidor she saw her. 1t was just a
glimmeer of hope. Perhaps if...

- And now, there's o time to Llose. Hand me
that big halogen lawp. 1t's now or wnever.
Pray, cataring. Pray... o Lot! ...

o 1 hope Your God Ls watching.

An end - XXXV

- The birds have flown out of the burrow,

doctor.
- Hwm. Are you SUre?

- Yes, the satellite guys have no doubts and

warned we: two flgures runniing, coming



from  those parts, at two o'clock in the

morniing... it could owtg be them.

- Look, that's the problem with the NATO
countries, our damwned allles: t's  too

cowspiauoug to bovtb thewm, You Rnow...

- Eheheh... | magine, doctor, | magine. It
wouldn't be nice, really...

- Not ln the least. It could lead to a lot of
vedundancles around herve... Lt's \/eaLLM not
the most advisable...

- If Yow wank, 1.

- Frankly, (think it will be necessary.
- Yes, doctor...2 What do [ do now?

- You kinow the Helsinki coup?

- The doctor... the doctor is Jok%’mgl That's
very...

- | Rnow, | know. [ have such a sense of
nwmour... This Ls the last attempt. And You
better not fail. [ know it's gonna cost You a



Little bit, but... you Rnow, it's out of my
hands from heve on out. Let the guys in the
States sort it out. They've well patd for it.

- Eheheh...

- My dear friend... the clvil service Ls the
samee Lin every cowuc@... But you don't have
to be Like that, do you?

—Yes, (...

- You skip over the bureaucracy and get
down to business. That's why | love Your

cowq:etevwe SO mueh...

An end - XXXV

Somewhere in the United States, a Laptop
computer  would  wmake  the wnecessary
conmection. He had vecelved the order, and
would gladly comply. ALl that was needed...
was to vead the password from his list of



countless passworols, from servers all over the
world. CoolBoy was happy. For over 12 years
he had been waiting for a good plan. A plan
that he, with his & fairly active years as a
hacker, could be useful tn. The order was
clear. very clear. Slow Mow had brought him
up to speed o some of the situation a few
months ago, and he just needed to wait for
the... right wmoment. He sent an email to

Fremchman.

Awnd he waited, again. He was browsing the
contents of a Pascal book on Amazon when
he got the reply email. His heart started
beating wildly.

(E'S mow or never.

He opened the email with wad anxiety.
Bverything depended on what FM. in
France coulod do. The virus would have to be
ready before.. The wmessage was only two



lines long. 1t was n code. Uf.. good.
Sometivnes he's so forgetfid...

"The ﬁﬂi@e will be delivered on time, dear M
MMW@, Yust make sure it is within the warmnfy

/aerio/ when our fechnicians arrive at your home,

Ass: Mr. Andrew
0.8, We never had. any comp/m’m‘y, .

Eheheh... ALWQ@S your personal wote at the
end of emails...

He accepteoi...

The game is on. The grown-ups take care of
themselves. John Cena has started to clean
house...



An end - XXXVII]

- And... lg (t?
- Doctor K?

- | have aLreaoi@ satd that | do not want to
recelve calls through this Line...

- Do You mppew to lkwnow who Yow are
talking to...?

-well, | don't kinow, but this Line...



- 1 use this line when | feel Like it, do you
hear me, you fool?

- Dork? Yowd better ldentify yourself, |
don't...

- ' Your boss, assholel Your boss! Do You

wnderstand me?
- MY boss? The... the... from Massachusetts?

- That's the one. say no more about my
nawee, | also know that the Line Ls not safe - |
was the one who gave the go-ahead for these
by-lines to be created, after all.

- But... something's wrong... 1.

- You were sleepling, because it's 4am. That's
perfectly natural. But you have to wake wp
and quickly, because something... strange
has happened.

- What... what mppeweoi?

- Some funny guy put a file on the server.
Nothing that would stay online, of course. A



Notepad file, to be vead everywhere, by any
fool who knows nothing about the tnternet or

COMAP uters.

- Do You know on which site that file was
posteoi, bg any chance? We have several sit...

- Most bmporta ntly, of course.

- Ow the site of the... of the...
- Exact%, doctor. That's right, Doctor.

CNFAS-ALLR

- Let it wnever be sald that a subordinate

canmnot surprlse his boss



An end - XXXIX

- BUL... that's...

- Anol on our beards, and on the beards of the
server boys!

- Reaug... how strange! And MVLLU@,@LM[ BuUt
that server doesn't have...

- 81 € firewalls, € with every possible and
Lma@marg antivirus, my dear doctor
friend.

- can | know what... what file Ls that? If it's
from Notepad, he doesn't...



- It's ob\/bousLU not a VLrus.

- So why would someone... a text file, Ls it?
A

- Yes. A message. A worrylng message, to
say the least.

- What does it say, the message...?

- It says that NASA's website will be
attacked bg a vVirus within a short time, and
wLll  have, online, vather... compmmisiwg

tnformation...

- But tmg have wot yet been able to locate
what Lt was that...

- We can't and don't want to, my dear.
- R... WMM?

- Because even Lf we could do it technically,
Lt would take at least = days. And they only
give us a dendline of half a day at most.

- [ don't wnderstand...



- Remenmber the game we thought was over?

- And... ln Lisbon...?

- well, no wove, Doctor. Froma here on, there
will have to be negotiations. Dlrect. Discreet.
Anadl, of course, at the highest Level.

- Do You reaLLM think... he wouldn't dave,
sw@LME

- Doctor, doctor... | don't kmnow Uf this is pUrE
and hovd blackwmall, or something else, to
s’qu:tg mock us... but one thing, [ do know.

- What... what thing...?

- Your boy better have a looooong and happy
Life. Because i this blackbird suffers some
sudden illness, there's already a letter tn o
bank in bloody switzerland waiting for us,
like a guillotine over owr heads, vendy to voll
down the mountain... And if the blackbiro
tnsteao of having that sudden illness,
sings, we no longer have anything to trade,



and wore than half a century of Llies of
western selence come crashing dowwn... and
we go dowwn that cliff, with them behind us...

