My heart feels heavy like a stone

when I recall that period.

I’m telling my story

because I think it has to be

written down for my kids

and for my future grandchildren,

so that they know

what we have suffered.

We can't allow our stories

and the story of my people,

–a story of sorrow,

struggle and hope–

to fall into oblivion.

They say it's past now,

but the past is buried there.

I wish everybody

would rise up and reclaim it.

The truth is beneath the ground.

My memories are full of you.

The first thing

people always ask is:

"What's the latest on Papeto?"

"Any news about Papeto?"

And, as always,

due to the disgraceful authorities,

I have to tell them:

"Nothing has changed."

We still have no news

but we haven't lost the hope

of discovering what happened,

how your life came to an end

at the hands of those villains.

So many people

are suffering for this reason!

Many voices are speaking out.

And one day soon

we will have the good fortune

–if we can call it that–

of knowing what happened to you.

You'll always be in my heart, Jorge.

I'll love you every day of my life.

And maybe after I'm dead, too.

Your mum.

Guatemala is burdened

by a long history of repression.

In spite of the democratic revolution

of the Arévalo and Arbenz governments,

that, from 1945 onwards, brought about

progress in education, work and justice,

Guatemala has been dominated

by rich minorities and soldiers

who control and decide

the fate of the poor majority.

The fear of the rise of socialism

while Árbenz was in power

and economic interests

drove Guatemala's oligarchy

to seize power.

With the help of the US government

and Catholic conservatives,

the oligarchs organised

a coup d'état

which put an end to the democratic,

reformist period in 1954.

Since then,

the indigenous peoples

have been caught in a spiral

of repression and discrimination.

From the 1960s onwards,

racism and increasing poverty

sparked guerrilla movements

and the start of a bloody

armed conflict in the country.

The military governments

led by Kjell Laugerud,

Romeo Lucas García,

Efraín Ríos Montt

and Mejía Víctores

responded ruthlessly.

They implemented

a "scorched earth policy",

massacring entire communities

and militarising

a large part of the population

by setting up the PAC

self-defense patrols.

Civilians were forced

to carry out military operations,

even within

their own communities,

and this set people against each other.

In view of this, thousands

of Mayans and Ladinos fled to Mexico.

Some of them moved

to the outskirts of the capital.

Others hid in the mountains

and set up Communities

of Population in Resistance,

known as CPRs.

The peace agreements

signed in 1996

put an end to a conflict

that had lasted 36 years,

although fear and repression

continue to this day.

Why are you taking the risk?

Is it because of the sorrow you feel?

Or for the people, young and old?

You don't suffer

like the people here did

but you are committed

to finding out what happened,

so that it does not remain buried.

I woke up around 4 AM.

He worked in the fields,

so he prepared his lunch

and he left.

He was away all day

and he never came back.

He just disappeared.

A week went by,

and I looked for him, cried for him.

He still hasn't turned up.

I never found him.

It was 14 January 1982,

in my grandfather's house.

A lot of soldiers came in broad daylight

and publicly seized my grandfather,

his sons, daughter and daughter-in-law.

They took them to the church,

which was used as the military post.

They tortured them,

claiming they were guerrillas.

Only my grandfather came out alive.

The PAC seized my brother in 1983

and nobody ever saw him again.

He was killed for being a social worker,

for working for his community.

From the 80s, we lived in fear

of seeing the soldiers come.

Fear made us bury

what few photos we had

and they remained underground

for around 20 years.

This is my brother,

but the photo is damaged.

He seems to be disappearing

from the image, too.

-Any more books?

-No, only six boxes.

-Just six?

-Yes.

-So, three and three?

-Three in each.

We say that what we went through

has torn the social fabric

and it's difficult

to mend that fabric.

The problems start

right here at home.

We went to the morgue every day

and it was horrible

to see the corpses of the young,

totally mangled by the torture,

with their genitals cut off

and placed inside their mouths.

I threw myself into the search

for my son and other relatives.

Even now there are recriminations.

They say: "You forgot

that you had a younger son."

"You forgot your teenage son."

