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Preface

When I turned forty I was given a book by my old friend Alan Cowell,

formerly with Reuters, now with the New York Times, with whom I have

shared many an African journey.
The book was written by a missionary, who had travelled across Africa

towards the end of the last century, a journey that took him some time.
It was called 'Thinking Black - 22 Years in the Long Grass of Central Africa

Without a Break'.
Alan thought this an appropriate description of my own wanderings on the

continent.
The missionary in question comes across as an unpleasant man, but early on

in the book he gives useful advice, trite though it may seem.

"When in Africa", he wrote, "you must always speak your mind - but always

mind how you speak."
I try to follow this advice, but I don't aiways succeed.
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Foreword
By Patti Waldmeir

Michael Holman does not interview African leaders. They interview him.
There is a kind of hunger in their eyes for the approval of this intense and

passionate man, with his uncompromising intelligence and his piercing guq
who demands the best of a continent unused to challenge.

For they recognise in him the rarest kind of lover of Africa: one who feels
its misfortunes but is not blinded by sympathy; one who condemns its
barbarism without branding it barbaric; one who believes in a continent which
has lost faith in itself.

So they trust him, in a way that no other journalist, and precious few
outsiders, is ever trusted. They let him tell them how to run their counfiry - and
they take notes while he does it. They listen intently as he criticises their
performance, and summon their best efforts of intellect and articulacy to
persuade him that he is wrong. They let him get under their skin, as so few
foreigners can ever do: and that is the ultimate compliment. They care, not for
the approval of the Financial Times, but for the endorsement of the man.

You will see the fruits of this long relationship of trust and passion in this
collection. But you will also see the other sides to the personality which is
Holman of Africa; the master psychologist and manipulator of men (and
women), who uses charm as a lubricant to ease his passage through a trying
continent; the evil schemer, whose mischievous pranks make him often seem
more boy than man; the subtle humorist whose irony somehow manages to
avoid cynicism. You will see, as you read, the Holman leer and the glint in the
eye, which all who know him have learned both to love and dread.

You will also recognise the other qualities which have made Hoiman of
Africa such a well-loved figure: the delicacy and tact which is so much part of
African culture; the generosity of spirit which is perhaps Africa's greatest gift;
the warm humanity which inspires all personal relations on a continent which
is both the most humane, and sometimes the most brutal, on earth.

Inevitably, this book will not do justice to all the anecdotes of a life of
extraordinary richness and experience. Holman will not tell you about the time
when he interviewed the second most powerful man inZaire, right hand man to
President Mobutu Sese Seko, without understanding a word of the language in
which the interview was conducted. Sidekick Waldmeir asked the questions in
French, while Holman looked sceptical and stern as the interviewee replied.
The technique worked brilliantly: the Zatrean revealed far more than intended,
in his quest to convince the. dubious Holman, who managed to nod at the right
moments simply by studying the body language.

Nor will he tell you of the day when, soon after the election of Nelson
Mandela which brought the ANC to power in South Africa, he approached the
new minister of housing, Joe Slovo, a friend of 15 years standing - and bowed
and scraped his mock obsequiousness to his newly powerfrrl friend. The late
Slovo repiied "ugh, fuck off," and embraced him with evident emotion. He
expected Holman to share his joy at South Africa's miraculous transformation,



and he was not disappointed. After 15 years of friendship, he knew the Holman
heart, better than anyone.

But most of all, this collection cannot capture the full force and outrage of
the Holman wit: including the time when, at a formal dinner in Johannesburg,
he presented a sjambok - the kind of horse whip which came to symbolise white
oppression in southern Africa - to the secretary general of the African National
Congress, Cyril Ramaphosa, and suggested he use it to keep rebellious ANC
members in line at an upcoming congress. Few others would have dared the
politicai incorrectness of that joke. But Africa loves a laugh, especially at itself,
and Holman, obligingiy, provides.

And that is perhaps his greatest gift: that while passionately, deeply serious
about Africa, he prevents Africa from being too serious about itself. He teases,
and ribs and chides and berates, in a way no other journalist would dare to do.

But then he is Holman of Africa. No ordinary journalist. No ordinary man.



Chapter One

Taking Stock

It was while flying back from Ethiopia that I decided to mark my fiftieth
birthday by publishing this idiosyncratic selection from my writings over the
years, both serious and light hearted, personal and public.

I am aware that some of the material will either baffie or bore the reader,

for it includes in-house jokes and jargon, as well as autobiographical material
of little import other than to me and my family.

But the approaching landm"ark in my lift gives me an excuse for this
indulgence, a limited edition of 250 copies of African Deadlines.

***

It is 27 years since I arrived in Edinburgh on a raw, windy, dark October
afternoon and yearned for Africa.

A year or so later I dreamt that I was back in Rhodesia, the counfiry that
nurtured me. I dreamt that I was walking the streets of Salisbury, feeling
homesick for Edinburgh.

I remember that night as vividly as the consummation of any courtship, for
it seemed that I had succumbed to the beautiful city. The heartache eased, and I
thought I had become an assimilated Scotsman.

But I was wrong. I discovered that assimilation is a constant process, never
quite catching up with needs and desires that change as one grows older.

Memories of the country that first claimed my allegiance and which helped
shape the adult do not recede. If anything they rise to the forefront, more
pervasive and persuasive than I had ever anticipated.

Some years after my arrival as a post-graduate student in Edinburgh, I asked
myself where I wished my bones to lie, or my ashes to be scattered. The
response was instinctive: under a flat-topped msasa tree, on the banks of Lake
Mcllwaine, near Salisbury, now called Harare.

So I have come to terms with my fate, and as much as I am able, with
Africa, which is the same thing, for I am tied to the continent that I both love
and fear, and which I am still trying to understand.

I live in London now, but my heart is in Africa.
When I return, it is to a companion of a lifetime who has survived my other

love, and I am taken into an embrace of sounds and scents and shapes which
tell me that I am home.
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The high-pitched hum of the Christmas beetle, the chimrp of crickets, the
acrid smell of the veld fire and the tang of the air after rain; the acacias and the
msasas, the purple jacarandas, the gold of the winter grass and the steel-blue
sky; the laughter, the handshakes and the embraces; the liquid vowel sounds of
languages which are so familiar though I barely understand a word: these make
all my senses resonate.

Africa's face and body is dear and familiar to me, lined and ravaged though
it may seem to others, battered by misfortune, whether of its own or outsiders'
making.

But at other times Africa is a giant wounded beast, which I encounter at my
peril. While I am well meaning in my concern, I ineptly minister to its needs. I
try to comfort it in its distress, all the time aware that I could be knocked flying
with a wave of its huge paw.

And I would not know whether it was prompted by an involuntary spasm of
pain, or whether the beast was affectionately trying to take me into its arms,
unaware of its own strength.

Since that day I climbed the steps from Edinburgh's Waverley station, up to
Princes Street, and looked around with awe and apprehension, Africa's old
order has collapsed, or at least is on its last legs.

The mood of the continent has altered dramatically, as it entered a new era.
In southern Africa, the region especially close to me, I have watched white

minority rule, built on foundations going back more than 300 years, collapse
after a war that lasted three decades.

As the rest of the world has changed, African presidents have lost the
patronage of Moscow and Washington, and donors now demand "good
governance" from previously toierated comrpt or mismanaged regimes.

Dictators across the continent have been overthrown. and state-controlled
economies have given way to the market.

Yet I am impatient for faster change, quicker results, and more tangible
benefits of economic and political reform.

I am perplexed by what seems to be Africa's search for a middle way
between communism and capitalism, perhaps driven by some atavistic sense of
what shouid be, and which might yet come to pass.

It is, as I write elsewhere in this book, as if the continent dimly recalls an
era long past, well before the slave trade, colonialism, and the cold war, which
between them traumatised the region.

Africa sustains a belief in the extended family, respect for the elderly,
hospitality towards strangers, and a passion for dance and music, laughter and
physical embrace which makes the west seem soulless.

There also survives a culture of compassion and tolerance, a capacity for
reconciiiation as dispiayed after the war over Biafra in the 19605, or the way in
which the Kenyattas, the Mugabes, and above all, Nelson Mandela, were able
to forgive their jailers.

It is as if Africa is saying that these values, and more besides, are
incompatible with capitalism. Yet the region fails to articulate an economic or

14



Taking Stock

constitutional alternative to the systems it rejects, or lives with so
uncomfortably, and which are based on values Africa finds alien.

So Africa stubbornly, doggedly resists, as it pursues a vision based on the
past, and searches for a viable alternative to the forces that drive and shape the
modern world.

It leaves me fearful for what Africa mav become. this home of one eishth of
humanity.

More of its people are poorer, and every year more than 4 million of sub-
Saharan Africa's children die before they reach five. Nearly a third of them are
malnourished, around one in eight is badly disabled, and one in three go
without primary school education.

And so 50 years after I was born, and 30 years after Ian Smith unilaterally
declared independence,20 years after I first wrote for the Financial Times, and
just over 10 years since I became the paper's Africa editor, I am looking back,
and taking stock.

*t*

Africa has always been kind to me.
I was six when I ran away from kindergarten, and began the long, hot tramp

to my home in the small Rhodesian town of Gwelo.
I was spotted by a "delivery boy", one of the men who carried the orders

from stores such as Meikles, pedalling their bicycles fitted with huge wicker
baskets and filled with grocery orders, to the homes in the white suburbs.

He scooped me up, deposited me in the basket, and delivered a seven-year-
old parcel to my grateful mother.

I also remember night hikes as a Boy Scout, navigating by the stars, fearful
only of snakes, falling asleep to the rhythmic thump of the ore crushers on the
small gold mines that dotted the Midlands province, and waking up within a
circle of cows looking down on the stranger in their midst.

But by my early teens, the images were starting to change, reflecting the
times. African nationalism was surging across the continent, and the march to
independence from colonial rule, beginning in Ghana in 1957, headed south.

It was at its most brutal and chaotic in the Belgian Congo, and the
reverberations reached even into the cloistered world of a white schoolboy
living in a segregated town in the heart of Rhodesia.

It must have been about then that I witnessed an incident which stavs fresh
in my mind to this day.

It took place during an evening at Luna Park, the travelling funfair, which
pitched its stalls and ferris wheel and dodgems in the grounds of the Gwelo
drill hall.

A boy from my school, a year or two older, who walked with a limp,
bumped into an African man. It seemed deliberate, to create the pretext for a
fight; and I remember how the white boy suddenly swung his fist, and the sharp
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slap of fist on jaw, and the look not so much of pain on the face of the victim

but of sheer incredulity at the gratuitous nature of the assault.

By then the rumbles from what Ian Smith called "those countries to the

north" had reached Gwelo, and its black townships.

It sometimes took the form of an internecine rivalry between the supporters

of the divided nationalist movement, a split that has never been eliminated.

One Sunday evening, when my parents were at church, the household cook

come knocking at the door, panting with fear and exhaustion. He had run the

several miles from the troubled town'ships to the sanctuary of the house on

Kopje Road, Gwelo.
At that stage I had reached my mid-teens, and started looking more closely

at the curious white tribe to which I belong to this day, and whose values I was

beginning to reject, and whose objectives I opposed, but which nevertheless

helped shape me.

Although the myth of a frontier society was encouraged, of a pioneer nation

born and bred on the African veld, the fact is a majority of Rhodesians were

immigrants - like me.

I was born in Cornwall, but my palents had immigrated in 1951 from

Durban, South Africa, to Rhodesia, the self goveming colony which in 1953

had become part of the Centrai African Federation of Rhodesia and Nyasaland.

My ties with Africa were nevertheless deeper than many white Rhodesians,

for my mother was born in South Africa, and brought up in King William's

Town. She met my father, a Cornishman, while he was serving in the Royal Air
Force, in Queenstown, during the second worid war.

They married in Cornwall, and I was born in Petzance. But in 1947 we

went to Durban; four years later the family emigrated to Gwelo, now called

Gweru. and then a small town with a few thousand "Europeans" and perhaps

40,000 Africans in the Midlands province of Southern Rhodesia.

I used to think that I had escaped from Gwelo. I now look back grateful for

the good fortune that brought me to a town I remember with affection rather

than frustration, even though some of the memories are painfui.

Thirty or so yeam later, it almost seems quaint rather than cruel when I
recall Saturday matinees in the Royal cinema, from which blacks w ere

excluded, although Indians and Coloureds were permitted discreetly to occupy

the back rows.
So petty, so futile, so inconsequential a manifestation of prejudice, keeping

blacks out of the bioscope, as we called it, that it now seems incomprehensible

that it could be a way of life that 30,000 men and women would one day die

""?,il:Tffi:TrTlJ$it"ffiy as ir rhey came rrom yesterday's experience

and not the adventures of my childhood.
To this day the words Tokwe and Lundi have a magical, thrilling ring to

them, for they are the names of the two rivers that often blocked our way south

on the five day journey for Christmas holidays at Kei Mouth, on the Natal

coast.
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The safari coincided with the onset of summer rains, and the two rivers
were invariably in flood by mid December, and the low-level bridges - more

causeways than bridges, with frail handrails - would be impassabie.
Each bridge had a hotel on the bank, and trade flourished when traffic came

to a standstill, sometimes for two or three days at a time. And then the water
level would drop, the men would gather in groups to assess when it would be

safe to brave the torrent, stained reddish brown by top soil washed into the

river.
Slowly the handrails re-emerged, battered by tree trunks that had been swept

downstream, but sufficient to guide us to the other side.
I would know we were ready to move off when I heard the word "convoy",

and, bumper-to-bumper, the cars would inch across to the other side, fearful
that a flash flood could yet sweep us downstream.

It was on these journeys that the demeaning nature of racism began to dawn

on me.

It came not from the relationship between white and black, but between

white and white.
I was struck by the almost contemptuous way English-speaking Rhodesians

treated Afrikaans speakers, who shared the lower rungs of the white Rhodesian

class structure, together with Greeks and Portuguese.
One side of my mother's family is Afrikaner, and during those Christmas

journeys to the coast, we passed through the northern Transvaal.
The white men and women who sold the fruit from the farms - leechies

(lychees), and naanjies (like mandarin oranges), and delicious home-made

melon konfyt (preserve) - seemed dour and unfriendly. Until that is, my mothier,

spoke her halting Afrikaans.
The effect was dramatic. Seemingly sour faces broke into smiles, and an

extra handful of leechies wouid be added to what was already piled in the car.

**<*

Today many of the "Europeans" who flocked to Rhodesia in the mid 1950s,

followed by a second wave of immigrants in the early 1970s, are scatlered

around the world. Born perhaps in Birmingham, they lost their heart to
Bulawayo, and then emigrated to Brisbane as Rhodesia's guerrilla war
intensified, eventually forcing Ian Smith to capitulate to independence at the

Lancaster House talks in London tn 1979.
They are now part of a curious diaspora, a forgotten footnote to colonialism,

cherishing their memories and perpetuating their myths. It is a tribute to the

resilience of the passion with which they adopted their ersatz culture, racist at

heart, not even true to the philosophy of the man after whom the country was

named - Cecil John Rhodes - who advocated equal rights for all civilised men.

Rhodes explained what this meant: "A man whether white or black who has

sufficient intelligence to write his name, has sorire property or work, in fact is

17
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not a loafer", but even such a restrictive doctrine was unacceptable to Ian
Smith, the Rhodesian prime minister who unilaterally declared the country
independent (UDI) on November 11 , 1965.

It was doomed to failure. "Rhodesian-born, Rhodesian-bred, strong in arm,
thick in head", went one disparaging diny about the tribe Smith led and to
which I belong, albeit as a renegade member.

Strong of arm, certainly. At one stage Rhodesia had enough cricketers in
Engiish county sides to have made up a decent Test XI.

Not so thick in head, either. Those who have made their intellectual mark
abroad include the former editor of The Economist, a senior member of the
British government, and a host of businessmen, writers and academics. Not bad

for what was sometimes cailed Surbiton in Africa, after the uninspiring London
suburb with as many residents as there were whites in Rhodesia.

Much of the tribe is now scattered around the globe. A contact magazrne
called Rhodesians Worldwide offers nostalgia, advertisments of army
memorabilia, and the news that "Jock and Hazel, ex-Fort Victoria, offer a bed

and beer to 'Rhodies' passing through Vancouver".
Yet for nearly 15 years Jock and Haacl and their like defied the world.

Never more than 2J5,000 of them, and outnumbered 15 to 1 by blacks, they
were eventually ground down by sanctions and a guerrilla war.

More 20,000 people died - 468 white and J,790 black civilians, 1,361
members of the security forces (ust under half of them white) and 10,450
guerrillas. By comparison South Africa got off lightly. Apartheid's death toll
over the past decade was under 10,000. On a deaths-to-population ratio, South
Africa would have had to endure 120,000 fatalities before reaching a

settlement.
UDI brought out the best and the worst of white Rhodesia, caught up in the

myth of a frontier society which defended Christian values.
They kept Morris Minors on the road, and Viscounts in the air, longer than

anyone thought possible. They broke sanctions with in ingenuity, and either
manufactured what they formerly imported , or managed without.

The dark side is that white Rhodesia tortured its enemies, executed jailed
guerrillas in secret and lacked the decency to tell next-of-kin, and compulsorily
regrouped thousands of peasant families in 'protected viliages' which became
urban slums.

All this was known at the time, but Ian Smith retained the loyalty of most
whites to the very end.

Other truly terrible deeds have since been revealed. Ken Flower, Smith's
intelligence chief, recruited a black church minister to supply poisoned clothing
to youngsters who thought they were joining the guerrillas. Hundreds died a
horrible death. Flower had the minister assassinated to avoid exposure, but
recounts the tale in his autobiography, Serving Secretly.

As Donal Lamont, the deported Catholic bishop, observed in their battle to
defend what they called western, Christian values, white Rhodesians became
moral pygmies.
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***

Omens of what was to come were apparent well before UDI.
The African nationalist movement within and beyond the Central African

Federation began flexing its muscles, and the mood in southern Africa was

changing as the 1950s drew to a close.
Although hardly into my teens, the rise in political tension was as tangible

as the buiid-up of those awesome African stonns, when purple black clouds
gather, and the atmosphere becomes electrically charged, only relieved when

the first heavy rain drops raise little explosions of dust when they fall on the
powder-dry earth.

Secure in a segregated white suburb, the black townships were a world
away, but clashes between rival black parties were to bring them into my life, as

the men who worked for us as cook and gardener returned from their outings
with tales of fighting, and took shelter in the kia (servants' quarters).

The impact of the bloody upheaval in the Belgian Congo - now Zatre - rn
the early 1960s, created ripples extending to Gwelo as white refugees made

their way south. Newspapers carried advertisements for mercenaries, and the
psyche of white southern Africa was being prepared for the Rhodesian Front's
victory in the 1963 election, and which brought Ian Smith to the premiership a
year Iater.

The turning point for white southern Africa came when I was in Salisbury,
not very long after I had returned from Edinburgh in 1973 to work as a
freelance journalist.

I remember sitting with a Roman Catholic priest, sitting in the open"hir
section of a restaurant on the first floor of a building overlooking the city, as we

digested the news of the 7974 coup in Portugal.
It was a time when black children of southern Africa were beginning to

rebel. In Rhodesia, that same year I went with the priest to Regina Coeli
mission on the eastern border with Mozambique, and learnt of the students who
were crossing the border in their hundreds to join the guerrilla force af Zanu.

And not long afterwards the- school students of Soweto took to the streets,

and the war against white rule took on a new dimension.
It was about that time that I saw my first dead body.
The sickly sweet stench of death wafting over the whitewashed walls of the

police compound in north-east Rhodesia gave advance warning of what I and

other journalists had been flown on an ageing Dakota to see.

Three bodies, curled up in foetal position, so charred by fire that they were

reduced to skeletal figures, captured weapons neatly laid out beside them, and a

captured "terr" (terrorist) standing to one side, available for questioning.

***
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Looking back today, I am starting to conclude that Africa's crisis has as much
to do with the state of its mind as the size of its external debt. or the frailties of
its governments.

I fear the continent has been traumatised, tirst by the slave trade, by colonial
rule, by the cold war, and latterly by the imposition of structural adjustment, the
medicine of economic reform proving too harsh for a frail patient.

Its peoples have lost confidence in themselves and in their capacity to bring
about a recovery, and to remedy the consequences of the poor leadership they
have allowed and endured during the post-indepence era.

Meanwhile, Africa's relationship with Europe has become that of a bad
marriage.

The two parties have known each other intimately, but no ionger can
surprise, inspire, delight or engage the other. Indeed, the relationship is
dominated by expectations of failure or disappointment, which in turn helps
shape response.

Europe now despairs of Africa's recovery. Africa for its part despairs of
Europe's capacity to recover the enthusiasm for the continent to which it was
once so closely bound.

once enslaved, later colonised, and then marginalised in the 1980s, the
continent faces a continuing crisis in the 1990s - but with a new dimension.
Africa is not only in danger of losing the battle for economic recovery and
political stablity, the world is iosing interest. The countries that led the
scramble for Africa's resources some 100 years ago are now disengaging.

No ionger are the great trading houses of West Africa seen as offering long-
term careers in Ghana or Nigeria, and nor do ambitious young diplomats dream
of following in the footsteps of an earlier generation. Fewer voices raised in
Africa's, fewer supporters are in Africa's corner.

Perhaps unwittingiy I have been, and am, part of that bad marriage, for
many of my reports have been bleak, as you will read in this book.

I believe they reflect reality, not my temperament, or a western media
predisposed to gloom and doom.

Whatever the weaknesses of my profession, especially its susceptibility to
bad news rather than good, no colleague I know takes pleasure in Africa's pain.
The reporting of South Africa's joyous, miraculous transition iifted our spirits,
and made us realise the toll bad news takes.

I have been called an Afro-pessimist. My response is that I am an Afro-
reaiist, refusing to patronise, or condone failure, or conceal shortcomings.

Hopes that the emergence of multi-party politics would prove a simple
stepping-stone to good governance have proved premature. Opposition parties
have turned out to be weak, fractious and susceptible to patronage, owing more
to ethnicity than policy for their supporr.

Meanwhile the policy at the heart of relations between Africa and the west
is failing. "Good govemance", the concept which iinks aid to Africa with
economic reform, human rights and democracy, has not reached the heart of
the continent' s predicament.
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Admirable in principle, complex in practice, today the policy appears
confused. Increasingly the west is placing responsibility for Africa on the
World Bank, but providing neither adequate mandate nor clear guidance.

For the industrialised world, the will to help may emerge only when an
ailing Africa is seen as a threat to self-interest, in the form of immigration to
southern Europe, or a rise in Moslem extremism, growth in drug-trafficking or
health risks posed by a continent that cannot be ring-fenced, or when it is

stimulated by the loss of flora and fauna with medicinal value, or
environmental concerns.

Western involvement most ultimately be motivated by self-interest as much
as compassion in its response to the African crisis. Possible solutions will only
be implemented when an ailing Africa is seen as a threat and as a loss.

One day, I hope, the world will realise what is at stake, something more
complex than lives, precious though they are, but a complex relationship
between Africa and the world, which we ignore at our peril.

*(*t<

The link between mouth rammers and pheromones, the fate of Africa, and why
we should care about the continent, may not be immediately obvious.

Read Thomas Bass's seminal book- and find out. It not only gives reasons
for not despairing of Africa, it suggests why it is in our self-interest to help
countries in crisis.

Mouth rarnmers are fish found in Lake Malawi from whom we might learn
more about our evolution; their cousins could help eliminate bilharzia, caused

by water-borne parasites that debilitate millions in Africa and elsewhere.
Pheromones are the molecular words used by insects to communicate.

Research into their "language" by a Kenyan instirute could make insects our
allies rather than adversaries in the battle against crop diseases.

It is this combination of information that Africa holds, and the potential that
could be unlocked, that makes Thomas Bass's account of seven scientific
expeditions into Africa so important.

The state of Malawi becomes of more than passing concern when one learns
that over-fishing Lake Malawi could threaten "the most serious evolutionary
laboratory in the world". Its waters are home to 1,000 species of Cichlidae, a

perch-like fish. In the process of evolving, Cichlidae have adopted virrually
every form of fish behaviour, "which makes the lake an encyclopaedic text for
studying the mechanisms of evolution".

Mouth rarruners, members of the Cichlidae family, provide one fascinating
example. They are pedophagists: they attack a pregnant female, knock the eggs

' Camping with the Prince and other tales of science in,Africa by Thomas Bass,
Lufferworth Press.
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or fry out of her mouth, and eat them. If this seems an esoteric reason for being
concerned that Lake Malawi is being over-fished, then consider the following.

Cichlids may also help in the battle against bilharzia. Lake Malawi is free of
the disease because several species of cyclids eat snails, including the type
responsible for spreading the bilharzia parasites.

The fate of Kenya becomes more pressing when one learns about the work
of Thomas Odhiambo and his colleagues at Kenya's International Centre of
Insect Physiology and Ecology (ICIPE). Pheromones are used for
communications between insects and insects and plants use other signals,
known as semiochemicals, to communicate with each other: "If scientists can
learn to talk these languages, they should be able to direct insects among plants
like boxcars in a switching yard." It is unlikely that the ICIPE, the only
research institute in the world devoted exclusively to the study of insects, could
survive instability in Kenya.

As Africa's economy declines, so immigration to southern Europe will rise,
Moslem extremism will intensify, drug-trafficking will increase. Disease,
whether Aids or the discovery of bubonic plague in Zarc, will pose a serious
health problem. Environmental erosion or neglect will lead to the destruction of
valuable flora and fauna.

Africa cannot be ring-fenced: and the longer a co-ordinated response to its
crisis is postponed, the more daunting become the problems, and more serious
the consequences of failure.

***

As I write this, I sit on a Johannesburg verandah, with a panoramic view of
the city before me and a glorious jacaranda tree in fulI purple bloom in the
foreground.

Perhaps I am too impatient. I should put my near-30 years of adult
experience against a perspective of "300 years and more, going back to the days
when Dutch settlers planted the seeds of white rule in the cape in 1652.

In three decades I have seen undone the work of three cenfuries, and
redressing that legacy will take at least a further three decades.

I remind myself that I have followed three revolutions: the ending of white
rule in southern Africa, the impact of the Cold War and the consequences of its
ending, and the impact of structural adjustment.

I celebrate the fact that for the first time in those 30 years southern Africa is
within reach of lasting peace. The battle oyer apartheid was fought on
neighbouring territory, as much as in South Africa itself. Millions died,
whether directly or through disease that could have been prevented, or famine
that need not have been or at least could have been ameliorated but for war.

Now a region whose resources encompass the oil of Angola, the diamonds
of Botswana, the vast stretches of arable land and the copper mines in Zambia,
the natural gas fields of Mozambique, the commercial farms of Zimbabwe, the
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industrial muscle of South Africa, and an unspoilt coast line, can at iast realise
its potential.

And as I look out over the city once synonymous with apartheid, a joyous

evening comes to mind, which left an abiding image, one that serves to mark
the end of this chapter of my life.

It is Johannesburg, June 1995 and South Africa has won the world rugby
cup, after Nelson Mandela had called on black South Africans to rally behind
their team.

As we drove from the ground to a city centre hotel a small black boy on the
street cornerjoined in the celebrations.

With his hands cupped aside his head, forefingers jutting above his ears like
budding horns, back curved, rump high, the street urchin metamorphosed into
a youthful black springbok, prancing with delight at his countqr's success.

A white motorist hooted in response, and both exchanged grins as wide as

Nelson Mandela's, as he celebrated a victory in which he had played no small
part.

It symbolised South Africa's miraculous transformation, and the
recollection revives my spirits and sustains my faith.
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Out of iashion. out of Africa

It is a hotel at the peak of its decline, but I will not tell you where it is. I
want to keep it to myself.

The billiard room smells musty, and the cues are neatly stacked, and the last
person using the table must turn out the iights.

The residents' lounge has deep chintz-covered armchairs, and Dornford
Yates on the shelves of the glass-fronted bookcase: 'Key obtainable from
reception', but the key has long gone missing.

You were expected to write your name and room number in the notebook,
with a pencil attached by a piece of string. But things have got slack, and no
one bothers any more. Or perhaps no one reads Dornford Yates any more.

The French doors of my room open on to the lawn, and I sit on the steps and
write these notes. Africa begins beyond the encircling flower bed, and then
stretches for miles, until you reach Mount Kenya, and on a clear day you can
see snow on its peak. When it rains, I smell the earth, tangy, acrid and smoky,
and if I stand downwind I can smell the rain coming.

It is a hotel where you wake to the clink of thick crockery rattling on the
trays carrying early morning tea, with the sugar in bowls and not in sealed
paper packets, and a jug of hot water comes with a pot of strong tea.

You know that if you doze off, there is no danger of missing breakfast
(served between 7am and 8.30am, except on Sundays, when it is from 7.30am
to 9am), for you will wake again when the verandahs get their daily red-wax
polish.

The dining room floor creaks, wooden beams cross the ceiling, and the food
is British colonial. The menu for each table is typed on the receptionist's
Remington, which also taps out the bill at the end of your stay.

A faded map in the lobby shows the walks you can take, but I have never
gone beyond the garden, acres of lawn and shrubs and flower beds, with
benches beneath trees. I always mean to take the river walk, but I haven't got
round to it, just as I have yet to piay the adjoining golf course. Nor for that
matter have I used the squash court, just across froin my room. I have never
seen anyone on it, but it is nice to know that it is there, if you want it.

The breakfast menu has 'Good Morning' without an exclamation mark, and
there is no sign saying 'Please wait to be shown to you table'.

The waiters are not servants but retainers, in bow tie and black jackets and
starched white shirts, and expect you to be at your dinner table between 7.30pm
and Spm. They want to serve you coffee by 9.30pm because they like to leave
for the village by 10pm.

The ceilings in my room are high, and gekkoes come out in the evening. I
lie beneath a mosquito net, and watch the flames from the flreplace flicker on
the ceiling, and when I awake the embers still glow. I do not know if the radio
in the old wooden cabinet by my bed works, because I have never thought to
rurn it on.

The bathroom is as big as some modern hotel bedrooms, and has a deep,
enamelled tub, and an Armitage and Shanks lavatorv. substantial and solid on
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its porcelain plinth. I distrust those bowls that project from the wall, with no
visible means of support.

At night the sky is clear and the stars lie low, and the sounds of the village
drift up from the valley, where the cooking fires flicker, and my cigar smoke
hangs in the air.

If you are patient, and wait around the hotel watering hole you may spot an

Old Buffer coming for his evening drink. The barman, as old as he is, places it
in front of him without being asked, and watches out of the corner of his eye as

the mzungu (white man) leaves, unsteady on his pins.
I. sit by the pool, and am the last to leave. I watch the steward lock the

changing room and close the bar and fold the chairs. And after he has poured
chlorine from a sawn-off plastic bottle into the deep end of the pool, he picks up
his newspaper and bids me good night.

No key-cards here; just mortice locks and long-shanked keys, attached to
blocks of wood, polished by handling over the years.

As I say, it is a hotel at the peak of its decline. No doubt someone will
decide to improve it. Then I will not stay there any more, and I will tell you

where it was.

I4 October 1995
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Kinshasa: As time goes by . . .

I want to go back, just once more, to Kinshasa. I want to find out whether
the pig-tailed piano player still works the cocktail bar at the Intercontinental
Hotel, on the bank of the Congo river. And if he is still there, will he recognise
me, and once again play "As time goes by."

There was the air of the survivor about him, even then, for Zate in the early
80's was in terminal decline. The lobby of the Intercon was a rendezvous for
diamond dealers and coffee traders and men with Armani suits and gold
bracelets, reading the International Herald Tribune, drinking espresso coffee
and eating pastries.

The serious business took place around the swimming pool, or in the
cocktail bar. The piano player made his entry in mid-evening, diffident, but
with a nod of recognition here and there. I never caught him coming into the
bar. One minute the stool was empty, the next minute he was there, slicked
black slightly crinkly hair pulled back tight over his forehead, and tied in a

short pony-tail. Cafe-au-iait complexion, and the look of resigned wisdom that
one sees on the face of a monkey in the zoo.

I asked my companion what she would like him to play. "As time goes by",
she said, and smiled. She assumed a cultural heritage shared; but it was lost on
me.

I had never heard of it; perhaps that would have been impossible. I sureiy
must have heard it, even as musak in a lift, but the title meant nothing to me. I
had no idea that there was a film called "Casablanca." Indeed, I had no idea
that the two had something to do with each other. So I asked him, and he
played it, and I thought it was a pleasant tune, and the opening bars stayed with
me...

Kinshasa. It's the river as much as anything, deep brown, languorous,
originating in the heart of Africa, clumps of hyacinth drifting on a 500 miie
journey to the sea. On the other bank, Congo Brazzavllle. A ten minute ferry
ride for the locals; for a foreigner like myself, as close and as inaccessible as an
image in a mirror. Visas were hard to get, for the river marked an ideological
divide. Kinshasa a staunch Cold War ally of Washington; Congo Brazzaville in
the enemy camp. No visas. It was easiest reached by flying from Kinshasa to
Paris, and flying Back toBrazzaville.

The heat. Heavy, humid. And the atmosphere, even then, had a feel of
anarchy. I say even then, but Zatre has always had an air of anarchy, past or
impending, if not actually seized by it. But anarchy need not only be the
conventional image of mobs roaming the street, or the army out of control.

Anarchy can be ordinary. The mobs stop roaming, the army stops kiliing,
and people go about their business. But there is nevertheless, a quiet, calm,
deceptive, frightening anarchy that can reign. When a capricious policeman, or
customs officer, or immigration official, embodies authority, without a higher
couft of appeal. It's when he does not care that I know the president, or the
minister of defence, for their writ does not run.

Zatre is aiso the Congo of the i960's for me, a trauma embedded in the
collective white psyche of a generation of white southern Africans. It was
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anarchy of the conventional sort - mercenaries and refugees and Moise
Tshombe and Patrice Lumumba, and the cold war and the UN ... and black
hands on white thighs.

So I have mixed feelings about revisiting Zaire, in search of a pianist. But I
have been to Kinshasa since that evening in the cocktail bar. I returned, three
years later. The hotel was nearly empty, and the management put me in a suite,

on one of the upper floors, where I stood, alone this time, with a panoramic
view of the river, curling past below my window.

The cocktail bar was almost deserted. Ice cold beer, and the air conditioning
on high, removing every trace of the heat, Africa kept at bay. No-one at the
piano. And then suddenly he was there, tinkling away.

I steeled myself, and was about to go over to and ask him to play, but he

caught my eye. And slipped easily, silkily, into "As time goes by."
By then I had seen Casablanca.

Unpublished
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My own private tryst list
The Sultan's band no longer plays outside the English Club in Zanzibar.It

used to, every Thursday evening, according to my guidebook. But that was
published in 1952, when the island was a British protectorate.

Some 30 years later I sat on the balcony of the club and watched the dhows
drift by at sunset. The band stopped playing at independence in December
1963. The club had become the Africa House Hotel, its past revealed by the
battered snooker table and a faded sign pointing to the 'Ladies Powder Room'.

As in many of my favourite African hotels, ghosts seemed to walk the club's
corridors and prop up the bar. Like the club, the hotels usually have high
ceilings and creaky fans, mosquito nets and wide verandas. The bedroom keys
have worn wooden tags, the cast-iron baths rest on clawed feet, and the bar has
trophies of long-forgotten tournaments.

They are on my idiosyncratic African tryst list: scenes of assignations with
companions real or imagined. Hotels where, by chance or design, I have met up
with a friend or which were my destination in a search for the past.

Most of them are - or were in their heyday - tourist hotels in the
conventional sense, either set amid spectacular scenery or near man-made
marvels. They still provide hospitality, though many show the strains of the
continent's crisis. But my judgment of their appeal is flawed, distorted by that
narcotic nostalgia, or by the strange juxtapositions of life as a journalist in
Africa' Being a witness to poverfy and distress and then retreating to comfort
and security or simply thankful to have survived a long car journey or bumpy
flight, accentuates the pleasures of the sense.

Never has Chablis tasted so good as at the Hotel de la Gare in Lubumbashi,
southern Zate, in the wake of one of the abortive uprisings against President
Mobutu. Nor has my thirst been slaked so well as by the cold beer served on
arrival at the Mweya Sarari Lodge, high above Lake Edward in eastern Uganda,
at the end of a fraught and dusfy journey from Kampala, not long after Idi
Amin's downfall. Seldom have I enjoyed my Davidoff cigar more than on the
lawn of the hotel at Bahar Dar on the banks of Lake Tana in central Ethiopia.
On the horizon was one of the lake's ancient island monasteries, some dating
back to the 13th century. The monks still observed age-old rituals of med.itation
and prayer.

Other unsung wonders of Africa are served by the hotels on my list. War
made some of them well-nigh inaccessible for most visitors. Peace has since
brought them within reach, although they remain hard to get at for all but the
determined visitor, who will have to brave pot-holed roads and endure rickety
aircraft.

The modest hotel in Lalibela, in northern Ethiopia, overlooks a wondrous
spectacle - 12 churches hewn out of solid rock over 800 years ago. From the
Gohar hotel, high in the hills that surround Gondar in north-eastern Ethiopia,
one looks down in the valley with the 17th century castle of Emperor Fasiladas.

At the window of a dilapidated hotel I watched dawn break over
Mozambique Island, where vasco d.a Gama's ships cast anchor in 1499.
Sunrise revealed a 16th century Portuguese town, transplanted to the east
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African coast and frozen in time. It was the capital of Mozambique until the
end of the last century now it is a crumbling relic of 400 years of colonial rule.

The upper floor view from the hotel on the island of Goree, off Dakar,
Senegal, takes in the picturesque harbour as well as a neglected monument to
Africa's holocaust - the island's slave house, the last staging post in a terrible
journey.

The slave trade has been called the greatest forced migration in the history
of man. Between 1650 and 1850, the period when the trade flourished, some

12m slaves were landed in the Americas, according to one estimate. It is
calculated that 2 miilion perished on the journey and 7 mitlion died before
embarkation.

Their ghosts can be found on Goree.
Some of my favourite hotels are long gone, like old Meikles Hotel in Harare,

which had high ceilings and wide red-polished verandas.
Some are preserved and thriving: the Mount Nelson Hotel, for example, in

the shadow of Cape Town's Table Mountain. Union Castle passenger liners
used to carry hotel guests across the Atlantic from Southampton, a two-week
voyage I did as a child. They now step off a 12-hour flight from London but the
hotel still recalls an era past and residents write postcards home from
escritoires in a stately lounge.