You need e to draw you a p’wtwe... hne?

- Oh, my Godl... I've already spoken to the...

- Your boy is worth gold now, dear Dr. K.
Your boy is worth... GOLD!



Onc end - XL

Few taxi drivers would glve shelter, on a
dark night, to two desperate fugitives, badly
dressed and showing signs of intoxication:
many would consider them mere junkeles.
But not Marlo. That path, between Cals do
Sodvé station and somewhere else, was an
Lmagiwar& poiw’c n his f@rtite umagination,
elght years old at the time. And he had had
fun with those two at first sight.

- B, you guys are a bit tived... wheve are we
golng?
- Cof cof cof... to... Guincho!



- Are You guys coming from a party or

something?

- You don't evem want to lkenow, You don't

even want to know,...

- Marto. My name Ls Marto.
- Lam.

- Catherine.

- Lam and catarina... welcome to my
wodest... GT1 Turbo!

-G GT..?

- That's right. Hold on tight, because the
police have gone home to bed, and we now

owwn the... voad!



Anend-XL |

Lam would bet his life that that GT1 Turbo
was evew bn the mirvors. A tuning fanatic...
that's all we needed now... The wman was
driving at a crazy speed, always dodging
the cars tn front at the last moment. He was
like a vallie on the savannah. They were
tevvified. Both of them.

- Llsten, we've Lin no I/wmf@, and...

- But [ havel There's a party n the Kremlin
at five bn the wmorning! And today [ve
bavely slept, and ('ve already taken... euh,
well, a few things, you know... so [ can be



Up, My children! Mario's all fun and games
here, but he's got to be vealistic! Jobs arve

scavee nwow, en?

- S@rtoustg, My Marlo, please drive move
care{uug...

- well, well, welll Giving driving lessons to
a  professional?  And  you haven't seem
anything yet... 'm going to plug something
n here that's veally something!

- What... what are yow gotng to call...?

- Yow are inattentive to what | am telling
You... L said: G-T- ... TURBO!!!



Anend- XL

Catherine was in a state of shock when she
oot out of the taxi. She was staggering, and
Lam had to Support her.

- Relax... 'me herve. ULl J’ust pay the taxi

dviver... how much?

- 15 euros angd 43 cents, please. Have you
seen how quickly [ got you here? It's Like
this, Marlo here...ane?

- Yes, yes. Here, heve, leave the change. Look,
and | have some advice for You. For free!

- Yes? say Lt, say Lt!



- Leave Pla Hs’catiow alone, man.

- Ahahah! Ehehel, well, my lkeid Lilkes to pL%
that! [ just watch.

[ can see he's going to be the same crazy taxi
Ariver as you when he grows up...

- See You next thme! Partg, heve | comeg!
Turbo, don't Let mee Look bad! (ahuu!

The car disappeared on the sawe streteh of
rond that it had taken along the A5, and
Lam was left with catarina in his arms and
the dust from the start of the taxi tn his eyes
and nostrils. And when, a few seconds Later,
the car disappeared around a bend in the
road, he could only think of one thing.

Slow Mow. HAave you mandaged to convince
them...?

- Come on, Catarlng.



Anend - XLl

532

TurtsStar. A name that perhaps makes sense,
a sense connected to: tourlsm. That was the
name of that campsite, in the heart of
Guincho, where the waves turn tnto waves,
and the surfers challenge them, full of pots,
basophies, blowndes and some tattoos. And
that's where his nephew had told them to go
in case of danger. They were to Look for o
tratler with the nunmber plate number 23-25-
FT.



- Whew... Let'sjust sleep in the open, Lam.
wWe can't find this if we Look for three whole
dags, (' so tlred, and...

- Over there! Come own, Catarving, therve Lt Ls,

our saviour tratler!

- At Llast! we'll be able to sleep L peace now...

17605

- An end of the world, that's what this Ls!
Lam!

- wWhat Ls It, catarina? calm dowmn...

- what do we do now? 'm sick of standing
here staring at walls. Which aren't even

walls...

- We've walting. My plan is in wmotion. n g
shovt time [ should have news from Slow...

- Let's just go to the café on this campsite
and have a drink, it's really hot, and...



- OK, flne, let's go. But it's no good us betng
seem, wWho kRnows who and how many are

those who are after us...

The café was very close to the park exit. It
was large, and had a horrlble coffee weachine,
equally  tncompetent  waltresses, and o
suspielous guard at the door. Al in good
Fum, Lo thought. They sat dowwn at a table,
and as Catherine drank the concoction they
called coffee there, the waitress from lnsiole
the counter shouted:

- 1S therve someone heve called Paulo Lane?

- Yow hear that, Lam? Let's vun away from
here, and...

- Cabm down! wWe were too conspleuous, and
that guard would have caught us on the
spot! Hey, toke Lt easy!

- But if You go there they'll get us too!



- Yes, but... she has something tn her hand...
a telephone! Someone called mee heve... Ls Lt
Your nephew, Blogo?

- He's got iy phone. [t can't be.

- The girl has already asked again, she'll
hang up in a moment. Well, 'm off.

- Are You out of Your mind? Yow'll throw it
all away!

- Stay put. 'L be right back.

- [t's me Paulo Lamt, E's me. Who's on the

pmwe, MmLSS?

- | don't kRnow, tmg diodn't say. Answer Lt,
thew.

- Hello?
- Hello," Lam repeateoi.

Lam sLong appmacmd the table where
catherine waos. She was on tenterhooks.

- ®... Wwho was that, Lame? wWe...



- [ don't lenow who Lt was, Lt could even have
been your nephew: the call fell through. But
v not leaving here: I'ma tived of running

around.

- A... do you thinke so? We shouldin't run
away, to...

- Whevre, you don't say, hm? Where to?