"Where were you when I needed you?

Where were you when I needed advice?"

"You were at a demonstration,

as if he was your only son."

I remember that

I was often followed by cars

filled with men that I knew

were from the army

or the police.

I felt so afraid

that I often prayed to God.

When I saw those cars

without number plates,

I'd close my eyes

and say "My God".

"Let them kill me if they have to,

but don't let them catch me alive."

"I may not be able

to withstand the torture

and I don't want to turn people in."

"I don't want to involve people

who have nothing to do

with what I'm doing."

If I were young again,

I would do it all again.

It's the weariness of age,

which does not pass unnoticed.

We started fighting in 1977-78.

Over 20 years ago.

At first it was one thing

and then things became a bit tougher.

It became about fighting

the hardship of the repression

that was clearly visible.

The army slaughtered everyone

who was in the village that day.

37 women and children.

Only 14 of us remained alive,

those of us who were away.

The soldiers hung

my wife from a tree.

She was still carrying my son

in the sling on her back.

We were too afraid to bury them

until the following day.

We started to buy liquor by the gallon

and we drank day and night,

men and women.

We drank to keep going.

We couldn't stand the pain.

At first I didn't fear the army.

They told us that the soldiers

protected the people,

but that's a lie:

they murdered my people.

I'm the only survivor

of the Panimaché massacre.

I was about five years old.

On 25 August 1982,

some 60 soldiers dragged us

from our houses and rounded us up.

They picked some women

and teenage girls,

and took them away to rape them.

Then came the shooting and machetes.

I stuck close to the skirts of two women

and when the bullets felled them

I was trapped under

the weight of their bodies.

Because I was so little,

I stayed alive under the dead.

This is the murderer,

old man Ríos Montt.

He is to blame for the war.

Ríos Montt.

President.

President murderer.

There was...

war...

There was war...

because

we

are

poor...

There was war

because we are poor

and the soldiers

are in favour of the rich,

of people who own farms.

But I think it was

the guerrillas' fault

that we had to live through

those massacres.

They'd force us

to give them free food,

claiming that they were

the army of the poor.

The soldiers came and told us

that they'd protect us

from the guerrillas.

But instead of protecting us

they came and killed us.

We voted for Ríos Montt,

because during the election campaign

he gave us four quintals of fertilizer.

People say that Ríos Montt

was responsible for what happened,

but it's hard to believe

that he can be so evil,

because he is Evangelical,

like we are.

After my father died,

a military commissioner

came to Chajul.

He wanted to talk to my mother

and threatened to kill my family.

Just like us,

many people hid

in Chajul Mountain.

Most of us hid

because we were afraid.

In the mountain,

we saw the guerrillas.

I kept wondering

whether I should join them.

My father used to say

that unity is strength,

that we have to fight together

single-mindedly.

I wanted to continue

my father's struggle,

even though I didn't

know what it meant yet.

I made the decision

to join the guerrilla.

They warned me

that there was no going back,

in spite of the sacrifice

it entailed.

They handed me a weapon

and told me to use it

to fight for the people.

They told me

we would start a revolution.

We were supposed to fight for change,

against the rich landowners,

to improve the living conditions

of the poor.

They said we were founding

a government of the poor.

Many people died,

but it was for the struggle,

for the change

that the people demanded.

If you think I'm guilty,

let justice be served.

Some people believe

in forgiveness,

and I think that's a good thing.

But if forgiveness is in order,

the people must decide.

The patrolmen and soldiers

dragged us from the houses.

They made us walk to the top,

along a path through the fields,

and rounded up the whole village

under a Caro Caro tree.

The lieutenant took out a notebook

with names in it and asked us:

"Where are the guerrillas?

We know they're in the mountain."

"Our husbands aren't guerrillas,

we aren't involved.", we answered.

"Liars!

They're hiding in the mountain!"

Then the killing began.

They placed tourniquets

on people's necks,

then they turned them upside down.

They tightened the tourniquet,

kicked them in the chest

and lifted them up.

Their feet moved,

like our hens when we kill them.

We were gathered near a cliff.