Some have evocative names, like the Mountain of the Moons Hotel, Fort
Portal, in western Uganda, overlooking the Ruwenzori Mountains.

Others have powerful associations, like the hotel in Stanleyville, now
Kisangani, on the bend in the Congo river made famous by V S Naipaul's
classic novel. They were terrible times in the Congo in the 1960s.

The Belgian Congo, now Zure, was in bloody post-independence upheaval.
The country symbolised anarchy: a confusing battlefield of communists,
nationalists, secessionists, mercenaries and United Nations troops. Belgian
refugees sfreamed across the border with Northern Rhodesia. To the whites of
neighbouring southern Rhodesia, it seemed a harbinger of their own fate.

Schoolboy memories of Stanleyville, whose reverberations reached me in my
home in Gwelo, Rhodesia, would have been enough in themselves to draw me

to the city. But my interest was whetted by the recollections of journalists who
covered the Congo, equipped with Olivetti Lettera 22typewnters, and who filed
by cable. Some ended their careers in Salisbury, ancient mariners telling tales
of expense claims on a heroic scale.

It was not until 1985 that I made my pilgrimage. The hotel had become a

pit-stop for trans-Africa safaris, but the ghosts were there.
Other hotels on my list I arrived at by chance. Like the Karibu Hotel near

Goma, in eastern Zaire, with a wine list that harked back to the days when
coffee exports flourished and French fashions and Belgian chocolates were in
the town's high street windows. I was stranded at the airport one minute, the
next minute rescued by the local coffee baron and drinking champagne on the
banks of Lake Kivu.

The crisp air and the mountainous scenery were a world away from the
steamy heat and seamy intrigue of Kinshasa. Even Fanta orangeade tasted
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special in the Restaurant Qa Depend, off the main road from the airport to
Goma. It was served with engaging informality, the proprietress nonchalantly
uncapping the bonle with her teeth, plonking it down on the red-and-white
check tablecloth, and chewing the cap reflectively as she moved back behind
the counter.

Some while ago I added the Pointe Venus Hotel on the Indian Ocean island
of Rodrigues to my tryst list. A wood-slatted verandah surrounds an elegant but
fading coionial residence, one of the first built on the island, and perched above
Port Mathurin.

But closest to my heart is the Kuchawe Inn, on Malawi's Zomba Plateau. It
is a 3O-minute drive from Zomba, the sleepy former colonial capital. The rooms
are on the very lip of the plateau, each with its own balcony. I recall morning
tea while looking down on hawks circling in the valley, fresh strawberries, an
idyllic lake, cows as sleek as if they lived in Switzerland, and walking in the
plateau's cool forest with the ghosts of old Malawi and a companion by my
side.

15 May 1993
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Home for a day
Eyeshades and Badedas, nailclipper and penknife, Duracell torch and

Lomotil, mosquito repellent and paper clips, Vitamin C and a pack of cards ...
it is the trivia and not the expensive gadgets that contribute to my comfort and
peace of mind as I travel around Africa - though I bless Sony's contribution: a
tape player with headphones and tiny but powerfirl extra speakers, and a five-
band shortwave radio half the size of a paperback.

But it's the trivia that can make a difference to my day. A teaspoon
(courtesy of Swissair) which turns an avocado pear bought at a roadside stall
into a meal and not a mess; half a dozen wet-tissue cachets which can make it
possible to eat a mango on a bus and not feel sticky for the rest of the day; a
toilet roll; a box of matches and a decent cigar @avidoff No 2); dark glasses
(Polaroid), business cards, which in some countries seem to carry almost as
much weight as a passport; a sewing kit (from my Intercontinental Hotel room);
a corkscrew...

Perhaps it is a reflection of the part of the world I have been travelling in for
the past 15 years. Most flights are straightforward, most hotels I stay in are
comfortable, and in most cities the utilities work (and I've never been mugged).
But often enough that is not the case.

Along with the trivia go the rituals: the sequence of packing and giving
each item its allotted place; and the mental checklist of the essentials (passport,
ticket, contact book and credit cards stashed in a black wrist bag I bought in
Mozambique 10 years ago). Then the round-up of the luggage at each critical
point: on deparnrre, in the taxi, at the airport, in the hotel lobby. It may sound
mentally exhausting but it's now second nature and reassuring.

I believe that the first principle of baggage management is that you should
be able to carry what you pack, at least for that critical journey between the
customs hall and the taxi.

So I limit myself to three pieces: a stout green canvas bag which I've had for
years, made in Nairobi, with a rolled-up silk bag tucked into the corner for use
in emergencies; an olivetti Lettera 32 typewriter (made in the days when
olivetti provided a decent case and not the cheap plastic box they give you
today); and a shoulder bag bought from Scotcade for f10 with three extra
pockets sewn on. It is light, durable, accepted by the airlines as hand luggage
and if necessary can carry everything I need, which includes:
o An olympus XA camera which provides good quality snapshots - no more
than what I aspire to, and can fit into my shirt pocket;
o SonY stereo cassette player (TCS 300 - the latest model is the TCS 350) with
Audiotechna folding headphones in their own case (AT"H 02F - even smaller
are Sony's Fontopis earpieces, MDR 242). A Sony Walkman is much smaller
and lighter but it does not have the recording faciliry I need for my work; and
extra speakers (Sony SRS20), the size of a cigarette pack. (The SRS 20 and
SRS 50 are bigger but the sound quality is much better and I will make the
switch next time I pass through Schipol). My spare tape recorder is the minute
Sony Micrffcas sette M400.
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. My combination alarm clock and calculator is made by Sharp (ELa50);

. The radio is the model ICR 4800 but I have my eye on Sony's latest in the
range which is the same size but with nine wavebands instead of five, and FM
(rcF4e00).
o Clothes: a lightweight cotton/polyester suit from Airey and Wheeler (Regent
Street, about f75) lasts me a year, and when it comes to the end of its life I
leave it behind (for some reason this usually happens in Lagos) with something
of the same satisfaction that a snake must feel on shedding its skin knowing
that a new one is on the way. It can be washed in the bath (my trivia includes a

tube of concentrate detergent), left to dry overnight, and worn off the hanger.
My shirts are blue cotton (Mr Kika of Harare). They do need ironing but since I
am usually in hotels that's no problem. A pair of jeans; a pair of shorts; a pair
of what in Zimbabwe would be called 'tackies' - the most basic tennis shoes
which cost a couple of pounds and are quite as comfortable as the padded,
moulded, and brand-name bedecked rivals which cost a fortune. It's a stark
choice of attire - suit, jeans or shorts - but it meets most occasions. At my
smartest the outfit is sometimes topped by a trilby which I'm very fond of (Lock
& Co, St James Street). I would take it more often but I'm terrified I would lose
it. That would be nearly as demoralising as losing my contact book, but at least
a photocopy of that is kept in London.
o Medicines and vaccinations: I bore my colleagues on this subject. I urge
them to have rabies vaccinations (painless, two jabs and a booster). It may not
give you full protection but you know you have a fighting chance if,
unbeknownst to you, that friendly puppy in Kinshasa turned out to be rabid.
Yellow Fever is, of course, an essential vaccination but I am deepiy sceptical
about the benefits of a cholera vaccination, which often provokes an
uncomfortable reaction, has very iimited effect and needs to be repeated every
six months. One veteran traveller I know has made his own stamp, and Dr
Ndau of the Douala medical clinic has many satisfied customers. I have a

touching belief that a daily gram of Vitamin C keeps colds at bay while I'm on
the road, and I never drink the tap water unless first treated with Puritabs -
which so far have made my Lomotil supplies (which require a prescription)
unnecessary.

And when I reach my destination and the porter hands me the key to the
room another set of rituals begin. The Sony and the speakers are set up with a

catholic selection of tapes ranging from Don Williams to Verdi; my travelling
backgammon board is set out; the flowers which will make the room less
impersonal are ordered; the bedside mounted photograph put in place;
typewriter and paperclips and fluorescent marker pens are lined up; Puritabs
and Vitamin C and Lomotil stand shoulder to shoulder in the medicine cabinet;
the BBC world service is tuned to my patch; and as the cold beer arrives from
room service I squirt Badedas into my bath and begin John D. MacDonald's
latest account of the adventures of Travis McGee . . . bliss.

I5 June, I9B5
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Letter from Lagos
'she no done come.' The old lady with a home-made brush of grass and

twigs paused in her work. I must have looked,puzzled,.
'She done come,' she repeated.
As she went back to her task, I settied down to wait for my accreditation,

and as I waited, I watched.
Brush, brush, brush, vigorously brushing carpets so ingrained with dust that

the pattern is barely discernible. And so trodden in over the years that the pile
is almost worn smooth.

Brush, brush, brush.
The information ministry is housed in what is called a prefab - short for

prefabricated - built from a kit of frame and panels designed to be erected
quickly, and to have a comparatively short life.

I suspect it was built in the 1950s. It has that colonial works' department
look and feel to it, with its cement verandah and vestiges of shrubbery.

Inside, the style is different. Offices built of wood panels with a glossy dark
veneer have been added, seemingly at random, carving out space by dividing
and sub-dividing the original rooms.

The passages now are dark and narrow, and partially blocked by the detritus
of decades - chairs with missing legs, rickety tables, dusfy files, broken fans,
old blinds, which no one has the authority or initiative to repair, sell, or simply
throw out.

Brush, brush, brush.
I wondered whether the old lady brushes when no one is present. Then'I

remembered that when I first entered the office, I had heard the rasp of her
brush from behind one of the office doors.

She emerged when she heard my knock on a nearby office, distracted from
her task, or from her reverie, by my query: 'Has the press officer arrived?' 'She
no done come.' It was after nine in the morning.

I sit, and wait, and watch, as the old lady steadily works her way down the
passage.

At first I think that her work is pointless. Whatever is brushed is not
collected. There is no dustpan in sight. She also carries a bundle of rags.

Every now and then she pauses, and takes the bundle, and passes it over the
surface of the desk, the arm of the chair, the top of the filing cabinet. My
interest flags, and I look around the office in which I am sitting.

The gap in the ceiling, where a panel has dropped out, reveals the timber
frame. The curtains of both the external window and an internal window into
the passage are drawn, and yellowing netting is pulled across the curtains.

An air conditioner labours and wheezes, but I can still hear the rasp, rasp,
rasp, as the old lady goes about her business.

I count the calendars, three on the wall, two on the fiting cabinet, and read
the exhortations on the wall. 'The Lord will Perfect that Which Concerneth
Me', and 'Perfect' is outlined in a rectangular box.

'The Lord will satisfy me with long life and prosperity'.
'God is my provider'.
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The fridge is marked with the letters and figures EPDiDISTI}4/}L.
And a picture of General Sani Abacha is above the desk.
Dust is still being moved around the carpet, but I look again, and now I see

a purpose. I look at where she has been, and then at the carpet she has yet to
reach.

And then it dawns on me, for you can tell it has been swept.
It's like raking a bunker, eliminating the crater made in the sand by the bail

and the stroke that propels it on to the green, and the footsteps of the golfer.
But the sand remains.
The official arrives, and the process is painless. I am accredited.
As I write up my notes, in the back of an air-conditioned Mercedes, a street

urchin, leading an old blind beggar, approaches the window. He waves his
hand to attract my attention.

I don't look up, and keep my eyes fixed on the screen. But I am aware of
him as a blur, out of the corner of my eye.

And on the screen of my iaptop computer, his supplicating hand casts a
shadow, moving back and forth until the traffic clears, and the car pulls away.

27 May 1995
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Who? Me? A racist?
2l January 1995

I am starting to miss apartheid. I can no ionger get a room at the Mount
Nelson, or a compartment in the Blue Train.

Flights are full, and my dream of a cottage at Hermanus is receding as
rapidly as prices are rising.

I stood in the immigration queue at January Smuts airport, cross and
exhausted after a 1O-hour flight, and reflected on these tribulations. But at the
heart of my discontent was something more profound.

I was missing the tension of a township funeral. I recalled the electric
atmosphere at the Johannesburg Market Theatre, during the brutal decade of
the 1980s. Just being part of the audience, watching a Barney Simon
production about contemporary South Africa, seemed to be a political
statement.

But it was more than this. I missed the stress that bonded the triendships
forged by adversity.

As I stood, the queue hardly moving, I reaiised that Nelson Mandela's
inauguration marked the day they shot my fox.

Apartheid was the issue which allowed moral certainty, the glorious
conviction that right and wrong was black and white.

These are now grey days in South Africa, thank goodness. The euphoria of
the election has faded, and those certainties, those moral absolutes are harder to
define.

In their piace are admirable plans to build a million houses a year, or bring
elecrricity to the townships.

But 'Forward with the Reconstruction and Development Plan' does not have
the same ring as 'Free Neison Mandela'.

When apartheid was swept away, we journalists made the best of the good
news. We exchanged anecdotes at The Ritz, the northern suburbs restaurant
that served as an informal press club, its entrance guarded by a man with an
Uzi, although his colleague preferred a'sawn-off shotgun. To the secret regret
of some of us, it was the closest we got to violence.

Nelson Mandela's inauguration was marked with a celebratory dinner and a
poem written in honour of the occasion:

O what joy to be a hack,
As power shifts from white to black!

O what bliss to be alive,
When a British pound can buy Rands five.

So I miss apartheid. Perhaps the immigration officer detected my malaise,
as I stood in the queue at Jan Smuts.

The queue was black, for most of the passengers had come off a flight from
Angola. Only two desks were open at the immigration counter. A third was
marked 'SA passport holders only'.

A white immigration officer stands, arms folded, in the hall, surveying the
scene. I catch his eye, and thus a conversation begins.
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It is conducted in the sign language of mzungus (whites) in Africa,
expressing their frustrations and impatience. Gone are the days when such
irritations could be expressed aloud. But through the silent changes of
expressions, a lifted eyebrow here, a fleeting grimace there, a twitch of the
shoulders, an upward glance to the heavens, we exchange views. I catch his
eye. 'See?' his expression is saying. 'This is what happens. Let one in, and then
they all want to come.'

I gave a discreet 'Bit of a nuisance this' gaze at the heavens.
His lips pursed a fraction. 'we've got to live with this . . . all right for you

you are just a visitor.'
But colour bonding was having its effect. A split second tilt of his chin in

the direction of the SA passport holders' desk spoke volumes. 'Join the other
queue,' the gesture said, 'it will be quicker.,

I dislike racists and queue jumpers with equal passion, but 10 hours in
economy class, sandwiched between fellow passengers with whom I had lost
the battle of the arm rests, drained my patience and undermined my principles.

But I needed reassurance. I made a quick side to side glance as if to say:
'Who, me?'

He maintained eye contact. 'Get a move on, before someone sees us.' I had
hesitated too long. A terrible suspicion was growing in his mind. But for both
of us, it was too late to turn back.

I had picked up my bag, avoiding eye contact with the patient travellers in
front of me. My fractional hesitation, however, tells him volumes. Twenty yards
now divides us, as I move to the shorter, adjoining queue, but his upper lip las
a momentary sneer.

I look away.
'Aagh you liberals.' I almost hear a contemptuous rolling of the 'r', the

more pronounced for having unwittingly assisted someone whom he thought
might be sympathetic.

'Aagh you liberals. Full of talk.'
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Save me from Healthspeak
I October 1994

Save me from Medical Correctness. Protect me from Healthspeak. Deliver
me from the well-meaning lobby that seeks to bowlderise and sanitise the
language of illness and adversity.

Let me declare an interest. I have Parkinson's Disease. Cabin staff on
airlines size me up in seconds. I make for my seat, unsteady on my pins,
stumbling over the odd word, and displaying that tell-tale tremor. 'What have
we here,' they seem to say. 'He must have drunk half his fare in the Club Class
lounge. One turn at the drinks trolley, and that's his lot.'

I can cope with this. Wear a black armband, is my advice to fellow
tremblers. The crew will then assume that you have been drinking to ease the
pain, and proceed to press double whiskies on you.

And nor do I mind taxi drivers who look the other way when I try to flag
them down, as I sfumble out of my office late at night. They suspect that I
might bring up the one-for-the-road in the back of their cab.

But what I cannot abide is Medical Correctness, its patronising language,
and its Orweilian overtones. Is there a reader with a heart so hard that they
were not moved to laughter, or at least an incredulous snort, when they read
that the Spastics Society is to call itsetf Scope?

Any day now I suspect the Royal Sociery for the Blind will call itseif Vision,
and the Parkinson's Disease Society will rename itself Horizon. Or possibly
Horizon!

One can accept the concern that spastic has become a term of abuse perhaps
there is a case for a change of name. So why not the Cerebral Palsy Society?

This is dismissed as oan easy and obvious step' by the sociefy. The term
cerebral palsy is 'limiting, medical and rather ugiy and old fashioned'. Scope,
on the other hand 'carries a degree of weight and a feeling of progress and
some other positive associations: oppoffunity, liberty, elbow room etc'. The
public relations campaign to replace its universally recognised brand name by
this vacuous alternative will, by the way, cost f750,000.

I fear the malaise is spreading. The Parkinson's Disease Society is also
tampering with language. Please do not refer to people with Parkinson's as

'victims', or describe them as 'afflicted' by a 'crippling' condition, wrote the
society's press officer in its newsletter last year.

These words were 'judgmental', and bad for morale, readers were toid. They
made us tremblers feel 'helpless, biner and unattractive'. You should not say

that someone'cannot walk', instead say 'uses a wheelchair'.
This suggestion did not go far enough, I wrote in a facetious letter. 'Words

such as crippling are not oniy judgmental, they are descriptive - two disquieting
features of far too many words and phrases in the English language.'

'Clearly it is profoundly offensive to say that someone 'cannot walk'. But to
say instead 'uses a wheelchair', as the newsletter suggested, is unacceptable,'I
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argued. 'Let us use the phrase 'enjoys enhanced mobility in a seated position '.'
Alas, my letter* backfired. The society thought I was serious.

But I will return to the fray, for the society recently launched what it calls an
awareness campaign. Its theme suggests that the society's left hand does not
know what its right hand is doing . . . rather like Parkinson's Disease, come to
think of it.

The newsletter describes how the television advertisement 'shows a
footballer striking the ball into the back of the net . . . fans erupt in a sea of
scarves and flags czrmeras cut to a solitary figure who makes a stark
contrast to the animated activity around him . . it depicts the vivid and
compelling eyes of someone with Parkinson's Disease, looking out from a face
which seems to be carved out of stone. Parkinson's has turned this person into a
stafue.'

well, it does not do much for my morale, I can tell you. If it raises
awareness, however, and gets research funds rolling in, r'm all for it.

But the society cannot have it both ways. If it does not want Parkinson's to
be called a 'crippling' disease, it shctutd not use aface of stone-like immobility
as a shock tactic to elicit sympathy.

Drop the euphemisms, because they do not help. They do not fool the sick,
and they mislead the healthy.

Sufferers and victims, blind and crippled, let us raise our canes, rattle our
zimmet frames, roll out our wheelchairs, raise our voices, and together cry:
'Down with Healthspeak! Away with Welltalk!'

And speak up you silent masses, who are sound in wind and limb, heart 4nd
mind. You may be inhibited for fear of being thought intolerant, unsympathetic
or insensitive - but it is your language that is being tampered with.

Beware the day when Medical Correctness triumphs, and 'able bodied' and
'healthy' and indeed, 'fit as a fiddle' will be words that incur rebuke.

'How are you feeling,' your GP will ask. 'Not physically challenged, thanks
doctor.' Medical Correctness is motivated by compassion, but seized by a
dangerous iilusion: that if you change words, you change reality.

* 
See the letter in Chapter Eleven, Diversions: 'Enhanced mobitity in a seated

position'.
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Farewell, Unido
4 August 1994

You may have missed it, but 1980 to 1990 was the Industrial Development
Decade for Africa. It had no discernible impact on the continent whatsoever the
first time round, but the perpetrator of this fatuous concept, the United Nations
Industrial Development Organisation (Unido), appears to work on the same
principle that Pooh Bear applied to his Hums.

Pooh, it will be recalled, managed the first line of Hum without any
difficulty: "Sing Ho! for the life of a bear." It sounded splendid, but what came
next? Pooh got stuck, until he had a brainwave. He decided to sing it very fast,
in the hope that the second line would just pop out.

So will you please welcome the Second Industrial Development Decade for
Africa. There is not quite the same ring to it, for Unido seems to have been
caught napping. The second decade runs from 1993 to 2A02.

Enough is enough. It is time to abolish a body whose demise would cause
pain and distress only to its 1,200 employees and the hundreds of experts and
consultants who feed from its $lO0m-a-year trough.

Unido was introduced to the world on January I, 1967 through General
Assembly resolution 2152 (Y\XI) of 17 November 1966. From the start it had
ideas above its station, claiming that it had a "mandate to act as the central co-
ordinating body for industrial activities within the IIN system."

Like many organisations spawned by the United Nations, Unido has been
sustained by pompous jargon and an over-riding belief in its own importance,
and that of its progenitor.

The concept of an Industrial Decade, whatever that means, is given spurious
authenticity through the language that signalled its creation. The UN general
assembly, we are told, in Resolution 35/668 of 5 December 1980, proclaimed
the 1980s as the Industrial Development Decade for Africa "thus giving worid-
wide recognition to the decade."

Of course, it did nothing of the sort, except for the bureaucrats of the UN
who believe that the organisation has a neo-imperial writ.

A welter of documents sustained their fantasies, products of seminars,
summits and special sessions where the delegates draw their per diems and
build nothing more substantial than castles in the air. By 1983 Unido had
produced a slim volume of pensees entitled A Programme for the Industrial
Development Decade for Africa, and subtitled: "Guidelines for priority actions
during the preparatory phase (1982-1984."

The reader is warned that this handbook "differs in many respects from
previous practice, and calls for a firm rejection of isolated piecemeal planning
of the past and a clear shift away from over-occupation [sic] with foreign
exchange problems external to the region."

So much for Africa's over-valued exchange rates of the era, the single most
serious symptom of the already evident crisis that was destroying the continent.

"The new approach", the guideiines reveal, j'is also predicated on a decisive
move towards the integrated development of the human resources, institutional
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mechanisms and technological capacities required to assess and utilise the
naturai resources and raw material endowments of the region, expand local
markets, enlarge the range of complementarities and strengthen links between
industry and other sectors of the economy."

Of course, these banal exhortations did Africa no service. What they did do
was to alert consultants and exper[s worldwide that here was another IIN gravy
train.

Like the 1970s, the 1980s saw a series of Unido country repor[s, stupifyingly
bland in their analysis, out-of-date in their statistics, and deferential to
autocratic governments and kleptocratic military regimes.

Like all UN organisations, Unido is staffed on a quota system, selecting its
officers more for their country of origin, than their expertise. Thus places were
found for assorted econometricians and statisticians, agronomists and
economists, most with dubious credentiais. They generally owed their jobs to
political patronage, and lived in a world of diplomatic privileges, duty free
facilities, and hardship allowances.

Unlike the World Bank, no one subjects Unido to scrutiny. If anyone cared
to assess its policies and proposals over the 1970s and the 1980s, the
organisation would emerge deeply discredited.

Today Unido has the chutzpah to claim that it "assists both governments
and the public and private sector through technical and investment promotion
services, and with policy advice."

The suggestion that this discredited and ineffectual agency might assist the
private sector, or have any practical insight into investment, is risible.

To be fair, Unido should not be blamed for Africa's crisis: it bears the
responsibility that attaches to those who stay silent when they shoutd be
sounding the alarm, but no-one took much notice of Unido arid its experts. And
that's why no-one will miss it.
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'Filosofa's Republic'
News front Ndinji, 3 February 1990

Dr Julius K. Nyerere, the erstwhile president of Tanzania who remains
chairman of his country's ruling (and only) party, is a remarkable man. He
presided over the disastrous implementation of his blueprint for African
socialism, with little or no damage to his reputation abroad. To this day
Mwalimu ('teacher') pops up on various international committees which seek
to put the world to rights. But Mwalimu now has a rival for this role: Dr Cicero
B. Nyayaya, the president of the East African state of Ngombia, and known by
his people as Filosofa, which is of course the Ngijwi word for Philosopher.

Thursday Msigwa spent a year in Ngombia. On arrival at the seedy harbour
city of Ndinji, he received the traditional welcome. 'Where are my presents,'
asked the customs officer, practising his trade under the ubiquitous portrait of a
smiling, gap-toothed Brother-President of Ngombia, leader of the Party of the
Mutualist Revolution. And Ndinji's Milikinjaro Hotel illustrated one of the
travellers' rules of Africa: the least congenial cities boast the most expensive
hotels.

But Msigwa is not one of those professional travellers who compile books
out of Africa's four D's - debt, drought, disease and disaster. He is a British
accountant and Filosofa's Republic is his entertaining report on his year
working as the financial controller of a plantation company. It tells us as much
about the realities of the continent, whose people have been singularly ill-
served by post-independence leaders, as any of the 4-D accounts. He encounters
a mad missionary, corrupt party officials, light-fingered servants and a greedy
bishop, and discovers that a betef in spirits, benign and malign, is a powerful
force in Ngombia.

Unfortunately Msigwa did not meet Nyayaya, whose Harisha Declaration
inspired a generation of Scandinavian aid-workers. Nonetheless, we learn much
about the man. Like Mwalimu, Filosofa has combined probity in his personal
life with well-meaning but inept economic poiicies. Like Mwalimu, he is
eloquent and moving in his concern for the poor, but the reality issuing from
this compassion is flawed.

Nyayaya's credo - 'We should rather be poor but Mutualist than rich but
immoral' - reaches beyond Ngombia. Kenneth Kaunda's teachings on
'Humanism' owe much to Filosofa's doctrine of 'Human Mutualism,' while
Robert Mugabe may also be under the spell of Fiiosofa. Human Mutualists call
each other 'brother'. The correct form of address tn Tanzania is Ndugu (also
'brother') while Zambrans and Zimbabweans prefer to call each other
'com-rade.' But this slight terminological difference should not conceai the
intellectual link between Messrs Nyerere, Kaunda, Mugabe and Filosofa Cicero
B. Nyayaya.

Pickwick Books, Box 925, London W2 i FA f.5.95
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Facing up to the ethnic issue
26 July 1990

Africa's advocates of multi-party democracies have the same problem as
Pooh Bear had with his song 'Ho! for the life of a bear'. Readers may recall
that Pooh managed the first line without any difficulty, but was then stuck for
ideas. Perhaps if I sing the first line very quickly twice over, he mused, the rest
will just come to me. He did but it didn't.

The first line of the democracy song can be heard on the streets of Abidjan,
Lubumbashi, Lusaka, Nairobi and elsewhere. Out with whatever authoritarian
figure has been in power for decades, and in with a multi-parry system, goes the
opening line. The second line, if there is one, starts with a call for a bill of
rights and a free press, and then tails off.

This is splendid, as far as it goes. But the questions that need to be asked
cannot be heard above the applause from a western audience finding doubtful
parallels with the revolutions in eastern Europe.

Why did the multi-party system in Africa fail in the first place? What
additional checks and balances can be introduced to curb executive power,
given that the usual ones - such as an independent judiciary - were so rapidly
and easily eroded?

As Nigeria's former military leader, General olusegun obasanjo, pointed
out in a speech last November, he presided over a return to civilian rule in 1979
after multi-parry elections under an admirable constitution. But the military
were back in power after four years of comrption and mismanagement"by
political parties 'stratified on a tribal basis.'

How does Africa cope with the fact that many of its boundaries were drawn
either arbitrarily or strategically, leaving pre-colonial nations divided? What
role is there for chiefs and traditional spiritual leaders? Above all, how does
Africa deal with that most sensitive issue, tribalism? As long as voters feel a
primary loyalty to tribe rather than ideology, there is the likelihood that
political parties in Africa will reflect ethnic divisions.

Undoubtedly Africa's imagination has been caught by events in eastern
Europe. Many of its governments are as a result shakier, iosing important
allies. It is developments in South Africa, however, which will have the most
impact on the African upheaval that may be under way, and be most relevant to
the continent' s future.

Apartheid has done appalling harm in the Republic. The defenders of
apartheid have wrought great damage on their neighbours, using economic
muscle or military might. But the malign influence has spread even further. It
has helped stifle legitimate debate in Africa and elsewhere about ways in which
ethnic, cultural, linguistic, and religious differences can be accommodated, and
about how minorities can protect themselves.

Apartheid made public debate of these issues if not taboo, then highly
sensitive. There seemed to be an overriding concern that no shred of
intellectual comfort should be given Dr Verwoerd and his successors, however
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bizarre and irrational might be the link between recognising and
accommodating ethnic tensions, and white subjugation of black South Africa.

That may be changing. A senior official in an African one-party state, where
the government is under growing pressure, recently spoke frankly (and in
private) about the difficulties of introducing a multi-pa.rty system when Africa's
post-independence history had shown that a winner-takes-all system had failed.
Ways had to be found, he said, to ensure that the legitimate interests of tribes or
minorities were represented at all ievels of government, without too much
dilution of executive authority.

A few days earlier, a cabinet minister in Cape Town made remarkably
similar points. But it was the black African and not his white counterpart who
made the assertion: 'Ethnicity and how to cope with it will be the issue for
Africa in the 1990s.'

It is time Africa's leaders in the wings brought this concern into the open,
and moved on from the opening iines of their song.
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World Bank's worst-kept secrets
2 March 1993

The time has come for the world Bank to open to public scrutiny its
relationships with the governments of Africa, just as it has urged the
continent's leaders to open up to their citizens. Transparency and good
governance demand it.

Instead the bank withholds information. Country reports, sectoral analyses
and project evaluations are classified as confidential. Often they are the only
source of reliable data in Africa, but bank officials apart, only a handful of
politicians and civil servants is allowed access to them. This restrictive
approach does Africa a disservice - it stifles debate, protects vested interests and
gives structural adjustment prograrnmes a bad name.

Many governments around the world would like to control the information
supply, but in Africa it is easier to do so than elsewhere. The private sector is
weak, the press is wlnerable, universities starved of resources, think-tanks are
almost non-existent. Who can fill the information gap if governments will not?
Only the bank.

It already plays an important part. Its 1989 analysis - Sub-Saharan Africa:
From Crisis to Sustainable Growth - remains required reading. Hardly a month
goes by without a new study on some aspect of the continent's economic crisis.
But it is a different matter when it comes to operations in individual countries.

The bank's relationships with some of its African clients are profoundly
unhealthy: protective, secretive or defensive, sometimes all three.

Governments are too often being given the benefit of the doubt when
practice falls short of promise, and presidents' white elephants are indulged.

Take Nigeria: why the circumspection with which the bank handles its
biggest customer in Africa? The bank has been the main supporter of the
structural adjustment pro$amme launched by President Ibrahim Babangida in
1986. After a promising start the programme ran into serious difficulties,
undermined by comrption, weak management and fading political
commitment.

But these factors are not evident from a look at the bank's 1992 annual
report on the state of black Africa's largest economy. 'Growth in Nigeria's
GDP and agricultural sectors,' it says, 'both rose by about 5 per cent in 1991
with total non-oil productions rising by just under 4 per cent. However the
combined effect of the political transition and the short-lived effect of the Gulf
crisis contributed to some weakening of fiscat and. monetary discipline' (my
italics).

This euphemism conceals a crisis. The unexpurgated view of Nigeria is
revealed in a bank report - Public Expenditure Management in Nigeria - not
intended for public consumption. It was based on a review conducted in early
1991.In this study, one finds a more enlightening account of Nigeria.

The report tells of 'large-scale' spending of oil revenues 'outside the
purview of statutory controls'. It speaks of 'a lack of transparency and
accountability of big spending decisions'. It says that 'public expenditures (are)
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used more to distribute oil riches and generate lucrative business opportunities
for selected groups than to ensure efficient delivery of goods and services to the
country as a whole'.

Ask Nigerians about their economic crisis and most will blame comrption
and 'sap' - the acronym for the structural adjustment prograrrune, which has
become synonymous with hardship, inflation and unemployment. But if they
had access to information that the World Bank treats as confidential, they
would be better able to see the link between corruption and mismanagement
and the failure of 'sap'. They would gain more insight into Nigeria's plight,
and why 'sap' was introduced in the first place. This information would not
ease the pain of austerity. But at least there wouid be a better understanding of
why 'sap' was not working and a more informed debate about aiternative
strategies.

Of course, the bank has an explanation for the secrecy. Without it, officials
argue, governments would not co-operate. And confidentiality is clearly
imporlant. Yet all too often information that should be in the public domain
remains secret. When information about grave mismanagement is withheld,
confidentiality overlaps with complicity.

It is now widely accepted that international aid should carry conditions,
whether linked to human rights or political accountabiiity. The World Bank
should add access to information to that list. The reports and analyses on which
adjustment programmes are based should be open to pubric scrutiny.

Nigeria, which has promised to return to the path of reform, would be a
good place to start. Chief Ernest Shonekan, chairman of the country's
governing Interim Council, set out the blueprint in his budget in January,
together with an appeal for debt relief. Few actions would do more to convince
sceptical donors and creditors that he means business than allowing the World
Bank to open the books on Nigeria. The governments that object the loudest to
such scrutiny would be those with the most to hide.
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An uncharted crisis
14 December 1989

The old aphorism about statistics should be borne in mind when reading
about Africa.

Four million people face starvation in Ethiopia, aid agencies warn. Africa's
population is set to double in 20 yea$, from 500m to 1bn, claims the World
Bank. Black southern African economies would have grown at a rate of 5 per
cent a year were it not for South African destabiiisation, says the UN Economic
Commission for Africa. Over 30,000 children and 80,000 adults in Africa
contracted AIDS in 1988, says the World Health Organisation.

Really? How do they know? Of the 45 states that make up sub-Saharan
Africa, barely a handful have reliable national statistics. Many of the figures
about Africa are little beffer than guesses.

It is certainly true that Africa is in crisis. But no-one really knows the scale

because there are so few reliable figures. And if there are no reliable figures,
how do donors or recipients draw up an efficient relief operation, plan the cities
of the next century, or calculate the hospital beds or classrooms that will be

needed in the 1990s?

Some examples:
o About one in five Africans are said to live in Nigeria. But how may
Nigerians are there? The country's last census was in 1953, "and even then
there may have been an overcount," a government paper acknowledges.
Officials believe that the growth rate is "most likely" increasing by "more than
3 per cent per year." The World Bank puts the mid-87 population at 108.6m.
The government forecasts a population of around 183m by the year 2000.
Billions of dollars are going into Nigeria's economic recovery prograrnme. But
its architects do not know how many people they are planning for.
o AIDS, say medical experts, could well decimate the population of several
African countries. Uganda (population said to be 16m) may already have 1m
people with HfV, according to a government statement this month. The World
Health Organisation says that 2.5m people in Africa have AIDS. By 1992, sud
a recent report by the Panos Institute, 250,000 African infants will have been

born with HIV since 1980.
The figures may be true. They may be underestimates; they may be

exaggerations. but no one really knows. Governments of some of the worst
affected countries conceal information. Some run-down health services are

simply unable to obtain and collate the information needed.
r A UN report last October claimed: "South Africa's military aggression and
destabilisation of its neighbours cost the region $1Obn in 1988, and over $60bn
and 1.5m lives in the first nine years of this decade." It may well be true.

Yet two of the countries worst hit - Angola and Mozambique - have

rudimentary statistical services. Further, the UN calculations include the cost of
lost opportunities. This blithely assumes that the governments of a peaceful
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southern Africa, which, as well as the avowedly Marxist regime in Angola,
includes Zambta, where Kenneth Kaunda pursues his idiosyncratic version of
socialism, would all have foliowed productive, efficient policies if left to their
own devices.

What explains these dramatic but unverifiable figures?
In the mid-7Os I was on hand for the first political rallies to be heid by the

newly released black nationalist leaders of Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). I wrote
about the enormous crowds of up to 100,000. The politicians' supporters were
outraged. More like a million, they claimed. I was baffled by the gap, until one
day I asked: "What is a million?',

The answer, in effect, was a great many people. ',Million,' was the only
word that could do justice to the enormity of the crowd. Something of the same
thing may be happening today, as those concerned about Africa's crisis attempt
to convey the scale of the continent's plight to a sometimes indifferent outside
world.

The tragedy is real, but we do not know enough about it. Helping Africa
develop a reiiable statistical base is as necessary a response to the continent's
crisis as sending food to Ethiopia.
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God the economist
I0 September 1994

Christian Aid says: 'It seems that God is very interested in economics.'
It may well be that this respected British charity is absolutely right.
But as the opening argument in Christian Aid's indictment of the World

Bank and MF, it is somewhat disconcerting.
We all know the feeling. The doorbell rings, and there stands an intense,

well-meaning evangelist, tract in hand.
Common courtesy then requires that we at least give the visitor a hearing,

but we are determined we will not get drawn in. Otherwise before we know it,
we are engaged in a debate based on a premise which we were too polite to
reject, but which takes on a logic of its own.

Thus it is with Who Runs the World, Christian Aid's analysis of the Bank
and the Fund. It contains a blast of Old Testament flue and brimstone, with a
whiff of humbug.

It begins: it seems fair to assume that God may well be 'very interested in
economics'.

Christian Aid, ensconced on my mental doorstep presses on. The text starts

to take on a conversational life of its own, assisted by its use of itaiics and bold
fype
Christian Aid now fixes me with the gaze of. the proselytiser who has made a

breakthrough.
'The main reason for failing to worship the true God is our unchallenged

and sinful allegiance to other sources of power in our world.'
There is no answer to that. 'Yes, well, I see what you mean, even if I do not

actually believe in God, as such . . .' The doorstepper now gets a glint in their
eyes. The voice shifts from italics, which was bad enough - the visual
equivalent of enunciating words slowly and carefully to someone who is either
a foreigner, or mentally challenged.

I am now addressed in bold.

'So if our financial institutions destroy poor people they must be
judged.'

I am now the quarry caught in the headlamps, bemused.
I search for an escape. Humour them, always humour them . .'Yes, you

may well have a point,' I mumble. I am about to say: 'I think that is my
'phone.' Too late.

Christian Aid, foot now firmly in the doorway, cunningly changes the tone.
Calmiy, in a voice patient and reasonable, the logic of the premise is

pursued: 'Behaviour that destroys the poor person is always condemned (in the
bible).'