- Q... geal/\... [ don't know, Lam, I...

- t's wnot OV\,LM you who don't lknow,
cataring. |, despite kunowing too much, don't
lknow elther.



Anend- X[ IV

The trailer was still there, waiting for them,
like o humble but Loving wother. And they
thanked the gods for those plywood walls, or
whatever it was wmade of. n swwmer, an
ovew; n winker, Lee. There was no wmlodle

ground there.
- Lam, come Lie dowwn. And Lie down...

- We don't have time for that now, | have to
check ow the laptop, if the NASA site has
OONE...

- Hacked? That's &, what did You mean,
Paulo Lam?

- Q... who's there, Lam? Ohh!



The wan came out of the front compartment
very cmLng. His gestures were slow, studied
down to the last detail. He took a few steps
forward, and dropped Dlogo's computer on
the floor tn front of Lam. It was obvious that
it had become unusable. But that waswn't the
most Lmportant thing. The wost bmportant
thing was what he carvied in front of him,
bn the hand of a menacing arm.

- Uoum... Lamd!
- Oh, my Godl...

- Thats what yow're looking at, boy. A
Berettn, with a silencer. The boys back home
in the sStates prefer others, but 'm pretty
good with it. 've always been good with this
gun. Tlght. sSmall. Discreet. (t's the right
one, | tell You.

- What do you WaAnt. ..

- What odo | want? Oh, but [ don't want
anything. [£'s my boss, who wants to have a



Little chat with You. You didn't think this
was posslbte, huh, lelo?

- Yes, | thought & wasw't possible for

SOVLEONE tD betmg MLE.
- Above all...

- Yes. Above all...

- Lam, Lam, Lam, You don't even lkenow the
half of it...



Anend- XLV

- How could you do this to me? He's my
uncle, for God's sake...! Bverything we've
been  through together over the years,
everything we've studied, uncle has helped
me through everything...!

- That would be true Lf it were true, Lam. But
Lt len't.
- what is true? | don't understand...

- it owas all very  simple,  Lam.
Reconstructing Your past was very sbmple.
Ownly Masse was ln that delivery room, after
Your mother... euh...

- | Rnow. Keep golng.



- Masse was watched from the beginning.
Awnd that story about your adoption... too.
Theve haol to be o wmean in Lisbon to give them
information. Masse was too bimportant in the

Secev... ehh, You kknow too much aLreadg.
- But, Uncle...
-l am ot your uncle!

- wWhat?

- | insinuated myself to Masse, and made
hive believe it. It had to be that way. You see,
your wother... eh, shed lost all dignity,
nobody wanted...

- To know about her. And there was a child -
Me - that nobody wanted either. And only
Masse, with her good heart, belleved n we
anal my talent. lsw't that so, as | say?

- Maybe, kid, maybe it is. But that talent of
yours only brings you complications. This
is definitely not the time for creatives, there
are wmany people who prefer Macbonalds



tnsteao of Da Vinel's, did You know that?
Eheheh... And now...

- Are You going to RILL us? asked an already
desperate Cotherine. - (s that what you're
golng to do to us...? Let me at least kiss my
Lawm goodbye.

- Ohh, how romantie... | don't know what

You see ln this boy, girl! But you do!

- Are You golng to RLLL us, Rul? Lam's gaze
was very sevtous. He was calme. Too calme,
eVew.

- KU the Loveblrds? No... that would be too
easy... But You WLLL meeet the angels n
heavewn, have nwo doulbt about Lt...



Anend- X[ V|

A van slowly approached outside. Rudl Looked
through the window of the tratler. (t was him
at last. The Safe Transport.

- And now, you're golng for a Little vide...
and don't even think about running away.
Conte own, the car's pamed.

-And.. and (.2
- You stag herve, with mee.
- Don't even think of hurting hiv, or t'LL...

- Or else what? Dow't worry, wmy bosses back
n the States don't like these things done
lilkee this, roughly... look, call them a shred of
clvilisation, or whatever You want! Anol you
say we don't treat you well... go on, walk!



Awnd the Beretta's on the Lookout, here Ln the
tratler, hm?

The side door of the van opened. 1t was
abmost glued to the trailer's, which opened
bwwards. Damun them. They've studied every
last aetail. | won't be able to escape.

- Take hinmt to tires, Saniuel. ng're there,
walting for you.

- Yes, siv, | aLrem{@ kunow what weeds to be
downe.

The van door was Locked from the inside by
Samuel. He was a black wman from Guinea
about six {eet tall. Lam couldn't lkemnow Lt, but
he had once been a boxer.

Owne thing was certain: | would Llose every
fight | had with that wan i | challenged

hivn.



Anend- X[V

The van had been woving for about ten
minutes, at a good pace and on good roads.
(nstde, an almost to’cattg davle Paulo Lam
had samuel watching him. The silence was
becoming untenable, between the two of
them. Anod Love decided he would be the one
to break t. He couladn't wailt another second,
his anxiety was Rilling him.

- May L ask... where are we going?



The big man Looked at him, with his eyes of
a pure, feline green, and turned away,
pretending not to have heard anything,.

- Q.. May kRnow where...

- | heavd what you satd. we've gong to... a
man. Who wants to tallke to you. A man-to-
mawn talke.

- s that tt? And that conversatlom will be

ond...

- You want to kinow too much. Keep cabm, eh?
Dow't want to shorten Your short Life even

WAOYE... Nme...?

- What are You golng to do to me? Speak!

Samuel moved his hand to the bottom of his
Jacket, and Lam caught a glimpse of it. It
was even brighter than Johw's.

-1, eh, 'me calme, 'ma calm.



- You better be. You don't want her speaking
for wee, and before her thme, honbre.

My God... now [ recognise this voice, this is
the man who...

Anend- XLVl

Samuel watted a while, gun tn hand, when
the van stopped. He was prepaved for
anything. And as the man opened the back
door and the light dimumed them both, a face
smliled. [t was sSamuel's.