They took the half-dead bodies

and flung them away.

In groups of three, four,

groups of eight or five,

to torture them and kill them all.

"Oh God!", I said.

The killing

of the adults had started.

Then they took the girls.

"Today we enjoy!", they said.

I don't understand much Spanish,

but I'm sure that's what they said.

"Today we enjoy!

Only today!", they said.

"Whoever wants to rape,

do it now!", they said.

"Today only, rape girls

of 12, 13, 10 years of age!"

"All of them!", they said.

Everybody ran to their daughters.

The girls clung to their mothers,

but they were dragged away from them.

They were stripped naked

and raped in front of everybody.

"Let's run away, mum!"

"Even if we die trying!"

"Even if the bullets reach us,

let's try to escape."

"I can't stand to watch this suffering."

But she answered:

"Don't run away."

"I won't keep your daughter,

sit down with me."

"God knows

we haven't done any harm."

When I heard the shots,

I jumped over the cliff.

As I fell, I tumbled

through the pine trees.

I saw a boy between my feet.

Who was he?

Then I saw it was Santiago,

the nephew of my dead uncle.

The boy had escaped with me

and we were rolling over each other.

We somersaulted in the rocks.

I suddenly felt

as if I had sprouted wings,

as if I were flying.

"Oh God!", I said.

"I left my mother and my daughter,

what will I do now?"

I will tell my story

as long as I live.

I don't want my testimony

to be forgotten.

I want the culprits

to be prosecuted.

I want justice to be done,

because they stripped me,

they pulled out my roots

and they buried me elsewhere.

They cut my roots,

now I only have branches and shoots.

Our goal was to construct

historical memory.

So we published this book

entitled 'The Truth Beneath the Ground.

Guatemala, the silenced genocide'.

The book contains photographs

and testimonies

from some of you, from Pa'al.

There are testimonies

from Don Diego, Andrés,

Doña Ana,

and others.

This book

pays tribute to the dead.

And it also pays tribute

to you, the survivors,

who have struggled

to keep living,

for the right to live

in these lands, which are yours,

to secure a better future

for your children and grandchildren,

in the hope that they will grow up

knowing where they come from.

They have the right

to know what happened.

We hope...

that you will find

this tool useful.

Thank you.

Thank you for your words.

Now there will be an open discussion.

We all have a responsibility

to tell our story.

We have to keep going,

without forgetting.

This book

that your are presenting

includes our testimonies.

It tells our story

and that of our dead.

We have to use this book

to teach the children about our past,

so that they can learn

our history at school.

We cannot remain afraid to speak.

We will tell them

that this is the story of our people.

If any of your relatives

were killed in the armed conflict,

put your name on the list

and take a copy of the book.

Domingo Mateo Anay!

Pedro Gallego!

Catarina Pérez.

Terrazza!

Can you sign?

Don't forget the book.

Give it to your dad.

Diego Guzmán!

Elena Velasco Bernal!

Andrés Gallego Brito!

Andrés Guzmán Pérez!

When the massacre

took place in 1982,

the entire family had to flee

and hide in the mountain.

We had nothing.

Grasses and roots were all we ate.

During those years, we lived in terror

of seeing the soldiers come.

If a military platoon went past,

the women covered their children's mouths

so that their cries

wouldn't give us away.

Many children died like this,

suffocated by the hands

of their own mothers.

The guerrilla sprang from poverty.

I never joined them,

but I can say they never hurt us.

Rather, they protected us,

they took us

to the safest places.

They explained

how the system exploited us.

From a very young age

I knew the army was pure evil.

The soldiers brought nothing

but death, grief and pain.

At dawn, the soldiers came.

They killed my mum

and four of my little sisters

and they set the house on fire.

They murdered

over 40 women and children.

That day we fled to the mountains

with all the other survivors.

But the army was always in pursuit.

So we had to keep fleeing

deeper into the mountains

and we survived for almost 10 years

self-organising as CPRs:

Communities

of People in Resistance.

I was a refugee for 18 years.

I came back because

at the camp they warned us

that other people were occupying

what little land we had.