Without warning, another burst of bold:
'So if we accept powerful financial systems without question we may fall

into sin.t
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One final saivo and Christian Aid, armed with the Good Book and the
testimony of its ideological missionaries in the field, has cleared the way for the
onslaught on the IMF and the Bank:

'so we are called upon to dream about God's will done on earth.'
I shake myself awake: ''Were not these countries in a spot of bother before

the Fund and the Bank had a go at them?'
Chri'stian Aid makes a small concession. 'Even before Structural

Adjustment Programmes came on the scene, third world countries were already
in great difficulties. In some, a few people with influence in government or
business had sufficient power to protect or even enrich themselves .'

I start to splutter. worse, I find myself speaking in italics. 'A few?' I'm even
tempted to use bold, but stick to italics. 'Even enrich themselves?' I want to
add: 'Is that all you can say about a whole generation of kleptocrats?' But
Christian Aid is in full flight.

'Third world govemments had borrowed money in the 1970s . . to cover
the cost of rocketing oil prices and to build and improve necessities such as
roads, schools and factories.'

This is too much.
'Hang on! What about white elephants, French chateaux and Swiss bank

accounts?'

But Christian Aid has moved on, offering testimony from those Third World
citizens afflicted by the IMF and Bank policies.

'There is an astonishing ievel of knowledge' about the activities of the duo,
says Christian Aid, quoting the testimony of the ,victims'.

I try to calm down. 'Yes, but they do not aiways get the fuli picture. you
know, no money for medicine but enough to buy those new tanks.'

Again, Christian Aid has a ready response on behalf of the 'victims of the
World Bank's failure to listen'.

'Some governments too do not listen to their people.' 'It is more than some,
it is most governments,' I want to add.

I am now getting even more irritated. 'Will you not at least concede that
something had to be done?' I ask.

Christian Aid frowns: 'Some failures have certainly been due to the
incompetence or coruption of third world governments . . . Change certainly
had to happen.' I nod vigorously - but too soon.

'We do not absolve governments of their responsibilities . . . but argue that
the World Bank and the IMF should take into account what governments are
actually likely to do and what it is politically possible for them to achieve.'

I have one last go.
'I do not quite follow. Could you explain how this would apply to Daniel

arap Moi, widely believed to be putting away a bit of the oid what-have-you
while living above the shop?'

But by now we have lost each other. Shared passions, shared concerns, but
divided by our convictions. Who is right? God knows.

who Runs the world?, {4.99, Christian Aid, po Box r00, Lond.on sEI 7RT

\)



From the Soapbox

Cheeky and misunderstood
20 August 1994

It was generally agreed that 'smiler' May knew how to manage Natives.
Whenever his boy got drunk, he gave him a sound thrashing, behind the kia,
the servants' quarters at the end of the garden.

I used to like Smiler. He was as cheerful as his nickname suggested, and
popular, judging by the turn out for the sun-downers he hosted, the round of
drinks at the end of hot African days.

It was at one such evening that I changed my mind about him. As dusk fell
on Victory Street, Gwelo, a small conservative town in the heart of southern
Rhodesia, Smiler's neighbours had gathered on his stoep (verandah), drinks in
hand, while children roamed the surrounding gardens.

That evening, however, I lingered in the half-shadows near the stoep, a t2-
year-old eavesdropper on conversations that turned to the trials and tribulations
of domestic servants. All agreed on one thing: Smiler knew how to handle his
boy. I cannot recall the 'boy's' name. He was in fact an adult, the family's cook
of many years standing. The relationship owed much, I heard Smiler explain,
to those regular sessions behind the kia. They took place when Joseph (as I
shall call him) was drunk. No one was more appreciative, apparently, of this
vigorous display of concern for his welfare than Joseph himself. But one thing
bothered Smiler: something in Joseph's expression. At the end of the thrashing,
the boy was still 'cheeky'.

Smiler did not need to say more. It was the mid-1950s, a time when the
African nationalist movement throughout the continent was starting to flex its
muscles, the word was resonant with dissent and potential rebellion.

Joseph's passive resistance was no doubt inspired by his conviction that
white minority rule would pass. And so it proved, some 25 years later, when
Rhodesia became Zimbabw e.

Today, nearly 40 years on, that evening in Gwelo comes to mind. As
Africa's post-independence crisis deepens, some voices call for Africa to be left
to its own devices others advocate trusteeship status for nations in distress.

But what we offer Africa - indeed, seek to impose on the continent - is an
economic system and a political culture for which its peoples show little
ffiniry.

It is as if Africa has been collectively taken behind the kia by the west, and
given a thrashing by the World Bank and the IMF, the well- intentioned Smiler
Mays of today.

Grunts of pain, and a series of exhortations, reach our ears as the virtues of
structural adjustment and muiti-parfy democracy are hammered home. With a

cuff comes the demand: 'Devalue!' And a further clout: 'Privatise!', and then a
punch: 'Reduce the budget deficit!' Ten years after the thrashing began, Africa
emerges from behindthe kia, battered and bemused, but still cheelcy.

It is if Africa clings to an atavistic sense of what should be, and what might
yet be. It never accepted communism, and while capitalish has triumphed
elsewhere, it has yet to win over hearts and minds in Africa.
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It is as if the continent dimly recalls an era long past, well before the slave
trade, colonialism and the cold war, which between them traumatised the
region. Traces of this era can stilt be detected, like Great Zimbabwe, the ruins
of a once mighty city, testimony to a great indigenous civilisation, its rise and
fall shrouded in mystery.

Africa sustains a belief in the extended family, respect for the elderly,
hospitality towards strangers, and a passion for dance and music, laughter and
physical embrace which makes the west seem soul-less.

There also survives a culture of compassion and tolerance, reconciliation
after Biafra, or the forgiveness of their erstwhile jailers by the Kenyattas, the
Mugabes and Nelson Mandela.

It is as if Africa is saying that these values, and more besides, are
incompatible with capitalism. Yet it fails to articulate an economic or
constitutional alternative to the systems it rejects, based on values Africa finds
alien.

So Africa stubbornly, doggediy resists, as it pursues a vision based on the
past. Africa has rejected our embrace and shrugs off our thrashing, but like
Smiler May, we are only aware that Africa, like Joseph, is defiantly ,cheeky,.



From the Soapbox

The World's Worst Debtors
18 September 1995

So who is the world's worst country debtor?
Your question is offensive. 'Worst' implies some sort of moral judgment. Yet a
country may be the victim of circumstance. And what's your yardstick? Simply
size of debt? Or size in relation to capacity to pay? Or size of debt in relation to
resources squandered?

Get off your high horse! And don't bang on about the US deficit, either.
According to the FT last week, sub-Saharan Africa is saddled with an external
debt it cannot pay?
Right.

So how bad is it? Bigger than Lotin America's? Wil it rnove markets? And why
should I care?
Put it this way: if it were Sub-Saharan Africa Inc., it would have long ago been
declared bankrupt. Its external debt is smaller than Latin America's - about
$210bn (f135.4bn) compared to $547bn. But its debt is at least 70 per cent of
GNP as against 41 per cent.

No, it won't move markets, because only a few countries have large
commercial bank debts, whereas in Latin America the banks are leading
creditors.

But you should care, because unmanageable external debt is one reason wtly
Africa is in grave economic trouble. And just think - it's horne to more than
500m people, an eighth of mankind, most of whom are getting poorer - per
capita income has fallen over the past decade from $342 to around $322, and
one child in five dies from preventable disease before their ftfth birthday.

You cannot write off, or ring-fence, a continent. . sorry, tend to get hot
under the collar on the subject. Where were we?

Worst debtors - whatever yardstick you choose.
OK. If it is capacity to pay, Somalia must be high on the list. The size of the
debt is small - $2.5bn. But the cost of servicing it - i.e. repaying interest and
principal - would come to several times the country's annual export earnings.
Mozambique, Sudan. and Guinea Bissau are not much better off.

Any big league debtors?
Nigeria. Around $40bn. This is stili a long way behind Mexico's $100bn. But it
makes you wonder what they did with the $210bn or so earned from oil exports
overthe past25 years.

What did they do with it?
Bought substantial chunks of London's Knightsbridge, among other things.
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And how much of Nigeria's oil revenue is ,diverted.'?

World Bank and other experts privately reckon that as much as 200,000 barrels
of Nigerian oil a day were not properly accounted for in the early 1990s (output
was about 1.4m bpd). This was worth about $1bn ayear.
Things haven't got any better. Meanwhile we must not leave Zate off the list.

Ah yes - chartered Concordes!
Indeed. Zaire is the country that made the word 'potential' synonymous with
disaster when used in Africa. copper, cobalt, diamonds, coffee. . . bankers feli
over each other to lend to Zaire in the early I970s. Today it is a country that
has collapsed, with external debt of $1lbn. Some claim that president Mobutu
Sese Seko could pay off a sizeable chunk from his personal fortune. As it is,
creditors are virtually ignored, and were paid only $2gm in 1993. They should
have been paid nearly $lbn.

Any good guys on the continent?
Botswana. Its reserves have been so healthy (thanks to diamonds and decent
government) that the country has lent on the Euromarket. And Mauritius.
though it is hardly part of Africa.

Let's have the big picture. Who is owedwhat?
About two-thirds is owed to official bilateral creditors and commercial banks.
and about a fifth to multilateral donors, such as the world Bank and IMF.

When did the problem start?
The current crisis is generally reckoned to date from the early 1980s - the result
of high interest rates, the oil price rises, falling commodity prices, and over-
borrowing.In 1962 sub-Saharan Africa owed only $3bn. Twenty years later it
had reached about $142bn.

Who was to blame?
Money borrowed was often poorly invested. Mismanagement, comrption, man-
made and natural disasters. . .

Any idea how much has been salted away abroad?
The World Bank estimated that in lggl, sub-Saharan Africa's flight capital
held overseas was equivalent to over 90 per cent of annual GDp.

Has Africa only got itself to blame?
Certainly not. Banks were often too eager to lend, external advice has often
been bad, outsiders have been complicit in comrption, the colonial era has a lot
to answer for, and terms of trade have deteriorated. On an index of 100 in
1985, they had fallen to 68 by 1993. But Africa's market share has been
declining - cocoa, coffee, tea, palm oil. Had it kept its share, it would be
billions of dollars bener off.
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So what has been done about the debt crisis?
African governments have introduced economic reforms, and creditors have

introduced a list of rescheduling and other initiatives as long as your ann.

And things have got better?
They've got worse. African debt now exceeds $200bn. Arrears on interest
payments have risen from $220m in 1980 to $10bn in 1990, and stood at $18bn
in 1993. Arrears on principal have gone from $1.1bn in 1980 to $31bn in 1993.

Since 1987 the IMF has received $4bn more from Africa than it has provided in
new finance.
Often donors are simply transferring money to each other - seven out of every

ten dollars Zarnbiareceives in aid goes to pay off creditors.

Any light at the end of the tunnel?
Possibly. The World Bank document published in the FT last week suggested

an $11bn trust fund to help the poorest countries pay their multilateral debt.

Unfortunately the IMF gave the scheme the thumbs down.

And what can Africa do about it?
Very little. But it gives me an idea. How about a list of the world's worst
creditors?
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A guide to Donorspeak
16 September 1995

Tubby Fanshawe., the distinguished accountant and BA frequent flyer,
angrily prodded the newspaper with his srubby forefinger.

'Why don't these aid johnnies tell the truth, instead of beating around the
bush?' 'What do you mean, Tubby?' I asked, signalling the waiter at Nairobi,s
Intercontinental hotel for another gin and tonic.

'About corruption, mismanagement, and all that. Everyone knows that most
of these chaps at the top are putting away a little bit of the old what-have-you,
while living above the shop.' 'But they do, Tubby, they do. It's just that you
don't understand Donorspeak.' 'Let me give you an example,' I continued.

'You may have noticed that donors sometimes refer to the government's
'impressive achievements since independence'. This is not a compliment. It is a
polite way of saying the government is resting on its laurels.' 'Take 'budgetary
irregularities'. Seems innocuous. In fact it's rather rude.

Usually means that one of the ministers has his hand in the till.' 'And
'serious budgetary irregularities' means that the president is the main
offender.' Tubby looked thoughtful. I took a sip of my gin and tonic.

'References to 'leakages' usually means that some of the counfrl,s expon
earnings are ending up in Swiss bank accounts.' Tubby was still not satisfied.

'F,xplain this', he said, pointing at newspaper report which had got him
going.

It was about the recent donor's conference on Kenya which had been held in
Paris, and chaired by the World Bank. 'Official Bank sratemenr suggests it all
went preffy well. Listen to this: 'Donors complimented the government on the
sustained implementation of efforts to stabilise the economy.' Yet the next
thing we hear is that the Brits and everyone else have cut aid to Kenya.' pure
Donorspeak, Tubby. Look for the weasel words. For 'efforts', read 'should have
tried harder'.' 'what about the next sentence?' Tubby asked. 'seemed rather
positive to me: 'Donors noted in particular the sharp reduction in the budget
deficit the reduction of inflation to single digits, and the recovery of
economic growth to 3 per cent in 1994.' 'The weasel word here, Tubby, is
'noted'. In this context', I said,'it is the equivalent of a heavy sigh of
exasperation I took the newspaper from Tubby: 'Donors also noted - another
heavy sigh - government's success in strengthening the financial sector, initial
implementation of civil service reform, and recent progress in implementing
privatisation.' I handed the paper back to him with two words underlined -
'initial' and'recent'.

'Two more weasel words, Tubby, used with consununate skill. 'Initial'
shows that the donors doubt that what has been started will be continued.' 'And
'recent' is the way donors show their frustration that it has taken the Kenyans
so long to get round to putting promises into practice.' 'I think I,m getting the
hang of it', said Tubby. 'So when the statement goes on about ,the need to

. 
See Chapter Seven, Tales of Tubby.
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accelerate efforts to clarify the operating environment and targets for strategic
parastatals'it's pretty hot stuff.' 'Indeed', I replied, "Clarify the operating
environment' can mean only one thing: 'Stop comrption".

'And 'misappropriation of public resources and the need to reinforce the
independent role of the Auditor Generaf is another go at comrption,: Tubby
chipped in.

'Precisely. Then they really cut up rough: 'Donors expressed the strong
hope that there would be positive developments that would allow them to
provide a volume of external support commensurate with Kenya's
development." 'Phew!' exclaimed Tubby. 'They're cutting aid?' 'Absolutely,' I
said, and read on: "Donors hoped that the outstanding issues would be resolved
quickly to facilitate rapid agreements with the Bretton Woods institutions on
further balance of payments support".

'Golly!' exclaimed Tubby. 'That means get a move on and reach an

agreement with the IMF.' Tubby gestured towards the waiter. 'Does he

understand donorspeak?' 'You miss the point, Tubby. He's not meant to. Nor
are jou for that maffer.' My comment provoked a rare flash of anger from my
usually easy-going companion.

'Too clever by half, say I. You may cali it Donorspeak. I call it speaking
with forked tongue'.
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Reporting Africa I

Poetic injustice in Rhodesia
@ The Scotsman, 9 April 1969

On the authority of one man, Desmond Lardner-Burke, "Minister of Law
and Order" in the Smith regime, without charges being made, without evidence
being produced, without recourse to a court of law, I was removed by police
officers from the University College of Rhodesia - where I was president of the
Students' Union - taken to my home town of Gwelo, 170 miles away, and

restricted to the town area. There I became the only white man among more
than 500 in restriction, most of whorn are restricted to Gonakudzingwa, a

remote and barren area on the Rhodesian border.

My restriction was but one in a series of measures taken against staff and

students at the college. Since its inception in 7957, the University College has

been on a tightrope of Rhodesian politics, balancing precariously between its
Charter, which proclaims it a multiracial institution, and the Rhodesian policy
of apartheid in all but name.

I entered the college in 1965 to take a BA degree in English. I was removed
from the campus in August 1967 presumably - no reasons are ever given when
restriction orders are served - for my activities on student councils, for
demonstrating against the regime on several occasions, and for being an editor
of a part- satirical, part-serious magazine called "Black and White," critical of
the regime's policies. In the period 7965-67 nine lecturers were deported; 14

students restricted; more than 20 students from Britain, Australia, Zarrrbia,
Malawi and South Africa declared Prohibited Immigrants, or had their
residence permits withdrawn; over 30 students, including myself, had lost state

grants for opposing the regime; the police had made regular visits to the
campus, questioning students, searching their rooms and confiscating papers;
during a period in March 1966 police trucks patrolled the campus enforcing a

"State of Emergency" in which meetings of more than three people were

banned, and police dogs used to break up a student demonstration; censorship
was not lifted until 1968 - and then only partiaily - and the student newspaper
regularly appeared with gaping white spaces.

The dissent, however, is carried out by the African students, and a handful
of Indians and whites. Two thirds of the 900 students at the college are white,
and the vast majority of these approve and practise the prejudices of the white
society outside. Dining halls, coffee rooms, and the union cafeteria are rigidly
segregated by tables, as rigid as if the segregation was compulsory.

"Black and White" had been appearing since September 1966, disregarding
the censorship regulations, which we considered both illegal and immoral. On
March 13, 1967, I and a co-editor, a lecturer, were arrested and questioned
about the magazine. My room and his office and home were searched and
papers confiscated. In July I appeared in the Salisbury Magistrates Court
charged with "contempt of court" arising out of a poem printed in the April
issue of "Black and White," which criticised the judgment given in the first of
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Rhodesia's post-UDI constitutional wrangles. Mr Justice Lewis was one of the
judges.

I was remanded out of custody, and due to appear in court on August 11 to
hear judgment.

On the morning of August 10 members of the Speciat Branch, that section
of Rhodesian police which deals with political affairs, entered my bedroom and
served me with a restriction order "based on a belief that you have actively
associated yourself with activities prejudicial to the maintenance of law and
order in Rhodesia." After a night and a day in a Salisbury police cell, I was
brought before the magistrate the next day, and, ironically, found not guilty of
the charge of contempt of court, and escorted from the court to a waiting police
car. A few hours later I was in Gwelo.

There is no recourse to a court of law, through normal channels, to
challenge a restriction order. "Detention is not a penal action," Lardner-Burke
told Parliament in August 1967 "but an administrative action based on what a
person was likely to do in the future." It is no good talking in terms of "rights"
or "natural law," for Mr Lardner-Burke has expressed his contempt for the
Declaration of Rights. In parliament, on August g,196g, he said:

"In my opinion no one has rights in this countq/, in this world. They have
duties. The only right I think they have is to live. The rest is a duty to someone
else. There is no right that I must not shoot an hon. member. It is a duty that he
must not shoot me. I have a duty not to shoot him. I have no right not to be shot
by him and I think the whole attitude towards these rights is wrong.,'

On March 22, 7968,I made an application in the High Court of Rhodesia
for the restriction order to be declared invalid, and for the court to direct
Lardner-Burke to disclose the grounds on which the order was made. My
lawyers pointed out that Lardner-Burke could give evidence in camera before a
judge in chambers.

Three months later judgment was given. "The Minister has declined to give
his reasons for making the order. He is under no obligation to do so.', My
attempt to get a trial had failed.

The rest of the year in Gwelo passed quietly, and I spent my days at the
library. I ended my membership of the local sports club when it passed a
resolution banning non-whites not only from membership, but also as
spectators at club events. The rest of the year not only passed quietly, but
anonymously. The regime enforced a provision in the Emergency Regulations
allowing what is euphemistically called the "Protecting Authority" to'trohibit,
either absolutely or subject to such conditions as he may fix, the printing or
publication in any newspaper of any information, whether pictorial or in
writing, concerning any restricted person, detained person, restriction area or
place of restriction.

I was due to end my restriction period on August 12, 196g. on August 10
there again came an early morning knock, two plain-clothed Special branch
officers, and I was served with an order restricting me to Gwelo for another
year:
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"I am unable to disclose any detaiis of the information which has been
placed before me for the reason that it would be conffary to the public interest,
more particularly because I am satisfied that such disclosure would not be

desirable in the interests of public security in that it would be iikely to disclose
modes of inquiry which it is in the public interest to conceal and keep strictly
secret and may result in the loss to the Government of certain sources of
s ecurity information. "

That same day I received permission to leave for Britain to continue my
studies. My lawyers, however, lodged an appeal against the order. The appeal
was turned down, with the reminder added:

.".. if your client should return at any time during the validity of the
restriction order, the order would still be operative ...."

Mr Lardner-Burke has boasted: "I can restrict (a person) for 15 years ...
Every time he comes out I can restrict him again for no reason whatsoever -
under that section" (Section 51 of the Law and Order Maintenance Act).

I, like the many Rhodesian students who left their restriction areas to take
up study opportunities overseas, plan to return to Rhodesia. But Mr Lardner-
Burke is not making an idle boast, and some of us will have a long wait.
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Mr Lee Plays the Imp
@ New Statesftnn, 10 August 1973

Any Commonwealth leader who came to Ottawa believing that the
Commonwealth as an instrument for change in international affairs could be

measured by the fact that its 32 full members represented a quarter of the
world's population was soon put right. The man who most readily offers his
advice on this matter has been the Prime Minister of Singapore, Lee Kuan
Yew. He has been relishing his role as the Commonwealth's hard-headed
statesman and basking in the description of himself as 'a supreme realist' by
the man who early on bore the brunt of his realism, Norman Kirk of New
Zealand. Mr Lee gave his own extended version of the Swahili saying
recounted by President Nyerere when welcoming developments for peace in the
world - 'when elephants fight the grass suffers.' 'It occurred to me,' mused Lee,
'that when elephants flirt the grass also suffers, and when they make love it is
disastrous.'

Two and a half years ago the New Statesman rebutted Mr Heath's Singapore
credo ('nothing involved in the Commonwealth impairs the right of a member
state to reach its own decision within its own jurisdictions with Grotius: 'No
just equilibrium can ever be secured unless the rulers of the world realise that
there are certain principles other than national expediency that must govern
their policies and acts.' In Singapore it seemed that Mr Heath and his doctrine
were isolated. Here in Ottawa he has had a staunch ally in Mr Lee.

He was Britain's only ally in the test-ban debate. The affirmation by the
heads of state gathered here that the 1963 testban treaty was, like the first line
of Pooh Bear's hum, a good thing, fell short of what had been wanted by New
Zealand,. How, Norman Kirk may have wondered, do you bring moral suasion
to bear against an actor on the world stage who is not a member of the
Commonwealth? Especially when the British Prime Minister makes it clear
that he will not on any account accept condemnation of France, adding that any
conference declaration which went beyond mere affirmation would make the
negotiations on Europe and the Commonwealth not only difficult but well nigh
impossible. It was ironic, or perhaps appropriate, that an item on that day's
agenda was discussion of the way in which the Commonwealth allowed its
smaller member countries to play a useful part in international affairs. No
doubt with this item in mind, Seretse Khama of Botswana suggested that an

association representing 900 million people was entitled to denounce nuclear
tests. He has been reminded that when this subject is enacted on the world stage

the smaller countries, membem of the Commonwealth or not, are playing the
bit part to which they are accustomed.

There was great relief that the consensus principle, which governs any
heads of state declaration, had saved the day. But. it might also be borne in
mind that on the first occasion the Commonwealth has sought to exert a

significant influence on an international matter invoiving a member from
outside its ranks the association's limitations have been clearly exposed.
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Yet the Commonwealth is alive and well and will even survive the nvo
proposals floated this week - that Canada is poised to take over as 'leader' and
that Commonwealth membership should be opened to other countries. Talk of
'leadership' is anathema at a conference where, at least nominally, all are
equals. Any signs that Canada was prepared to take up such a role would have
aroused the anger of many members.

The suggestion, made by Kirk before coming to Ottawa but without naming
candidates, that the Commonwealth might be opened to other countries, has
been tentatively aired, and Francophone Africa has been mentioned. Canada
maintains close economic contact with these countries, taking care to distribute
aid evenly between them and the Commonwealth countries of Africa. This
careful balance between the two associations is worth maintainins in terms of
domestic factors.

Those who have rejected opening up the Commonwealth have referred to a
renewed sense of association which is being expressed. Several leaders have
pointed out that at no other international gathering of this size do the heads of
state require no interpreters. And the reduced attendance at the daily sessions
(the head of the delegation plus two advisers) has restored something of the
personal touch that was missing at Singapore. A few years ago Ali Mazrui
wrote: 'To try and de-anglicise the Commonwealth much further might be to
risk dissipating its sense of fellowship. The most important tie between
Commonwealth countries is one which has not to be mentioned. It is implicit
but unproclaimed. For its own survival as a tie it must remain unobtrusive and
unacknowledged. Yet in the ultimate analysis what could a New Zealander
have in common with a Jamaica or a Zambran. if not the bonds of a shared
Britishness?'

This seems especially relevant at this conference. No fewer than 20 of the
Commonwealth leaders went to British universities or military institutions.
(Although there is no reason to believe that Mr Kirk, whose biographical notes
issued here tell us that he 'gained a frst class stationary steam driver's ticket by
correspondence', considers himself at a disadvantage by not being a member of
this club.)

But the fellowship is more delicate than perhaps is realised. For all the
goodwill here, the Commonwealth could founder if there were any attempt to
hedge on the condemnation of white rule in southern Africa. The fact that arms
have not been sold to South Africa since Singapore has not defused the issue. A
great deal depends on how the meeting responds to Gowon's warning*,
delivered early in the conference: 'If the answer (to white rule) does not come
from the Commonwealth, I believe it will come from Africa.' The presence of
Gowon and Nyerere, fwo senior African leaders, ensures that any half-hearted
reference to southern Africa in the final communiqu6 will not be enough.

Two proposals which were raised during the sessions on economic and trade
problems may well, if taken up, reinforce the value of the Commonwealth.
General Gowon has called upon the developed and rich members to launch an

General Jack Gowon, former military leader of Nigeria.
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'Ottawa Plan' for Africa and the poorer members, similar to the Colombo Plan.
And Kenya has proposed a development bank to fund special Commonwealth
projects. 'Many of the smaller or undeveloped countries here have felt helpless
in the face of international trade and monetary crises. For them Nyerere sums it
up: 'I don't understand money. But I do understand poverty.' Even at this
session Mr Lee could not resist a dig: 'The worst thing for developing counffies
is to have socialist governments in developed countries'.
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Niesewand: was Smith duped?
@ The Scotsman, I3 September 1973

"I sat down in front of that typewriter with three weeks ahead of me and
70,000 words to put down on paper and I thought I had nothing to say. And I
started writing and it had obviously been burned into my memory because as I
wrote it all came back in the most terrible rush, and I just went cold - as I'm
talking to you now I think of it, and I just go cold."

The speaker is Peter Niesewand, the 29 year old white Rhodesian journatist
who spent nearly two and a half months in solitary confinement earlier this
year. His book about his experiences, "In Camera: Secret Justice in Rhodesia,"
is published today.

Accused of contravening the Official Secrets Act in reports in guerrilla
activity in Mozambique and Rhodesian countermeasures which he sent to the
Guardian and the BBC, he was found guilty in the Magistrates' Court and
sentenced to two years' hard labour. One year was suspended. While Rhodesia
received some of its most critical press coverage since {IDI, he took his case on
appeal to the High Court. There he won an outright acquittal. "There could not
be a more complete legal vindication of a man's honour," commented the
Rhodesia Herald.

The acquittal did not mean his release from prison. He remained there as a
political detainee without recourse to any court of law. He was offered a deal:
sign an undertaking not to reveal anything about the Official Secrets trial, or
Rhodesian military maffers, and he would be allowed to leave the country. He
signed, and flew to Britain the same day. "I was lucky. I was white and a
journalist."

He had anticipated a release under these conditions. "It was clear to us that
there would be an undertaking to be signed, that they would demand being
signed, whatever happened. If there had been a reasonable risk that the book
would prejudice the African detainees, then I would never have written it. But I
had a system of contact in prison, however rudimentary, and I sent out word to
the other detainees that I was considering writing a book and what did they
think. This was just before my release. They cane back and said by all means,
they'd be delighted. These soundings were made on the basis that I would make
a pledge and break it."

Niesewand hasn't reread the book since he wrote it." I do not want to see

the book again. As it is, I have enough problems coping with recall, which is
coming slowly. I walk along a street and I'll suddenly recall what the visiting
room at Salisbury jail was like, actually recall what it smelt like, what it looked
like, what the view from the window was, and I find it absolutely hateful."

ff this gives the impression of someone tense and highly strung it would be
misleading. Niesewand, slightly built, blue eyes and curly golden hair, giving
him the youthful appearance which caused the prison chaplain to exclaim on
first meeting him, "You're only a boy," is reiaxed. He, like his book, is without
malice, often humorous, always restrained. These qualities, together with his
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experience of several years as a professional observer of Rhodesian politics,
make the warnings he gives in his book especially forceful.

The account of his trial, based on a transcript of the case, is profoundly
disturbing. It presents clear evidence of an essential irrationality on the part of
the regime. This together with their almost absolute power is a frightening
combination.

It is possible to see the Niesewand case in this light, as one of several
desperate reactions (e.g. the closure of the border with Zambia, the policy of
collective punishrnents in tribal areas) of a confused, besieged society.

Niesewand offers another explanation - that Smith was deliberately
misadvised by a group of influential civil servants working against what slight
settlement prospects there were, who actually welcomed adverse publicity at
such a time. "Every move the Rhodesians made was the wrong one," he writes.
"It is difficult not to believe that such a relentless flow of mistakes was not
deliberately planned."

Niesewand, like the majority of white Rhodesians, was an immigrant to the
country, moving from South Africa to Rhodesia with his parents when he was
13. One can appreciate the settler nature of Rhodesia's ruling class as one
encounters some of the figures in the book. The Director of Information is a

Welshman, the country's chief propagandist is a South African, one of the trio
who arrested Niesewand was born in Britain, and the police officer who drove
him from court to prison was formerly with the London Metropolitan.

He married his wife Nonie in 1969. On the wedding guest list of 30 (and
invited to the home on a subsequent occasion) was the man who was to sign the
prison detention order - Desmond Lardner-Burke, Minister of Law and Order.

How was this relationship possible?
"He was a friend of Nonie's family and therefore he was a friend of mine,

on a purely social basis. I'm not arguing that Lardner-Burke hasn't for years
been highly objectionable. He has. But there are two separate things. Lardner-
Burke the politician and Lardner-Burke the family man. And Lardner-Burke
the family man came to our wedding. And he gave us a wedding present which
we have to this day. He sent us flowers on the birth of our first baby." Nonie
was pregnant when her husband was arrested. The birth of their second child a

few weeks ago brought no flowers from the Minister.
"One comes down basically to my position as a journalist in Rhodesia and

how involved I was as an individual in what was going on around me. And the
answer is that I was not involved at all. It is a matter of professional
indifference to me whether Lardner-Burke remains Minister of Law and Order
for one hundred years.

"If he comes to my house as a politician, I will talk to him about politics. If
he comes to my house as a family friend - a former family friend - then I will
not talk to him about politics. In my capacity as host, if Desmond Lardner-
Burke came to my house tonight he would be offered everything I had, and I
would not talk to him about my case at all. It might sting me, but he is still my
guest."
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This delicate, perhaps precarious, distinction, hasn't stopped Niesewand
from taking the private revenge he promised himself. He reveals to the world
that Rhodesia's Minister of Law and Order drinks a glass of salt water through
his nose every morning. He says it clears his tubes.

What sustained him in solitary confinement? Christianity sustained me in
jail ... and everyone has got a basic preservation instinct. Some people are abie
to cope with situations like that by getting very angry. I am not. I personally
find anger very destructive. In fact, I couid only get through by trying to switch
off, by pretending it wasn't happening to me and by not fighting the system.
Just by trying to go along with it as smoothly as possible, to get into a routine
and not to think about the rightness of the situation."

Nevertheless, the stress showed. "when I came out if jail, and Nonie and I
were reunited, her version of what I was like and my version were very
different things. If she were to write my book I would come out as rather less of
a strong character than in my account. I thought I came out of it jolly well, but I
did not see my face across the visiting table or observe my movements, or listen
to my voice. She did, and so did my lawyer, and they were both extremely
worried.

Niesewand believes that his case left the press in Rhodesia "potentially
stronger." "But it's up to them whether they work as proper journalists doing a
reasonable, responsible job or whether they will retreat, in which case the
Rhodesian Government will close in on them very quickly, and they won't have
gained anything from my trial ... But since then the press in Rhodesia has been
depleted because the only two foreign correspondents in the country have been
moved, and there are no London journalists based in Rhodesia any more. In a
dwindling press community where one can't gather strength from one another
and where you have no direct contact with a man whose base is London, you
have a situation where people might become more timid. I hope they don't."

what was "the future for Rhodesia? "I would say that the prospects for
revolution in Rhodesia are about a seven per cent chance for avoiding
revolution and ninety three per cent chance that there will be large scale
bloodshed." When? "Between three and 15 years. I can't see it coming before
three and I cannot envisage that there won't be black rule in Rhodesia after 15.
I'm sure it will come within that time limit."

Peter Niesewand has not set out to analyse white rule in Rhodesia, but the
experience he recounts is very much part of white rule. He reminds us that with
him in jail, in separate quarters of course, were over 100 black political
prisoners (and there are many more in restriction camps).

Most certainly they include some of the future leaders of the counhy.
Almost every African leader in former British colonies is what is ironically
known as a prison graduate. White Rhodesia might bear in mind the words of
Tom Paine: "He that would his own liberty secure must guard even his enemy
from oppression. For if he violates his duty he establishes a precedent that will
reach to himself."
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Rhodesian R.ealities

@ New Statesman, Salisbun-,22 Mqrch 1974

He was a young, lean, deeply tanned South African with a broad Afrikaans
accent, and we were driving through the Rhodesian Midlands. He had given me
a iift on his way to the pyrethrum estate he managed on Rhodesia's eastern
border. No, he didn't miss his home. 'You can talk to the munts here you can't
in South Africa. Here I can say: "Bugger off, you shithouse." I say that in South
Africa and I get into trouble. You just can't talk to the munts any more.

One reason for his satisfactory labour reiations no doubt lies in the fact that
black agricultural workers and domestic servants - 55 per cent of all blacks in
employment - work under the Masters and Servants Act. This harsh and
archaic piece of legislation (it is illegal for an empioyee in domestic service to
'refuse to accompany his master, or any of his family, by desire of the master,
on any journey within southern Rhodesia ... on which his master orders him to
go . .') enacted in 1901, is based on legislation introduced into the Cape
Province of South Africa in 1856. There is no provision in the Act for trade
unionism, coilective bargaining, or other wage-setting machinery. No wage
minimum is established under the Act. You can, however, get guidance on
wages - as far as domestic servants are concerned - from the information
booklet issued to new members of staff by the University of Rhodesia women's
club. It recommends a wage of R$10-$ 12 (f3-L5) a month plus rations. 'Hours
of indoor servants are usually about 12 hours in duration' - two more than the
legal minimum permitted by the Act.

The wages of black farm workers average about R$10-$15 a month plus
rations. In real terms there has been a decline in their income over the past
decade. There is a farm workers' union, but there's a catch - it does not receive
recognition, despite its repeated requests for a change in the legislation, and is
thus prevented from acting as a negotiating body. There is not the slightest
chance that it will be recognised.

Addressing one farmers' meeting, an official of the Rhodesia National
Farmers Union warned: 'Trade unions are ready and willing to exploit any
grievance the worker may have. A recent example is the intervention of Mr
Mpofu (the general secretary of the Plantation and Agricultural Union) at a

chicken farm near Salisbury. A pay dispute was built up by this individual to
include grievances over housing and latrines and many other aspects the
employees had not originally compiained of.' (Both Mr Mpofu and the
president of the union were restricted last year.) 'We have a very sympathetic
Minister of Labour', the official continued, 'and you can rest assured that an
agricultural trade union wiil not get recognition.' Only the most cynical
observer would believe that the fact that 7l of the 49 RF MPs, and ten of the 18
ministers, are in fact farmers themselves, has any bearing on the situation.

One must presume that Mr Macmillan was not aware of the Nlasters and
Servants Act - and several other Acts - when he wrote that before the
Rhodesian Front came to power in 1962 Rhodesia enjoyed 'a tradition of
moderation and even of liberalism'. But he is not the only one who believes in
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this tradition. Sir Aiec. does, and so does the main white opposition in this
country, the Rhodesia Party, who see themselves as the inheritors of that
tradition. Unfortunately the Rhodesia Parry does not see its way clear to
pledging repeal of the Act should it ever get into power.

The truth of the belief in a tradition of 'moderation' is possibly not as

important as the role it plays. Around it is built the theory that as pressures on
white rule increase, so white Rhodesians, becoming aware of their folly and
predicament, will rally round 'those in Rhodesia working hard for multi-
racialism', as Sir Alec put it to the Tory conference last October. That,
presumably, leads to everybody getting together and sorting things out. But at
the beginning of this month 800 men and women were packed into the Stodart
Hall in the black township of Harare, Salisbury. The inaugural congress of the
African National Council, formed in December 79lI to oppose the Home-
Smith settlement proposals, was ending. A11, with the exception of the three
ubiquitous Special Branch men in the balcony at the back of the hall, were on
their feet for the singing of what has become the black national anthem: Nkosi
sikelel'i Afrika - God Bless Africa.

It was heady stuff, and as the anthem ended people were crying. But one

cannot but feel that Bishop Muzorewa has had to adopt the adage of many
white politicians here: 'Talk tougher than you act.' He described the mandate to
continue talks with Smith which the executive had received from the congress
as a breakthrough in African politics in Rhodesia. It marked, he said, the
adoption of a strategy of negotiation and not confrontation.

In fact there is little choice. Talks have to continue whether the Rhodesian
Front makes concessions or not. As Edson Sithole, the ANC publicity secretdry,
admitted to me: 'If we broke the talks, then what? We are in talks for two
important reasons. To reach an agreement if we can get it, and also for our own
existence. If we broke up talks how will the Government treat us? You can't say

you don't want to talk and at the same time say you're not going to do
anything. You must have an alternative.'

The ANC has no adequate alternative at this stage. Not one of the 50
resolutions before the congress suggested tactics which might replace
negotiation. Although the 800 delegates from all over the country were
convincing evidence of the ANC claim to national support, that in itself is not
enough. It is the talks themselves which form a vital part of the ANC claim to
legitimacy, and it is the taiks which reinforce the ANC claim as the main black
opposition to be recognised by the RF and Britain.

It is for these reasons that during two years of harassment by the white
authorities the ANC continued to meet Smith and his representatives. It is

worth recalling some of the background of those years so that one can

appreciate what a remarkable event the congress was. The RF has been picking
off its opponents one by one. Business sectors anxious for a settlement have

been tamed through personal meetings with Smith; through planted false hopes

Sir Alec Douglas-Hume, former British pime minister.
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about the progress of the Government's management of the negotiations with
Britain; and by judicious announcements of the state of the economy.