-Baw@[

- Oh, my God! You... you killed hime...



- | keilled him, yean, bog. But do You thinlke
we've some newbles avound herve, or what...?

Go on, get out of here, and do it now!

The hangar was relatively small compared to
others at the Tires alrfleld. Law got out of
the van and was escorted to the small jet. A
Jet that apparently had wo ldentification.
Nothing ow Lts exterior indicated tts origin.

- Get wp these stairs. John, escort the boy
upstatrs, 'L dispose of his bodg.

- Yeah, 'm coming. Come on, Lam, you 9o
aheao of we. And o Portuguese smarts.

You Rnow: one Wrong) move, and...

[ kwnow, | kRnow. The same thing that
nappened to Samuel is happening to me.



Anend-XLIX

Lam quiahtg climbed the stalrs. lnside, the
Luxwg pmwe was equtg.

- Sit down. The man's coming.

Lam saw it bmmediately. It was perhaps the
only loose end in all that. And it was tn a...
strategic place. My lifeline... no one will even
Adreavn that | will...



A door opened. It was The Mawn, no doult
about it. His comversation with the pilot was
still going own, but you could see that he was
already veady to vecelve him. Ready and...
eager for it to happen. He closed the door to
the coclkplt, approached Lam, and greeted
him in perfect English.

- How do You do, my dear Lam. Paulo, Lsn't
Lt?

- You wanted to see me? Who are your what

Ls this? (...

- Caalma. My dear Paulo Lam, welcome to
the informal flights of friends from
Portugal. We are now heading for runway 5.
And thew, well, then we'll take off, to... to...

-The US...?



- Lam, the journey might even be shorter for
yow, my good boy... it all depends on Your...
Look, your political goodwill!

An end~L

- Let no one say that the United States does
not know how to recelve - that is a bare-faced

Lle, [ assure you, Lam!
- | belleve...

- And, to prove it to You, | have here three
Liqueurs for you to choose, | kmnow you Like
them...

-C... how do you Rmow? Ah... mever ming. ..

- Thats vight, wmy boy. Your wncle has
always been o good collaborator of ours. And



| honestly think you have the right profile

for...

- Swniteh? Spectal nformant? Secret Agent?

- No, my dear Lam. Forget those things You
saw  n James  Bowo  wovies:  almost

everything is a Lie, after all.

- So, what do you want from me, anyway? |,
uh...

- You have enkered a  game.. very
dangerous... with those hacker friends of
yours... we all know what they are Llike,
frustrated teenagers who just need a good
plan, to get inko anti-American paranola,
but that can still be stopped... don't you
agree with me, Lam...?

- Dpes t? That it can be stopped? [ don't

kRnow, no...

- Yow are a smart boy, Lam... and that's
why [ think you and [ will get along well...



Sing me the fado that | like... little Ao you
RnOW, ENAt ...

An end - L]

- We have already read the wmessage You
posted on the server, Lam.

- They would be very stupld indeed if they
didn't notice it, my deav str...

- call we... Richard. No slr, pLease... [t's <o
formal... between us there shouldn't be...

hme...?

- Secrets...? Al Lthink so, [ thinke <o.



- Youw see how You understand what 'ma
saying?  That  way, yes, well  get

somewhere...

- A, but 1 also think we'll get somewhere.

[ don't think 'L get where you want me to
go...

- Come, come. Here at the window, | mean.

Come and see something.

- What 1s...?

- See those Little dots down at the alrport?

- Yes. They're people.

- Are You sure? They still look Like Little dots
to me. John? what do they Look Like to You?

- Dots, doctor, dots. No doubt about Lt.

- You see, Lam? Johwn agrees with wme!l And |
guarantee You one thing: all those dots You
see dowwn there have a little head that thinks



non-stop, and some even think they can
change the world! A better world, they say!
Dld you hear that, John?

- Eheheh... lt's really {w/w%, doctor. [t's
reattg fuvw%.

- wWhat do you think, Lam, that the atr Lords
think about those Llittle heads, and about
thelr ldeas? Do you think that those ideas
could ever succeed n this world that is so...
look, so fast, so oglobalised, so eh...

democratie...?

- Bveryone has the right to thelr dreams. But
some have the money to make themt comne
true, others... don't!

- Sure, sure... well, 50%% unoerstand that
we like to do business with just a few
friends...

- But swetg others have blackmailed you,
too... tMeg must not be the OVLL\d ones to have
that privilege...

- MYy dear Lam... You are clever...

- wWhat do You wank from me?



- ... but cleverness does ot aLw%s MEAN
lntelligence...

Anend- L]l

- Calm down, drink your Baileys with all
the time tn the world, e [ have to go and
tallke to the pilot, give hime some wmore
lnstructions, | didn't get to tell him that...
_Johwn, put our guest at ease!

- Yes, doctor, he certainly won't complain
about  our  facilities. Lam, there's
international  satellite TV and  computer
oames. Porn magazines can be arvanged,
Jacuzzl in the back, anything you...

- Okay okay, I'm fine right here.

- [t's Up to 50%.



Johw's pistol was still in the same place,
stuck n his wailstband. He looked Llike a
ranchers' hemchman from Brazil. He wasn't
Samuel's extra lavge size, but he was much
more muscular thawn he... had been. (£ was
necessary to attack hime at a.. strategic
point. They had alvendy passed the bay of
cascals, and were now Lin the middle of the
sea. Lam's plan might have to change. But
he thew... remenmbered. Of a predictable voute,
of a... tt woulol still be possible that... walt o
half hour, no wore. His Life tablet was still
there, half hidden... it was obvious that its
size made it difficult to store in those Little
top drawers of the plane. And if...

Time passed. And that played tn his favour.
But it couldn't be another minute or it would

oe bmpossible for him...

- John!



- Go ahead, doctor.

- Be aware. You were almost asLeep. Lam?

- Yes?