Some were forced to return

by the Mexican authorities.

They returned against their will,

because they had no other choice,

even if returning

could mean death.

Some brought their children,

others didn't.

Mexican families

came to the refugee camp

because they heard that kids

were being given away.

Desperate parents

gave their children away.

They handed them over

like puppies

and people came from afar

to take them.

The kids were crowded together

and the Mexicans picked:

"I like this one. Not this one."

They took one, two,

or none, if they didn't like any.

We were forced

to take sides and choose,

even if fear

drove all our decisions.

No matter what side you joined,

you would die.

But you had to take sides.

There was no alternative.

We're just as poor

as before the war,

but our situation is tougher now

because we know that we have

the same rights as the rich,

but not the same opportunities.

It is painful to be aware of this

and realise that there's nothing

you can do.

It hurts because I can't give

my children what they need.

The guerrillas threw us into the air

like birds who haven't learnt to fly.

And now that we've learnt to fly,

the government has cut our wings.

The guerrilla opened our eyes,

but nothing has changed.

It's painful to understand

what is happening

and not be able to do anything.

-Is that your father?

-Yes.

All the material on display

is included in the book.

I thank you

on behalf of my community

because all of us

lived through this.

We were patrolmen,

but we were forced to do what we did,

under threat.

Otherwise

we wouldn't have done it.

The army would certainly have killed us.

Back then,

everybody looked for ways

to surrender to the army,

because there was no peace.

The tranquillity was gone.

So everybody bowed down

to the soldiers.

Petrona Matón Bernal!

Teresa Velasco Pérez!

Elena de León Bernal!

Elena!

Rosa Bacá Ceto!

Ana Brito!

Jacinto Terraza!

Whenever I think of a certain patrolman

and what he did to my community

I feel an enormous hatred.

They say he had been a soldier.

That's how he learnt to kill and torture.

I wonder why he killed

his own people:

he was indigenous just like us.

If the guerrilla hadn't killed him,

I wouldn't be alive to tell my story.

He is dead now,

but many people who committed

those crimes are free.

Many people fled, leaving behind

their jobs, their animals, their homes,

because they couldn't stand

the pressure of the Army.

The Army,

the Armed Forces,

and the guerrilla,

were all against us.

We didn't know which side to take.

When the guerrilla came,

they accused us

of being informers for the Army,

and when the Army troops came,

they accused us

of helping the guerrilla.

We played

an awful, shameful role,

because we didn't know

which side to take.

But when the Civil Patrols began,

it was even worse.

We became

each other's enemies.

Many brothers joined the Army

because patrolmen didn't get paid.

So they said:

"It's better to enlist for money."

"We might have to work hard,

but we'll earn a living."

But in the Patrol,

we worked hard without pay.

It was drummed into us.

Even us humble men

thought that we had to kill

anybody who was out at night.

We were sleep deprived.

"We have to kill anybody

who is outside at dawn," we said.

We wanted to kill

as many as possible,

so there would be none left.

I think that was awful.

We were tainted

by all the killing, too.

First the guerrillas

killed my father.

And then the soldiers

killed my mother.

When my father died,

my uncle took me to work

on a farm on the coast.

We had beans and corn,

but no money,

so I had to go and work on a farm.

I went there on a Monday

and a week later I was told

that my mother had died.

Later I found out

that the soldiers had killed her.

"If they kill me and you survive,

hide and find your sister."

"If they kill me,

go to the farm and find

your sister," my mother said.

The soldiers killed my mother

and all my little siblings.

I saw them throw my mother

into a ravine.

They left her in that hole

with other people.

Other relatives were there, too.

Our uncle took us from the farm

to Guatemala City.

We learnt some Spanish

because in our village

we only speak our own language.

Here, people often look down on us.

They identify us by our clothes

and discriminate against us.

They recognise our Nebaj clothes

and accuse us of being guerrillas.

They say we killed people

and they abuse us.

Because of the war,

many of us moved to the capital.

Some are too scared

to wear traditional dress.

They don't want to show they are Ixil.