By mid-1913 the guerrilla actions which had begun in December 1972,
taking security forces by surprise, had been contained. Up to this point the
regime could not take the risk that moves against the ANC might have
repercussion in urban unrest. But at the end of July they took action. Over a
three-week period beginning on 2l July at least 33 senior ANC executives were
detained or restricted.

At least five, and possibly more, of the eight provincial executives had lost
key members. Meetings called to protest about the bannings were forbidden by
the Ministry of Internal Affairs. Added to all this, the ABC has not been
aliowed to sell membership cards or to campaign in the tribal areas (in terms of
legisiation passed in 1960 during the Whitehead era). Under the Emergency
Powers (Prohibition of Foreign Aid to Designated Political Parties) Regulations
of 1972 Rhodesian bank managers have to inform the Special Branch if the
bishop and two other ANC officials (as well as five other Rhodesians) receive
funds from certain outside organisations.

Given this background, then, the congress was a triumph. But there cannot
be another congress like this one. At some stage talks will, unless the leopard
changes its spots, lose their tactical value, and, as Edson Sithole says, then
what? The ANC claims that time is on its side. Time is certainly not on the side
of Mr Smith, but whether it is an ally of the ANC is another matter. It seems
that whites will only be forced to the negotiating table by guerrilla successes
(and judging by reaction to the recent killings of three whites in Centenary
there is a long time to go before the mood changes from intransigence to doubt)
and not by ANC persuasiveness, moderation and pledged non-violence.
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Sithole's success story
@ The Scotsman, 26 June 1974

Edson Sithole was subsequently arrested by the Rhodesian Special Branch. He
was never seen again, and is thought to have died in their custody.

Edson Sithole, publicity secretary of the African National Council, joins 350
political prisoners held in jail and detention camps in Rhodesia. He is no
stranger to imprisonment without trial. Now in his late thirties, he has spent a
total of 12 years in detention since he was fust arrested at the age of 23.

This is by no means the first time that an ANC official has been detained,
presumably in an attempt to split the so-called "moderates" and "hard line"
wings of the ANC. In July and August last year at least 33 senior ANC
executives were arrested.

Dr Sithole is known to have thought that settlement negotiations with Ian
Smith have a tactical value for the organisation. But at the same time, he has
long been suspected by the Rhodesian Front as being the leading "hard line"
member of the ANC executive, responsible for the failure of the latest round of
settlement talks.

Earlier this year I spoke to him in his office in Salisbury. He is a small,
dapper man, regarded by whites with a mixture of fear, suspicion, and reluctant
admiration.

His career is a success story, in the best tradition of African politics. And
according to that tradition, in which African leaders invariably serve an
apprenticeship in jail, the latest move by the Rhodesian authorities will simply
add to his stature

From tea-room waiter, factory hand and newspaper vendor, he became a
journalist and trade unionist. In 1963 he was the second African advocate to be
admitted to the Rhodesian Bar. A man whose education was mainly through
night school and correspondence course, he is now acknowledged to be one of
the most highly qualified lawyers in the country.

That the detention order should have been served on him during one of his
cases at the High Court has an ironic touch that even the Rhodesian Special
Branch will appreciate.

He was born in the Eastern Districts, the beautiful rugged mountain region
on Rhodesia's border. His formal education ended at Standard IV. From then
on he helped himself. Standard V and VI were passed at night school, and his
GCE taken by correspondence.

"Are you married?" I asked.
"No, I've never been given the oppornrnity," he said, and recounted his

history of periodic arrest, detention and release.
He was first detained in 1959, and like so many detainees, turned his cell

into a classroom. When he was released four years later in 1963 he had an
LLB.
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Then came two years of freedom, working in the Nationaiist movement and
as a trade union official. A 12-month restriction order cut short the activity, but
it gave him time to complete his master's degree in law. Released in 1965, two
months later he was back in detention, this time staying in jail until I97I.
Again the time was not wasted. Last year he was awarded a doctorate in law.

Over the past two years there has been increasingly bitter criticism of
members of the ANC, including Dr Sithole, from nationalists in exile. In
Lusaka, London and Dar-es Salaam the very fact that the ANC were engaged in
taiks with Ian Smith was ominous. From being the heroes of the day

responsible for the mobilisation of African rejection of the Douglas-Home-
Smith settlement proposais Bishop Muzorewa, Dr Sithole and other members

of the executive had become "sell-outs" - perhaps the harshest term of abuse in
the vocabulary of African colonial politics.

It does not concem Dr Sithole unduly. In nationalist politics one's
credentials are in part measured in terms of detention orders and years spent at
places whose names are exchanged like a list of battle honours
Gonakudzingwa, Wha Wha, Khami, Marandellas, Goromonzi, Gwelo and
Salisbury Central.

Some of the names are on Sithole's escutcheon with an impressive length of
service for a man not yet 40.

"The criticism doesn't bother me at all," he said to me. He suspects that in
some cases the affacks on the ANC are made because an uncompromising line
is expected of nationalist exiles.

"But if they genuinely say the policies we are following are wrong, then I
would consider them to have lost touch with real events here. How on earth
could you proclaim violence as your policy and then continue to exist?"

He is above all a pragmatic politician. "What really maffers is not the vote,

but who is governing you. If Africans were to be told today that despite a

limited franchise the Parliament would be dominated by Africans, they would
accept that. The question of one man, one vote, would come later."

"'When we were formulating our franchise proposals we immediately
accepted a qualified franchise, and not one man, one vote. Not one of the 50-
member national committee of the ANC opposed this, yet most of them had
been involved in earlier nationalist parties."

It is this sort of admission - he is on record as saying that one man, one

vote, is just a slogan - which disturbs some nationalists outside Rhodesia. It is
quite possible, however, that he is in fact subtly teasing white Rhodesia and its
claim to "civilised standards."

He points out that if the ANC concede the right to vote to every white adult
irrespective of education in return for the vote to every African adult with eight
years education, there will be more than 300,000 Africans with the vote
compared to 120,000 whites.

He relishes this statistic. It forces those who claim that white rule in
Rhodesia (where the 50 white MPs in the 66-seat Parliament are elected.by
85,000 white voters) is based on merit to admit that franchise qualifications
have more to do with race than education.
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In his inimitable fashion, Mr Smith has blown hot and cold, announcing a

round-table constitutional conferer,rce two days before Dr Sithole's arrest. It
may well be his way of paying off "moderate" and Right-wing sections in the
Rhodesian Front. But the angry reaction from Bishop Muzorewa, calling off
settlement talks and scorning the constitutional conference suggests that Mr
Smith's behaviour has been the last straw for the ANC.
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White Rhodesia sticks to its guns

@ The Scotsman, 28 June 1974

Nearly nine years after the unilateral declaration of independence (UDI)
whites in Rhodesia show no signs of being prepared to share political and
economic power. The rejection of the Home-Smith settlement proposals by the
African people marked what may well be an unbridgeable gulf between the
210,040 whites (of whom only 85,000 are actually voters) and the six million
Africans.

The events of last week - the announcement of a General Election followed
by constitutional conference, and the arrest the day after this announcement of
Dr Edson Sithole, senior executive member of the African National Congress
(ANC) - have done nothing to lessen the gulf. Mr Smith's proposal of a round-
table conference has a distinctly hollow ring. Such a conference would exclude
representatives of the two banned nationalist parties, the Zimbabwe African
National Union and the Zimbabwe African Peopie's Union. Nor will the ANC
attend under these circumstances.

Following Dr Sithole's arrest the ANC has been forced to play the card it
has been reluctant to use. It announced that the settlement talks which have
been taking place over the past l8 months have been broken off.

The consequences of this constitutional stalemate are tragic. More than
4000 men and women have died since December 7972 rn Rhodesia's guerrilla
war. History is repeating itself. In 1896 no less than 10 per cent - 638 - of the
white population died while quelling the African revolt against setller
occupation.

Nearly 80 years later whites are again dying, defending with the gun the
country taken with the gun. The obituary of one man who has died in the revolt
unconsciously reveals the questionable validity of the "white Rhodesian"
identity. It begins:

"The term 'complete Rhodesian' can be applied to several local personalities
but never with as much justification as when we refer to the late Police
Reservist Delville Vincent who was killed in action (against guerrillas) in
Northern Mashonaland on April 3, 1973. Del was born in South Africa in
1929..;',

The fact that a man born in South Africa can be called a "complete
Rhodesian" illustrates both the settler characteristic of the white community
and the capacity of members of that community to identify themselves
passionately as "Rhodesians."

Approximately 60 per cent of the white population were born outside
Rhodesia. Whether citizens or not, all white males between 77 and 30 are liable
to military service, for a period ranging from five weeks to one year.

"From the variety of nationalities which rolled up for their medical checks
yesterday" wrote a Rhodesia Herald reporter eariier this year, "the new call-up
force looks as if it may be tagged the "Foreign Legion." Yet at about the same
time, the daily propaganda bulletin "Commentary After the News" read on the
"govemment" controlled radio service was saying: "The security forces are
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Rhodesians, fighting for their own land. They are not mercenaries pillaging a
foreign country."

Africans caught in the conflict in the north-east of Rhodesia between
"government" forces and guerrillas may well dispute that. Crops and kraals are
being destroyed on the grounds that in some areas they are used for food and
shelter by guenillas. Cattle have been impounded and sold sometimes as part of
a system of communal punishment imposed on people alleged to have co-
operated with guerrillas.

By December last year some 8000 tribespeople had been moved from
sensitive areas in the north-east. Many have been taken to Rhodesia's versions
of the Mozambique aldeamentoes - fortified villages. One such village covers
50 acres and holds 1500 people. Entry and exit is checked and people have to
be in by nightfall.

It is doubtful whether most white Rhodesians fully appreciate the impact of
these and other measures. The confiscation of cattle, which play an important
part in rituals, ceremonies and everyday life, is especially resented by the
Africans.

An old African friend of mine was telling me of his anguish when he heard
what was happening to cattle. He tried to explain his sense of shock and
outrage. Finally he said: "You know Holman, they are treating our mombies
(cattle) like animals."

Neither white casualties nor African outrage has so far prompted a change
of heart in the Rhodesian Front (RF). I visited the wealthy farming region of
Centenary in the north-east the day after a white farming couple had been
killed in a guerrilla ambush. The day I arrived a white police reservist died iir a
follow-up engagement. But I heard no reappraisal of the principle of minority
government, no questions about its cost. Indeed, at a by-election held in that
area soon after the killings the extreme right-wing Rhodesia National Party
received 19 per cent of the votes cast. The leader of the moderate multi-racial
Centre Party received a derisory 27 votes. The RF candidate won comfortably.

One should not underestimate *the appeal of the Rhodesian way of life,
which offers one of the highest standards of living in the world. "When were
you last home?" I asked a senior "government" official who had left Britain 13

years ago, choosing the last word of my question deliberately. "I was home a
few months ago" he replied.

The visit had given him the opportunify to confirm that his pleasant
suburban home in Salisbury, &cre of garden, swimming pool and two servants
(whose combined wages would come to about f18 a month, plus rations) were
beyond his reach at "home." One impressive statistic about the good life: there
are about 6500 private swimming pools in Salisbury, which has a white
population of L22,000.

The good life will be at stake at the most critical General Election in
Rhodesia's history. The RF will be trying to win all 50 white seats for third
time running, and the electorate will have to decide whether the price of white
privilege - sanctions and a guerrilla war - is too high.
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The main white opposition today is the Rhodesia Party (RP). It was formed
in October I9l2 and, untii his resignation this month, ied by Allan Savory, a

former RF MP who crossed the floor. The RP seem seems incapable of
resolving its leadership problems and has been losing the financial support it
attracted initially.

The party manifesto describes it as a "Right-wing party" undertaking to
"protect the white Rhodesian interests in particular." Its policy is mildly
reformist. Most of its members believe that if the grossly discriminatory
features of Rhodesia's political, economic and social system were removed, a

form of accommodation with black Rhodesia could be reached.
This would seem to be a forlorn hope. One prominent African politician I

spoke to doubted that the General Election would bring change.
"The RP and its policies are totally inadequate" he said. "The fact is white

Rhodesians have no middle way now. Either they continue to endorse RF
policies or they come to terms with reality and negotiate on terms of majority
rule by the end of the decade."

With no radical white party to turn to, however, they will not find an easy

way to express any change of heart. The settlement talks which have been
taking place befween ANC and the RF could not in themselves provide an
answer. As long as it is the Rhodesian Front at the negotiating table there will
be stalemate. It is a party which represents white rule. It is not capable of
changing its spots.

Why, then, have the talks been taking place? For both sides they served a

tactical purpose. They allowed the regime to encourage, and give substance to,
the belief that a settlement was possible. As long as this option was open,
businessmen and industrialists (the most gullible and also the most powerful
potential white opposition) have held back both on criticism of Smith and on
support for any alternative party. It remains to be seen whether they wili now be
taken in by Mr Smith's promise of a constitutional conference.

The talks may also be seen as part of the regime's developing sophistication
in handling black nationaiism. The fact that the ANC has become the longest-
lasting legal nationalist organisation since the fifties need not necessarily mean
that the ANC is less determined than its predecessors to achieve majority rule.
Professor Herbert Adam's cornment on tactics in South Africa may well apply
to Rhodesia. "From a manipulative white point of view black outspokenness is
... useful for the white minority system in so far as it signals explosive
frustrations and aspirations and allows for easier surveillance of its most
dangerous leaders."

For the ANC the talks reinforced its status, both in the eyes of white
Rhodesia and of Britain, as the organisation which is representative of the
majority of the black people. Further, as long as the ANC presented itself as a
"moderate" alternative to the developing military confrontation, there was
always the possibility that the mere presence of such an alternative would be an
important psychological factor which could contribute to a -division in white
ranks.
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Nor should one overlook the fact that the ANC, as its leader Bishop Abel
Muzorewa acknowledged in an interview in March this year has no alternative
to talking, given the severe limitations placed on African political activify in
Rhodesia.

What if talks were broken off, I asked? "I'm afraid that we would not want
to stay on as sort of caretakers for a fufure political party," he replied. 'TVe

would have to decide that we disband and let the natural course take over."
It is a sobering thought that in detaining Edson Sithole, Mr Smith may have

cut his last line of communication with black Rhodesia.
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Mr Smith in the black books
@ The Scarsman, 23 JuIv 1974

Nothing illustrated the turn of events in southern Africa as graphically as

the television interview recently with the Rhodesian leader, Ian Smith, and

Marcelino dos Santos, vice-president of the Mozambique liberation movement,
Frelimo. Dos Santos's face positively glowed with the assuredness of a man
who knew that events were going his way. Ian Smith looked grey and

exhausted, his face etched by strain and tension. The implications of the
Porfuguese coup were taking their toll.

It was the face of a man who had suffered his second traumatic political
shock in two years. In May 7972, the commission of inquiry under Lord Pearce
had reported that Rhodesian Africans overwhelmingly rejected the Home-Smith
settlement proposais. For the first time the white Rhodesian political
consciousness registered the fact that Black Rhodesians hold the power of veto

over any settlement with Britain the cherished "first prize," as Smith calls it.
Today he finds himself in a position of enornous responsibility in southern

Africa without the power to influence events. Intransigent in his determination
to maintain white rule on Rhodesian Front terms, he awaits the consequences of
decisions taken in Lisbon, Pretoria, London and Lusaka.

His first comment on the May coup illustrated his helplessness. Rhodesia,
he said, did not interfere in the internal affairs of other countries and therefore
the political changes in Portugal were "essentially matters for the Porfuguese."
This was hardly reassuring for his foiiowers - "two sentences, two platitudes,"
commented the "Rhodesia Herald."

At the same time, it was clear that the African National Council's hand had

been immensely strengthened. A new confidence was reflected in its flrst
reaction to the coup. It warned that whites might find themselves negotiating
for their very survival if they continued to reject the powersharing offered by
the ANC.

There were good grounds for the ANC confidence. Mozambique, together
with South Africa, is Rhodesia's lifeline to the outside world. The bulk of
Rhodesia's fuel requirements come through that country, and Lourenco
Marques and Beira, Rhodesia's principal ports, are land-locked .

A hostiie government applying sanctions would be a devastating blow. The
country has been an invaluable staging post for sanctions busting. For example,
Austrian trade statistics list 29.000 tonnes of chrome - one of Rhodesia's most
valuable exports - as imported from Mozambique. Yet Mozambique lists no
exports to Austria.

The 700-mile border with Mozambique has been policed with Porruguese
co-operation. As Sir Roy Welensky, the former Federal Prime Minister, pointed
out: "It is no secret that some of the terrorist incursions have been mounted in
Mozambique even though the Portuguese authorities are doing their best to
desffoy them. It is obvious that any change on their part could greatly
embarrass Rhodesia."
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Given these circumstances, it came as no surprise when soon after the coup

Mr Smith visited John Vorster, the South African Prime Minister. Two of the

topics on the agenda would undoubtedly have been alternative trade routes in
case the Mozambique border is closed, and the continuance of South African
military assistance to Rhodesia.

At the moment Rhodesia does not have a direct rail iink with South Africa.
From Bulawayo the line goes through the independent African state of
Botswana. Preliminary work has been done, however, on closing an 80-mile
gap between the rail points of Rutenga in southern Rhodesia and Messina, on

the South African border. No firm date has been set for completion, but work

on the link is now treated as urgent. Further work will have to be done on the

section from Messina to Johannesburg, for there are reports that it cannot carry

a heavy flow of traffic. But even with the line completed it will be an expensive

and inadequate alternative to the Mozambique routes.
As far as South African military commitment to Rhodesia is concerned, it is

doubtful whether Mr Smith received substantial comfort from his neighbour.

For the short term para-military South African police in Rhodesia, variously

estimated at between 2000 and 5000 men, will remain. Warnings are emerging

from South Africa, however, that this cannot continue indefinitely.
The relationship between the two countries has always' had an undercurrent

of strain. At a General Election in the 1940s the "Rhodesia Herald" appealed in
an editorial for racial issues to be kept out of the election. It was referring not to

black and white, but to Afrikaner and English-speaking Rhodesians. This

antipathy between "British" Rhodesia and Afrikaner-ruled South Africa almost

disappeared in the emotional aftermath of the former's unilateral declaration of
independence (UDI) in 1965.

Nevertheless, regular sniping by the Afrikaans press at Rhodesia's efforts to

reach a suitable post-UDI constitutional settlement continued. It tended to

suggest that Rhodesians were wet behind their political ears. It criticised them

for dithering along somewhere between the crude maintenance of white power

known as baaskap, and separate development or apartheid, unable to formulate

a workable political prograrnme for peaceful progress in Rhodesia.

The sniping has become a broadside following South Africa's consternation

at Mr Smith's inability to come to terms with the ANC. The latest round of
settlement talks ended with the announcement by the ANC earlier this month

that they had been offered no substantial concessions. It seemed unbelievable to

South African observers that the coup had not shaken the Rhodesian Front out

of its intransigence.
Their irritation was expressed last week. A well-known Afrikaans columnist

wrote: "When a neighbour's problems upset your own matters, you have a right
to show him and even pressure him into bringing things into rein. Rhodesia

should realise what a brakeshoe it is for our good relations in Africa .....'. it is
time we put this clearly to the Rhodesians."

The influential South African magazine, "To the Point," warned earlier this

year: "As far as its attitude towards the Rhodesian conflict is concerned it
cannot be taken for sranted that South Africa will at all times and under every
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circumsiance underwrite the status quo in that country. While it actively
participates in resistance to terror by policing Rhodesia's borders with Zarrtbia,
South Africa realises that controlled politicai development is desirable."

Those who see a long term South Atrican commitment to white ruled
Rhodesia do so out of a belief in a southern African domino theory. They have
yet to make out a convincing case. On the other hand, a recent study of the
military situation in Rhodesia and its implications for southern Africa points
out: "A variation of the 'domino theory' as developed in the context of
Southeast Asia would, to be successful, require an organisational sophistication,
logistic capacity and a quality and depth of command and control well beyond
the present scope of both the liberation movements and the Organisation of
African Unity."

"It is conceivable," the study continues, "that in the event of uncontrolled
conflict across the Zambezi - especially if the level of conflict threatened to
draw in any of the major Powers - rather than risk further escalation South
Africa would be prepared to countenance and assist in a controlled
implementation of majority rule in Rhodesia, in return for a controlled
restoration of an acceptable measure of regional security."

The point at which South Africa will have to decide on her future role is
drawing closer. The latest survey of military affairs issued by the International
Institute for Strategic Studies, warns: "IJnless the Rhodesian 'Government'
redresses underlying grievances, the white community faces the prospect of a
protracted guerrilla campaign beyond its resources to contain."

Rhodesia's military resources are already strained. The move at the
beginning of this year to call up those white males between 25 and 38 who had
hitherto not been liable to military commitments was partly to ensure a fairer
distribution of territorial army service. But it is also an indication that white
Rhodesia has just about reached the limit of its manpower resources. The
unpopuiarity of the demands of military service, largely borne by the younger
men, is reflected in the migration figures for the male age group 19-24. During
the period July - January 1972-73 there was a net gain of 169. In the same
period 1973-74 there was a net loss of 174.

This comes at a time when Rhodesian forces are likely to be further
extended. Reports suggest that Rhodesian guerrillas have accompanied Frelimo
in the move south along the Mozambique border. As a result, what might be
termed a "second front" may open on Rhodesia's eastern border, not far from
Umtali. White farmers are now receiving regular security briefings, and army
and police activity in the area has markedly increased over the past three
months.

Given this background Mr Smith's effort last month to reassure whites
about the impact of the coup was somewhat unrealistic: "I believe that there is a
chance," he said, "that it couid lead to an improvement in Mozambique." That
is a candidate for the wishful thought of the year.
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Rhodesia digs in its heels

@ The Scotsman, 23 August 1974

"I think that the stage is set for a civil war." Not the sentiments of a black

R.hodesian nationalist, but the post-election comments of a former Rhodesian

Front MP, Allan Savory.
Savory himself, standing as an independent candidate, was defeated in the

recent electoral landstide which swept the Rhodesian Front back to power. For

the third General Election in succession, the RF captured all 80 white seats. In
a 90 per cent poll it received more than three quarters of the votes.

"I've tried to warn white Rhodesians and I've tried to get us to avoid a civil
war," he said to me last week. "I think it's going to be very bloody here because

of white intransigence. The time to do something was at the General Election.

That has gone now and the opportunity has been lost."
As election results come in, the mood at a white liberal redoubt in a wealthy

Salisbury suburb turned gloomy and introspective. What had been bravely

intended as an election night pafty turned into a wake.
"I'm tired of always voting against the RF, never for the opposition," one

old campaigner complained to me. The last time he had voted for someone, he

said, was when Garfield Todd's party contested the 1958 election - and won not

a single seat.

This was the signal for the start of the political game enjoyed whenever

disenchanted whites, visiting journalists, and academics in search of a thesis

topic get together. It was time once agaln to play "pick the watershed." Whep

was white Rhodesia's point of no return? When did white rule leave an

indelible mark? "The 1969 constitution, enshrining Rhodesia's version of

apartheid.," suggested a young liberal in the group. The na:row defeat of the

RF's predecessors in 1958," said the disillusioned post-war immigrant. "The

ousting of Garfield Todd from premiership in the same yer:' was the oveneas

joumalist's contribution. "No, no, the African strikes of 1948," said the old

campaigner.
So it went back through the decades, until the academic offered the 1890s,

when white settlers arrived and laid down the principles of white supremacy

which survive to this day. 'TIow else," he asked, "can we understand Mr
Smith's claim: 'All we are going to do is to carry along what has always been

our traditional way in Rhodesia' ?"

One thing they were all agreed upon. In watershed terms this General

Election will probably go down as Rhodesia's final chance to opt for peaceful

constitutional change. White opposition to the RF received a humiliating

defeat. The Rhodesia Party had been balancing precariously on a tactical

tightrope stretched between its avowedly Right-wing principles and its pledge

that it alone was capable of making the concessions required for a settlement

with Black Rhodesia. It fell ignominiously.
Its insistence .on all-white membership of the parfy, support for segregated

government schools, hospitals and residential areas, and no fundamental

change in the counblr's segregated land tenure system, did not win over whites
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from the RF. It polled no greater a percentage of the vote than the multi-racial
Centre Party had in 1970s' election. The Rp ended up by giving white
opposition a bad name.

In a public post-mortem last week, its leader, a Bulawayo farmer Tim Gibbs,
admitted that the party had "pussy-footed" around the issues. It had failed to
make clear the seriousness of the guerrilla war; it had failed to proresr
adequately about the recent removal of some 80,000 African tribespeople into
21 "protected villages"; and it had not taken the RF to task for its election
tactics of holding over the Budget and embargoing the falling migration
statistics until after the polling day.

The Rhodesia Party found that the situation in Mozambique is having a two-
edged effect: it is forcing only a minority of whites to reassess their position;
the rest dig in their heels.

One historian wrote of the French Revolution that its consequences were to
give the English such a fright that "for nearly a quarter of a century it was hard
to get a hearing for any measure which threatened to change an existing
institution, beneficial though the change might be.,, So far Mozambique is
having much the same effect on white Rhodesians.

But there is a paradox in the election resuit. Most whites know that Mr
Smith is going to make some concessions to black demands in an attempt to
lure the African National Council (ANC) back to the negotiating table. Why,
then, did the whites vote for the RF, and not for the Rp which had fought on a
settlement platform?

The answer is that Ian Smith - once assured by a member of his party that
he had "the humility of a Schweitzer, the tenacity of a Churchill, and the
simpiicity of a Lincoln" - is the only man trusted to handle the deiicate task of
trimming white privilege while retaining the substance of white power.

So Mr Smith goes ahead with his plans to host a roundtable constifutional
conference. He is indefatigable in his efforts to sustain the cherished belief that
biack Rhodesians find white rule congenial. One might have thought that the
complete rejection at the polls of the African anti-ANC groups - whose six
candidates contesting the eight African roll seats collected 84 votes between
them - and the success of the six independent ANC candidates would have
forced him to think again. Not a bit of it.

"Intimidation" once again interfered with the genuine expression of black
feeling, he said. No doubt the chiefs and officiais from the anti-ANC groups
will attend the constitutional conference, and will be presented by Mr Smith as
the "true spokesmen" of African opinion. It is this rugged perseverance in the
face of overwheiming facts which endears the "Prime Minister" to his fellows.

Facts in Rhodesia, however, are always subject to the interpretation of
government controlled radio and television. Local and world events take on a
different slant. Mr Nixon's resignation, for example, was presented in one
analysis as the successful culmination of a conspiracy by Communists who had
never forgiven the man for his anti-Communist activities in the 50s-.' Ever.t ihe stark fact of Rhodesia's six million blacks' can be obscured.
Prospective immigrants to the country receive an intormation kit from the
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Ministry of Information. It includes a pamphlet with nearly 30 colour
photographs of the Rhodesian way of life. Not a single black face appears.

Perhaps the reality never peneffates. The only black faces on Rhodesian

television appear in American soap operas. And an "African service" of the
Rhodesia Broadcasting Corporation ensures that the airwaves are segregated.

Mr Smith has announced that the direct rail link with South Africa will be

completed next year. This will not soive Rhodesia's problem if the

Mozambique ports, which presentiy handle the bulk of Rhodesia's exports, are

closed.

South African ports are not capable of handling the exffa traffic. And the

higher transport costs of the alternative route to the sea will itself mean a

significant rise in the cost of living at a time when Rhodesians are already

feeling the pinch of inflation - black Rhodesians, that is, for the whites are still
comfortably insulated. On average they earn about 11 times as much as blacks,

and the gap between the respective incomes has been widening over the years.

In 1963 the average white earned f735 a month more than the average

black. In 1973 the difference was f210. A senior welfare officer estimated

recently that about 75 per cent of urban African families, where the

breadwinner was employed, had incomes beiow subsistence level.
Over the past few months the price of basic items such as flour, maize meal,

soaps and detergents, fire wood and paraffin, and school uniforms, has risen
steeply. The black response has been a series of strikes ("unofficial stoppages"

in Rhodesian newspeak, because strikes are banned) around the country.
For a vast number of the country's blacks these and other increases

represent the ripple which drowns the man who is up to his nose in watei.
Inflation, rather than the guerrillas, may be the RF's major post-election
problem - at least until the rainy season. It is winter here and the guerrillas are

lying low, waiting for the November rains to bring the elephant grass up to the

height of a man. Then the "tourists", as the guerrillas are called by many

blacks, will begin to take full advantage of the changes in Mozambique.
Meanwhile the ANC remains without a political platform. It has refused to

participate in Mr Smith's proposed conference unless detained nationalist
leaders are present. At the same time it has rejected the paramilitary role
offered by the six "Independent ANC" MPs. The six have been forced to resign

from the ANC because they breached the organisation's congtess resolution
(passed earlier this year) opposing participation in any elections held under the
"illegal" RF-introdu ced 1969 constitution.

There are now members of the ANC who no longer think it worth working
within the narrow terms allowed by the rules of white Rhodesian politics. The

official ANC line remains a commitment to non-violence. But last week's
conviction of five of its Salisbury members for acting as guerrilla recruiting
agents may be an ominous sign of impatience.
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Last hide-out for the Tangwena
@ Observer Magazine, 6 July 1975

High in the Inyanga mountains on Rhodesia's eastern border with
Mozambique, chief Reyaki rangwena, a fiercely independent old man, and
nearly 600 of his followers are in hiding from the Smith Government. Some
time ago I met Chief Tangwena in his forest hide-out: four grass huts built to
merge with the trees, undetectable from the air.

The Tangwena tribe have been evicted from their narrow stretch of land
along the border, which has been their home for centuries, because their land
has been designated a European area. Rather than move to an 'African area' ,

the Tangwena (their name comes from the boast of an ancestor: 'I am as strong
as ngwenya, the crocodile') abandoned their cultivated valleys and hill slopes
and took to the mountains.

Lookouts on the hills keep 24-hour watch for police and army patrols, while
the rest of the tribe shelter in small groups, never staying more than a few
months in one place. They live off wild fruits, roots, bulbs and, when they can
get supplies, sadza (marze meal). There are days when the 65 year old chief
goes without food. 'I used to feed my pigs and eat them,' he said. 'Now I feed
on wild things as if 1 were a pig.'

Among black Rhodesians to call someone a 'Tangwena' is to pay them a
compliment. The Tangwena's stubborn and determined resistance - what
Rhodesian officials call 'self-inflicted misery' - has become a national issue.
Th"y have come to represent the hundreds of thousands of Africans who have
iost their homelands

On the earth floor of what was more a grass shelter than the usual African
hut of pole, clay and thatch, Chief Tangwena squatted, tugging his beard as he
spoke. As a guest, I sat on a carved wooden stool. Around us were arranged the
chief s few possessions - blankets, sacks, tin mugs, an empfy oil can and a
kettle. In the middle of the hut were the embers of a fire. It was lit only before
dawn and after nightfall, even during the bineriy cold winter months. Smoke
during the day would draw attention to the camp.

Outside the hut there is a vantage point. It was a spot, said Chief Tangwena,
where he could sit, smoke his pipe and watch police and army units move
through the surrounding countryside. I asked him about the guerriila war,
which in north-east Rhodesia has cost severai hundred lives since December
1962. rn one incident, he said, Rhodesian troops had shot a Tangwena
tribesman. 'This man, Mudagu, was moving along the border on the
Mozambique side and he was shot dead. The soldiers dug a small hole where
he was shot. We wanted to put him in a proper grave, but we thought they
might have put some explosive under him. So we left him there where he was,
and just put some more cover on him.'

Was he afraid of war? 'How can I be afraid when I am already dead, iiving
in the mountain like a baboon. During the rainy season we get a lot of trouble.
People have died because of the weather.' He listed some of his people's urgent
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basic needs, milk powder for the babies; stoves to provide hot food, especialiy

for the children; warm clothes, blankets, raincoats and medicines-

Yet despite the strains, the traditional structure of the tribe is being

maintained. The Chief is assisted, as in the past, by five village head men - 'my

mayors', he calls them - and five councillors. He makes no decisions without

consulting them.
We looked out over the land, and Chief Reyaki Tangwena recited the names

of the chiefs before him: Sakara, Chiwahwura, Nyamarihwodzo, Kubinha,

Tsatse, Gwino ... He pointed to where he had played in the streams and hunted

as a boy. From this grizzled and dignified chief, dressed in a shabby great-coat,

came a series of admonitions and rebukes addressed to both the Rhodesian and

British Governments, and a vow that he would never voluntarily leave his land,

he declared.
'I say I want my country. This counffy is called Zmbabwe, it is our

inheritance. The Europeans say they bought this land. Suppose I ask all the

Africans who are living in England to buy the Queen's land, will the Europeans

be happy?'
When the foundations of today's segregated State were laid in the early

years, the Tangwena were among the victims. Their part of the country was

officially listed as a white area in 1930, and a few years later the tribe, like

other blacks in their position, were oflicially classified as 'squatters' .In I9M
the land became part of the white-owned Gaeresi Ranch. Some of the

Tangwena signed labour agreements with the farm owner in return for tenancy.

The Rhodesian Front came to power \n 1962 on a platform of stricter

segregation, and farmers were encouraged to evict those 'squatters' who didn't
work for them. For the Tangwena this final indignity came in 1966, the year

after UDI, when Ian Smith's regime broke away from Britain. They were

offered new huts, and a beer hall, and later a school, in an African area, and the

chief was promised recognition of his chieftainship with a Government salary

of f30 a month. Again the people refused.,

The Minister of Lands promised that "This blatant defiance of the law will
of course be dealt with." And so it was. Just before dawn on 18 September 1969

nine police Land-Rovers and a bulldozer moved in to flatten Tangwena huts,

crops and fruit trees. The people rebuilt their huts and planted new crops of

muze and yams but in October and November they too were destroyed.

A year later their cattle were impounded. In Tangwena society cattle are

regarded as a Source of wealth, play a vital part in the dowry system and are

slaughtered for important rites. Chief Tangwena found the confiscation not

oniy unjust but demeaning. 'The Government has taken 473 cattle. Now they

must be multiplying. They are drinking my milk; I cannot make money, my

income is my cattle.'
In November 1970 a senior Government official carrying an Africa

ceremonial walking stick and a horsehair flyswitch, was on hand to watch a

Land.Rovel pull down 24 huts. The Tangwena who had takeltemlgrTy re{u8e

in the mountains, stayed there. They left behind over 100 children in the care of
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the small, local African co-operative farm, the Nyafaru Development Company,
to which the area's primary school was attached.

But the school at Nyafaru was officially closed - in a final effort to get the
Tangwena to move to an African area. The farm members continued to teach
and care for the children until the day in I9l2 when three army trucks drew up
at Nyafaru. Crying and protesting, 115 children were forced into trucks ands
taken off to Government welfare centres. The Rhodesians ciaim that it was a
humanitarian exercise to 'shelter and succour innocent dependants who had
been abandoned'. The chief calis it 'kidnapping'. The children are now
scattered around the country, most of them at missions. Some haven't seen
their parents for years.

Not all the Tangwena are in hiding. About 50 have become members of
Nyafaru where in another way they are challenging the doctrine of land
segregation. Nyafaru - on 2,000 acres of white land - became a co-operative
soon after the iand was bought from Gaeresi in 1957. Throughout the people's
troubles the farm has supported them. Already, Nyafaru has been prosecuted
twice for infringing the Land Tenure Act. If the Government decides Nyafaru is
a black-owned farm on white land, it can be closed.

In most African countries Nyafaru would be a model of satisfying
relationship between people and their land. But in Rhodesia a ministerial diktat
could put an end to life at Nyafaru. Chief Tangwena and his people have
already suffered. 'If God is there Smith shall get everiasting troubles,' said the
chief. 'The dead shall ask him: "smith, why have we died" The dead shail ask
him: "Smith, why have we died?" The dead shall judge him.' And he offered
Mr Smith some advice: 'There is nobody who dies carrying the country on his
head. You leave it behind. I am a chief and this is the land I am looking after.
But this soil shall consume me and I shail be manure. we must sovern
knowing this.'
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lan Smith torturers exposed

@ This article was the main front page story in The Obsewer, 4 September

1977

The Rhodesian Special Branch has arrested four officials of the Catholic

Commission for Justice and Peace in Salisbury, apparently in an attempt to

suppress a report alleging that the Rhodesian Army is continuing to torture

black civilians.
The report will be published in London this week Catholic Institute for

International Relations.
The officials arrested are the chairman, John Dreary, the organising

secretary, Brother Arthur Depuis, the press Secretary, Sister Janice

Mclaughlin, and an executive member, Father Dieter Scholz, who was last

month ordered to leave Rhodesia by mid-September.
They are to charged tomorrow under the Law and Order (Maintenance) Act

and the Official Secrets Act. Sister Janice, I understand, is being held at a

prison outside Salisbury. The others have been released on bail.
The commission, which has published two earlier reports on alleged army

brutality and the conduct of the five year guerrilla war, may now be forced to

close. Last March, its President, the Catholic Archbishop of Umtali, the Rt.

Rev. Donal Lamont, was deported.
Reports of the torture by the military forces 'continue to be the rule rather

than the exception,' says the commission. It claims that the army and police ate

'hated and feared by the people' - a point made by the leaders of the Patriotic

Front, who are insisting that the Rhodesian Forces be disbanded under any

settlement.
Two examples are documented, with photographs, although names have

been withheld to protect those involved.
On 2l December 1976, Mr P.M.. who had been working on the land with

his wife and children, was questioned by two white members of a 24-strong

army unit about the presence of guerrillas. He was beaten on his lower back

with a large stick 'until he fell and was then bound by his wrists with wire and

tied to a free.
'Meanwhile the other soldiers (who were black) had been preparing to eat

and had made a flue in which some beer was boiling. One of the European

soldiers then poured fifteen cups over Mr M.'s head and about five cups over

his shoulders. After the meal the same soldier poured the beer countless times

over Mr M.'s feet.' After nine weeks in hospital, Mr M. had not fully

recovered.
In another incident on 19 June this year Mr F.S., aged 21, was taken to an

army camp for questioning by two white and two black soldiers. He denied any

knowledge of a guerrilla presence. The report alleges that nevertheless 'the

soldiers made him remove his clothes and attached an electric device to his

ankles which he said "gave a terrible pain."
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'They made him lie face down and beat him on his shoulders and his
buttocks with something which Mr F.S. described as a rubber fanbelt'. The
process went on for a very long time until Mr F.S. began to lose consciousness.
The soidiers said they were going to kill him, if he didn't tell the truth.' He was
released the next day and spent the following five weeks in hospitai.