- Shall we continue our conversatlon now?

Let mejugt sit doww...

- Doctor Richarvd... | do wot doubt that you
have some very rave chirome for the exchange.
BUL (...

- Yes, Lam...?

- | have atma% completed my collection, my
deavr doctor what's-his-name. And | have o
horvor of baseball cards.

The wnext wmoment, the Adaw's apple of
Richard Tuck's throat vecelved a clenched
fist that set it back two and a half inches
and John was entitled to a kRick to the nether
parts. A kick so... vielent, he would wneed at



least tew seconds to vecover. It was the
nowledge of four years of cable wrestling
Ricking in to reality. And by the time
Richard was able to cateh his breath and was
starting to think about doing something,
Lam had already rvesumed the Plan... A.

Plan B is for teals, Slow Mow. See ya later
wallygator, Ldiots.



Anend- ]

The plane tilted to the left side. A dangerous
tilt, which the pilot knew could ow% have
been. caused by... he spoke lmmediately into
the Lnternal micropmm, to Richard. But no
one coame knocking on the cockpit door.
nstead, tt was a Johwn with a little girl's volce
who shouted something lncomprehensible at
hime tn a crazy gale from the other side of
the door.

- My God... the plane is  completely
destabilised! Go see whats going  own,
Monlca!

- You Rnow what's gotng on, damn it You
want to see me fly ln the back, too? Drop the



speed and height of the plane, and you're on
your way!

- Are Yow all right back there? (s everything
all vight? Doctor Richard, (... ah, ﬁwaLLM, it
Looks Like they've closed the door... Richard!
what happened?

- Cof cof cof... the Lam... he...

- Don't tell me he killed himself! Don't tell
e he...

- Shut up, you Lollot! The bird flew, but birds

can't swim, haven't You heavol?

- But he... he won't even have that chance, if
he jumpedt. ..

- Nothing of the sort. Nowe of it. The
parachute that was to be used later, Ln the
middle of the ocean... You kmnow?

- Oh, but then...

- That's vight.



This blackbird has seen too many Awmerican
VULOVIES, ey Friend.

Anend- |V

Z¢ Manel was one of the few flshermen from
the Azores who still fished in thelr own boat.
Now it was the forelgn companies, especiattg
those from Spain, who took all the fish
quota. He would complain to his Alzira
when he avvived howme from work, but his
friends didn't even listen to him anymore.
But he did. somewhere tn the sea, a Little
further away. And it couldn't have been a
big wmullet making all that wolse. It was
something bigoer. But... what?



- Boat A Mlnha Downzilia, boat A Minha
Donzilia, come back to shore wow rss rss.
Boat Mg DonzLliag,...

The vadio was muttering some sayings that,
although  wnderstandable, were extremely

monotonous. But that nolse...

- Boss? Let's go? The radio Ls saying...?

- Ve Rnown what they've saying since the
day before yesterday! There's a  storm
coming, and a big onel My knee warned
me... Or do You think this old satlor has lost
his touch, en...? Don't worry, 'm not golng to
put You at viske, Lt'sjust an Lntultlon... did
You hear that?

- It must be a maullet, boss Z€, it's J’ust a
mullet.



[ bet my life that's probably the biggest
mudlet youve ever seem n Your life Lou
dickhead....

Anend-1V

- Boss Z&! We are disobeying the orders of
the port! The boss there will not forgive us!

- | wouldn't forgive myself if this wasw't
what [ think it Ls! Hold on to the boat, the
storm is coming! You didn't have one of
those storms back n Brazil, did you, You
little vascal? Huh?

- wWhat do You want me to oo?
- Machines at maxinmum!

- Now, bpss?



- Yesterday, wman, yesterday! If this storm
ls as 'ma thinking it Ls, tomorrow the ones

batting the fish are us!!!

Anend-] V|

It was raining heavily, the wind was very
strong and the big waves made the boat rock
dangerously, from side to side, like a baby
in the arms of a mechanical cradle that had
gone mad. They reached the spot and saw the
synthetic cloth and the parachute nets.

- Pleke Lt Up, man! Hurry up! Can't you see
we're already tn the widdle of a storm? Do
You hear mee?

- Right away, boss Z¢, vight away.



- Come on, [l help you. Whew, that's Lt.
BUE...

- Where is he, boss? [ thought he was still
under the...

- [ wish | kenew that too, my bogj. But there's
no way 'm staying heve another second.
Right about twn, as the troops say, eh?

Now!

- Okay, boss, olkay, Mr. ZE.

- You kwnow, boss Z¢, [... wow that it's all
over, | think we should go back there... if
only to see if the body turms up... what do
you say...

- Ahahah!
- What's up, boss? Why are You laughing?

- My dear Dlamantino, the bod@ will ot
Oppear L those parts so soown... eheheh...

- Are You sure? What arve You...



- Dlol You know that theve is a speeies of bivd
that will lay its eggs in the nest of other
birds, for them to hateh, tn thelr turn...?

- BuUt boss Z¢, | don't understand...

- IE's good that you don't understand... it's
good that yow don't understand, rReally...
because otherwise we would have to explain at
the port who it was that we brought three
dags ago on.  the boat,  without

authorisatlomn...

- But, boss Z¢, we haven't found him! what
are You saying?

- we didn't find him. You're absolutely
right.

- So, Waln!
- A, but he found us...!

- So... that water Ln the basenwent... Lt was...

- That's what Lt ls. Dlamanting, my friend,
this blackblrd made tts nest behind owr ear...



and | bet you anything that at this time it
has already gone to make tks nest on land...

- Where? How do You kRmnow...?

- To the Contlnent, my muppet, to the
Continent! ®But do | have to tell You
everything?

Anend-[ V|

Lam saw them lmmediately. Dark, Like that
night. But with very white friends, and
sharp-edoed Like the viperine tongue of some
fine whore from the Intendente. Flve-star
natfas... he tried to clrele them, going to the
other pavement, but they kept coming closer.
[t was... lnevitable. And Lam knew it So
much so that he prepared himself for it The
leader of the gang, that one, took him for
granted.