We want to return to the village

but our children

are used to the city now.

They don't want to go back.

They no longer wear our dress

and they only speak Spanish,

because if they speak our language,

others laugh at them

and they feel ashamed.

We are not liars.

They found proof of the evil

perpetrated by the soldiers

when they discovered 65 women

and children in a mass grave.

They were all exhumed

and the truth was revealed.

That grave contained

the remains of my mother

and my little unborn brother.

They took away the bones

to analyse them in the laboratory.

Then they returned them

and we gave them a decent burial.

Take my words far away.

I am offering my testimony

so that people will know what happened

and punish the perpetrators.

Dead people!

Over here, look!

They're burying them!

They're taking them away!

They take them here

and this is where they bury them!

I come from a relatively

well-off country

where we supposedly have

freedom of the press.

We are supposedly informed.

But it turns out that I didn't know

what was going on here.

I didn't know there was a genocide,

that you were suffering.

In the capital I met a woman,

of Mayan Popti origins,

from Huehuetenango.

She was the first to tell me

what was happening here:

that the civil population

was being massacred,

and that many thousands

of Guatemalans

had fled to refugee camps

in Mexico.

She told me that her

whole family were refugees

and we decided—

She hadn't heard from them

in many years

and we decided to go to Mexico

and look for her relatives

in the camps.

It was a harsh shock for me

to hear the testimonies

of those people,

what they lived through.

They were the only ones

who were brave enough back then

to tell me about their plight.

Probably because they were

on the other side of the border

and they were less afraid

of the Guatemalan army.

Little by little,

the families I was living with

came to trust me,

and started to tell me about

their past and present experiences.

The repression,

the kidnaps, the killings...

I think that's how I became aware.

That's when I decided

to produce a work about this.

I came across Ríos Montt

and he said:

"You are a disgusting communist."

"You are only here

to discredit my country,

like all journalists do."

He told me to watch myself.

"Take my words far away

so that the world will know

what we have suffered."

I saw it as a moral duty

to tell this story,

the suffering of the Maya people.

Thank you for making this book

that tells of the suffering

I went through.

Now, even if I die,

my grandkids will know my story,

my lot in this world.

Thank you for this book,

which will tell people our story.

-Are there two bodies?

-Yes, they were over here.

No, no, no.

One was lying here,

the other one was here.

-Where was the other one?

-Around here.

I greet you, Papa Jacinto.

Even if I only find

a little piece of your body,

I am happy

because today I will unbury you.

Was your pain gentle?

Was your suffering gentle?

You know who killed you

because you were there, you felt it.

God knows too.

Why did they do this to you?

What had you done?

I don't know.

Today,

I will finally be able to see

a small piece of your body.

They did this to you 23 years ago,

but until today,

I was not allowed to receive you.

I soon recognised the huipil

that my little sister was wearing

the day she was kidnapped.

That's her at the back.

It hurts to see her like that!

She's not wearing her skirt.

It's easy to imagine what she suffered.

These exhumations are very important

in order to learn the truth

and put an end to great suffering.

I took a bit of clothing from the grave,

but my wife said it was not my son's.

The pain will never go away.

I don't know where to look for him.

Many people tell me

not to stir things up, to let it be:

"Don't talk about the past.

Forget it."

But I don't agree.

I need to bury him

so he can rest in peace.

When the exhumations began,

a man from Nebaj asked me:

"Why do you want to exhume the dead?"

"Do you want the guerrilla

to screw you again?"

"Or do you want

to profit from this?"

"In a few years,

everyone will know that you are lying

and that nothing ever happened here."

But I know that man.

He was a patrolman

and he is afraid,

because we now know

that the guerrilla didn't kill us.

The patrolmen and the soldiers did.

With the work

of the anthropologists

we can find out how they died

and who the culprits are.

Now they are the ones

who are scared.

May the memory

that we are reviving today

make us strong.

We say "never again".

May there be no more deaths

of eight-year olds,

five-year olds, twenty-year olds,

no more starving to death,

no more deaths like the deaths

of our brothers and sisters.