Schoolchildren, says the report, are often brutally questioned. One method,
according to a headmaster, is to cover the suspects face wit a towei, which is
then saturated with water to simulate drowning. Priests and sisters have also
been beaten during questioning, the commission claims.

Over half a million tribespeople, double the officiai figure, are now held in
'protected' villages, the report says.

Protected villages - fenced and patrolled hamlets in which blacks have been
regrouped - were first introduced in 1973 tn an attempt to isolate tribespeople
from guerrillas.

There are now 203 PVs, says the report, mainly in the north-east and south-
east Rhodesia, corresponding to the main operational areas of the war, but other
are being estabiished in the north-west.

on the basis of first-hand reports, mainly from missionaries, the
commission estimates that there are 580,000 people who have been
compulsorily removed.. It clairns that in one incident in the Tanda Tribal Trust
Land (TTL) last July, Rhodesian Forces burnt six villages whose 2,900
occupants had refused to move.

Residents say that conditions in most PVs are bad. Space is often limited to
15 square meters per family, toilet facilities are generally inadequate and water
is bad. The families moved received no compensation for their abandoned
properties. A strict dusk-to-dawn curfew in the villages means that fields - often
some miles away - are vulnerable to raids by wild pigs and baboons.

The commission has received reports of hunger in many villages (grain
stock were often spoilt if the move took place during the rainy season). There is
a 'desperate need' for proper sanitary facilities in some of the Chiweshe PVs
which house 120,000 people and there are reports of malaria in the Danda TTL
villages in the north.

The policy of isolation is not working, says the report: 'In many areas the
guerrillas move in and out of the viilages'.

Officials of the Ministry of Internal Affairs, which is mainly responsible for
the PVs, have come under frequent attack from guerrillas. Between January and
June this year, 114 Ministry officials were killed,25 went missing or were
abducted, and 243 were wounded. There have been at east 70 attacks on the
villages in the first five months of this year.

The report doubts the accuracy of the Government's figures on war
casualties. According to military communiqu6s, between January and July this
year 284 black civilians were killed by the army (curfew breakers and recruits,
caught in the crossfire) and 129 members of the military forces died. Guerrillas
are alleged to have killed 248 civilians, all but 12 of them black. The
commission believes that the true figures a1e higher, and gives examples of
unreported deaths. It claims that when the army burnt six villages in the Tanda
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TTL in Juiy, nine soldiers died when they came under attack by guenillas. The

incident was never mentioned in official communiqu6s, and the names of only

two soldiers were released the following week as having died in the action.

Unreported black civilian deaths at the hands of the military, claims the

commission, include a schoolboy who died foliowing beatings, and a 'curfew

breaker' shot 50 yards from his home. The deaths of mercenaries, and African

and Coloured soldiers are often kept quiet, says the report.

The commission also questions some of the official versions of incidents in

which civilians die. Three children and a teacher who were kilied at Kandenga

school on 18 April did not, says the report, die in crossflue befween guerrillas

and the Army, as the communiqud claimed.
Children and teachers at the school maintain there were no guerrillas in the

grounds. The killings, they say, were carried out by three white soldiers who

landed at the school in two helicopters and opened fire indiscriminately.
The report also analyses Government propaganda and details the constraints

under which journalists work.
One example of the propaganda is a series of illustrated leaflets circulated to

rural blacks, carrying a basic message: guerrillas are communists - 'murdering

mad dogs' - who are responsible for kidnapping children, beating their recruits,

spreading venereal disease and wanting to 'desfroy the people with sickness

and death, so that their evil Communist masters may come from their hiding

places in Mozambique and steal the country fro the people.'
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Nkomo says Front may accept reserved seats for whites
17 September 1979, Bridget Bloom and Michael Holman.

This front page story - 'the splash' in FT jargon - marked a breakthrough in
the Lancaster House talks which paved the way to Rhodesia's transition to the
independent state of Zimbabwe.

The Patriotic Front is prepared to accept British demands that Rhodesia-
Zimbabwe's 250,000 white minority should have specially reserved seats in a
new Parliament. But there are signs that the Muzorewa Government is itself
divided on this issue.

On the eve of the second week of the Lancaster House talks Patriotic Front
co-leader Mr Joshua Nkomo declared that his party was in principle opposed to
special privileges for whites. For this reason, he said, the Front's outline
constitution submitted to the conference on Friday contained no such
provisions

But if in the current constitutional negotiations Britain "wants to introduce
racism" by insisting that the white minority should have reserved
Parliamentary seats, "then they will have seats," Mr Nkomo said.

Mr Nkomo's remarks were made a few hours after Bishop Abel Muzorewa,
leader of the Salisbury delegation to the talks, had given Rhodesian whites a
broad hint that his delegation, too, was prepared to make compromises on a
future constitution.

Under a direct black leadership, he said in a radio broadcast to Rhodesia,
whites had nothing to fear. The example of Kenya showed that what whites
"considered as safeguards were not really important after all.l'

However, hopes that the second week of talks at Lancaster House might see
agreement on a constitution were severely tempered last night by the
fundamental differences which remain between the two sides.

Mr Nkomo reiterated yesterday the Front's insistence that the agreement on
transitional arrangements leading to independence were quite as important as
agreement on a constitution.

The Front is to submit a paper this week detailing many of its ideas for this
period, which include a uN military force, conducting by UN personnel of new
elections, and IIN co-operation with a broadly based political governing
council, probably under British chairmanship.

In a further compromise, Mr Nkomo indicated that the Patriotic Front
would not demand that its guerrilla forces be in control during the mansition.It had to be recognised that there were two armies, and it would be
necessary' he said, to "neutralise both." This could be done by a "neutral body
of men" such as the IIN could provide. This force would work under the
government council, which would have all-party representation.

There was no immediate reaction to these proposals from the Salisbury
delegation. But in his weekend broadcast Bishop Muzorewa had repeated his
"strong reservations" about even discussing, let alone agreeing, to interim
anangements.
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"We will not discuss issues that are non-starters, such as our security forces,

our military or our police," he said.

Clearly there is an element of tactical rnanoeuvring by both delegations as

they face up to what could be the most critical week of the British settlement

attempt.
The Patriotic Front. the alliance between Mr Nkomo and Mr Robert

Mugabe, has maintained a joint negotiating stance. Bishop Muzorewa, by

contrast, has had to cope with the pressure of an increasingly divided

delegation
It became clear over the weekend that while the majority of the Bishop's

black colleagues would welcome some constitutional changes, at least those

proposed by Britain, former Prime Minister Mr Ian Smith continues to insist on

maintenance of the white Parliamentary and political power entrenched in the

pre s ent Rhode s ian internal s ettlement con stitution.
As one member of the Salisbury delegation put it at the weekend: "There are

two sets of London negotiations. One here at our hotel and the other in

Lancaster House.
"Until the first is resolved - and Ian Smith is as key a figure as he ever was -

Lancaster House won't make much progress.
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Britain plans direct control of Rhodesia before elections
lB October 1979, Bridget Bloom and. Micltael Holman

Britain proposes to take direct controi of Rhodesia for a transition period not
exceeding six months

Bishop Muzorewa, who took over as Prime Minister from Mr Ian Smith
after the "international settlement" election in April, would be expected to
stand down; Parliament would be dissolved; and the Rhodesian Government
would be run by a British Governor assisted by civilian and military advisers.

These are the key provisions of an outline British plan for the pre-
independence transition.

The scheme would cover the period between
Lancaster House conference and a General Election
constifution, so far accepted only by Salisbury.

agreement at the present
under the British proposed

The plan has been discussed by Lord Carrington, the Foreign Secretary, in
two bi-lateral sessions at Lancaster House this week with the Muzorewa
delegation.

Britain has not yet stated her ideas on how the war should be stopped, or
how law and order should be enforced during the transition.

British officials insist that British troops will not be involved, and that the
Rhodesian and guerrilla armies will not be integrated. This will be left to the
newly-eiected Government to define.

Though the proposals are only in outline, they are likely to prove
unpalatable to both sides. Bishop Muzorewa and his supporters will find it hard
to accept that their Government shourd disappear completely.

The Patriotic Front, which yesterday had stiil not accepted the constitution
plan and has not officially been informed of the transition plan, will object to
rejection of its power-sharing proposals.

The only element of "power-sharing" in the British plan concerns
membership of an advisory electoral council.

This would have on it representatives of all the poiitical parties and help
supervise the elections.

Day-to-day running of the country would continue in the hands of existing
Ministries, a provision which wili be sharpiy opposed by the Patriotic Front,
complaining that this will give salisbury a head start in elections.

The intention is to make the transition as short and simple as possible, to be
completed weli within six months.

Efforts to persuade the Front to re-enter the conference continued in London
and in African capitals iast night.

In Da-es-Sa1aam, Tanzania, where the front-line African Presidents held an
emergency meeting yesterday in an attempt to resolve the conference deadlock,
President Nyerere of Tanzania said that any separate deal between Britain and
Salisbury would be unacceptable.

In London Mr Pik Botha, the south African Foreign Minister, had an
unexpected 35-minute meeting with Mrs Thatcher, in lvhich he delivered an
undisclosed message from Mr p.w. Botha, his prime Minister.
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Mr Botha arrived in London yesterday morning and went straight to a

meeting with Bishop Muzorewa. Mr Botha is believed to have expressed to
Lord Carrington and Mrs. Thatcher South African fears about security

arrangements in Rhodesia during the transition to independence.
Having been brought up to date on Britain's pre-independence

arrangements Mr Botha's fears may not have been allayed. Britain does not

intend to either dismantle the existing forces or begin a process of integration
with the guerrilias as Lord Carrington made clear at the Tory Party conference

in Blackpool last week.
Lord Carrington faces strong criticism from Commonwealth Governments

for his tactics towards the Front. His decision on Monday to exclude the

guerrilla's delegation from further meetings until it accepted the British draft
constitution was declared by Mr Sonny Ramphal, Commonwealth Secretary

General, to be "outside the spirit and letter" of the Lusaka Commonwealth

summit agreement on Rhodesia.
President Kenneth Kaunda of Zambia has backed Mr Ramphal's stand. In a

cable sent on Tuesday,'Dr. Kaunda said Zarrbia viewed Lord Carrington's
conduct of the Lancaster House meeting "with distaste." It was "not helpful"
and was "negative."

Zatrbia would condemn any agreement which did not include the Patriotic

Front, since it considered the possibility "a recipe for war to continue." Dr.
Kaunda said the Front was ready to continue negotiations, that Zartbia "not
only understood" their anxieties on land - "we share them. This is an explosive

issue which could ruin the post-independence Zimbabwe in no time at all."
Dr. Kaunda added his weight to the Patriotic Front's demand that Britain

should create a land fund which would be used to compensate white farmers

and resettle blacks.
The Front, which on Tuesday withdrew all its reservations on the

constitution except for that on land, has argued that it would be politicaliy and

economically unfair to ask the Government of a newly independent state to

guarantee compensation payments. Search for a formula which would enable

the Front to return to the conference and participate in discussions on the

ffansition now centres on the land issue.

It remained unclear last night whether a new form of words on the land
question would suffice, or whether further concessions on the creation of a fund
by Britain would be necessary.
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Constitution agreed as Patriotic Front makes concessions

l9 October 1979, Bridget Bloom and Michael Holman

This story m'arked the breakthrough in the Inncaster House talks and the end

of the guerrilla war for Zimbabwe.

All-party agreement on a new constitution for Rhodesia was reached iast

night when the Patriotic Front told Lord Carrington that it had dropped its
main reservations on the draft British document.

The Front's agreement wiil be made known formally this morning when the

guerrilla aliiance returns to the conference table at Lancaster House after an

absence of a week.

The decision by Mr Joshua Nkomo and Mr Robert Mugabe, co-leaders of
the Front, means that the conf,erence can move on to discuss pre-independence

transitional arrangements in full session.

A week ago, Lord Carrington, Foreign Secretary, excluded the Front from
discussing these issues at the talks, saying he first needed an "unambiguous

reply" from them on the constitution.
This reply will come in the form of a three paragraph statement which

meets the terms of acceptance which Lord Carrington laid down more than two
weeks ago.

Although the language is different, the Front has accepted the constitution
subject only to the same reservations made by the Salisbury Govemment ten

days ago.

The Front makes a brave attempt to disguise what is, in essence, a climb
down. It declares that it is now assured that Britain, the United States and other
countries will "assist in land, agricultural and economic development
programmes" in the new Zimbabwe following a successful outcome at the talks.

These assurances, it says "go a long way in aliaying the great concern we

have over the whole land question arising from the great need our people have

for land, and our commitment to satisfy that need when in Government."
Thus, the Front declares in the key paragraph, "we are now able to say that

if we are satisfied beyond doubt about the vital issues of the transitional
arrangements, there will be no need to revert to discussion on the constitution,
including those issues on which we reserve our position."

It is understood that Britain and the U.S. has neither promised specific sums

nor guaranteed they would fund compensation for white farmers whose land
was nationalised. They have, however, indicated that aid would be avaiiable not
only to Rhodesia but to the Front Line States most affected by the war.

The Front's acceptance of the constitution represents a major achievement

for the six-week-old conference, and, in spite of the criticism of his strong-arm
negotiating tactics over the past week, for its chairman, Lord Carrington

Now the only remaining objector is Ian Smith, the former Prime Minister,
but it seems unlikely he and fellow white MPs wili press their reservations

about the constifution which were made in spite of Bishop Muzorewa's
acceptance.
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The Front's objections to the constitution have been gradually whittled
down from a list of 14, which included such issues as duel citizenship, the
integrity of the declaration of rights, and the nature of the presidency.

However, important though last night's agreement is, the conference now
enters an even more difficult stage as it endeavours to bridge the huge gap

between the two Rhodesian delegations on the issue of pre-independence
transitional arrangements.

Britain's own plan, already outlined this week to Bishop Muzorewa's
delegation, is the basis for negotiation but it is likely to prove unpalatable.
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Namibia: A long war draws to a close

l6 Novernber l9BB

The cordial gathering of diplomats, intelligence officials and generals in a

Geneva hotel last Friday night turned out to symbolise the breakthrough that
was to come in the south western Africa peace talks.

The enmity of the war in the region was put on one side. Although nearly
four days of sometimes fraught bargaining between delegates from Angola,
Cuba and South Africa lay ahead, the atmosphere at a reception to mark
Angola's 13th anniversary of independence suggested that independence for
Namibia was at last within reach.

The key protagonists - President P W Botha of South Africa, Fidel Castro,
the Cuban leader, and President Eduardo dos Santos of Angola - seem finally to
have been convinced that a settlement is in their best interests.

Pressure from the supe{powers, the growing cost of the war in northern
Namibia and southern Angola, and the existence of a UN plan for Namibia's
independence agreed in principle almost a decade ago ail played their part. The
package agreed by negotiators in Geneva yesterday has something for everyone.
If it is ratified by the respective governments, Cuba will be able to claim that its
force played a decisive role and its men will go home with honour. Angola will
be closer to the peace it desperately needs. South Africa wiil lose a colony but
will claim that it forced the Cubans out of southern Africa. The South West
Africa People's Organisation (Swapo), the guerrilla-backed Namibian
independence movement, will almost certainly win office, although its authority
will be severely constrained by economic dependence on South Africa. The US
will take credit for a diplomaric triumph.

Only two groups will have misgivings. The African National Congress is
likely to have its guerrillas excluded from both Angola and Namibia; the Unita
opposition guerrilla movement in Angola ied by Dr Jonas Savimbi, will lose
Pretoria's military support under the deal.

But Cuba, Angola and South Africa all have something to gain. Thus at a
series of press conferences in Geneva yesterday, the three delegations made
clear that the protracted series of taiks which began in London last May had
produced agreement in principle, to be endorsed by the three governments in
the Congolese capitalBrazzaville within the next few weeks.

Although fuii details have yet to be revealed the broad outline of a regional
package is already known. A seven-month countdown to tIN supervised
elections in Namibia is scheduled to begin early next year, coinciding with the
phased departure of Cuban troops from Angola and South African forces from
Namibia.

Assuming the settlement goes ahead, it will have profound implications for
a region which has not known peace for over two decades. It will reduce - if not
end - superpower tensions in the area.

Non-aggression pacts between South Africa and Namibia and Angola,
which form part of the package, reduce the risk of further conflict. The
agreement raises hopes for a negotiated end to Angola's civil war, because the
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fall-off in Cuban support for government forces, and an end to South African
support via Namibia to Unita, is expected to give impetus to discreet peace talks
already under way.

The main obstacle to an agreement between the delegations - the terms of
the Cuban troop withdrawal - appears to have been overcome during the

Geneva talks when Dr Crocker* apparently won agreement on compromise
terms for a withdrawal which the delegates will take back to their government
for ratification.

The details of this have not yet been disclosed. It seems likely, however, that
Cuba has said that it will carry out a phased withdrawal of its 50,000 troops
from Angola over the next 30 months. At least 4,000 of them will go before the

seven month transition to Namibia's independence begins.
Barring hitches, the L.4 million people of Namibia will vote in

independence elections in mid-1989 which most observers expect will be won
by Swapo, led by Mr Sam Nujoma, which has been waging a guerrilla war
since 1966.

By early 1991., the last of the Cuban troops will have left Angola, although
the majority will depart by the end of next year. Within the next few weeks

according to African diplomats, taiks between Luanda and Unita could get

under way.
As part of the regional package, Angola's President dos Santos will request.

the ANC to close its guenilla training bases in his counffy. Mr Nujoma has

already made it clear that while he supports the ANC, he will not allow the

organisation military training bases in Namibia, nor permit guerrilla
infiltration of South Africa through the territory

At the same time, Mr Nujoma has been softening his party's ostensibly

Marxist stand, pulling back from pledges to nationalise the country's vital
mining sector, assuring white farmers that their land rights will be respected,

and urging the business corrmunity to stay on in a black ruled Namibia.
Mr Nujoma has also accepted, for the time being at least, South Africa's

legal right to ownership of the enclave of Walvis Bay, Namibia's main port.
Three main factors paved the way for the resolution of a regional conflict which
has cost billions of dollars and scores of thousands of lives and which has seen

the superpowers in conflict by proxy.
The first, and perhaps most critical, is what Dr Crocker calls the

'convergence of interests' between the US and the Soviet Union during the

Gorbachev era.
Both Washington, which helps arm Unita, and Moscow the main weapons

supplier to the Marxist government in Angola, decided that it was in their
mutual interest to extricate themselves from a regional conflict which served no

useful pu{pose for either.
From the beginning of the initiative, Dr Crocker has sought the support of

Mr Anatoly Adamishin, the Soviet deputy Foreign Minister, and the ministry's
Africa expert, Mr Vladillen Vasev. The most tangible indication of Moscow's

- Dr Chet Crocker, IJS Assistant Secretary of State.
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co-operation was the declaration eariier this year that the Soviet Union was

prepared to be a co-guarantor of a regional pact.
This superpower co-operation took place as it became increasingly clear to

Angola and South Africa that neither was likely to emerge the victor in an

increasingly costly battle.
Angola, backed by a Cuban force which numbered in the hundreds rn l9l4-

75 and steadily increased to the cunent level of 50,000 gradually concluded

that, while they might contain, they could not defeat the combination of Unita
and its South African ally, whose forces dominated much of southern Angola.

At the same time economic factors began taking their toll. The
government's tentative efforts to reform the economy needed the resources that
only western governments and institutions - such as the Worid Bank and the

International Monetary Fund could provide.
Washington effectively vetoed Angola's access to the IMF and the Bank.

The economic screws were tightened as Angola, which gets 90 per cent of its
export earnings from oil, watched world prices fall.

A combination of economic and military factors was also at work in
Pretoria. Since 1985, when foreign banks refused to roll over its loans and

precipitated a debt crisis, the South African economy has been in severe

difficulties, compounded by the low price of gold which accounts for 60 per

cent of export earnings.
On the military front, the past 18 months have seen the largest number of

white South African deaths (more than 50) since the conflict began. The
turning point, militarily and psychologically, came in 1987. An Angolan
offensive in September and October against the Unita stronghold of Mavinga
proved disastrous. South African forces subsequently laid siege to the sffategic
Angolan town of Cuito Cuanavale.

Yet the military balance began to shift against Pretoria.
Cuba responded by reinforcing its contingents and began moving units

south to the Namibian border, protected against South African Mirage aircraft
by a combination of Soviet-supplied radar and their own pilots.

The loss of 12 white South Africans during a joint Angolan-Cuban action
last June at Calueque dam provoked no retaliation from Pretoria. As Gillian
Gunn points out in a recent sfudy for the Center for Srategic and International
Studies in Washington, the incident highlighted 'the new balance of force in
southern Angola.'

'The Angolan-Cuban forces now had a significant edge in the air war and

couid give the South African Defence Forces a good run for its money on the
ground. If South Africa had retaliated it wouid have lost more planes and men
than President P W Botha was willing to accept,' she wrote. These changing
realities helped to produce the first tangible benefits of the Crocker
negotiations.

Last August, Angola and Cuba signed a ceasefire with Pretoria, which
allowed a 600-strong South African force to withdraw from-Angola. Both sides

consolidated their positions on either side of the Namibian border.
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Knowledge of the increased stakes in the conflict allowed the ceasefire to
hold as Dr Crocker moved on to the second phase finally realised in Geneva -
the terms of the withdrawal of the Cubans from Ansola and South African
troops from Namibia.

As Moscow exerted its influence and the realities of war took their toll on
the participants, Dr Crocker was abie to draw on the third factor in favour of a
settlement: the fact that the framework for Namibia's independence process had
been set out in a 1978 UN resolution and accepted in principle by South Africa.

Resolution 435 provides for a seven month transition to independence
elections, monitored by a 7,500-strong UN force. A constituent assembly,
elected on the basis of proportional representation, will then draw up the
count4r' s constitution.

Two obstacles stood in the way. The insistence by Pretoria, with the backing
of the Reagan administration, that implementation be linked to a Cuban
withdrawal. And the reluctance of South Africa to drop what it saw as an

alternative strategy - an 'internal settlement' in which a coalition of politicians
drawn from local white parties and disaffected former members of Swapo won
domestic and international recognition.

At the heart of this strategy was Pretorials unrealistic hope that the internal
settlement could be based on a constitution that took into account ethnic
differences - a code phrase for leaving power in the hands of the territory's
80,000 white community.

When a group of parties in the coalition last year put forward a constitution
which envisaged majority rule, it was promptly vetoed by Pretoria. The internal
settlement lost any vestiges of credibility and power, for now, is in the hands-of
the South African-appointed administrator general in the capital, Windhoek.

The collapse of the internal strategy was probably not decisive when
President Botha assessed the pros and cons of surrendering the territory South
Africa has held for 73 years. But taken with the military and economic issues, it
underlined the bankruptcy of Pretoria's policy in Namibia. For President Botha
the prospect of President Nujoma running Namibia is galling. But he will draw
consolation from the fact that Swapo's concessions carry some major benefits.

After the settlement, the ANC will be denied military training facilities in a

buffer zone of African states neighbouring South Africa, running from the west

coast of southern Africa to Mozambique in the east.

The prospect of tougher western sanctions may recede as Britain and the US

will doubtless use the settlement to a.rgue that negotiated change is shown to be

possible. And should the settlement be followed up by the release of Mr Nelson
Mandela, the detained ANC leader, Mr Botha will be better equipped to pursue

his diplomatic forays into black Africa.
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Nelson Mandela - Free at last
I7 February 1990

Harold Macmillan would have approved. A few hundred yards from the

Parliament where the British Prime Minister urged white South Africa to take
heed of the wind of change sweeping through colonial Africa, President F . W.
de Klerk last Saturday gave notice that it had reached Cape Town.

Thirty years after Mr Macmillan's warning, Mr de Kierk announced to

South Africa and the world: 'Mr Nelson Mandela will be released at the Victor
Verster prison on Sunday i 1th February 1990 at about 1500 hours.'

It marked the start of a week of stunning images and extraordinary scenes -

inspiring for blacks, traumatic for some whites - as the man who for 27 years

had been a symbol of resistance to apartheid began to imprint his personality on

South Africa.
The first picture of Mr Mandela showed him tall, slim, grey-haired and

lined, formaily posed alongside Mr de Klerk. It looked for all the world as if the
African National Congress leader was the president and his white compatriot a

member of his cabinet.
A few dozen symbolic steps to freedom from Victor Verster and a chaotic

freedom rally in Cape Town were followed by a masterly press conference at

which Mr Mandela handled the media as if he were a seasoned US presidential
campaigner rather than a newly released political prisoner enjoying his first full
day of liberty.

It was the first of many press conferences and meetings at which Mr
Mandela has been emphasising three key themes:
. There would be no let-up in pressure on Pretoria, externally or internaliy.
Sanctions must stay and the armed struggle would continue but all the time Mr
Mandela has been stressing that the ANC was 'committed to peace'.
o He appreciated white fears about the possible consequences of majority rule:
'We understand those feelinss and the ANC is concerned to address that
problem.'
c Nationalisation of the country's mines and other key industries would be an

essential part of the ANC's efforts to redress economic inequalities created by

apartheid.
Whatever its impact on white South Africa and in the West, where many

investors expressed dismay at the prospects of nationaiisation, it reinforced Mr
Mandela's standing in the black community.

Aiways dignified, with the aura of a mythical figure come to life, among
black South Africans this 71-year-old nationalist leader enioys the status of
another Gandhi.

White South
denounced as a

courtesy of the
the black, green

1\t L

Africa, however, is still coming to terms with the man once

terrorist. By the end of the week he was in their living rooms,
state-owned South African Television. Against a backdrop of
and gold banner of the ANC, Mr Mandela spent 30 minutes
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courteously but finniy defending his party's policies under questioning from
two interviewers.

With an almost headmasterly air, he made clear that he stood by his
reaffirmation of the need to continue the armed struggle, defended his
nationalisation policy, expressed his understanding of white fears and promised
that white domination would not be replaced by black domination.

Such sentiments, aired at prime time on a television service that used to be
positively east European in its treatment of the news, must have been enough to
make the average white viewer nearly choke on his snack of boerewors.

The Government would not have taken the decision to give Mr Mandela
such exposure lightly. But it would seem that in the three years of intimate talks
with government ministers that preceded his release, Mr Mandela convinced
his jailers that he stood for a peaceful settlement, notwithstanding the rhetoric
of war.

That rhetoric has none the less rendered more difficult the task of
convincing a number of whites that change is both inevitable and desirable.

On the same night that Mr Mandela was speaking on South African
television, a huge rally organised by the extreme right Conservative Parry was
protesting against his release, the unbanning of the ANC and the South African
Communist Party and Mr de Klerk's other reforms.

In last Septembers parliamentary election, the Conservatives won a third of
the white vote. National Party officials readily admit that were there to be an
eiection today, Mr de Klerk's reforms would on balance be a vote-loser: support
from the liberal Democratic Party would not make up for the desertion of
former National Party members to the Conservatives.

But a general eiection need not be held before 1994, and the Government
intends to put whatever agreement emerges from negotiations with the ANC
and other parties to the test of a referendum rather than an election.

Government officials believe that the benefits of such a settlement - an end
to political violence and the problem of sanctions - will help win a majority in
such a test of white sentiment. The real danger from the extreme right lies in its
disproportionate strength in the police and army.

But difficult as President de Klerk's responsibilities are, Mr Mandela faces
an equally demanding task of providing leadership for a divided and impatient
black South Africa.

By the day, the complexity of the ANC leaders role becomes more apparent.
As he struggles to come to terms with the world outside his prison - which has

undergone fundamental economic and political change in the quarter century of
his imprisonment - he must balance the demands of competing factions within
and outside the ANC

At the same time he has clung to outmoded economic concepts, and
sometimes uses language which suggests that he is - understandably - out of
touch. He continues to support nationalisation and describes the South African
economy as 'in ruins.'

The ANC itseif is fractious. It has been caught off-guard by the boldness of
President de Klerk's reforms, is dismayed by the collapse of its erstwhile allies
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in eastern Europe, and is being pressed into what it fears would be premature

negotiations with Pretoria by its main ally, the Soviet Union. Its military
capacity has been severely constrained by the ousting of its guerrillas from their

bases in black states neighbouring South Africa.
Under the party's umbrella shelter a range of opinions, from the influential

South African Communist Party - probably the only such party in the world
whose credibiiity has not been destroyed - to conservative African nationalists.

Beyond the ranks of the ANC, Mr Mandela has also to cope with Chief
Mangosuthu Buthelezi's Inkatha movement, whose rivalry with ANC
supporters in the province of Natal has cost some 2,000 lives in the past two
years.

Above all, Mr Mandela and Mr de Klerk have between them to preside over

a process without precedent in Africa. The radical political changes which Mr
Mandela seeks and which Mr de Klerk may well concede, have to take place in
parallel with a long overdue economic reform programme now under way,

designed to cut govemment spending and privatise state enterprises.

Even assuming Mr Mandela backs away from nationalisation, it is a

demanding combination for a new government that will have to meet black
expectations. But Pretoria seems convinced that if anyone can handle these

challenges, it is Mr Mandela, and the sooner they are tackled the better.

A senior member of the ruling National Parry last week described his sense

of relief at finally coming to terms with what he readily acknowledged was a

process leading to black majority rule.
'It was first a small flickering flame, then getting steadily bigger.' There

were lessons, he said, to be drawn from Rhodesia, where the release of biack
nationalist leaders in 1974 was not followed up by realistic negotiations. The

country's guerrilla war intensified. Most of the 30,000 victims of the conflict
died in tighting between the prisoners' release and the Lancaster House

settlement talks at the end of 1979. The official pointed to a recent local

teievision interview in which Mr de Klerk urged South Africans to 'look back

in history a little.'
'I think great mistakes were made in Rhodesia. When the opportunity was

there for real, constructive negotiation, it was not grasped,' said Mr de Klerk.
'In so far as things went wrong, they went wrong because in the reality of their
circumstances (white Rhodesians) waited too long before engaging in
fundamental negotiation and dialogue.'

Both sides in South Africa now seem wiliing to keep up the momentum. A
deiegation from the ANC will shortly be meeting Mr de Klerk in an effort to
resolve remaining obstacies before formal talks can get underway. Hard

bargaining most certainiy iies ahead, but neither Mr de Klerk nor Mr Mandela

want to see a repetition of the costly mistakes in Rhodesia.
Eariier this week, Mr Mandela declared: 'We will seize the earliest

opportunity of settiing our problems through peaceful means.' The forthcoming
ANC meeting with President de Klerk provides an opportunity earlier than

many observers had expected.
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Mr Mandela struts his stuff
3 May 1994, Michael Holmnn and Patti Waldmeir

The world's sprightliest septuagenarian strutted his stuff across the stage

and into history last night.
Mr Nelson Mandela, glowing with the energy that comes from victory, led

the joyous high-stepping celebration of black South Africa's emancipation from
apartheid.

It began in the ballroom of a Johannesburg city hotel bedecked with bunting
and balloons in the black, green and gold of the African National Congress. By
mid-evening it had spread through the exuberant black townships.

'Free at last, free at last, thank God free at last,' declared South Africa's
next president, in the immortal words of Martin Luther King.

The famous phrase rang across South Africa and around the world as the

75-year-old Mr Mandela reached the final, triumphal summit of a joumey that
began when he was a young advocate, and has taken him via Robben Island's
cells to leadership of his country.

Mr Mandela's declaration of victory included graceful acceptance of
departing President F. W. de Klerk's declaration of defeat but had a steely

undertone of single-minded dedication to his goal.
'I stand before you humbled by your courage, with a heart full of love for all

of you,'he said.
'Tomorrow the entire ANC leadership and I will be back at our desks,

rolling up our sleeves to begin tackling the problerns our country faces . . . let's
get South Africa working. This means creating jobs, building houses, providing
education and bringing peace and security for all.'

Behind Mr Mandela the ranks of the ANC choir broke into song, the packed

audience joined in and the dancing began. Mr Mandela's elbows sawed the air.

The former boxer, moving like a cross between Mohammed Ali and Michael
Jackson, led the dancing on a night to remember.

From the stage came the resonant baritone of ex-president Kenneth Kaunda
of Zarrbia, whose country paid such a high price for its role as ANC
headquarters and who was an honoured guest.

On the dance floor the audience contained almost as many whites, coloureds

and Indians as blacks.
Groups in the hall began the toyi-toyi, the universal dance of black South

Africa - knees raised high, a sort of dancing on the spot, once performed at the

barricades of Soweto and black townships around the land but last night an

exuberant celebration of the new South Africa.
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Mandela ends journey from prison to power
t0 May lgg4, Michael Holman and. Parti Waldmeir

Mr Nelson Mandela yesterday completed his journey from prison to the
presidency when South Africa's newly elected parliament chose him as the
country's first black head of state.

The characteristic sounds and symbols of Africa echoed through the
legisiative chamber. Women ululated with joy from the African National
Congress benches and a traditional Thembu praise singer, clad in skins and
beads, chanted the new president's honour. Erstwhile rivals embraced and
apartheid's former defenders saluted their new chief. Men and women
convicted of treason swore an oath of loyalty to the new state.

Mr Mandela stood hand on heart as a military band played 'Die Stem' (The
Voice), anthem of apartheid South Africa. A white poiiceman saluted as the
same band played the liberation hymn,'Nkosi sikelel'i Afrika'(God bless

Africa). Both are now official anthems.
Mr Ronnie Kasrils, newly elected ANC member of parliament once known

as the scariet pimpernel for his efforts to elude the law, spoke for many when
he said of the spectacle: 'I have to keep pinching myself.' Shares on the
Johannesburg Stock Exchange rose 2.5 per cent as political euphoria dominated
market sentiment.

For the day at least, oid enmities were set aside. Mr Mandela appeared
delighted to spot Inkatha leader Chief Mangosuthu Buthelezi rn the chamber,
and crossed the floor to embrace him. He also went out of his way to greet
General Constand Viljoen, leader of the rightwing Freedom Front, and Pan
Africanist Congress leader Mr Clarence Makwethu.

The government of national unity neared completion with the
announcement of six ministers from the outgoing National party government.
Mr Pik Botha, former foreign minister, becomes minister of mineral and energy
affairs, Mr Roelf Meyer, chief constitutional negotiator, was named minister of
provincial affairs and constitutional development, and Mr Dawie de Villiers,
Cape NP leader, was appointed minister of environment.

Mr Mandeia made his first public address as president from the spot where
in February 1990 he spoke after his release from 27 years in jail. He told
thousands outside Cape Town city hali: 'Today we are entering a new era.
Today we celebrate not the victory of a party but a victory for all the people of
South Africa.

'We place our vision of a new constitutional order on the table not as

conquerors, prescribing to the conquered. We speak as fellow citizens to heal
the wounds of the past with the intent of constructing a new order based on
justice for all. Mr Mandeia pledged a social order 'which respects compietely
the culture , language and religious rights of all sections of our society and the
fundamentai rights of the individual'.
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A continent at stake
Introduction to the Financial Times Africa Survey, September 1993.

Not since the end of colonial rule, some three decades ago, has Africa been
gripped by such a fundamental struggle. At stake is the fate of a continent
battling for economic recovery against mounting odds.

Over the past handful of years, the o1d order has coliapsed, or is on its last
legs. Apartheid has crumbled. Dictators have been overthrown, democracy
sought, and state-controlled economies have succumbed to the market.

As the world itself changed, African presidents lost the patronage of
Moscow and Washington, and donors demanded 'good governance' from
previously tolerated corrupt or mismanaged regimes.

From Lagos to Lusaka, the mood of the continent has altered dramatically
as Africa has entered a new era. Africans have fewer inhibitions about
criticising their governments, and they speak out more confidently for human
rights and against comrption.

Above all, they debate what is critical to their future: structurai adjustment -
as powerful in its impact as any ideology the countries of sub-Saharan Africa
have adopted. Drawn up by the World Bank, endorsed by other official donors
and the [MF, criticised by many non-government organisations, and often
bitterly attacked within the region itself, it shapes the iives of more than 600m
Africans.

Yet some 10 years after its inception, the results are modest. As articles
elsewhere in this survey suggest, the business environment in Africa has
changed for the better. But in its crucial forthcoming review of adjustment in
Africa, provisionally entitled Progress, Payoffs and Chatlenges, the Bank is
expected to warn that progress falls short of expectations.

Implementation by governments has been weak, the obstacles formidable,
the time required longer than expected, the results modest, and elements of the
programme flawed.

The report is guarded in its conclusions. But the insights it provides,
together with the experiences of FZ writers on the ground, point to a sombre
conclusion: structural adjustment, while essential to Africa's recovery, is not
sufficient. The African crisis is outpacing efforts to resolve it.

For millions in the region, the new era is associated with pain. Factories
have been closed, food subsidies eiiminated, sociai services cut, as governments
seek to live within their means. The poor are the first to suffer. 'Structural
maladjustment is even more painful than adjustment,' observes Dr Kwesi
Botchwey, Ghana's long-serving finance minister. He is sympathetic to their
plight, but that is scant comfort.

Even in the most successful of the 30 or so countries in various stages of
slructural adjustment, relief is modest and the road ahead long and arduous.

At present growth rates (5 per cent for GDP, 3 per cent for population) it
wouid take 20 years for Ghana to join the ranks of lower middle-income
countries. The less successful have ionger to wait: 'With today's poor policies it
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will be 40 years before the region returns to its per capita income of the mid
70s', says a Bank official.

In the meantime, Africa is being left far behind by countries which have
made better use of their resources and compete more vigorously for capital.

In 1965, Indonesia's GDP per capita was lower than Nigeria's. Today, it is
three times higher. Thailand's income per head in 1965 was lower than
Ghana's now it is one of the fastest growing economies in the world.

Equally striking is Africa's declining share of developing-country exports of
food and agricultural products. It halved between 1970 and 1990 (from 17 to 8
per cent) with Asia increasing its market share.

'Can Africa's decline be reversed?' asked the Bank in its last important
study of the continent's plight: 'The simple answer is yes. It can be and it must
be. The alternative is too ghastly to contemplate.' Four years later, the region
remains racked by disease, disaster and debt: the question becomes more
compelling, the alternative creeps closer. The Bank's hopes, back in 1989, that
African economies could grow at a rate of 4 to 5 per cent proved optimistic.
Growth has been barely half that, well below the region's 3.2 per cent annual
rise in population.