Come on, Show me What u've got...

- Hey, Bred! How's Lt golng with you?

- Ehehen... come heve, white guy!

- What are you dotng here, tn this dark
night, huh?

- Yes, only we can glve You shelter!

- Oh, Wal/]? Awnd how's that?

- Hey, white boy, you gotta learn to talk
slower. Slower and with move... Tell him,
SnowrBall, tell him...

- Bducation, dumb white boy. You gotta be
more polite to these brothers. Otherwlise, You
won't pass! And | guarantee Yyou that
instead of passing, you'll have a havd time...

- Rafa just wanted to tell you that only we
have the compass to get out of this dark
night. Rafa, show him, come on!



The bog was very sertous. He took out a
polnt-and-spring shiv from his pocket, ano
atmed Lt at Lamd's heart. Thew...

- Eheheh! That's vight, rafa, that's right. Do
You understand, Whitte?

Rafa still hao his shiv pointed, but he had
done something that Lam only wnderstood
Later. He displayed a walevolent grin, from
one stde of his mouth to the other.

- See these whtke teeth, My man?
- wWhat about them?

- They have the only Light you'll see arownd
here.

- And the night Ls so dark tod&%... oh, if it

lS...

Awn open one. A chance for... that T-shirt...
could be my second lifeline.



- EMINEMZIZ A brother  who  Likes
Eminem?l?  Ahahaheheheheh!!l 1 thought
there were wo  wore of those lbros!!!
Ohohohoho...!

- wWhat s 122 wWhat? (t's pret’cg cool...

- But tt's white! Ahahah, Eminem, oh my
God...

- Yeah, Ralph, Eminenmt  stinles, bro. |
aLreadg tolol You You Looke Lilkke o bear with
that t-shivt...

- You too, now? You wanna et lt, Brownco

BLLLM? He's white but he's got soul soul, bro!

The Leader of that charanga Lookeo with his
heroln-charved face at Lam, from the second
wave of the group. And that face and its
expression were bad news for hive. He come to
wateh the show from the front row, but at
that wmoment Lam sensed the danger and
took off, dashing, to the sides of the Orient

underground station.



- ).)., he's on the vun, we have to...

_Jesse Jawnes Looked towards a horizown wot far
away, and then he saw them. They had
varlous colours, tl/l€5 spoke Lowitg, n short:
they were the usual ones.

- Pessoel, bazareco. And ' o LE!

Awnd he was vight to be afratd. Because cops
dow't usually go easy around here.



Anend-[ VIl

- Bxcuse wme, can You tell we what time Ls
the next one, for Alameda statlon?

- At 11:50 P, Young man.

- Thanke you.

TWO MLnites. | have Ewo miniutes.

A Young man tn his twenties was patiently
waltlng for the right wmoment. [t was 11.4€
P and he would only have a single chance
to Swioiewtg, the vumble of the carviage



made ttself felt, still a good quarter of a
mile away.

Now.

- Hey! Where are You golng, You? Hey, boy?

The guard jumped abmost at the same time
as him the ticket validation booth. They were
both shot down the gallery, first on the
escalators and then, at the end, already on
the stairs, in 4 by 4. The guard was about to
reach the boy, but he felt him grabbing his
Jacket, and made a manoewvre... risky.

1t's all or... nothing.

Metro users at Oviente statlon only saw
someone turn sharply, to the right, but leave
the legs of a falling body in the path of
=Libelro, who stumbled meeo{iate%. The bogj



was the fivst to get up, anol caught the wetro
at the very last wmoment, forelng the door,
which opened again. And when Ribelro got
up, he missed the reopened door by a split
second.

The boy rvested, for a few moments, on his
feet: he was too dirty to sit down.

- Laml!

- Huh?



Anend-|X

- wWhat's up with your It's me, Paz; ullo Paz,
from the Mwlversitg, man!

- Ah, yes... how are you? All right? Have You
managed to finlsh the course?

- No, I'm missing the chatrs of...

- Let wme guess: Professor Dinls  and
Professor Manuel dos Santos...

- C... how do You lk_inow?

- It's a long story... and 'Ve got to get out of
here! BYe!

- But... Lam!



Jullo watehed hime vun tnside the gallery of
the Cabo Rulvo station. A few hurrieo steps
quLchLM descended the stalvease: theve were

five policemen.

(n the truanel, Lane understood meedéatetg.

The mmlrg has arvived. Too bad (t's ﬁZWﬁﬂs
the (ndians who are right...



Anend-| X

- Where did You escape, driver?
- Through the tunnel, that way!

- ORI

The carriage was still stopped at the station,
but the driver vecelved the order from the
central office to move quickly from the
statiow. He Let the policemen disappear tnto
the tunnel, warned the wetro  traffic
controller, but got the same answer: - Go on,
and it's now! After about twenty seconds, he
executed the order. Let the next train worry
about that, ('ve already done my part... The



carringe seemed half asleep, but finally it
left.

Awnd whew the doors closed, Jullo smiled.

- | lknew 50%‘0{ come baclke.

- Here we are, Jullo, because nobody Listens to
us: this thing about the criminal always
returniing to the sceme of the crime s a flne
plece of crap...



Anend-[ X]

The driver didn't even wotice, with such
agitation, his  vight  rear-view  wlrvor.
Because, Uf he haol woticed the flgure that hio
under the end of the carriage, and clivbed
back wp the emergency stairs to the metro
after five policemen had passed him, he
would never have started up again.

- Lam, Yyou sleep at my place tonight. |
bnsist. You've o wness, bog. You need to make
Yourself Look good eheheh...

- [ don't even think twice! t'm tn need of n
goool bath, tn fact.



- You look Like You comme from a war, man!
what Mappmeot?

- It's a long story...

