Liceo de Cagayan University
Rodolfo N.Pelaez Boulevard, Carmen, Cagayan de Oro City

In Partial Fulfillment of 

Social Science 13

Rizal’s Life, Works and Writings

Jose Rizal the Movie

(Synopsis)

Submitted by:

Sacuan, Mark Arnel C.

Submitted to:

Jubas, Mrs. Carmencita

March 16, 2007

JOSE RIZAL (1861-1896), Philippine nationalist and martyr, pride of the Malayan race, was a versatile genius. He was a poet and patriot, novelist, painter, sculptor, linguist, physician, ophthalmic surgeon, educator, ethnologist, naturalist, economist, engineer, and theologian. He was an expert swordsman and a good shot. Having studied and traveled extensively in Europe, America and Asia, he mastered 22 languages including Latin, Spanish, German, English, French, Chinese, Japanese, Sanskrit, Hebrew, Arabic, Greek, Russian, Tagalog, and other native dialects.

The contemporary of Tagore and Sun Yatsen, and the forerunner of Gandhi, he died before a Spanish firing squad, aged 35, for rebellion and sedition, and for inciting the Philippine Revolution of 1896-98, the earliest uprising against a colonial power in Asia.

In the hope of securing political and social reforms for his country and at the same time educate his countrymen, Rizal wrote and published , while in Europe, two novels. In March 1887, his daring book, "Noli Me Tangere" (The Social Cancer), a satirical novel exposing the arrogance and despotism of the Spanish government and Spanish clergy, was published in Berlin; on September 1891, "El Filibusterismo" (The Reign of Greed), his second novel and a sequel to "Noli Me Tangere" and more revolutionary than the latter, was printed in Ghent, Belgium.

Because of his fearless exposes of the injustices committed by the civil and clerical officials, Rizal provoked the animosity of those in power. This led himself, his relatives and countrymen into trouble with the Spanish officials of the country. As a consequence, he and those who had contacts with him, were shadowed; the authorities found fault and even fabricated charges to imprison him at the Fort Santiago in Manila and, after a mock trial, execute him at Bagumbayan Field on December 30, 1896.

Following his martyrdom was the bloody revolution, which culminated in the declaration of Philippine Independence on June 12, 1898. Eight years later, the Berlin Anthropological Society met to honor Rizal in death, in a meeting, wherein his "Mi Ultimo Adios" was read in German translation. The Spanish philosopher Unamuno described Rizal as the Tagalog Christ, and his life, while dedicated to his people, remains universally relevant in mankind's continuing struggle for human dignity and equality.

The film "Jose Rizal" explores the complex universe of the novelist's creative mind. In prison, as he awaits death, he sums up his life (both real, as well as imagined) - the people whom he loved as well as those he created in his novels, and the entire body of his literary and civic works - and agonizes about the final judgement of his worth as a human being, and as an artist.

"Jose Rizal" is the most spectacular and controversial Philippine film epic made to date. It was released in Manila, in June 1998, the Centennial of Philippine Independence.

A three-hour epic on the life and struggles of poet and patriot Jose Rizal, the national hero and martyr of the Philippines, this film was commissioned to mark the 1998 centennial of the country's independence from Spanish colonial rule. Rizal was a remarkably educated man; not only was he a writer, but he was also a painter, sculptor, doctor and surgeon, teacher, natural scientist, economist, engineer and theologian. He was an excellent fencer and marksman; he studied at colleges in Europe, America and Asia, traveled to many different nations and could speak twenty-two languages. He was a champion of his country's independence, a Filipino Gandhi who faced the firing squad at the age of thirty-five for inciting rebellion. He was the instigator of the Philippine revolution of 1896-98, the first national uprising against a colonial power in Asia. He also wrote two books, Noli me tangere and El Filibusterismo, which sought to increase his people's political awareness. Director Marilou Diaz-Abaya deliberately avoids a historical lesson. The Rizal of her story Cesar Montano is thinking back on his life and writings from his prison cell in the fortress of Santiago; the characters that appear are a blend of the real people, friends and enemies as well as those he created in his books. The script is solid, with a contribution by Diaz-Abaya's long time collaborator, Ricky Lee; the soft tones of the cinematography helps to create an atmosphere of magic appropriate to the story of a legendary hero, and the acting by Cesar Montano is quite remarkable. Jose Rizal was screened as part of the Panorama section of the 49th International Berlin Film Festival, 1999.
Rizal’s Execution
There was to be public execution, and consequently the streets and buildings were hung with flags.  A day of execution was a fiesta.

Since first light a crowd of many thousands had been gathering on the broad greensward facing the sea – gentlemen in boater hats and smart drill suits, with their ladies clad in their best, the hems of their long skirts dampened a little here and there by the dew which still lay on the grass.