Today, more people in Africa are poorer, and more children are dying.
Other signs of stress are apparent, beginning with the distressing list of
countries that have effectively ceased to function as modern nation states: Zure,
Somalia, Liberia, Sudan, Angola. Hopes raised by the end of the war in
Ethiopia, the peace agreement in Mozambique, and a fragile peace pact in
Liberia, are offset by renewed civil war in Angola and Nigeria's steady decline,
and strife in Sierra Leone and Rwanda.

Former 'success' stories and 'role models' in the 1970s have since become

cautionary tales. Kenya struggles to implement economic reforms which erode

the patronage on which the ruling Kanu party has been so dependent. Cote

d'Ivoire moves deeper into difficulties that cannot be addressed until the CFA
franc is devalued, an obstacle that holds up effective economic reform in the
13-member CFA bloc.

The collapse of the settlement in Angola and continuing violence in South
Africa raise doubts about whether, in the short term at least, southern Africa
can be the engine-room for regional growth.

Most disturbing of all, perhaps, is the concern that Africa no longer has the
adequate institutional capacity to help itself. The technological gap between

Africa and the world has widened, and the continent's management is weak.

Many schools and universities are without teaching materials. Civil services

have been neglected or politicised. The integrity of the judiciary has been

eroded.
Meanwhile, Aids takes its terrible toll. More than half of the world's 15m

sufferers are in Africa. The virus has already killed about 1.2m Africans.
An estimated 14m will be infected by 2000 many are from the skilled urban

class on which the implementation of reform greatly depends.
Hopes that the emergence of multi-party politics would prove a simple

stepping stone to good governance have proved premature. Opposition parties
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have turned out to be weak, fractious and susceptible to patronage, owing more

to ethnicity than poiicy for their support.
For the industrialised world, the will to help may emerge only when an

aiiing Africa is seen as a threat to self-interest, in the form of immigration to
southern Europe, or a rise in Moslem extremism, growth in drug-trafficking or
health risks posed by a continent that cannot be ring-fenced or when it is

stimulated by the loss of flora and fauna with medicinal value, or
environmental concerns.

Self-interest or humanitarian imperative, Unicefs poignant warning is

timeiy: 'The abandonment of hopes for the continent would mean the writing
off of the talents, aspirations and potential of one eighth of mankind, both now

and far into the next century.' From Africa must come a new generation of
leaders, committed to reform, and tapping the same spirit that brought freedom

30 years ago. Angered by the failures of comrpt and autocratic leaders,

frustrated by economic policies that did not deliver, impatient to recover their
lost civil rights, and worn out by wars, Africa's people are striving for a fresh

start.

110



Reporting Africa II

Between reform and more decline
l3 August 1990

Liberia's slide from dictatorship to anarchy is terrible, even by the standards

of a continent used to upheaval. But far from being an aberration, Liberia could
prove to be just the first of several states to collapse under the weight of
economic mismanagement and ethnic tensions, compounded by policy failures
on the part of the superpowers and aid donors.

Other wars in sub-Saharan Africa highlight the continent's fragility:
Angola, Mozambique, Sudan, Somalia and Ethiopia are torn by conJlict.
Uganda has yet to recover from Idi Amin. Chad and Libya may again come to
blows.

Senegal and Mauritania keep an uneasy peace.

Almost wherever one looks, from Angola to Zambia, from Mali to
Mozambique, the ossified political structures of post-independence Africa are

cracking.
From across the continent come calls - endorsed by western governments,

aid donors and lending institutions - for a multi-party system. Political
adjustment is catching up with the economic adjustment programmes being
introduced. But the cry for democracy is as much a moan of pain caused by the
economic failures over three decades of independence, and Africa is dehcately
poised between reform and further decline.

'Good governance' - the World Bank's term for beffer management and
democracy - is essential to recovery from disaster. But it will not be the engine
of growth for a debilitated continent.

The causes of the upheaval are complex. The most frequent expianation
invariably couples the renewed search for freedom in Africa with the revolution
in eastern Europe.

'The wind blowing from Europe has begun to sweep Africa. We should not
moan over it, we should even rejoice over it,' as President Mitterrand put it in a
recent speech.

France, like Britain and the US, is encouraging the process by linking aid to
democracy. 'France will link its contributions to efforts designed to lead to
greater . . . democrac!,' Mr Mitterrand told African leaders at the francophone
summit last June.

Even the Organisation of African Unity, that club of autocrats so tolerant of
each others failings, last month conceded that it was necessary 'to democratise
further our societies and consolidate democratic institutions.' But there are

more important influences than eastern Europe that are driving Africans to the
barricades.

France is reappraising its relationship with francophone Africa. The
superpower rapprochement has reverberations in southern Africa and the Horn
of Africa in particular, as well as leaving several African leaders anxious about
their dwindling foreign patronage.

Aid-dependent regimes have become uneasy as the World Bank and
increasing numbers of western governments have moved towards demanding
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political reform as a condition of aid. South Africa's search for a constitution
which accommodates the aspirations of the majority, while coping with the

fears of minorities, is gripping the attention of the rest of Africa. Above ali, a

decade or more of sharp economic decline has made impoverished citizens
throughout the continent angry with their rulers, and impatient to find leaders

with alternatives.
Certainly, eastern Europe's revolution encouraged opposition movements. It

further undermined belief in centrally controlled economic systems - though the

examples of Tanzania and Zambia had already done that. And as regimes in
East Germany and elsewhere collapsed, the governments in Angola,
Mozambique and Ethiopia lost reliable allies.

(South Africa is sai generis. Government officials there acknowledge a two-
fold impact which proved decisive in persuading President FW de Klerk to
embark on radical change. The spectacle of mass demonstrations against elitist
governments evoked the worst white South African nightmare. And the

coliapse of communism as an ideology encouraged Pretoria in the belief that it
was safe to unban the South African Communist Party).

But there are critical differences between the experience of eastern Europe

and the process under way in Africa which limits the appropriateness of any

comparison. The former has an industrial proletariat with considerably more

muscle than that of the peasants in Africa's predominantly agriculturai
economies. Essential to the success of the eastern European revolution was the

fact that the region's metropolitan power - the Soviet Union - was preoccupied

by its own domestic crisis, and made clear it would not intervene.
For Africa, this process took place two to three decades ago, when Beigium,

France, Britain and Portugal decided that the price of the colonial relationship
was too high.

Post-independence Africa then enjoyed a brief period of democracy, before

voters discovered that the district commissioner had been replaced by the party

apparatchik, and the parastatal bureaucrat. The latter are proving far more

difficult to dislodge.
Alone among the colonising powers, France has kept up a willingness to

intervene militarily and financialiy if a former colonial prot6g6 is in trouble.
This willingness may now be in doubt, a factor that will prove far more

significant to political change in francophone Africa than anything that
happened in eastern Europe.

Although France retains an exfiaordinary historical and cultural link with
Africa, it is finding the financial responsibilities of underwriting the CFA franc
increasingiy onerous.

The CFA Franc, the common currency used by France's 13 former colonies,

has been pegged to the French franc at a rate of 50 to one since 1948. It proved

of mutual benefit for a while but is now becoming a financial burden which is

pushing France into a reassessment of its African ties.
France is also giving notice that its military involvement in Africa may be

more limited than in the past. Mr Mitterrand again: 'Our role . . is not to
intervene in your internal conflicts. In that case France, in agreement with
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(African) leaders, will watch over the protection of its citizens but it does not

intend to arbitrate the conflicts.' The prospect of losing the military umbrella -

some 9,000 French ffoops are based in francophone Africa - is as disconcerting
to current leaders as it is encouraging to their opponents.

The impact of the supelpower rapprochement is still being felt. The obvious

benefit has been Namibia's independence, and the boost given to the peace

process in South Africa.
As Namibia begins independence with a multi-party constitution, and the

world demands the same from South Africa, opposition leaders in the region

are asking: Why not us? But d6tente has implications beyond southern Africa.
Aid and security has long been linked. As Africa ceases to provide cockpits

for superpower conflicts by proxy, so aid to certain countries will decline.

It has already in Somalia. Leaders of countries such as Zare, who adroitly
played on tensions between Washington and Moscow to bid up aid levels, are

now geffing less support, while their opponents receive a sympathetic hearing.

The rapprochement has also left a potentially dangerous power vacuum. In
the Horn, this could well be filled by Israel - which is almost certainly

supplying arms to Ethiopia's president, Mengistu Haile Mariam - or one or

more of the Arab states. This would exacerbate, rather than resolve the

conflicts.
Last November, the World Bank added another element to the pressure on

African governments. In the most searching examination of Africa's problems

ever published by the Bank, the continent's largest donor called on leaders to

become 'more accountable to their peoples.' 'Many governments are wracked

by cormption and are increasingly unable to command the confidence of the-

population,' said the Bank, warning that without democratic reforms, many

countries structural adjustment programmes will fail and external aid will fall.
Most African governments are resigned to the prospect that in future, aid

will have political as well as economic conditions attached. Neither the Bank

nor govemments such as the US and Britain which have endorsed this

approach, have so far drawn up formal political criteria.
But on such a list would be issues ranging from the state of the local press to

whether a recipient is a one- or multi-party state.

One of the first countries to face such a test has been Kenya, where

opposition leaders have been detained and President Daniel arap Moi has

entrenched the authoritarian ruling party. During last month's unrest,

Washington made clear that aid flows could be reduced if reforms did not take

place. Britain issued a similar message, sotto voce.
Whatever the roots of the African umest, one thing is clear. Despite World

Bank supported economic reform progmmmes adopted in varying degree by

about two-thirds of sub-Saharan Africa, the continent remains in deep

economic crisis.
The Bank's report on Africa pointed out that the region's economies must

grow by at least 4 per cent to 5 per cent annually for a 'modestr improvement in
living standards. This target requires a 4 per cent a year increase in real terms

of official development assistance, together with further extemal debt relief. It
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represents a gross Overseas Development Agency requirement of $22bn a year
at 1990 prices by 2000, the Bank estimates.

Many economists believe this underestimates Africa's needs but even this
comparatively cautious goal may be hard to attain.

Donor fatigue has set in since the 1980s, when the high point of compassion
was Band Aid in 1984. Nor are aid flows helped by the spectacle of the Worid
Bank and the Economic Commission for Africa, the UN body that acts as the
continent's think tank, quarrelling over the type of medicine the patient needs.

There are growing doubts that the Bank's'model patients' are, in fact,
going to recover after seven years of external assistance running at an annual
rate of about $500m, Ghana, for example, is still a long way from passing the
key test: can growth be sustained without substantial aid? And even if the
patient pulls through, will there be sufficient external support for the 40 or
more sub-Saharan countries that need varying degrees of help? It seems
unlikely. Private investment is negligible, and the aid needs of eastern Europe
overshadow Africa's. Meanwhile, the voice of the Africa lobby carries less and
less weight.

Africa now beckons neither high-flying diplomat nor thrusting
businessman.

Pretoria and perhaps Lagos rate highly. But the biggest career lure comes
from Asia, Europe, and the US. Businessmen note that Africa's share of world
trade has fallen in the past 30 years from 3 per cent to 2.5 per cent. They say
that investing in south Asia costs roughly half as much as investing in Africa,
and produces many times the return.

Africa, almost as impoverished today as it was 30 years ago, but now
burdened by a $135bn external debt that equals the continent's GNP, will
probably get poorer.

More will feel the pain as the years go by.Africa's population is expected to
double to about 1bn over the next 20 years, unless fertility rates drop - or AIDS
wreaks the havoc that some observers fear.

Africa's marginalisation is not just its own affair. In an interdependent
world, all places are vulnerable to each other's misfornrnes.

African deforestation may contribute to global warming plants which could
provide important genetic material for crop or medical research may be lost
diseases such as AIDS know no boundaries Muslim exffemism in Africa. a
potentially destabilising issue in Nigeria, could pose a new terrorist threat.

These may seem to be problems that can be addressed in the fullness of
time.

But the 'multi-party' signals from Africa should be treated with caution: the
continent may not be waving, but drowning, with more than Liberia soon to go
under.
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Step aheado leap back
2 November l99I

Africa marked the end of an era this week. The west abandoned Zaire to tts
fate, severing links forged in the Cold War. Almost simultaneously,

neighbouringZarrtbiabegan what optimists hope will prove to be Africa's trail-
blazing transition to democracy, as voters enjoyed a choice between parties for
the first time in 20 years.

African leaders will be pondering their futures as they look on these two

poles of the African crisis: revolution and reform.
While troops from France and Belgium prepared to pull out of Kinshasa this

week, ignoring pleas from opposition ieaders that they should stay, outside

observers were arriving in Lusaka to scrutinise Zambia's first multi-party
election in two decades.

Two authoritarian leaders, one brutal and the other benign, their careers

spanning a quarter of a century, battled for political life in the face of the new

realities that are forcing change on the continent.
The end of the Cold War, the collapse of communism in the Soviet Union

and eastern Europe, Africa's dismal post-independence tecord, and the search

for economic recovery have driven electorates across Africa to the barricades

and the ballot box.
African dictators such as Zake's Mobutu can no longer shelter beneath

supelpower umbrellas, skilfully exploiting tensions between Moscow and

Washington. They find themselves having to choose befween making a las!-

ditch stand, deserted by their erstwhile allies, and putting their popularity to the

test in multi-pafty elections, as demanded by their electorates and international

aid donors.
The Zambian example, some diplomats believe, could give impetus to the

democratisation of Africa. A stable handover from the reign of Kenneth

Kaunda to his presidential rival, Frederick Chiluba, could encourage the

delicate peace processes in Mozambique and Angola, where parties that have

ruled since independence have been forced to concede multi-party elections.

Zambia's change of government at the ballot box could also sen'e as a

precedent for advocates of multi-parry democracy inZimbabwe and Malawi.
Even further afieid, in countries such as Kenya, where President Daniel arap

Moi clings to a one-party system, Zarrtbia's example could prove salutary.

But that may be only part of the picture, and a rose-tinted view. There is

another, more cautious assessment of events in Zambia. And developments

there could be eclipsed by the looming anarchy in, and international

indifference towards, Zaie.
Although the Zambian elections have so far gone remarkably smoothly,

African leaders pondering a similar process may justifiably suggest that the real

test of Africa's new wind of change is yet to come.

The point the optimists have to answer is: how much of a structural change

has really taken place, even in countries which have apparently moved towards

multi-party democracy? Most African states won independence on the basis of a
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democratic constitution. But the various checks and balances - such as an
independent judiciary, a bill of rights, and the authority of parliament or
national assembly - were soon be dismantled, by military coup or diktat.

There is, say the sceptics, nothing rnZambia's new constitution that can in
itself prevent an authoritarian government re-emerging. Ethnic and regional
rivalries will return, they warn, to provide the rationale for a one-party srare
once more.

Optimists and sceptics agree, however, that Africa's fragile democratic
process needs a healthy environment in which to take root. It is here that
anxiety about Zarre and the west's role may overshadow the cautious optimism
that has greeted developments in Zambia.

Zave's seemingly inevitable slide into chaos threatens destabilisation at the
heart of Africa. Conceivably this could have been avoided if Washington,
helped by its allies, had convened a peace conference, as the US did for
Ethiopia earlier this year.

It is difficult to imagine, for example, a flourishing zambtan copperbelt -
source of over 90 per cent of the country's export earnings - if there is a repeat
of past secessionist insurrections in Zaire's Shaba province just across the
border. Similarly Uganda's search for recovery will grow more intractable if
zatre' s neighbouring eastern province becomes ungovemable.

Nine African states are contiguous with Zaire and exposed to its malaise.
What most worries African diplomats is the sense of a power vacuum on the

continent. 'Of course the end of the Cold war brings us benefits,' says one.
'But it is aiso contributing to our marginalisation in world affairs.
Instead of superpower rivalry, we could have superpower indifference.'

Adds a west African observer: ''We've got disintegrating states such as I.iberia,
Somalia, Sudan and now Zaire, and the supelpowers seem hardly to care. The
United Nations stands aside, and the Organisation of African Unity doesn't
have the resources.' Thus it may well be that Zanre's decline into
ungovernability - 'Liberia writ large,' as one African diplomat puts it - wilt in
the months ahead outweigh the good news from Lusaka. If so, the decision by
the US, France and Belgium to jettison President Mobutu while making littie if
any attempt to filI the resulting power vacuum may prove a traglc landmark for
Africa.

In many ways Mr Mobutu is a creature of the west who thrived during the
Cold War. Post-colonial military intervention began soon after Zure, s

independence from Belgium in 1960, when an army mutiny prompted Brussels
to send soldiers to protect and evacuate Belgian nationals. IIN troops followed,
after a provincial rebellion against central government. In the further
turbulence that followed, foreign troops and US arms were vital in defeating
other rebellions, notably in mineral-rich Katanga, now Shaba.

When President Mobutu took over in 1965 he did so with the coverr backing
of the US Central Intelligence Agency, which considered him a force for
regional stability and a bulwark against communism.

For the next 26 years, Mr Mobutu skilfully piayed on western concerns
about the communist threat to Africa, seen then as a vital source of strategic
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minerals. The takeover of Angola by the overtly Marxist MPLA movement

1975, with the assistance of Cuban froops and Soviet arms, increased

Mobufu's importance in the eyes of the west.

In the late 1970s and early 1980s Washington increased its assistance to

President Mobutu in retum for being allowed to build an airbase to supply arms

secretly to Unita rebels in Angola. Since !962, the US has given Zaite $960m

in aid.
Western assistance to Mr Mobutu has taken other forms. Throughout the

1980s, Washington and Paris used their influence to press for debt

reschedulings and assistance from the International Monetary Fund and World

Bank, despite evidence of widespread comrption and Zaire's persistent failure

to make promised economic reforms.

All this timeZaire was being run as Mr Mobutu's fiefdom, enriching him

and impoverishing the country's 35m people. Only in the late 1980s did the

west began to distance itself from Mr Mobutu, who was becoming an

embarrassing relic of the Cold War.
The countries that helped Mr Mobutu retain office are today being

beseeched by Zair:e's opposition parties to send troops back as peace keepers,

while the politicians attempt to resolve the counbry's seemingly endemic crisis.

So far they have been turned down. Historians may well look back on a

week in which Zarnbia took a modest step forward in Africa's recovery, but

Zatre took a giant leap back.

in
Mr
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Long snakes and short ladders
I5 March 1994

Unseen hands play Snakes and Ladders across sub-Saharan Africa.
Democracy fitfully emerges in South Africa, is denied in Nigeria. Civil war
revives in Angola, Zaire slides towards anarchy, a fragile peace pact holds in
Mozambique.

News is as unpredictable as the throw of the dice. Snakes marked Drought,
Comrption or Civil War writhe across the board ladders appear as Debt
Rescheduled or World Bank Loan. Short ladders, long snakes. and loaded
dice.

As the latest World Bank Sub-Saharan Africa report published at the
weekend makes cleat, the destination labelled Recovery remains out of reach. A
decade of structural adjustment, and net aid flows of $170m (f113bn), has
sternmed the region's decline but not iaunched a revival.

'Current growth rates among the best (emphasis added) African performers
are still too low to reduce poverty much in the next two or three decades,'
warns the Bank.

Whoever is to blame, the policy at the heart of relations between Africa and
the west is failing. 'Good governance', the concept which links aid to Africa
with economic reform, human rights and democracy has not got to the heart of
the continent' s predicament.

Admirable in principle, complex in practice, today the policy appears
confused. Increasingly the west is placing responsibiliry for Africa on the
worid Bank, but providing neither adequate mandate nor clear guidance.

Once enslaved, later colonised, and marginalised in the 1980s, the continent
faces a continuing crisis in the 1990s - but with a new dimension. Africa is not
oniy in danger of losing the battle the world is losing interest. The countries
that led the scramble for Africa's resources some 100 years ago are now
disengaging.

'If only the west cared enough to want to recolonise us,' an African
diplomat ruefully observes. 'But we're hardly an attractive proposition.' At one
level, the west continues to respond positively. Sub-Saharan Africa's share of
global aid is up to 38 per cent in 1991 from 17 per cent in I97A.

But the critical iink between economic and political reform is being
neglected, and aid is ineffective.

under the auspices of the world Bank's economic recovery prograrnme,
Africa's governments were expected to cut budget deficits, curb inflation and
monetary growth, introduce competitive exchange rates, reform tariffs and
revive agriculture. The good news, says Mr Kim Jaycox, the Bank's vice-
president for Africa, is that the formula works: 'The six countries that
improved their policies the most (over the period I9g7-91) saw their GDp
growth per capita jump about 2 percentage points per annum between 198i-86
and 1987-91.' The bad news is that this is not nearly enough. The Bank's claim
in a 1989 report that African economies could grow at a rate of 4-5 per cent has
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proved optimistic. Growth has been barely half that, well below the region's 3'2

per cent annual rise in population.
Part of the reason for Africa's failure is made clear in the report.

Implementation of the World Bank structural adjustment reforms has be

en poor, political will lacking, and management resources scarce.

But essential to the success of economic reforms, donors have argued, is a

matching prograrnme of political reform. Transparency, accountability and

democracy are vitai to sustain development, they maintain. The World Bank

report agrees, but it does not address how it can be achieved in practice, or

assess the part political problems have played in Africa's failure to reach

economic targets.
The only reference is to 'a strong social consensus on the need to improve

governance'. Comrption is not mentioned, nor military spending, nor is there

any discussion of a central issue: how to reward reformers, punish laggards.

Yet the experience of Bank representatives across Africa is that this is
precisely the area which needs attention.

'structural adjustment means reducing state patronage,' explains a Bank

official in west Africa. 'Reducing patronage undermines the ruling party.

Unless the president is prepared to risk politicat suicide, there is not enough

I can do to force him down a path of reform, whether it's the big stick or the

big carrot.' The reason for the report's reticence on 'good governance' issues is

not hard to find. The Bank, officials privately point out, is constrained by a

mandate which precludes it from a political role and its mandate is determined

by the directors - 'none of whom wants to rock the boat'.
The board's third world appointees tend to reflect the views of their leaders,

who would be the last to support tougher measures, say their domestic critics.

Developed country directors, may be reluctant to jeopardise commercial or

security interests.
But the misgivings of directors representing the biggest donors about

applying tougher pressure on reluctant African reformers stem from a further,

more understandable concern: the generally poor perfonnance of Africa's

opposition parties.

After the high hopes of the 'new wind of change', the wave of

democratisation that swept through Africa in the late 1980s, opposition parties

have turned out to have most of the weaknesses of the regimes they oppose:

ethnically based, few carefully worked out policy alternatives and likely to be as

comrpt if ever they won office.
'Who can blame us for our reluctance to follow through a policy that could

destabilise Nigeria, with its 80m people and huge problems, and where the

opposition seems as incompetent as the army?' asks an iritated European

diplomat.
The report leaves further questions unanswered. If democracy is essential to

sustained growth - the assumption that underpins the concept of good

governance - how can the position of Ghana, under military government until

1992 but the leading reformer, be explained? As long ago as 1981 the Bank

called for 'a new kind of social compact, an agreement within the world
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community that the struggle against poverty in Africa is a joint concern which
entails responsibilities for both parties'.

World Bank officials and aid workers argue that Africa's need for such a
compact is overwhelming. But until the west renews its interest in Africa,
resolves the anomalies in its policies, and gives the Bank and other donors a
clearer mandate, the compact will remain a pipe dream.
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Medicine too harsh for a frail patient
15 February 1988. This article appeared in an FT supplement marking the

paper' s 1 00th anniversary.

The optimism three decades ago that greeted Ghana's independence,

marking the start of the post-colonial era on the continent, has vanished. It has

been replaced by despair. Debt and drought, dissidents and disease, have left

millions of people in misery.
Where did it go wrong? And how can Africa recover? The sad record of the

independence years, disfigured by over 70 coups, the emergence of military

regimes and authoritarian one-party states, and a steady economic decline,

dominate impressions of contemporary Africa. The colonial era recedes into

history, iess easily recalled. And when it is, the period is often given a

Eurocentric gloss, seen as a time when the colonial powers piayed a 'civilising'

role in the 'dark continent.
From an African perspective, the reality was very different. The colonial

era, and earlier contacts with the West, left scars which mark the continent to

this day. Africa's crisis is deep-rooted, and in those roots lie at least part of the

explanation of some of the problems of today.
When the Financial Times first appeared on the streets of London the

continent's most traumatic experience was only just coming to an end - the

traffic in slaves to the West Indies and the Americas, sometimes described as

Africa's holocaust.
It was, as Basil Davidson writes in his book about the slave ffade, Mother

Africa, the greatest forced migration in the history of man. Between 1650 and

1850, the period when the trade flourished, some 12 m slaves were landed in

the Americas, according to one estimate. It is calculated that 2 m perished on

the journey and 7 m died before embarkation. The experience left African

communities shattered, villages bereft of the able-bodied, and ethnic states and

kingdoms destabilised.
Yet as slavery was coming to an end another traumatic experience was

beginning. In what became known as 'the Scramble for Africa,' Britain,

France, Germany, Portugal, Belgium, Italy and Spain all staked territorial

claims, in the process usually disregarding the boundaries of the indigenous

nation states of Africa and overturning the societies they encountered.

'One of the most serious consequences of European colonisation in Africa,'

writes the historian Ali Mazrui, in his book, The Africans, ohas been the

destruction of Africa's own legitimate institutions and structures of authority''

He continues: 'The initial military triumph of European power over the local

rulers was itself enough of a strain on the historic prestige of indigenous

monarchies and institutions of governance. But that initial European military

triumph was followed by decades of Europeans overlordship, with policies

deliberately calculated to change the nature of Africa's political processes for

ever.' Africa's post=independence failure to develop durable and democratic

political systems and institutions - an important factor behind the continent's
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culTent malaise - is at least in part explained by this upheaval from which the
continent has yet to recover.

But the colonial system left its mark in other ways, not least in the area of
peasant agriculture. As Professor Michael Crowder points out in a recenr essay
on Africa's colonial inheritance, local farmers were often, through taxation,
compulsory crop cultivation, forced labour and requisition, made to produce
'cash crops that the big companies overseas required, even at the risk of
impoverishment of the land and famine.' Colonial government marketing
boards were used as a means of taxing further the potential earnings of the
farmer, Professor Crowder adds, and wryly notes: 'yet critics of the
independent African regimes seem to suggest that this neglect and exploitation
of the farmer was new, rather than a major iegacy of colonial rule.' other
features of the colonial legacy have an impact to this day. Britain cannot be
proud of the fact that Northern Rhodesia became Zambta in 1964 with barely a
dozen university graduates. Belgium's failure to prepare the Congo (now Zatre)
for independence and abrupt departure after 75 years of exploitation helped
plunge the country into chaos from which it has never really recovered.
Portugal's record was no better. Forced in the 1970s to surrender power to
guerrilla movements in Angola and Mozambique, they left behind an illiteracy
rate that exceeded 90 per cent.

Yet for all the burdens and problems inherited from the past, black Africa
was imbued with optimism and enthusiasm as the roll call of independent states
rang out in the 1960s. Kwame Nkrumah, independent Ghana's first leader,
summed up the mood of African leaders, transposed from humble back street
offrces where independence had been plotted, to State House: 'Seek ye first the
political kingdom and the rest shall be added thereto.' Ironically the country
that was once an inspiration to Africa became a symbol of what was to go
wrong. Nkrumah encouraged a personaiity cult, muzzred, the press and
introduced draconian security laws.

An ill-defined, broadly socialist philosophy took Ghana down a disastrous
path of burgeoning state-controlied corporations, prestige projects and
unrealistic schemes for industrialisation. Peasant farmers took second place to
mechanised state farms, and inevitably production of cocoa, the country's vital
export, fell. The same crowds who greeted his accession in 1957 took to the
streets to acclaim Nkrumah's overthrow in 1966.

There were exceptions to the Ghanaian model - among them Kenya, the
Ivory Coast and Botswana. But for the most part Africa's new leaders espoused
unrealistic ambitions and impractical policies, often abetted by Western bankers
who were later to discover that they had lent unwisely, or aid donors who
frequently had their own cofilmercial interests at heart.

Sometimes the vision was pursued with integrity, as in the case of Juiius
Nyerere in Tanzania, who regrouped severai million of his people into socialist
villages for which it was easier to provide social services, but which severely
disrupted traditional agriculture.

t22



Reporting Africa II

Some had high ideals, such as President Kaunda in Zambta. striving for a

'humanistic' society, but failing to reduce his country's unhealthy dependence

on copper and suffering when the price of the mineral slumped in the 1970s.

Others, such as President Mobutu \nZake, merely cloaked the avarice of the

ruling elite with socialist or nationalist rhetoric.
A11, in varying degrees, failed: neglecting or mismanaging the vital

agricultural base, creating inefficient state-owned corporations, cushioning

their growing urban populations with subsidies, discouraging the private sector

and in most cases spending heavily on the very armies that were to oust many

of Africa's civilian leaders.

Few African leaders were equipped to handle a major blow to their

aspirations: the economic buffeting which began in the 1970s as oil prices rose,

prices for Africa's exports fell, and the cost of post-independence external

borrowings became unbearably high as interest rates climbed.
The crisis set in train a profound reappraisal of what had gone wrong' on

the economic front at least, since independence. And appropriately enough, it
was Ghana that was among the frst group of African states, now exceeding 30,

that started taking the medicine prescribed by the two institutions that today

loom large over the continent - the World Bank and the International Monetary

Fund.
A-frica itself belatedly recognised that a false economic start had been made

when in 1980 heads of state drew up the 'Lagos Plan of Action,' the frst
blueprint for reform. But the toughest appraisal came from the World Bank,

which in 1981 produced the first of a series of reports on Africa bluntly setting

out the scale of the continent's predicament. The record of the past two decadeS

was 'grim.' External factors, over which African leaders had no control, had

indeed done severe damage. But the Bank pinpointed shortcomings closer to

home: output of export crops had been stagnating and food production lagged

behind population growth.
The Bank's reports have painted a bleak picture. Death rates on the

continent are the highest in the world, and life expectancy is the lowest.

Nearly a fifth of black Africa's children die by their first birthday.

Barely a quarter of the sub-Saharan Africa's half-billion people have access

to safe water.
If Africa is to recover, the Bank and the IMF have been arguing, its

governments must press ahead with fundamental reforms: devaluation of over-

valued local currencies improved incentives for farmers an overhaul of state-

owned corporations an end to subsidies, including those on foods an end to

most price controls strict limits on government spending. Even self-proclaimed

Mamist states such as Angola and Mozambique are coming under the umbrella

of Western inspired reforms.
Yet this medicine may well prove too harsh for frail patients. Some leaders,

such as President Kaunda, argue that the measures are often inappropriate, the

conditions too inflexible: 'Like a doctor who prescribes quinine, whether you

have malaria, a cold or a broken leg,' Dr Kaunda complains.
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Many observers beiieve that the reform programme is in jeopardy. The main
reason, argues Mr Javier Perez de Cuellar, the IJN Secretary-General, is that
the Western countries who have long urged Africa to change its policies are not
backing the reforms now under way with sufficient additional assistance.

In particular, he says, they have not grasped the largest nettle: the need to
ease the burden of the continent's $ 200 billion external debt (amounting to
almost 54 per cent of black Africa's GDP) by agreeing to concessional rates of
interest.

Economically debilitated, often politically unstable, unable effectively to
chalienge the miiitary and economic muscle that South Africa exercises in its
region, Africa faces a further trauma: Aids (Acquired Immune Deficiency
Syndrome) is now prevalent in several central, southern and east African states,
and it is spreading. Heaith workers fear that 1 m people could die in the next
decade, many from among Africa's skilled urban class - civil servants and
factory workers, miners and politicians - on whom the implementation of
recovery prograrnmes greatiy depends.

It adds up to a mounting tragedy of devastating proportions. Most disturbing
of all, perhaps, is the possibility that Africa no ionger has the adequare
institutional capacity to help itself. The one-party systems and the military
regimes have wrought terrible damage. The civil service has become
subservient to presidential decree and is seldom a source ofindependent advice.
The integrity of the judiciary has been eroded or eliminated. Trade unions have
been emasculated. National assemblies often do little more than act as a rubber
stamp. The poiitical parties that were formed in the fervour of nationalism have
ossified, and for the most part are incapable of inspiring loyalty or galvanising
disillusioned citizens into action. And the post-independence generation of
Africa is cynical, sad and debilitated.

Africa's resilience in the face of its ordeal remains remarkable. The stoical
endurance of its people is extraordinary. But the continent has been generally
ill-served by its presidents and generals. Today's crisis requires more than a
prograrnme of economic reform, new resources and debt relief. It also needs a
new generation of leaders, a fundamental reappraisal of flawed political
institutions, and a revival of the nationalist fervour of 30 years ago if an
African resurgence is to get under way.
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Nigeria: The case of the missing M form
18 June 1982.

We travelled in mini-procession down noisy, bustling Broad Street in the

heart of Lagos, side-stepping huge puddtes left behind after torrential rain, in

pursuit of a missing M form.
This is the story of a search for that vital piece of paper - and five copies -

which any businessman in Nigeria wishing to make a foreign exchange

application must complete and submit to the counfitr/'s Central Bank. It is the

key document which amounts both to permission to import a particular item,

and permission to pay for it in foreign exchange.

The story begins on March 23 when the Central Bank suspended the

opening of letters of credit and processing of M forms as the first step towards

assessing - and reducing - the counfry's level of imports, which were far

outstripping earnings from oil exports. This was followed on April 20 by the

announcement of wide-ranging austerity measures, including import curbs'

hefty import deposits, and the need to revalidate all old M forms.

The full effect of those measures has yet to become clear: the past two

months have been a grace period in which exporters to Nigeria hdve scrambled

to beat the deadline for old orders to be delivered. But the Nigerian intention is

to cut its import bill by one third - from N1.2bn (flbn) to N800m (f660m) a

month. For a major exporter like Britain, that would mean a cut in its annual

export trade of f,500m from last year's f 1.5bn of goods sold to Nigeria.

For Alhaji Mahmud lJmoru, Chairman of Ceramic Manufacturers (Nigeria)

Ltd, the M form change was critical. His N17m plant, in which Jouffrieau

International of France holds 8 per cent of equfy and Netzsch Freres of West

Germany 12 per cent, is due to be commissioned in September'

The plant, which will employ 1,750 people and produce 5,250 tons of

sanitary wares a year, is in the process of installing equipment worth FFr,3Om

(Pounds 3m), imported of course under an M form.
Also required are the raw materials for the plant - including chemicals,

acrylic bath tubes, taps, cisterns and siphons. All these have been ordered from

British companies, are worth just over Pounds Lm and require separate M

forms. Without the rest of the equipment and the raw materials, the plant will

not open as scheduled in September.

So Alhaji lJmoro, an accountant and banker who took a marketing diploma

at Harvard, arranged through the Kano Branch of the Societe Generale bank

(SGB) to resubmit his forms, in compliance with the new regulations' This was

in late April. By the beginning of June Alhaji Umoro was getting worried' He

had heard nothing further. Time was running out. So on June 8 he flew the 750

miles from Kano, in the north of Nigeria to Lagos to investigate the matter

personally.
His first stop was the Broad Street

forms had indeed been sent on to the
been heard.

branch of SGB. Yes, he was told, the

Central Bank but nothing further had
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From SGB Alhaji Umoro dropped in on the offrces of the Manufacfurers
Association of Nigeria, on whose board.he sits. Its director, Dr Eleazu, gave an
account of the difficuities many manufacturers were facing.

'The measures were well-intentioned,' he said, 'but there have been
difficuities in implementing them.' The Central Bank, he went on. was
seriousiy short of skilled staff and had had difficulry coping with the old
system. 'Yet the new one is even more complex.' Delays in M form processing
are forcing some firms either to close for lack of raw materials or to go on to
short-time working. Dunlop Nigeria, for example, is critically short of carbon
black, an essential import for its tyre plant.

'The bank,' said Dr Eleazu, 'is inundated by Form M applications and it
seems that anything for over N500,000 is shelved.' Further, the new import
duties announced in the austerity package had some serious anomalies.

Raleigh Industries, which manufactures bicycles requiring some imported
components, but with a 65 per cent local value added, was harder hit than firms
which assembled CKD bicycle kits.

It should be said, however, that some observers believe the bank is making
considerable efforts. 'obviously there are going to be teething problems,' said
one experienced businessman, 'but from the Governor downward,s the bank is
trying to put its house in order.' Meanwhile, Dr Eleazu did his best for Alhaji
Umoru. He rang Mr Nwarache, director of exchange control at the Central
Bank, and made an appointment So Alhaji Umoru and I set off from the Unity
House offices of the manufacturers' association into the cacophony of steamy
Lagos, dodging the yellow taxis and threading our way between the street
vendors.

The first stop was the main Central Bank building in Saka Tinubu Square.
wrong place, it transpired. onwards. A bank messenger was de.legated to

escort us, for Alhaji Umoru, who seemed to know every other person in the
street, is what one would call here 'a big ogd - i.e. a man of influence and
substance.

we made our way along Broad street: first the messenger, then the oga,
elegant Northern robes flowing, followed by your correspondent, equipped with
a green and white umbrella carrying a picture of the national football team, the
Green Eagles, and a notebook.

On the eighth floor of Mandilas House we were ushered into the office not
of Mr Nwarache, but a senior manager in the 'comprehensive impon
supervision scheme, exchange control department.' He listened patiently as
Alhaji Umoru explained his predicament. He had some comfort to offer. The M
form covering the import of plant and equipment remained valid - as the new
regulations he read out made clear - for it involved a project already under way.

As for the M forms applying for foreign exchange for raw materials: when
was it sent to the bank? Late April, was the repiy - perhaps, Alhaji Umoru said
hopefuily, it lay in the very pile on the desk in front of him.

The official, a model of patience whose phone rang cgngtantly with callers
asking about M forms, made two observations,

:l
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If it had been submitted in late April it would not be in the pile - those

forms were dated May. 'But we sometimes find that banks tell their customers

that they sent the form off weeks ago, but in fact they have only just got round

to it - and we are blamed for the delay.' He smiled sadly.

No doubt, said the official, SGB had acted promptly in this case. But if
Alhaji could return to his bank and get the date of submission, it would be

easier to trace the form M at the Central Bank.
And so Alhaji Umoru and I set off for SGB. The appropriate staff member,

alas, was 'not on seat' - he was at lunch. But we were directed to the man who

safeguarded the ledger in which all M form transactions were recorded.