- A, but we'll have timee to tallke, back howee,
MowLL vest, and... but Look here, WMM diol You
say that about the subjects ' missing...?

- My dear Julio... | never thought this course
would be so difficult to take...



Anend- [ X

- Now that yowve had yowr bath, come here.
Here are your clothes for tomorrow, you're
about my size, and I'd be happy to give You
these trousers.

Lam was already sleeplng soundly, tn the
bmprovised bed Ln the second bedroom of that
room. Jullo Left hime alone and quietly went

out to the living room.

And when he twned on the television,
something strange was going on. A vather
nervous  corvespondent  journalist  in
washington — was  reporting on 4
masterstroke on the Internet, carvied out by



strangers. Apparently, the NASA website
had been attacked by hackers.

- Tell us, Medelro Antunes, how does this
attack differ from previous ones on the
lnternet?

- l'm hearing You wrong, Pacheco, we've
having tnterference... ah, now say it, tdidn't
near you.

- | was asking You how this attack differs
from others, on other sites, Medelro?

- well, this attack... the experts here n
washington tell us that the Internet itself
would have to be shut doww, so that the
message on the hacked site would disappear.

- Awnd s there any clue yet as to who did
this attack? ®Because the wessage that's
cuwew’ctg there... well, (...



- Yes, Yes, yes, Pacheco, | kRnow, she's quite
extravagant. But the best, for the viewers to
understond what we've talleing about, (s
really...

- Accessing NASA's website? Absolutely. |
remind You, dear viewers, that the site can be
accesseol through this address:

www.Nosa.ooy . L advise everyone who wamnts

to fino out more about this subject to go
directly to the stte, and...

[ wonder what these guys are talking about.
Well, ('ve turned off my PC, UL look at it
tomorrow. Go to SLEEp.

Julio Paz decided to peek into Lanm's sleep. He

was a good friend. Loyal; he had always
been so, with all his colleagues. But
something wasw't right. Those rushes n the
wnderground... the police, after him, it
seevned... 'LL ask hivmn about all that later.



Sweet dreams, Lam. You, pernaps more than
anyjone else in that WLZV%Z@, Aeserve then.

Anend - [ X]ll

- Al you're {’WMLL@ wp, Laml | put some
money bn Your trousers, J’ust L case... Do

You kwnow what time Lt Ls?

- Oh, what a headache... Julio, keep it down,
(...

- 4pml 411!

- What?! 1t's true, [ have to... oh, my Godl

Lam stumbled over the coffee table in the
Living room, knocking some magazines to
the floor. He picked them up clumsily, tn his
haste, while he surpised a ham and cheese
sandwich that Julio had on a stool, half-
eaten, wext to the sofa. And while Julio
watched this scene n amazewment, he had
already veached the stalrs of the second floor



of a boarding house like this, in Rua oo
Século, tn the heart of Balrvo Alto. Julio ran
to the doov, too, and asked him a vhetorical
guestion. But the answer he heard was
anything but the traditional one. Or maybe

not...

- Heyl Wherve are You golng?! Have some
breakfast at least!

- Lean't! 'm golng to save a princess!!!



Anend- [ XV

This thme | didn't have to evade the guard:
the money was enough. And now it was
about finding a taxi and a very... spectal
taxi oviver. He'd been walking back and
forth for over two minutes in cats do sodvé,
looking Lnside the taxis; he looked Llike a
madman. And then, n the middle of the
queue, he saw ham. This is a real taxi... he
stormeed tnto the vehicle, startling Marto,
who was sleeping,.

- Hey, what's this? A burgl...?

- [t's me, man. The client from the other
night, dow't You remenmber...?

- There arve so many...

- The one at Guincho, the campsite...



- But .. [ can't go ahead of the other taxi
drivers! why don't you go to the flrst n

LLng?

- Marlo, Marlo... 'm not going there for two

FEASONS...

-Yes?
- Yes. Flrst reason: T-U-R-B-O - GT1.
- Ehehe... it seems to me that we are finally

understanding each other, bag... and the

second one...?

- The second one Ls: grab the wheel and put
ow the fastest one, because Playstation never
nurt anyone!

- My dear friend, [ have been misunderstood
all my Life... hold on tight, this is not going
to be pretty to wateh...



Anend-[ XV

- Thank yow, Marlo, thank you Afor...
everything!

- Where are You golng, my friend? Do you
want  some  help?  Anyone  who o Likes
Playstation must be a good person!

- Look, acmmLLg... [ could use some Vl@LP...
theve's a dawmesel L distress heve, and...

- what? And you  wouldn't  tell  me
anything? Let me see my Little Tre...

- Terezlnha?

- Nol Thirteen! A thirteen-shooter, wade in
Amerien, special wodel, here for the boy,
eul... to, to defend myself from muggers, of
course, there are so many of them arownd...
many  taxt  drivers carry  these,  chenper
models of course, but [ always bet on sofety!



- Of course! Drive safely, Marlo! Always!

- My dear friend, you wnderstand so deeply
this poor soul... | have fouwnd my soul mate...

- Now Lt's exactLM my soul mate who's i
trouble. Bring Llittle Tvey over here, we've
gonna need her.



Anend-[ XV

Lam approached slowly. It was almost night.
The ldeal kingdow of shadows. Mario went
around behind the trailer, and when Lam
suddenly opened the door, he mmedintely
abmeol his pistol at the front. The two of them
collected themselves, and changed position.
Mario then entered slowly, heading for the

bathroomt door.

- Come on! There's blood here! Hurry up!

Lamt vose qmm@ too, his heart n his
hawnds. There was a door between hime and the
truth. And this blood could only be from...

- Step back. 'm golng to open the door...

- No. Don't do this, man. Don't do this to nee.



- Hud? You don't want mee to open the... the...

- You've helped me enough. Leave me here,
alone, now. Please do as | tell you.

- OVM@, bw){dg. [ understand that...