It was the tropics’ apology for winter, the start of another warm blue day, cloudless and still with at morning and evening a very slight chill in the air, such as there was now.  The sun had already risen on the landward se, and as the minutes drew towards 7 a.m. the multitudinous voices of the crowd were hushed.  The bat of an approaching drum announced the arrival of the condemned man.

The Europeans had the best vantage places, and being in general taller than the local people they tended to monopolize the view.  Despite this disadvantage, however, a fairly large number of local people had come as well – men and women, the well-to-do, the fashionably europeanized, the prudent – to join their European masters in uttering patriotic cheers. For the death to be witnessed on this fine morning was the death of a traitor, and not merely of a traitor but of the arch-traitor, described by the military judge who had tried him, as ‘the principal organizer and ling soul of the insurrection’.

For four months the country had been gripped by revolution.  It had not yet succeeded in penetrating the capital, but in the countryside there were widespread disturbances which the Europeans ad hitherto been unable to suppress.  With the rebel ringleader out of the way things would surely take a turn for the better – or so said the well-informed Europeans; -- and the condemned man being unquestionably the most influential native in the country, his execution afforded a salutary opportunity of showing the natives where they stood.  Today might well prove to be a turning point.  Thus t exhilarated atmosphere.  Te date was 30 December 1896.  The place was the Luneta, the extensive public park in the heart of Manila, capital of the Spanish Philippines.

The crowd was so dense, and here was so much jockeying for position, that police arrangements broke down and the prisoner’s military escort, which should have been behind him, had to form file on either side of him, forcing its way through to the execution ground.  Within the fairly wide corridor of space thus created, what remained of the procession was able to move through the mss of people with reasonable dignity.  First came the drummer.  After him, flanked by two tall Spanish Jesuits in black soutanes and shovel-hats, came the lesser figure of the traitor.

Aged thirty-five, short and slender, pale after two moths in prison, he was impeccably dressed in European style, back suit, spotlessly white shirt a tie, and wearing a black derby hat, much in vogue at that time in Europe.  His appearance was almost English in its formality and taste.  But it was not this that drew people’s attention.  It was his features and expression, and the calm dignity of his bearing.  As could be seen at a glance, this was no ordinary traitor to be jeered and howled at.  As he passed there was silence, while people stared, some in surprise, others with concern, and all with the uneasy sense of being confronted by something they did not understand.

Most people have a preconceived idea of what a traitor looks like.  It is natural o expect to detract features of malevolence, or duplicity, or defiance, the wild stare of a misplaced visionary, or the grimace of a swashbuckler who has lost out.  About this traitor there was noting that could be preconceived.  To begin with, his was arrestingly interesting face.  Apart from knowing that he was a man of the Far East, it would have been difficult to define him racially.  All that could have been said – and then only by an astute observer – was that he was from one of the countries of South-East Asia, and bore indications of a partly Malay, partly Chinese  ancestry.  Yet there was nothing about him of the withdrawn Oriental, that character beloved of the European imagination.  His eyes, wide-spaced, thoughtful, and compelling in their truthfulness, came out to meet whoever they looked at, as European eyes do.  He had very little European blood, yet in the broad forehead, the high straight nose, the firm chins and perceptive lips could be sensed at once a mental affinity to Europe, expressed through an Asian physique.  This was a man who had passed far beyond differences of race and nation.  Despite being a member of a subject race, it was the face of a person the equal of any, expressive of intellectual honesty and insight, both in unusual measure.  As the Madrid newspaper reports of the occasion show, there were few Spaniards present that day that, once they had seen him, remained unaware of these qualities, disconcerting as they found them. 

The escort forced a way through to he cleared rectangle of grass, lined by troops, which was to be the place of execution.  When the traitor had been conducted to the seaward end, in which direction the shot was to be fired, there was some discussion inaudible to bystanders.  Then those nearest to the traitor drew back, the preparatory commands were barked out, and in he second of silence before the final order to fire, while people excitedly craned over their shoulders of other for a glimpse of the scene, the traitor, fully audible, said n a clear, steady voice, ‘Consummatum est!’

The command.  The shot.  People pushing forward upon others in the surge to the body.  A curious silence.  The organized cheer of the troops.  The lead given to the release of emotion.  And following this, the public cheers, the cheers, the cheers . . . . The living soul of the insurrection was dead.

As so often happens in the case of public cheering, they were cheers ill-timed.  The shot which that crowd had just heard was the shot which brought the Spanish empire in the Philippines to an end.

Reaction
Jose Rizal is a lush, vivid, graphic portrait of the achievements of the National Hero of the Philippines. The direction and cinematography are first-rate, as is the acting. The picture strays from many "Hollywood" constructs in laying out the final days of Rizal, although flashbacks play a major role in depicting the development of Rizal's revolutionary pro-independence philosophy. I recommend this film for anybody interested in world history and anybody who wants to see a top-notch non-Hollywood production. I would *not*, however, recommend this film for anybody under the age of 16, as the subject matter is very disturbing and can be confusing to those lacking the maturity to process intense psychological drama.