A lengthy search ensued. No record of the M form. 'There was great

confusion in April,' said an embarrassed official by way of explanation.

And while the search continued he told us that the Central Bank appeared to

be giving priority to applications for raw materials. 'We have N100m

outstanding in other categories, and we're only a srriall bank.' The forms

submitted by Ceramic Manufacturers could not be found. We had reached the

end of the road. 'In future,' suggested the official, 'we think you should arrange

for form M to be delivered directly to us, and not through our branch.' This is

easier said than done. Communications between Lagos and Kano are poor.

Telex and phone links usually do not work, and mail can take weeks.

So if Alhaji Umoru has essential business in Lagos he has to make the

journey himself - costing N155 for the return ticket, N208 a day for hotei,

meals and car hire.
Alhaji Umoru, who in the course of the day has never raised his voice in

anger or frustration, makes one observation: 'The delay costs us money. TO

recover this we have to charge higher prices for our products - and this is one of
the reasons locally made goods can be more expensive than their imported or

smuggled counterparts.' It also means that Alhaji Umoru has to start all over

again. He has no alternative but to submit fresh M forms - which will, if he is

fortunate, take some six weeks before they re-emerge from the Central Bank.

The raw materials for his plant will almost certainly not arrive in time and its

opening will be delayed.
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Nigeria: Adrift, divided, and indebted
Introduction to tLte FT Nigeria sutney, 26 May 1995

Polarised by its politics and plundered by its leaders, Nigeria is gripped by
its most serious crisis since Biafra, under its weakest government since
independence in 1960.

Once again, its military leaders have promised to re-introduce a lapsed
economic reform programme and return the country to civilian rule.

Once again, the World Bank and the International Monetary Fund (IMF),
and Nigeria's creditors and trading partners, are asking themselves whether the
soldiers really mean it.

Military regimes have run Nigeria for all but 10 of the 35 post-independence
years, and the figures speak for themselves.

After 25 years of oil exports worth more than $210bn, the country's per
capita income of $320 is no higher than it was before the oil boom, and its
external debt has reached $37bn, including arrears.

The country's name has been tarnished by business scams and comrption,
its citizens are accused by the US of playing an increasing role in the world's
drugs trade, while its leaders cling to the delusion that Nigeria deserves a
perrnanent seat on the UN Security Council.

over the past 18 months, two events in particular may have tipped the
balance between recovery and decline: the annulment in June 1993 of the
presidential election, and the 1994 budget that foliowed a few months later.
The one dashed hopes for democracy, and the other reversed an already
faltering structural adjustment programme.

Few Nigerians had any confidence that when General Sani Abacha seized
power in November 1993, he would fulfil his promise of a return to civilian
rule. Such credibiiity as the military enjoyed had been shattered in June when
General Ibrahim Babangida, in power since 1985, rejected the poll for no good
reason before stepping down and leaving control in the hands of an interim
military council. so far their scepticism has been proved correct.

The man who won the election that should have marked a return to civilian
rule, Chief Moshood Abiola, is in detention, and seriousiy ill. The yoruba
people of the west, who formed the bedrock of his support, are alienated and
angry, deprived - as they see it - of the presidency by the Hausa-Fulani north,
and its allies in the arrny.

In the crackdown that preceded and followed Chief Abiola's arrest last June,
several newspapers have been closed, civil rights campaigners harassed and
detained, and leading opposition politicians have gone into exile.

A coup in the making led to the arrest last March of some 150 suspects, and
among the 30 or so still in detention or under house arrest is retired General
Olusegun Obasanjo, Nigeria's leader from 1976 to 7979.

A government-sponsored constitutional conference was supposed to come
up with a revised constitution and a new date for elections. Under pressure
from the regime, it abandoned. its target of a return to civilian rule in 1996, and
so far General Abacha has refused to set a new date. Having reneged on
t28



Reporting Africa II

democracy, he may be making more headway on the economic front, although
most observers are sceptical.

It began with an extraordinary New Year's Eve visit to washington, when a

Nigerian delegation led by finance minister Anthony Ani arrived at the World
Bank.

Bank staff, delighted and relieved that their largest client in Africa was
apparently returning to the adjustment fold, gave up their weekend to help
prepare the 1995 budget.

The result was a remarkable U-turn. In the New Year address that followed
a fortnight later, General Abacha re-introduced a market-driven exchange rate -
abandoned a year earlier in favour of an allocation system - relaxed foreign
exchange controls, and announced government's intention to repeal a decree
which restricts foreign ownership of Nigerian companies to between 40 and 60
per cent.

In theory at least, unaudited special oil accounts, ostensibly intended for
designated projects but almost certainly used improperly, are now under
Central Bank supervision, while oil receipts are being more closely monitored.

Together with last year's increase in domestic fuel prices, which
substantially reduced a subsidy that encouraged smuggling to Nigeria's
neighbours on a huge scale, these measures have proved enough to allow
negotiations on a medium-tenn prograrnme with the Bank and the Fund to
resume.

It is still well short of what an agreement will require, however. Interest
rates are capped at 2I per cent, half the rate of inflation, and the govemmegt
has kept an official rate of N22 to the dollar - the market rate is around N80.

The official rate is intended mainly for debt servicing, but it is almost
certainly being used for a wide range of non-essential services and purchases,
mainly by the arrny.

An agreement is unlikely until these two issues are resolved, and even then,
Nigeria has to establish a track record. This alone makes it unlikely that a

formal IMF deal will be in place before next year, but in lhe meantime the
government has undermined the impression of willingness to reform.

To the astonishment and dismay of the World Bank and western
governments, the Nigerian authorities gave notice of their intention to reclaim
a strategic stake in the country's four leading commercial banks.

Most observers believe that the motive is not, as officials claim, the need to
ensure the probity and sound management of the main banks, a task for which
the military regime is singularly unqualified. It stems, they suspect, from a
reluctance to let go of the reins of economic power, for with that power goes
patronage.

Should government go ahead in the face of public warnings from the World
Bank and other creditors, the reform prograrnme could well collapse.

Where General Abacha stands on this and other issues is difficult to
determine: 'There is a battle for the mind of Abacha,' says one observer.

Gone are the days, however. when economic criteria alone could determine
the resumption of normal relations with the World Bank and the IMF.
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The emergence of a pro-democracy lobby on Nigeria in the US adds a

further condition. Led by the Washington-based TransAfrica pressure group

which cut its teeth on the anti-apartheid campaign, and supported by President

Nelson Mandela of South Africa, this lobby is insisting that political and

economic reform must go hand in hand.
Whether General Abacha, a member of the military government since 1983,

can meet these terms is questionable.

From his presidential redoubt in Abuja, the federal capital, he presides over

what by all accounts is less a modem government than a medieval court.
Supplicants and sycophants compete for attention with diplomats and

executives, who carefully note who attends the general, who seerns in favour,

who is in disgrace, and who has his ear.

More often than not, they face lengthy waits, sometimes until the early
hours of the morning, when the general does much of his business.

Competing for the general's attention in this unusual atmosPhere are a
group of influential officials and advisers who support a populist doctrine of go-

it-alone economic nationalism and who oppose the World Bank's strategy for
recovery. Impractical though such a policy is, these officials, thought to include
Aminu Saleh, secretary to the government, argue that the price of reform is too

high.
Between 1986, when Nigeria adopted the World Bank prograrnme, and

1991 they point out, Nigeria's external debt grew from $23.5bn to $34.5bn. Net
transfers over this period were persistently negative, according to the World
Bank's own figures, averaging $2.1bn ayear or 6.4 per cent of GDP.

This, say the critics of the Wortd Bank, is incompatible with development.
The answer to the 'economic nationalists' is that Nigeria has itself to blame.

Loans have not been honestly and efficiently invested. Reforms have been

implemented erratically, thus making Nigeria ineligible for optimum debt

relief, as well as discouraging foreign investors. Had Nigeria been better
managed, it would be a different country today.

But it is now difficult to avoid the conclusion that Nigeria is caught in a

debt trap from which there is no means of escape, at least on the basis of
rescheduling terms on offer. Were these to be implemented, Nigeria's debt

service commitments would still be an obstacle to development.
This places the pro-reform lobby in Nigeria in a predicament. Without the

carrot of a more substantial economic incentive for implementation of the

structural adjustment programme, it may lose not only the battle for General

Abacha's mind.
If the carrot is too small, the use of a stick seems unlikely. TransAfrica and

the Nigerian-based National Democratic Coalition (Nadeco), which calls for
implementation of the June 1993 election result, have called for sanctions

against Nigeria's oil exports, which account for more than 90 per cent of
foreign exchange earnings.

But western governments' opposition to such a policy is unlikely to change,

not least because there seems to be no shadow government in the wings, ready

to take'over should the regime collapse. No party or coalition transcends the
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ethnic, regional and religious rivalries that divide Nigeria, while past
experience has shown that opposition leaders are readily co-opted by the
government.

And, unlike the whites of South Africa who relinquished political control,
but knew they would retain economic power, the northern-dominated elite who
run Nigeria depend on the pafonage of office for their access to wealth.

Impose a market-driven economy, ensure ffansparency and accountability,
and that patronage diminishes, and with it their income. A counfy so fragile
and divided, with its leaders adrift, presents a formidable challenge to those
who seek to mediate, or who would like to exercise preventive diplomacy.

Few western policy-makers believe that there are grounds to warrant
involvement in Nigeria on the scale that would be required. Warnings that a

Nigeria destabilised by another coup, or by tension between Mos1em north and
mainly Christian south spilling over into violence, could create a crisis as grave
as any Africa has known since independence, are not enough to change their
minds.

The west's main commercial interest - the mainly off-shore oil and gas

sector - is not especially vulnerable to civil strife or conflict. Indeed, the oil
companies will form a powerful counter to pressure from TransAfrica and
elsewhere. 'They are not lobbying us for structural adjustment or democracy,'
says a senior US state department official. 'They put the best gloss on Abacha's
reforms because they want to be free to bid for conffacts with Eximbank
guarantees, or International Finance Corporation participation in joint
projects.' Nigeria's best hope comes from one investment that proved sound - a

post-independence generation of technocrats, bankers, lawyers, compufer
experts, doctors, engineers, sent by their parents to be educated abroad.

In the present circumstances, however, there is little scope for their talents,
and so far most have kept their heads below the political parapet. Given these
factors, western policy-makers argue that their options are limited to being
supportive when Nigeria shows signs of returning to the reform path, and
hoping that the economic consequences of any other route will bring home the
fact there is no alternative.

This approach, tried for a decade, has evidently failed, however. Vested
interests remain entrenched, and Nigeria's institutions - the civil service, the
judiciary, its educational system - are weak, making harder the task of reform
from within. With neither a carrot of sufficient size to encourage a sustained
reform prograrnme, nor a stick which the west is prepared to use, Nigeria's
drift and decline seems set to continue.
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Tanzania and the bumblebee
27 April 1983

'Tanzania,' said the depressed aid official, 'is the economic equivalent of
the aerodynamics of the bumblebee. In theory, the bumblebee shouldn't be able

to fly, andTanzania shouldn'tbe able to keep going.' In fact, the strain of the
country's crippling economic crisis, partly self-created, partly the result of
external factors, is increasingly apparent.

A single issue of the Daily News newspaper last week carried some of the
evidence: travellers stranded in the northern town of Mbeya because buses are
without tyres production at the Mtibwa sugar factory in Morogoro adversely
affected by poor roads, which hold up supplies the tobacco crop at Iringa in
danger of roffing because no gunney sacks have been received for packing.

Every day the paper also carries the latest account of the counbrywide
campaign against hoarders, black marketeers and illegal currency dealers.

More than 1,000 have been arrested since President Julius Nyerere
announced a crackdown in March, but most observers believe the campaign is
dealing with the symptoms and not the disease.

It has brought a few more goods onto the sparsely stocked shelves, but the
impact is likely to be short-lived. The country's industrial sector is running at
only between 15 and 30 per cent of capacity and cannot meet demand. Industry
is plagued by a shortage of spare parts and raw materials, caused by the dearth
of foreign exchange which has followed a decade of declining agricultural
exports, aggravated by a rising fuel bill, and the impact of the international
recession.

Far more important than the anti-hoarding campaign is an intense; though
often behind-the-scenes debate about how Tanzania can reverse the agricultural
decline and emerge from its most severe economic crisis since independence,
while keeping its socialist principles intact.

The Government has produced a structural adjustment programme
published in mid-1982, and a White Paper on agricultural reform this month. A
recent unpublished World Bank report on the sector amounts, however, to an
indictment of President Nyerere's record.

The adjustment programme and the White Paper acknowledge many of the
problems but suggest modest reforms which leave the socialist sffucture intact -
far short, it would seem, of the Bank's expectations.

At the same time, Tanzania has resumed its often acrimonious negotiations
with the International Monetary Fund (IMF) for at least $250m over three
years, part of an attempt to raise $350m to $400m emergency aid annually for
at least three, and preferably five, years.

The World Bank, the country's largest single donor, is unlikely to respond
without an IMF agreement, but that seems as far away as ever, with the Fund's
demand for a massive devaluation proving a major stumbling block.

Tanzania's plans to.reschedule its external debt of more than $2bn also
hinge on the outcome of the IMF negotiations.
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The urgency of the need for agreement has been underlined by growing
signs of domestic discontent. The abortive coup plot early in the year, involving
middle-ranking officers, an officiai at State House, and a number of civilians
was the clearest indication to date.

Most observers agree there was no major conspiracy, and only 29 people are
facing charges. 'It posed no real threat,' said one diplomat, 'but it has made
people talk about what had hitherto been unthinkable.' The speculation is
fuelled by an economic crisis, which, in Mr Nyerere's own words, has left most
of Tanzania's 18m people worse off today than they were a decade ago. Foreign
exchange reserves are effectively exhausted and trade arrears of over $250m
stretch back some three years. The crisis has come about despite aid which has
increased from $121m in 1973 to $440m in 1979-80, over 70 per cent in the
form of grants, amounting to $25 per head of population.

Much of the monev went into social services which cannot now be
maintained.

One estimate suggests that, although 20 to 30 per cent of the counbry's
8,300 registered villages have access to clean water, less than half those water
systems work because of lack of fuel, parts and repair facilities.

Basic drugs and antibiotics are not available in regional or district centres,
lot alone rural outposts. The road system is deteriorating because of inadequate
funds. For example, nearly 300 miles of new feeder roads in Geita and Mara
regions have already become impassable because of lack of maintenance, one
donor report says.

It is a characteristic of Mr Nyerere that his own appraisal of his country's
performance since independence in 1961, delivered in a witty, often seif-
deprecating style that disarms critics, is tough. Yet he retains an iron
determination to pursue his socialist poiicies and, although he is prepared to
modify some of the institutions, his commitment remains unchanged. Criticism
beyond the limits he has established is not welcome.

The World Bank report on agriculture - the sector which provides 90 per
cent of the population with a livelihood, and contributes 80 per cent of export
earnings - is a case in point. It argues that the deterioration in the sector is so

serious that 'a few minor measures are unlikely to make a significant
difference.' The volume of export crops (cashew nuts, coffee, tea, sisal, cotton
and pyrethrum are the six most important), deciined over 40 per cent since
197l-72,losing the country some $900m in potential earnings to the end of the
decade, it says. Although bad weather and low world prices have played their
part, the report lists a series of other factors over which the Government has

control and responsibility.
The state - owned bodies which dominate the sector, including the

marketing and purchasing of crops, come in for harsh criticism. 'Both the
quality and efficiency of service have now become the major bottleneck to
maintaining or increasing agricultural production,' it says.

The report also attacks the compulsory regrouping of peasants into villages
in the mid-1970s. 'It has worsened, rather than improved, the conditions of
many of the counfiry's farmers,' says the report.
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Whether Government reforms will put maffers right is debatable. The
marketing and input system has been modified, private farms encouraged, the
foreign exchange allocation streamlined, and 33-yeat lease-holds introduced,
among other measures. But the heavy - and hitherto unsuccessful - hand of
Government remains firmly in piace.

In the past, President Nyerere, like the bumblebee, has managed the
seemingly impossible - stretchingTanzania's resources to the limit, putting his
countr5l's case for more and more aid, and maintaining his search for an
egalitarian society. Now he faces a severe test, for his policies are coming under
increasingly sceptical scrutiny from both Left-wing and Conservative stances.
However fine in principle, the conclusion is that in practice, Mr Nyerere's
socialist model does not work.
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Dr Botchwey looks back
4 August 1995

In his first interview since the announcement that he intends to step down

from the job he has held for 13 years, Ghana's finance minister, Dr Kwesi
Botchwey, assesses the performance of government andfinancial donors

Are you disappointed by what more than a decade of reform has achieved?
The macroeconomic environment is vastly improved. There has been a

tremendous structural transformation in the trade and foreign exchange areas,

in the public sector, and considerable infrastructural rehabilitation. Altogether,
I am very happy with what we have achieved.

But I am also a little frustrated and disappointed that we have been on the
brink of take-off for so long. The potential of the prograrnme has not been fully
realised.

Why is this?
The probiem started in 1992, and it is something I still find very distressing. In
1991 we were flying high. GDP growth for the year was 5.3 per cent, reserves

equalled four months of imports. Inflation was down to 18 per cent, money
supply still high but falling. The budget surplus was equivalent to 1.5 per cent
of GDP, private investment had risen to a 10-year high of 8.1 per cent of GDP.
We were almost there, looking to 1992 to really begin a programme of
accelerated growth.

Then came the elections, and we suffered a massive fiscal shock. I-:abour

saw its chance to drive a hard bargain and we awarded a substantial wage

adjustment. Then we did not carry through the second phase of a petroleum
price increase. And to make matters worse, we suffered a shortfall of $170m-
$180m in external aid flows, caused by the macroeconomic imbalance, caused

in turn by the wage increase.
The cumulative effect was terrible. The budget swung from a surplus of 1.5

per cent of GDP into a deficit of 4.1 per cent. Then the current account deficit
widened, and money supply grew 50 per cent. We knew that we were in
trouble.

It meant that the environment for the private sector was ruined. We tried to
recover in 1993 and in 1994 managed to achieve a budget surplus.

Two things then happened. We suffered a shorfall in concessional inflows,
although this time we fortunately had divestiture receipts, which should have

been used to reduce debt. Instead we were forced to use it for budget support.
The other factor was the Ghana National Petroleum Corporation (GNPC),

whose overdrawn account on the Central Bank was the primary cause of money
supply growth in 7994. This meant that in the first half of 1995, inflation
would surge.
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Why then set targets in your 1995 budget - I8 per cent inflation, an averoge
exchange rate of 1,135 cedis to the dollar, budget surplus of 1.2 per cent of
GDP - which you knew would be unrealistic?
They didn't seem so then. And it was important to signal that we were
determined to put on the fiscal brakes. There was also every indication that the
harvest would be good, and we assumed that vAT would be introduced.

Then a number of things hit us - the conflict in the north, the floods, a
smailer food surplus than expected, and the suspension of VAT. So the targets
will be difficult to achieve.

But you seem to be assuming that you will not have a repeat of 1992?
So far we are on track. But I am worried that the wage dispute has not been
settled, and there are echoes of 1992 in the VAT debate. As the crisis broke,
economic management decisions were poiiticised. The people who were saying
let's reduce VAT massively were in the same debate pushing for a higher wage
bill, and more expenditure on development.

So you ask the question: What guarantee is there that we will not repeat
1991-2. My hope is that everyone has learned how costly it was.

Since you have been through this before, shouldn't you be staying at the helm?
Some of these issues have become so personalised, that people are not seeing it
objectively. The issue of the GNPC got so personalised in the papers, portraying
it as a feud between Tsatsu Tsikata (general manager, GNPC) and Botchwey.
But any finance minister, seeing the impact on money supply as a resuit of
GNPC borrowing, would be concerned. Perhaps if it is depersonaiised, the
issues will be seen in a true light.

Are there other areas of dfficulty?
Decision-making has been too cumbersome, and in one particular area -
divestiture. There is a large public sector, with tremendous resources locked in.
Some state corporations are not making a single cent in dividends, and every
year ask for subsidies.

Some people say keep them, a sign that we have a socialist conscience. We
said divestiture, but it has taken too long. And the signais have sometimes been
confusing, and we did not get a tenth of the private investment flows we should
have. This would have provided for more employment, and we would have seen
the impact of adjustment. In the mining sector there was a gush of investment,
but elsewhere it has been disappointing.

Have the donors measured up to their role?
I have one big frustration. The disruption in the macroeconomic position,
caused by the unpredictability of concessionai flows, has been very damaging.

The funds are disbursed quarterly, and if held back, one has to borrow
locally, with all sorts of repercussions on money supply, inflation, business
confidence.

t36



Reporting Africa II

But is there not reason for delay in disbursement? If money supply exceeds
ceilings, for example, are not donors right to withhotd tranches?
It can be a chicken-and-egg situation. A general condition of these loans is that
the macro economic situation be stable. To be fair, the Bank has tried to fashion
ways to accommodate my worries. we need to find ways in which non-
performance in specific areas can be addressed without damaging the whole
prograrnme.

Is there aflaw in the adjustment programme blueprint?
Yes, but I don't know whether it belongs to the external or internal category.
We do the macroeconomic planning very well, but are often weak at the micro
level. Nor do we factor in the parliamentary angle. You commit yourself to
making certain policy changes, but you need more than consensus in
government. You must create a far wider consensus about economic policy.

Is the World Bank's mandate adequate?
Certainly their mandate doesn't permit them to go into politics. They assume
that the government will get it right. I think the Bank needs to be a little more
sensitive to the politics, in the sense of appreciating what needs to be done at
other levels.

I say this with some equivocation, for the Bank can say it is the
government's business to get the politics right. But as a partner in
development, you must understand the local politics at least a little bit, and
allow a bit of space for the dynamics of local politics. Not that the Bank or
other donors should indulge people who misuse their money - that's no g*a
either.

Was the pace of trade liberalisation too fast?
That's a very difficult area, but broadly speaking, my answer would be 'No'.

We did it fast and yet we didn't clear the decks, we allowed a lot of
rigidities that held back the potential impact.

When it came to imports, for example, we still had a substantial state
presence. There was a residue of policies and institutional zurangements that
were negating what we were doing. We still have a procurement agency, for
example, to import rice, cooking oil, tyres, spares parts, when the private sector
could be doing this.

It takes a long time for things to go through the ports, for example.
It can take too long to process investment applications.

Is political and economic reform compatible as a twin-track process?
They should co-exist. You cannot maintain economic reform for too long
without substantial local support. I don't regret civilian rule, and I still believe
that a democratic environment is best.

But there are difficulties. If you look at the flow of private capital resources
in the world, it seems to be towards countries with open economies and fairly
closed political systems. If this means that capital prefers this combination,
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then Africa is in trouble, because we are opening up both, with all the
confusion it can entail.

Is Africa's heart in structural adjustment?
Yes, but it is very restless, because many people are asking themselves whether
they shouldn't have hung in there, and done a Vietnam or China.

What general lesson would you draw fronx your experience?
It may be that in using us as a model, donors tended to overstate their case. On
the other hand, we may not have done enough homework, fully implemented
the progralnrne, or educated our people about what reform involves. Often in
Africa, failure is pinned on the Bank, or other external forces. So on both sides
there can be posturing, whether promoting success or explaining failure.' Development agencies talk of 'ownership' of.reform prograrnmes, meaning
they have been devised by the government that has to put them into practice.
But ownership doesn't mean what the other party finds acceptable. Donors
must respect our integrity, and place some trust in our judgment - while taking
steps, of course, to make sure they are not taken advantage of.

Is Ghann still a model for Africa?
Yes, in that the fundamentals are sound, and it shows that if preparations are
made the country can get moving. But the lesson is that if your fuIl potential is
not liberated, you will limp along with 5 per cent growth.

That's not bad. But it is not nearly as good as it could have been.
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"Nkosi Sikelel'i Afrika"
Seldom, if ever, can the advent of democracy have been the instrument of

catharsis so profound.
Seidom, if ever, can an election have been so joyfui, so ennobling, and so

liberating, for rulers and ruled alike, as South Africa's unforgeffable and
moving experience this week.

No country in Africa, at least, has waited so long; few countries in the world
have known the pain in the struggle for emancipation.

Millions suffered under apartheid. But apartheid's victims extended beyond
its borders, and so will the joy and relief at its demise. Hundreds of thousands
died in Angola, Zimbabwe and Mozambique, front line states in the proxy
battles to defend white rule.

But this week, for a precious few days, the pain of the past seems to have
been eased, even thrust briefly out of mind.

A truce, undeclared and unspoken, in the political fighting that has cost
over 14,000 lives over the past ten years was broken but not spoilt by the bombs
of the extreme right. It brought a sense of security not known for decades. And
with it came a peace, perhaps fragile and passing, but nevertheless real, never
before experienced.

Joyous as the election was for blacks, it also became liberating for whites.
As they cast their votes they cast off the burden of apartheid. Its sins rested on
their collective consciousness, with a weight they never really appreciated.

Until this week, that is, when they went to the polling booths, blaok,
coloured and white, as equals, to chose a government that for the first time will
reflect the will of the majority.

"For the first time I envy South Africans, for the first time I wish I could
call myself South African," said one hard-bitten observer of many years
standing, moved almost to tears as he watched black and white embrace at a

moving ceremony that took place at midnight Wednesday.
The orange, white and green check flag of he old South Africa was lowered

at cenfes across the land, and the new raised, while choirs sang the region's
hynrn of liberation, now adopted as one of the official anthems of post-
apartheid South Africa.

"Nkosi sikelel'i Afrika, Mayi phakamisa uphando wayo ... God bless Africa,
lift our spirits, listen to our prayers."

For black South Africans in particular it was a proud moment, but for many
Afrikaners it must have been a poignant, painful one.

"A flag is not merely a bit of cloth," a young politician called D. F. Malan
declared in 1926, the year of its adoption.

"A flag symbolises a national existence ... (it) is a living thing, it is the
repository of national sentiment", said the man who was to lead the National
Parly to victory in the 1948 general election, winning for himself a place in the
Afrikaner pantheon. "For its flag a nation will live, for its flag a nation will
fight, and can die."
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As that flag entered the history books on Wednesday night, the other official
anthem carried across the night air, sung in Afrikaans, and no doubt giving
comfort to those fearful of what the future holds: "Die Stem von Suid-Afrika."
"ons sal antwoord op jou roepstem, ons sal offer wat jy vra, ons sal lewe, ons
sal sterwe - ons vir jou, Suid-Afrika."

At thy call we shali not falter, firm and steadfast we shall stand. At thy will
to live or perish, O South Africa, dear iand.

This week at least, most white South Africans overcame their apprehension
about the future.

And whatever happens in the potentially perilous days ahead, for a few days
South Africa has basked in the glow of pride asserted and pride recovered.
"Nkosi s ikelel' i Afrika"
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Dairy of the desert
4 May 1993

They are proud and intelligent, good-natured, with beautiful eyes, and
communicate in a language of murmurs and grunts.

What is more, continues Nancy Abeiderrahmane, warming to her theme,
you can eat them, ride them, wear them, sleep on and under them: their hair is
woven into tents, their wool is turned into carpets, their treated skin becomes
leather. You can also milk them.

Camels are close to Mrs Abeiderrahmane's heart.
British born and a citrzen of Mauritania by marriage, Mrs Abeiderrahmane

runs a pioneering camel milk dairy - Laitiere de Mauritanie - in the country's
capital, Nouakchott. It has earned her one of the prestigious Rolex 'awards for
enterprise', presented every three years by the Swiss watchmaking company.

In Geneva for the ceremony, Mrs Abeiderrahmane recounted the hurdles
she overcame when establishing the first dairy in i\frica to pasteurise camels'
milk on a commercial scale. And thanks to the discovery of a new enzyme, it is
the first in the world to produce camel's cheese, soon to be exported to France.

The benefits for Mauritania, a mainly desert country in northwest Africa,
could prove considerable, she says. They include savings in foreign exchange
spent on imported dairy products, improved nutritional standards, curbing the
drift of labour from countryside to city, and combating desertification.

And what serves Mauritania could well apply to a swathe of countries across
Africa's arid Sahel zone, through Sudan and Somalia on the east coast, as well
as northern Kenya.

Mrs Abeiderrahmane, 45, studied as an industrial engineer in Barcelona,
Spain, and has lived in Nouakchott since 1970. But it was not until 1987 that
she found time from the demands of rearing four children to put her technical
expertise to practical effect.

By then Nouakchoff's population had grown dramatically. From around 500
at independence in 1960 it had risen to nearly 500,000, almost 25 per cent of
the nomadic population of a country almost twice the size of France.

A way of life had ended. As nomads, they got their milk from their animals
- 750,000 camels and 1.25m cows. As city dwellers, they came to rely on
imported products, over 50,000 tons ayear of sterilised or powdered milk, often
of poor quality and a drain on Mauretania's scarce foreign exchange.

Mrs Abeiderrahmane decided to process locally produced camel milk, sold
raw, in buckets. First she had to resolve technical difficulties that arose, then
raise the money, and finally overcome consumer resistance to the new product.

For two tough years - 'I was manager, secretary, accountant, foreman, and
driver' - it was touch and go.

The camel herds were scattered, their yields low and collection expensive,
and prejudices had to be overcome. Many Mauritanians believed imported
European milk was somehow better - though camels' milk is higher in vitamin
C, potassium and iron, and iower in fat.
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Today the milk, packaged in cartons under the brand name Tiviski, has
sufficient saies to put the balance sheet into credit for the first time.

Meanwhile, income from regular collection of their milk makes city life less
appealing for the network of nomadic herders.

There's more to be learnt from Mrs Abeiderrahmane. The female camel
requires up to four times less fodder to produce a litre of milk than a cow and in
a drought the camel, unlike the cow, does not dry up.

The camel is also environmentally friendiy: its wide-splayed hooves do not
damage the fragile surface of arid or semi-arid terrains of the Sahel in the way
that the sharp surfaces of cows' hooves do.

It's the stuff of Mrs Abeiderrahmane's vision. For a thousand years cameis
plied the great trade routes between Africa and Asia. The ship of the desert will
adapt to the needs of a different age - as an environmentally friendiy, fodder-
efficient, foreign exchange-saving, low-fat dairy of the dunes.
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Dusk on Lake Kivu
I9 May 1981

"Stand here at midnight," says the trader, who has put some of his profits
into real estate in the U.S., "and you'll see the boats of the coffee smugglers ."
They don't bother to disguise their activities, he explains, because they enjoy
the connivance of local officials. Prices in Rwanda are three to four times
higher than in Zaue and as much as half Kivu province's coffee production
finds its across the border.

Smuggling of Zare's largest agricultural export - worth 8 per cent of
foreign exchange earnings - has cost the counfiry hundreds of millions of
dollars, part of the dismal story of agriculture inZure.

At independence in 1960, the country met its own food needs and
commercial crops brought in 40 per cent of export earnings. But a combination
of the tumultuous upheavals in the post independence years, nationalisation,
and the breakdown of internal communications, put an end to this. The country
now spends over $200m a yer on imports of basic food and coffee is the only
significant agricultural export.

The bulk of the annual 70,000-80,000 tonne crop - 85 per cent of which is
Robusta and the rest Arabica - is grown in three provinces: Kivu itself (20 per
cent), HautZaire (37 per cent) and Equateur (26 per cent).

Much of the production from all three regions is smuggled mainly to Congo
Brazzaville, Sudan and Rwanda. Foreign exchange is also lost through false
classification - exporting premium beans as lower grades. The amounts
involved, both in tonnage and value, depend on world market prices but during
the coffee boom in 1977 the overall loss to Zaire was put at $275m while the
annual average loss between 1975 and 7979 was $100m, most of which
remains in accounts abroad.

It certainly provides little benefit to Goma, a rundown but quaint town of
some 15,000 people on the edge of Lake Kivu. It was once a tourist centre for a
beautiful volcanic region. But tourists are now infrequent and the 100 room
Karibu Hotel overlooking the lake relies mainly on local trade.

Part of the problem is getting there. Air Zake's services to Goma, are

unreliable and the alternative is a cargo flight which can mean sharing the
space with meat carcasses. But once there, the visitor is a world away from the
steamy heat and seamy intrigues of the densely populated capital, Kinshasa.
The crisp climate in itself provides a break, while some of the institutions have
a pleasing informality.

In the "Restaurant Qa Depend," off the main road from the airport, the
proprietress nonchalantly uncaps a bottle of orangeade with her teeth, plonks it
down on the red and white check tablecloth, and chews the cap reflectively as

she moves back behind the counter.
A little nearer the town centre, a run-down wooden shack carries the yellow,

red and green colours of the ruling Mouvement Populaire de la Revolution, but
the link with central authority is more symbolic than real.

143



African Deadlines

The economy of the province has more to do with Kenya and Rwanda than
Kinshasa, 1,000 miles away. Goma's transport problem graphically illustrates
the deterioration of the road network in Zatre and the enonnous problems in
admini strating the sprawling territory.

It is up to four weeks travel from Kinshasa for a driver prepared to brave
neglected roads and carry his own petrol and spares. The coffee that is not
smuggled into Rwanda has a torruous journey by lorry to Kisangani, and then
by river barge to Kinshasa and beyond to Matadi , zake's oniy sea port. So
inefficient is the rail-barge system operated by the Office National des
Transports that traders increasingly opt for private freight operators at two or
three times the cost.

As for postal links, a letter from Europe can take four to six months, and
one Belgian planter rents a mail box in Gisenyi, and makes the short drive to
the Rwandan town once a week.

In the market, shops carry goods from Nairobi, brought overland through
neighbouring Uganda - soup, oil, washing powder and clothes. For the tiny
minority of expatriates and well-off Zatrois, the stores on Goma's main street
have - at a price - wine from France, chocolates from Switzerland, and oiives
from South Africa, air-freighted via Kinshasa.

The homes of the rich in Goma run along a finger of land which juts into
the blue lake, and then curves to form a natural harbour - now almost derelict.

It is in this enclave that the coffee trader spends a few months of the and he
has brought his new wife to Goma for the first time. The event is being
celebrated with fine champagne by a group of friends, delighted to have a new
face in the small expatriate community.

For them it remains a relatively comfortable life. But things are unlikely to
improve for the people of Goma since prospects for coffee are poor. Plantations
account for 42 per cent of the zirea of the crop under cultivation rnZaire, and 60
per cent of production. But nearly half the plantations were estabiished before
1950 and the yield is fatling as the bushes age.

One study revealed that in Haut Zaire, only 10 per cent of the plantations
wiil be productive in the long run unless there is substantial replanting, and
average yield has fallen by haif in the last 12 years.

This had led to increasing dependence on the small holders, but they face
serious difficuities. One of their biggest problems is lack of credit, mainly
because the Agricultural Development Bank simply does not have enough staff
to supervise small loans. Growers aiso complain about inadequate prices,
particularly since the Zate currency is overvalued and inflation reached 100
per cent tn 79J8, though has since been brought down to round 3A-40 per cent.
The future is not promising.
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Complicit in a tragedy?
4 March 1995

From above and behind me came a drum beat of thousands of boots,
rhythmically stomping the floor. Like rolls of thunder, the metal advertising
hoarding reverberated under the thumping of fists, matching and pacing the
ferocity of the onslaught in the ring. They were sounds as stirring as the wail of
the bagpipes, leading troops into battle

I was at the fight last saturday night. I cheered myself hoarse. I sang my
heart out. 'Nigel Benn, Nigel Benn, Nigel B-e-e-e-nn, N-i-i-i-i-g-e-l Benn,.

I joined in the chorus urging him on in his battle against Gerald McClellan:
'Ni-gel, Ni-gel, Ni-gel, Ni-gel'. And as I left the London Arena, across a floor
slippery with spilt beer, I knew I had seen a great fight.

It was not until I got home, still tingling with excitement, that I learnt of
Gerald McClellan's condition. Had it been a pub brawl, I wondered, would I
and just about everyone else in that impassioned cockpit, have been accessories
to acts of grievous bodily harm? Each death or serious injury in the ring
distresses me. But though I understand the call to ban the sport, I do not
support it.

To this day, boxing engages me like no other sport. Boxers are braver and
train harder, are more magnanimous in victory and gracious in defeat, than
other athletes. But while I seldom miss a boxing match on television, it has
been more than 30 years since I was last at a fight. Then I was a young
schoolboy in the ring in Gwelo. On Saturday I was at the ringside in London
Arena, but back in Gwelo.

I used to be almost paralysed by fear as I awaited my turn to fight,
wondering whether my legs would carry me between the ropes and on to the
canvas. A teacher called Bernard Goggin was my trainer. I can see him now, a
rather tubby man, with a ginger moustache, crouched in front of me, his hand
encased in the round, flat glove he held as a target for my punches. I remember
him as a gentle man, who taught boxing as the art of self defence.

A discipline, designed to contain the aggression in our souls, and if
necessary direct it.

The worn leather gloves I wore had a patina of sweat, and grime, and blood,
and smelt of boxing. As they were pulled over my rigid, outstretched fingers,
fear and excitement gathered in the pit of my stomach, spreading through my
skinny frame to the tips of-rny fingers. I flexed and then slowly curled them, a
natural, instinctive movement, that turns fingers into a fist, that turns an arm
into a club.

Once in the ring, adrenalin took over. Then
bobbing, evading a flying fist, countering with

came the thrill of weaving,
a punch, as satisfying as a

sweetly timed cover drive.
On Saturday the satisfaction was vicarious. I cheered as Benn retaliated,

jolting Mcclellan time and again, and the drumming, stomping crowd knew it
was a gladiatorial contest, the tike of which few had ever seen. It ended
tragically. But it was still a great fight. It had a raw honesty at a time when
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spon seems one gigantic fix, players allegedly throwing games, destroying

belief in fairy-tale victories, like Zimbabwe's Test win over Pakistan.

It was not a fight in which has-beens or nobodies, after fake scuffles and

scripted insults at weigh-ins, provide fist-fodder for spurious champions.

This was the real thing.
Benn could have stayed down mid-way through the first round, when he

went crashing out of the ring. But ringcraft, training, and guts pulled him
through.

It was a psychological banle, not just brawn and biceps, fought as much in
the mind as in the heart. It was during the sixth or seventh round that

McClellan lost his belief in his invincibility. He could still have won, but his

confidence had gone.