- Go. Now, wnow, wnow. Thanks for
everything, Marlo. But 1'd prefer a more...
Letsurely vide back.

- All right. see you sometime. And glve me
a hug. No erying, because a man's a4 man
and a cat's a bug, eh?

- Yeah, yean, I...
- ' golng, boss. Take care of Yourself.

Lam was now factng a door, under which o
thin thread of ved ligquiod was oozing. There
were stgns of a struggle, and signs of blood
too, bn some places Ln the tratler. And when
he finally opened the door, nothing would
ever be the sawe again.

- Oh! catherine! Danun you!



- L. Lam...? My Love? 1s... Ls that youe?

Lam turned and thew saw her, nestled tn the
top diawer of the trailer. She let herself fall
bnto his arms, and the two of them cried for
some time, over the corpse of Rul, who had
secondls before fallen to the floor at thelr feet.

- Swear to me that You wLLL never Leave me

again, Lam, swear to me now!!!

- cataring, my Love. The world Ls <o blg, in
MOM\/ 6585

Anend-[ XVl



- May  ask what the hell s going own,
Larvy?

- DAMA... You MuUst not speak for this Line...

- This Ls the No.L line! If [ don't talk this
way, then t's all erazy, Reaug!l!! Anol
don't glve wme that Doctor this, Doctor that,
Larry, You hear me?!?

- 'msorry. ' sorvy). (£ won't l/\appew aoain.

- what the fuck s golng on with that
bloody server, en? Why wasw't [ warned?
And why  does NASA glve wme evasive
ANSWEKS, Nna? ActuaLLij, you're right about
one thing: | should be in charge! But now
some teenage clowns are putting the whole
thing into turmoil? You better explain to me
what's golng own...

- A computer virus, T.P. A virus that we...
had never heard of. Symantee, McFee, even
the poor devils at AvG tried to help us, for



God's sakel The power really went out the

window...

- But how Ls that PossLbLe, You don't say? AlL
those things are mevely the lnventlons of
crazy teenagers, who...

- Hhnmum!
- wWhat now? WM@ are You Lwtermptiwg me?

- AlLL that, that's there, online, on the webstte,

You Rmnow...

- S ???

- ALl that Ls... true.

Anend- [ XVl



- WHAT?RIRIRI? But NASA.. hundreds of
sclemtists... are You crazy? Has everything
gone crazy for gooo? Larry, You've beew our
advisor for decades!!ll And you tell me
that...

-Yes, | have a Otutg to tell You... "The Truth
and Nothing but the.. Truth'. Now, yes, |
have that otwcg.

- Let me breathe, 'm starting to go crozy,
this way... baby, get me some water... now!

- Breathe a Little, ('Ll tell You the rest.
- Therve's more?1?1?2?
- Have you drunle the water...?

- Oka Y. Shoot.

- This started with a stupld Masse game tn
Lisbown.

- Masse? Who's that? Are you talking to me

L Morse code, or what, man?



- Oh, that's right, You didn't lkenow that...
well, he was part of a secret committee,
eveated still in the wake of the Clmbka project,
but with very specific powers to... silence
certaln sclentific minds. He's 0{511&@ now,
T.P. ..best to leave him alowne, terminal

Cancer...

- Agh. well, carry own.

- The unlverse s Lndeed t’m@, ns these
young people say, T.P.

ME... S0 NASA, what do you senve...
- NASA s very ’qu:orta wt tndeed.
- Ah, well...

- But not for what people think..,

- Huh? What do You mean?!

- Gosh, &, even wow, | still can't tell You
everything... it serves to... Look, to glve people



hope! That there s o way out Ln this endless
unbverse... it's very useful, | tell you...

- Look Larry, is Ltjust me, or are You not
maring any sense todaH? CoOMe DN, COVAE

ow, | got other people here...

- But this is meortawt, don't You thinlke?!?
G... all our power in today's world rests on
this, and in Jerusalem they know Lt all... the
great geniuses all came from there, stince the
post war period our hands ave tied, and...
and, You Rnow... this virus... lt's not going
away  any tlime  spon, Lt multiplies
index.html files every 15 seconds, through
several servers, and we've already noticed
that t's wot enough to change the access
passwords quickly...

- What? You're not gonna tell we that that

message Ls gonnd... Ls gonnd stay there...

- At least a week, my deav...

- Owne weeR?e?222222111IITI



Larry heard a groan on the other end of the
line, and then a crash. 1t sownded just Like
the woise of a person falling off a wooden
chatr.

- Hello? Hello? ...
- Larry, this is the wife.

- What l/lappewed?

- My dear Larry... Tivne out, tivmeé out...

Anend- [ XIX



owne person come to the voom where the
offictal  anmouncement would take place.
She was a little nervous, that person. This
person, it is satd all over the world, Ls the
most bmportant person n our world. His
staff had worked havd all day to make him
presentable to the public. That dag it was
exactly 72 hours since he had been unable to
sleep, despite the heavy dose of tranquillisers
he was taking. His consclence should be
clear, but it wasw't. For varlous reasons. A
variety of reasons, tn fact.

[t was a November day, an ordinary day
like all the other days. n Portugal, Donn
Alzlra was crocheting, Rul was sleeping,
peaceﬁdtg n the Sio Domingos de Rana
cemetery, ZEé Manel was preparing another
fishing trip, and Lam was making love to
catarina. ALl the hours and minutes and
seconds were bn the sowme place, tn all the
clocks of the civilized world. But there was
something not quite right. A website, which
had refused to go offline, for too wmany
weelks now, was avwwg”wu@ several people,



from that small nuaber of lmportant people.
Awnd when that very tmportant person Looked
at his wateh, a television camera would Look
at him, bn ricochet, dismantling his false
wisdom. And whew that person began to
speak, she knew that nothing would stay the
sane.

- People of the World, it seems to e that it's
thme for you to tell the Whole Truth...

(Ard o you, seides, wani 7o imagine

Wil ferally s7ir To loirge)
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