Benn's strength czune, I suspect, from self-knowledge. He has been defeated,

once by Michael Watson, who watched the fight from his wheelchair. Once he

was not so much defeated, as deprived of victory, in a fight with Chris Eubank,

the man whose punches left Watson on the edge of death.

Character was on display, not just brute strength. On Saturday night, boxing

had an integrity that survives the ending, which transcends the brutality, and

turned it into a heroic contest.
My atavistic responses, I hope, give me an insight into an innate propensity

for violence that I suspect we all share. This reinforces, rather than diminishes,

my repugnance for war, fought by the )aung for the old, sanitised by the state,

and sanctified by the church. But I still cannot get out of my mind the thought

that hit me when I learnt that McClellan was fighting for his life. In my

stomping and cheering, roaring and applauding, was I complicit in a tragedy?'
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Apartheid and the power of rugby
20 May 1995, Michael Holman and Mark Suzrnan

In the shadow of Table Mountain, in the Cape that cradled apartheid, one of
the biggest sporting events in the world is about to start. It will include an
image as potent and poignant as sport has provided since Jesse Owens won four
gold medals at Hitler's Berlin Olympics in 1936.

Just as, almost 60 years ugo, th. black American sprinter shattered the myth
of Aryan invincibility, and conveyed a message that tanscended sport, so the
scene is set for a similarly momentous occasion at Cape Town's Newlands
stadium on Thursday.

In the presence of Nelson Mandela, South Africa's president, and in the
green and gold colours of the Springbok team, Francois Pienaar, a descendant
of the Afrikaners who journeyed into the African hinterland, will lead his team
mates on to the turf of Newlands Stadium.

These children of apartheid, born in the dour 1970s, at school during the
revolution that was the 1980s, and for whom the world opened up in the 1990s,
will take part in an event which would have been unthinkable a few years ago.
They will join in the singing of the hymn of southern Africa's liberation
movement, Nkosi sikelel'i \frika (God bless Africa).

Then, accompanied by Mandela, the man their fathers imprisoned, the
moving words of south Africa's original anthem, Die stem, will carry from
Newlands stadium across the land, to the frontier towns of the northern
Transvaal, the dorps of the Orange Free State and into the hearts of the white
tribe of Africa.

In an atmosphere charged with as much hwyt as a crowd in full voice at
Cardiff Arms Park, and with all the defiance and challenge of the New Zealand,
haka, the springboks will take to the field in the opening game against
Australia, marking the beginning of the four-week-long competition for the
mantle of rugby union world champions.

Sixteen nationai sides, from countries as diverse in their cultures as Western
Samoa and Japan and Argentina and the Ivory Coast, take part in a contest
which has grown rapidly since its inception eight years ago.

It may well be for the last time in this form, for media fycoon Rupert
Murdoch's plans for the game could well transform it, sweeping away the
difference between amateur and professional players.

But before sponsors tally their expoiure and publicity, and before the world
discovers just how much 'amateurs' earn, and before 35,000 visiting fans
discover whether South Africa's hotels and aeroplanes can take the strain, the
world might pause for a few moments and marvel.

Not simply at South Africa's continuing and remarkable peaceful revolution
that is transforming a country, but to consider how extraordinary it is that the
sport that the architects of apartheid embraced with the passion they brought to
religion and politics could became a force for change.

The same passion became part of their Achilles heel. The world was ro
discover that cutting off Afrikaners from their rugby, and white South Africans
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in general from most intemational sporting contacts, was almost as important

as economic sanctions in the battle against apartheid.

For the Afrikaner above all, being granted the opportunity to host the event

signals their return to the outside world, and the formal embrace of a game they

love, and which for so long excluded them.
But nowhere did this game, created by the English, a race for whom

Afrikaners have mixed feelings, take hold with greater fervour and passion

than in South Africa, and in particular among Afrikaners.
Their roots go back 350 years, and it all began not far from the site of the

stadium where the opening match will be played. It was here in the Cape, that

old South Africa was born when January van Riebeeck established a settlement.

'The fairest Cape in all the world' could be also called the cradle of

apartheid. It was the fertile land, glorious beaches, imposing mountains, that

sheltered and nourished the first white settlers.

In time they were to become known as Boers, who developed the language

that gave them the name Afrikaners. Chafing under the British, in 1836 they

began the Great Trek that led to two great wars of liberation - the Boer war,

and the war for democracy, which they lost. It was in 1948 that the National

Parry won power, which they only relinquished more than 40 years later, in the

meantime imposing the cruel social engineering known as apartheid.

If the Dutch Reformed Church was seen as the National Party at prayer, the

Springbok scrum was its cabinet in conclave: heaving solidarity in battle

against the'kaffirs' and a hostile world.
War was diplomacy for apartheid South Africa, as it tried to hammer its

neighbours into submission, and rugby was diplomacy by other means.

It was during this period that Nkosi sikelel'i Afrika became the anthem of

black liberation, funerals and political rallies, so often the same thing during

black southern Africa's struggle to overthrow white rule.

Hundreds of thousands, indeed millions, died on the battle fields of Angola,

Mozambique, Zimbabwe, Namibia, townships, from bullets or war induced

famine and disease.

It is a long way from the darkest days of the sport, when in 1961, Hendrik

Verwoerd, the father of apartheid, banned Maoris from the visiting New

Zealand team.

Indeed, to international rugby's shame, during the heyday of apartheid in

the 1960s and 1970s, the Springboks happily toured the world and accepted

visiting teams - albeit not without rllising widespread disapproval and dismay.

For many New Zealanders, South Africa's notorious 1981 tour remains an

unhealed wound that tore apart families and split the cabinet, resulting in one

of that counfiry's most painful political ffaumas since the second world war.

And when the International Rugby Board finally caved in and extended the

sports boycoff to South African rugby in the mid-1980s (25 years after the

country had been expelled from the Olympics and 15 yea$ since the same had

happened in cricket and tennis) it was regarded by white South Atrica as the

last straw.
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For many whites it was the most painful of all international sanctions, and it
was followed shofily after by the sustained black unresr of the mid-1980s and
international disinvestment. The rugby ban was a potent and poignant symbol
of the country's global isolation under apartheid.

Ironically, however, this resulted in rugby authorities contributing, almost
inadvertently, to the beginning of national reconciliation between white and
black in South Africa.

One of the first Afrikaner visitors to the African National Congress
headquarters, in Lusaka, Zambta, was none other than Dr Danie Craven, the
long-time doyen of South African rugby, to plead for a relaxation of the
boycott. The ANC, which swept to power in last year's elections, refused.

But a line of dialogue was opened that would, a decade iater, culminate in
the joining of FW de Klerk, South Africa's former president, and Nelson
Mandela in a government of national unity.

And while the team may be all white (through an injury to one of the
Springbok's most exciting players, the charismatic wing, Chester Williams) for
most of the 15 players on the pitch, and the supporters, the pleasure of being
part of a new South Africa, whiie tinged with regret for a past in which they
were undisputed masters of the land, is genuine.

Rugby may have been slow to change, and even today some of the sport's
extensive development schemes to try and wean soccer-loving black youths to
the oval ball have an air of reluctance. Yet the undeniable underlying fact is
that change, as in every area of south Africa, is irrevocably under way.

Fifty years from now, there will still piobably be a few unreconsffucted
Afrikaners sadly waving the otd orange, white and blue South African flag
from the grandstand, in much the same way that white southerners in the US
have retained the stars and bars as a symbol of past power.

But, with luck and patience, the next time South Africa hosts the world cup,
both the team on the field and the supporters packing the seats will be a closer
reflection of South Africa's d.emographic reality.

And this week, even if black South Africa then ignores the rest of the
tournament, for a few moments at least, as the strains of the two hymns of
South Africa fill the packed stadium, sport will transcend itself as the
Springboks sing the two anthems. Nkosi sikelel'i Afrika'God bless Africa, let
its banner be raised hear our prayers and bless us. Descend, O Spirit, descend,
o Spirit, descend, o Holy Spirit' and the stirring sentiments of Die Stem: 'ons
sal antwoord op jou roepstem, ons sal offer wat jy vra Ons sal lewe, ons sal
sterwe - ons for jou, suid-Afrika.' (At thy call we shall not falter, firm and
steadfast we shall stand. At thy will to live or perish, O South Africa, dear
land.) Boer and Bantu, Afrikaner and African, shoulder to shoulder and in fuIl
voice: Jislaaik, as they say in southern Africa, it will be a heiluva game, man.

Hendrik Verwoerd will be turnins in his srave.
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Rehabilitating the Springbok
26 May 1995, Michael Holman and Peter Berlin

Spurred on by their president and roared on by the partisan crowd, the

Springboks returned to the international rugby fold yesterday.

The stage had been set for as emotive an occasion as South African sport

has known when President Nelson Mandela addressed the crowd, formally

declaring the world cup under way.
The Springboks, once ostracised by the world, were again on the world

stage, playing the game which is the passion of the Afrikaner. But perhaps the

most important moment had come the day before.

Flown in by helicopter to the national team's training ground near Cape

Town, Mr Mandela had given the side his blessing, taken them into his

avuncular embrace and urged black South Africa to rally behind them.
'We have adopted these young men aS our own boys, as our own children, as

our own stars. This country is fully behind them.
'I have never been so proud of our boys as I am now and I hope that that

pride we all share'.
For Afrikaner South Africa, for whom exclusion from international rugby

competition was as powerful a psychological blow to their morale as any

sanction, the president's words and the victory that followed marked the final

step in their rehabilitation.
The trek to Newlands stadium began early in the day, and any who did ngt

know the way there had only to sniff the air, and follow the unmistakable smell

of boerewors (the traditional Afrikaans farmer's sausage) on the braai and the

tang of naartjies - like a loose-skinned orange.
For all the pageantry that preceded the kick-off, intended to illustrate the

ethnic and cultural diversity of what Archbishop Desmond Tutu has called the

'rainbow nation', it was white South Africa's day.

On to the field paraded a succession of representatives of the country's

diverse culture.
Tswana basket weavers and Sotho tribal dancers, fishermen from the Cape

and the gold miners of the Witwatersrand, in yellow hard hats and khaki

dungarees, performing the foot stomping dances of the mining compounds of

the gold mines on which South Africa's wealth was build.
For the next 80 minutes it was as if Afrikaner South Africa was given its

chance to take its turn on the world stage, as 15 strapping young men

performed their own boot stomping ritual.
Names such as Kruger and Strydom evoked memories of past Afrikaner

presidents and prime ministers, alongside Pienaar, and Venter, Roux, and

Swart all associated with the white tribe of Africa.
The only man who would have represented black South Africa, Chester

Williams, had dropped out of the side a week before. He spent the day guiding
journalists to their seats in the stand.
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All the rnore poignant, then, that Nelson Mandela had given his blessing,
the day before, to the team playing the game that more than any other was that
of his jailers.

Yet neither the crowd nor the team fuliy responded to the president's
magnanimity.

When it came to Nkosi sikelel'i Africa, the anthem of black southern Africa,
neither the fans nor the players put their hearts into it. The real passion of the
predominantly white crowd was saved for Die Stem, the second of the t'wo
anthems adopted by South Africa, and the one which evokes white nationalism
of the past.

It was a passion that belied the somewhat self-conscious message issued by
the Springbok team: 'You will see how powerfuily-this rugby world cup has
pulled our fledgling nation together and why, today, we can properly greet you
as one team representing one counfry.'

In the post-game press conference, Francois Pienaar, the Springbok captain,
seemed to be trying to make amends.

President Mandela's visit the day before, Pienaar said, had helped inspire
the side: 'He has shown a lot of guts, a lot of courage. My words to the team
were 'If we can persevere like him we will be a great team'.'

But from a black South African carne a different perspective on the day and
the side. Noting that the team was dominated by Afrikaners, he said: 'Clearly,
they don't like the English.'
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Patensie, Eastern Cape

@ Sunday Independent, Johannesburg, June 1995

Grumbling good naturedly, Espie Ferreira, Afrikaner, farmer and president

of Patensie rugby club sets off for the township in search of the first team's

missing black player.
A couple standing outside the shebeen blink in the powerful headlamps of

Espie's Mercedes as it noses its way down the rutted dirt track.
Drifting up from the valley below, carried on the chill night air, come the

sounds ofboot on leather, and the grunts from players.

Patensie is preparing for Saturday's big game against the Port Elizabeth

Harlequins, the league's top team. But Manie Nelson was missing, and Espie

was determined that practice should not go ahead without him.
I joined him as he drove from the field, up the hill and into the township, an

Afrikaner patriarch in search of a prot6g6. And as we drove, Espie talked of
how rugby had become a force for change and tolerance in a small town in the

heart of conservative, Afrikaans-speaking South Africa.
It was after Nelson Mandela's release in 1990, but two yea.rs before the

election that brought him to power, that Espie Ferreira warned his members

that what was once unthinkable had become an imperative.
As South A-frica embarked on its political revolution, Patensie had to

undergo its own traumatic changes. The town's all-white rugby XV had not

only to play in black townships, but to open it ranks to black players, a delicate

process was charted in a moving BBC television documentary last year.

Stand on the terrace of Espie's home high above the valley and the symbols

of Afrikaner power and the white tribe's way of life seem as potent as ever.

Immediately below the house is the white-washed police station, under a

clump of blue gum trees.

Behind a desk in a room that is more like a parlour, sits Marius de Klerk,

Patensie police chief and rugby club secretary, with the build of a prop and the

eyes of the big city detective he once was.

Beyond the police station, half way up one flank of the valley, stands the

Dutch Reformed Church, once described as the National Party at prayer, its

spire like a solitary goalpost.

Just up the tarred road that runs below Espie's house is the Tolbos farm

produce store, where farmers' wives sell traditional Boer delicacies: koelcsisters

- syrup-soaked plaits of deep fried dough, fruit preserves called konfyt, biltong

and rusks, melktert and mango chutney.
Beyond the Tolbos is the tiny commercial cenffe, with the Volkskas bank,

the garage, the Ripple Valley hotel with red polished stoep (verandah).

And in between all these landmarks lie neat citrus orchards, 400 acres of

which are farmed by Espie and his three sons. Speckled with ripening oranges,

the trees stretch as far as the eye can see, into the foothills of the mountains that

cradle the fertile valley.
But the most evocative sight of all, nestling in the bend of the Gamtoos river

which winds through the valley, is the rugby field.
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For generations, Patensie's social life had revolved around its rugby club,
with its modest pavilion and modern club house. So strong a hold has the spon
exercised that in the past it has been able to field four teams from a white town
and farming community of a couple of thousand families.

Here in the eastern cape, however, rugby is not a white preserve.
The history of black and coloured enthusiasm for what is seen as the

national sport of the Afrikaner goes back more than a hundred years, born on
the playing fields of mission schools when the cape was a British colony.

In Patensie this tradition survives in the form of the.United Barbarians
Rugby Football Club.

But this poor relation is out of sight in Patensie township, opposite the
church but concealed behind the brow of the valley, home to the coloured
(mixed) citizens of the town.

And home to Manie Nelson, who looms out of the night when he spots the
Mercedes' searching beam, greets Espie in Akrikaans and climbs into the car.

We drop Manie at the club, and Espie takes me-home for dinner with his
wife Hilda. Over rusks and coffee, rugby and politics become intertwined, and
it is late in the evening when I risk teasing my host:

"So you're a Kffir boetie."
Kffir-lover. An epithet reserved for those who would betray the volk, deny

their heritage, and expose their womenfolk to unspeakable acts by swartman -
black men.

For a split second I thought Espie might have taken offence. But he
chuckled, and repeated the phrase, rolling it around his palate, implicitiy
correcting my English-speaker' s pronunciation.

"I'm a united Party supporter?', he said, "I arways have been and always
will be."

It was the party of January Smuts, defeated in the i948 election by D.F.
Malan, the first National Party prime minister, whom Espie holds in contempt.

"A stupid man, he started all the nonsense."
Espie's anger at what apartheid has done to South Africa comes to the

surface and the mood in the kitchen changes.
We return to rugby, and talk about the days he played for Eastern Province,

in the 1950s, sporting credentials that I suspect compensated for his verligte
(enlightened) stance.

Rugby memorabilia line the walls of Espie's den, and it is here that I talk to
Manie the next day.

Fluent in Afrikaans, he is less articulate in Engiish, but enough to convey
the pain of the insults at the hands of some white players when he first joined
the ciub some 18 months ago.

"They called me a Kffir", says Manie, but I suspect the term was
embellished.

what did he call them in return, I ask. only when I press him does Manie
tell me.

"Boertjies", he says, not looking me in the eye, as if embarrassed by an
obscenity
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Little farmers. It doesn't seem very offensive to me, but Manie assures me

otherwise: "It made them very cross", and he giggles.

The insults stopped, however, after Espie and Marius intervened, and

effectively expelled the three worst offenders.

Manie relishes higher grade of rugby and the friendships now established;

but hints at his hurt at team mates failure to invite him to join in excursions

after away games.

As I spend more time in Patensie, it becomes clear that the club has to

appeal to young men like Manie if it is to flourish.
Turnout at practices is not what it was. Television and the city lights lure

the youngsters. And many of the white supporters have been deterred, it seems,

by the changed atmosphere at home town games.

They complain that black supporters are raucous, rude, or undisciplined,

that the stand is no longer a place to take wives and girlfriends and children.

It is all part of Patensie's transition. For the sons who have followed in the

fathers' farming footsteps, change is especialty difficult and delicate.

One young farmer recounts a familiar tale, of how he and the sons of

labourers grew up as playmates, exploring and hunting together.

Then by the early teens came the parting of the ways. Apartheid determined

that the relationship as adults should be master and servant.

Learning to come to terms with the farm workers as political equals is an

awkward, slow process.

Later that morning we drive back to the coloured township to meet Johannes

du Plooy, the president of United Barbarians, and a teacher at the coloured

township's primary school' 
ffeir nnsrs eouallv *inEspie says he has offered to share the committee posts equally

Barbarians. But Johannes, who is also chairman of the township branch of

Nelson Mandela's African National Congress (ANC), does not seem reassured.

"Our members' voices will not be heard", he says.

Amalgamation seems an intractable problem, and we depart - but not before

Espie and Johannes have made arrangements for the collection of keys to the

Patensie club facilities. The Barbarians' own field, recently ploughed and

reseeded, is still not fit to play on.

Driving back, Espie shakes his head in frusfration. "I know Johannes we11",

he says, "his father worked on the farm." Later Espie tells me how he made his

home available to Johannes for his wedding reception.

On Saturday morning we set out on the 90 minutes drive to Port Elizabeth.

At Adcock stadium, the Harlequin's ground spectators chant and cheer to a

background of booming loudspeakers as the home team, nearly all coloureds,

knock the stuffing out of the visiting farmers, all of whom but Manie are white.

Half-way through the game, their attention is diverted. The crowd rises to

applaud as four white men in green and gold blazers take their seats in the

stand.

It's Morne du Plessis, former Springbok captain, and three players from the

South African world cup squad.
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The game over, we leave for the rugby world cup game between South
Africa and Canada, being played in the city that night, but my thoughts keep
turning back to tn'e conversation with Johannes du Plooy.

The day before, while driving around Patensie, I had told Marius de Klerk
and Espie the story of the politician who is puzzled by an opponent's bitter
attack on him in parliament.

"Why does he dislike me so much", the puzzled politician asked his aide:
"I've never done him any favours."

Marius gave athroaty chuckie. Espie was silent, seemingly lost in thought.
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The stuff of a fairv tale
26 June 1995

Nelson Mandela beamed, an exultant Francois Pienaar raised the gold
trophy high, and the 65,000 Ellis Park crowd roared their approval: the
Springboks were rugby champions of the world.

But the explosion of joy and delight that followed stemmed from more than
that. For across the country South Africa is celebrating rugby's liberation from
its Afrikaner-dominated past.

Barely a year after the country completed its perilous transition from
apartheid to democracy with President Mandela' s inauguration, Saturday saw
a sporting triumph that is the stuff of a fairy tale.

once upon a time, the tale would begin, a young black lawyer stood in the
stands of Johannesburg's Ellis Park stadium and cheered as the visiting British
Lions trounced the Springboks.

Forry years and much suffering later, the lawyer who was to become South
Africa's first democratic president was back at Ellis Park. This time, however,
the 'Boks were his boys, and the seemingly invincible iron men of Zealand,had,
a shock in store.

To meet Nelson Mandela, one of the world's most revered figures, is under
any circumstances an extraordinary experience.

But to have set eyes on this twentieth century icon come to life wearing a
green and gold Springbok jersey, striding out of the stadium tunnel on to the
field with a confidence that belies his 77 years, must surely have been an
unvarying experience for anyone, let alone 15 New Zealanders preparing for
kick off in the most important game of their lives.

And if Mandela wears the captain's number 6 on his back, previously
exclusively assigned to the Springbok captain, even Jonah Lomu, the All
Black's mighty winger, would have reason to feel unsettled.

Two hours later, for the second time in barely a year, a counbry's dreams
were realised, and its fears that some thing would go amiss proved unfounded,
leaving outsiders astonished, and South Africans are as bemused as they are
exultant.

For in politics and rugby alike, South Africa's successful ffansition fo
democracy and its rugby victory success have depended on a capacity for racial
reconciliation, and a unity which they never thought they possessed.

Not even the embarrassing failure of the floodlights at Port Elizabeth's Boet
Erasmus stadium, nor the fisticuffs that led to two Springboks and a Canad.ian
being sent off, nor empfy seats at may of the game, or the fewer than expected
foreign visitors, could spoil the mood.

For the past four weeks, South Africans who were complete strangers to
each other set in train an animated conversation with a single question: "What
do you think about the rugby?"

True, the fanatical enthusiasm came aimost entirely from white South
Africans. But as the tournament went on" black South Africans became
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fascinated by the game, and much to their surprise, fans of the young men who
played it.

"I can't see why they spend ali that time sitting on each other or making
themselves into that tortoise thing," said Tandi, frankly admitted in a-call to

her local radio station.
"But when I see that team in green, I get damp in my eyes; those are my

boys."
Yet it was Nelson Mandela who lead the way, with his uncanny instinct for

what country needs. He first set the tone on the eve of the opening game

between South Africa and Australia.
After visiting the Springbok side for a pep talk, Mandela told journalists:

"We have adopted these young men as our own boys, as our own children, as

our own stars. The country is fully behind them," he said Yet the most

memorable sentiments, the most indelible image, came not from his

appearances at Newlands Park, Cape Town, for the opening game, or even at

Ellis Park, but in Natal, and far from a rugby field.
And it came last Thursday, June 16, the anniversary of one of the most

sensitive events in the history of black rebellion against apartheid.
On that day in 1976 the students of Soweto took to the barricades in

rebellion triggered by their refusal to accepts Afrikaans as a medium of
instruction in their schools, and fuelled by anger against apartheid.

In the bloodshed that followed, as many as 700 died, mainly victims of
police gun fire.

Last Thursday, his right arm aloft, fist clenched, sporting a wide smile and a

peaked cap in the green and gold Springbok colours, insignia on the brow,
Mandela called on black youth to rally behind the Springboks: "The cap I am

wearing is to honour our boys... I ask each and every one of you to stand behind
them because they are our pride, they are my pride, they are your pride."

"I urge you all to stand behind them tomorrow because they are our kind."
The front page photograph carried in newspapers across the counbry the

following day illustrated as brave an act as his presidency has seen.

And with the example of his president to inspire him, at the end of
Saturday's game a small boy on a Johannesburg street corner joined in the

celebrations.
With his hands cupped aside his head, forefingers jutting like budding

horns, neck arched, back curved and rump high, a youthful black springbok
prancing with delight at South Africa's success.

The white motorist hooted in response. And both exchanged grins, as wide

as Nelson Mandela's as he delighted in a victory in which he had played no

small part.

Unpublished
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Tradecraft of the frequent flyer
4 October 1994

Tubby Fanshawe, ffi! fictional travelling companion first made his
appearance in the Financial Times in early 1994. His cousin, Edward, MBE, is
Deputy Head of Parking Lots at the Financial Times.

Were it not for me, Tubby Fanshawe might to this day be languishing in
Lago's, the victim of an overbooked flight.

Tubby, an accountant on a three-year posting to Nigeria, had joined me at
the check-in queue for the British Airways flight out of Lagos, the modern-day
equivalent of being evacuated from Dunkirk. As Tubby banged on about this
and that, I snapped. 'Tubby,' I said, 'I cannot talk, I'm concentrating.'

'What on earth do you mean?' he asked. I told him that the explanation
would have to wait until we were on the aircraft. An hour later, gin-and-tonic
in hand, I introduced Tubby to the tradecraft of the serious traveller.

The wiles and ruses cover everything from getting upgraded and cheap
tickets to keeping the adjoining seat vacant. But the six-hour flight to London
allowed time for only one subject, perhaps the most important skill of all:
securing a seat on an overbooked flight.

Tubby had broken all the rules, and it had taken all my cunning to get him
on the flight. 'Let me ask you a couple of questions,' I said, in between
mouthfuls of those tasty, coated peanuts that make BA's club-class service so

enjoyable. 'When you were standing in the queue disfiacting me, did you notice
that chappie lurking near the desk?

Tubby nodded: 'The bod who looked like a cross between a maitre d' and a
Heathrow baggage handler?'

'Right,' I said. 'And what's his job?'
'Haven't a clue.'
'BA station manager,' I told him. 'Did anything strike you about the chap

who checked you in?'
'No,' said Tubby. 'Frankly all BA staff look the same to me.'
'He was the one you got shirty with at the city office. You hit the roof when

he told you your name was not on the passenger list.'
Tubby looked thoughtful. 'I wondered why you were so oily with him -

commiserating about the difficult conditions they had to work under, power
cuts and all that.'

He drank deeply of his GT. 'Certainly helped at the check-in desk,' he
admitted, adding: 'I expect my membership of BA's frequent-flyer club helped
get me on the flight. That must count for something if the aircraft is full.'

'Certainly does,' I said. 'I noticed you have a blue card. Very embarrassing.
Lowest in the pecking order. Deduct one point. Far beffer to play the
experienced maverick who scorns Air Miles - score one point. Silver card, now
that's a very different matter. Add two points. As for gold-card holders, they've
nothing to worry about.'
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I warmed to my theme. 'You had luggage to check in. Deduct two points.
And while we are on the subject, your perfonnance at the hotel check-out
counter this morning didn't help.'

Tubby defended himself vigorously. 'That chap in front of me was taking
ages.'

I sympathised. 'Sure as eggs, Tubby, the chap in front of you who is taking
an interminable time examining his hotel bill is a member of the cabin crew.

One of life's mysteries. But it did not go down well with Captain Tyrell
when you asked him to get a move on because you had a flight to catch.' 'How
did you know who it was?' asked Tubby.

'Asked the clerk,' I told him. 'It's another card you can play. 'Is Ken Tyrell
the captain on tonight's flight?' you inquire casually at the check-in counter.
They cannot be certain, but you have introduced the possibility that you know
the captain. You're less likely to be bumped off the flight list.'

Tubby was getting cross. 'At least I had a book to read in the queue.' 'Mark
of the amateur,' I countered. 'You miss the tell-tale signs of an overbooked
flight. Body language changes, tense whispers into the mobile phones
sesonds can count.

'But when word got out, and they formed a
me to sit tight.'

'I'd read the signs, Tubby. While you were
was chatting to the station manager.'

'What about?'
'I was asking if frst class was full. I had my credit card in my hand, thus

making it clear I was expecting to pay and not some cheapskate seeking dn
upgrade.'

'But what if there were first-class seats available?' asked Tubby.
'I knew it was chock-a-block, thanks to a precautionary phone call to BA

reservations this morning. But it's not the fust-class seat I'm after. I want to
establish myself as a serious traveller. I ask the station manager to put me on
the wait list, and it's an excuse to give him my card.'

Tubby suddenly remembered something. 'But I saw you reading a paperback
larcr!' he said.

'Paperback, yes. Novel, no. Contingency planning. I was consulting my
Official Airline Guide. Never travel without it. Gives all direct scheduled
flights within Europe, Africa and the Middle East. Just in case, I booked us on
this evening's flight to Addis, with connecting flight to London. Got the last
two seats.'

Tubby was getting ratty. 'At least I dressed sensibly for the flight,' he said,
his lurid track-suit outfit comfortably accommodating his paunch.

'Lightweight suit and tie for me,' I told him. 'Better chance of being
upgraded.' Tubby's eyes lit up.

'Tell me how . . .' The timing was perfect. 'Mr Holman?' said the steward.
'Would you care to move to the front of the plane?

scrum round the desk, you told

engrossed in that pulp novel, I
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Burden of flying free
j0 January 1995

I should have realised that Tubby Fanshawe needed my help when I got a
bunch of carnations for Christmas, instead of the traditional bottle of Scotch.

But it was not until we met at Nairobi airport for the flight to London that
the gravity of his situation came home to me.

I was standing in the check-in queue, browsing through my copy of the

afficial Airline Guide, when a familiar voice broke my concentration.
'Take a dekko at this, old chap! Two more club class flights to Africa, a

decent BT phone bill, throw in the Christmas spending on my NatWest card

and the odd bunch of flowers, and I reckon I'm tlere.'
'Where?' I asked, somewhat irritably, for I was on the verge of working out

an alternative route from Nairobi to London via Dubai.
Tubby thrust what appeared to be a bank statement in front of me, and

prodded the last entry with his forefinger. I took a second look, and realised

that it was Tubby's British Airways Air Miles record.
'Just over eight thou',' he beamed. 'Another 400 and bingo! Free return

ticket London-Nairobi. I'll take the family to Mombasa.' After we had checked

in, I took a closer look. Tubby had a problem. All the signs were there -
irrational brand loyalty, the special offer fixation, the something-for-nothing
delusion. The poor chap was afflicted by a condition that affects an increasing
number of travellers: Systematic and Compulsive Collection of Air Miles
Syndrome (Sccams).

Tutrby seemed to have signed up for everything, from a NatWest Access

card (100 Air Miles) to the BT premium line (50 miles for enrolling, one mile
for every Pounds 10 spent). There was also an entry that explained something

that had been puzzling me.
'I wondered what had happened to my Christmas bottle of Scotch,' I told

him. 'What did I get this time? Bloody carnations! Thought you had gone on

the wagon!'
Tubby was unrepentant: 'Flying Flowers, bunch of 12 carnations, quote your

executive club number, and another 20 Air Miles in the bag.'
That clinched it. A severe case of Sccams. As we made our way past the

immigration check, I tried to reason with him. 'What it amounts to, Tubby, is

that you are spending more money than you need, often on goods you don't
really want, in order to be given things you neither need nor want. But because

they seem to be free, you lose all discrimination.'
Tubby defended himself vigorously. 'Fact is,' he said piously, 'I am not

actually spending more money. I have got to buy 'plane tickets, fill my car witlr"
petrol, hire cars, stay in hotels, send presents . . .'

I snorted, patience exhausted. 'You miss the point, Tubby. You are no

longer a discriminating shopper. You have deprived yourself of choice. You
have been lured into brand toyahy not necessarily because the particular
product is better, but because of the ultimate inducement - what the chaps

behind this scheme call 'the allure of travel'.'
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Tubby was still not convinced. 'Air Miles tickets are BA's way of saying
thank you to their regular travellers.' For an accountant who does much of his
business in Nigeria, Tubby retains an endearing trust in human nature.

I read from an Air Miles management fact-sheet I just happened to have
with me: 'Air Miles operates to awin, win, winformula,'I quoted. 'Clients -
that's the companies you've signed up with, Tubby - have the opportunity to
produce sustained, long term changes in behaviour and generate
inc reme ntal b us ine s s .'

Tubby shrugged. I still wasn't getting through. 'What's the bet that when
you need petrol, you'll buy'from Shell, even if Texaco is cheaper?' I asked him.
'You hire your cars from Hertz inZimbabwe, but Europcar is cheaper. You stay

at the Hilton in Nairobi when you could get a beffer deal from the Inter-
Continental. Take the wretched carnations. Twelve carnations cost you Pounds

10. You can grder them from Guernsey for Pounds 8.50.'
Tubby wouldn't give in. 'Over 1m people have travelled free with Air

Miles,' he said.
'No doubt,' I replied. 'And I expect there have been nearly 1m fare paying

companions. After all, you may ffavel free on your family holiday, but you'll be
paying for your wife. And your seat would probably have otherwise been empfy.
And if your ticket wasn't 'free', I doubt that you would have considered that
holiday in the first place. It's what the clever chaps at Air Miles call'selling
additional s e ats w ithout dilution.'

Tubby made one last effort. 'Why do you imply that the Air Miles tickets are

not free?'
'Because our companies indirectly paid through the nose for them, 6y

buying full fare tickets, the only kind that qualify for Air Miles. As often as not,
cheaper tickets would have served the same purpose.'

I did a few calculations. 'It will take 77 return club class tickets, costing
Pounds 2,000, earning 250 Air Miles for each leg, to qualtfy for an economy
class return ticket. You have to book at least two weeks in advance, and there is
limited availability. Some reward. You can fly London-Mombasa return on a

bucket shop ticket for f350.'
Alas, Sccams still held Tubby in its dreadful grip. 'Some routes are better

rewarded,' he said. 'London to New York club class tickets at Pounds 2,240 a

throw would bring me 750 Air Miles. Six return journeys, and Nairobi's in the

bag!'
'True,' I acknowledged, 'but you are still paying a high price. I reckon you

could save the cost of the Nairobi ticket in a single purchase if you shopped
around for an airline that offered cheaper business class fares to New York.'

By this stage we had reached the departure hall. To Tubby's consternation, I
abandoned him at the entrance to the first class lounge.

'But you're on an economy ticket, just like me,' he protested, as he was

barred from entering.
I waved my BA executive club gold card. 'Membership has its privileges,

old boy. But you have to rack up 1,000 points to qualify, not to be confused
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with Air Miles.' I could not resist a parting shot: 'What's more, carnations
don't qualify.'
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A far-away look in his eyes

20 April 1995

'Back to the future,' said Tubby Fanshawe, as we sat sipping our gin and
tonics in the cocktail bar atop Nairobi's Inter-Continental Hotel.

With a far-away look in his eyes, Tubby began to recite: 'Morning at the
Murchison, picnic at Pakwach, sandwiches in Sudan ..' 'Steady on, old chap,' I
said. 'Sudan? Haven't you heard there's a war on? No-one ever picnics at

Pakwach, and Murchison Falis was knocked off the tourist map by Idi Amin.'
'Could be done in the old days,' said Tubby.

Fanshawe and I have been bumping into each other on the Africa trail for
donkey's years, and I recognised the signs.

He was on his third G and T, a far-away look had come over his face, and I
knew that the blighter was about to reminisce about old times.

We had both arrived earlier that day, I on a British Airways flight from
London, enjoying the comfort of my Club Class seat. Tubby had flown in from
Johannesburg, on South African Airways.

It was my fault. I had got Tubby going by saying something to the effect that
air travel between Europe and Africa, and within the continent, had got a lot
better recently.

As we totted up our Air Miles, I told Tubby that, with South Africa back in
the international fold, competition on the Johannesburg route was increasing by
the day.

Meanwhile, SAA was flying on more and more African routes, several othpr
national airlines had been commercialised or privatised, Kenya Airways was

pulling its socks up, and new operators were coming into the market.
'Air travel is getting beffer and better for us, Tubby, old chap, and not

before time.' It was at that point that Tubby made his cryptic comment. So I
ordered another ice-cold Tusker beer, lit a Davidoff Number 2, and settled

down for what I suspected would be a long evening.
Tubby tapped the local paper.
'See that,' he said. 'Back to the future.' Tubby tends to repeat himself when

he's had a few snifters.
I looked at the advertisement. SAA was singing the praises of South

Africa's beaches and game parks, and urging passengers to join its frequent
flyer scheme.

On the adjoining page, Alliance Airways, a joint venture involving SAA
and the govemments of Tanzania and Uganda, was announcing the start of its
service between Entebbe, Dar es Salaam and Johannesburg.

'Quite,' I said to Tubby. 'That's my point. Travel around Africa is getting

better.' Tubby took a deep sip from his glass, gave his bushy ginger moustache

a quick wipe with the back of his hand, 'and adjusted his trousers to

accommodate his paunch.
I knew then there was no stopping him.
'True enough,' said Tubby, 'but what I am trying to tell you is that it is not

as good as it was. And when it gets as good as it was, it will be a darn sight
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better than now, if you get my drift. Back to the future.' 'Explain,' I said,
grabbed a handful of salted cashew nuts, and ordered yet another Tusker.

'I happen to collect the Year Book and Guide to East Africa, an excellent
publication, now sadly defunct, which has guided generations of travellers to
this part of the world,' said Tubby.

An accountant based in London, Fanshawe has been banging around Africa
even longer than I have. Since the 1950s, in fact.

He reached out for the cashews.
'You greedy rotter! Scoffed the lot,' he complained, and only when the bowl

had been refilled did he continue.
'I just happen to have with me the edition for 1960.' With that, he reached

into his briefcase.
'Take a dekko,' he said. 'You'll see what I mean when I say back to the

future. Read the ad on page eight.' I read the text aloud.
'East African Airways - Linking East Africa with the World .. Fourteen

different airlines provide services to and from Nairobi.' 'You can fly between
East Africa, London and Rome either first or tourist class on the speedy
Britannia 372 of East African Airways ..' I continued.

Tubby intemrpted. 'Economy class leg room on the dear old Britannia was
about the same as Business Class today.' For a moment I thought he was going
to tell me about the flying boats of the 1930s, but not even Tubby goes back that
far.

I read on.
'Nairobi is linked with Bombay, Karachi and Aden by the twice-weekly

tourist Canadair services of East African Airways. Scheduled services to every
part of the Central African Federation, as well as to Mozambique, Beira and
Lourenco Marques in Porfuguese East Africa, and to Johannesburg and Durban
in the Union of South Africa ..' I stopped in mid-sentence.

'Hang on a mo,' I said. 'Aden, Mozambique, Beira, Durban .. There are no
direct flights from Nairobi these days.' 'Quite,' said Tubby. 'Read on.' I
remembered something else.

'Didn't East Africa Airways have to stop operating when that economic
community of Kenya, Uganda and Tanzania fell apart in the mid-1970s?'
'Quite,' said Tubby once more. 'Now read on.' 'Short-haul routes stretching
from Entebbe through Jinja, Kisumu, Nairobi, Mombasa, Tanga and Zanzlbar,
as well as operating to the more remote parts of the territories, in and out of
undulating airfields.' I broke off for a swig of Tusker.

'Good Lord!' I exclaimed. 'You can't fly to Tanga or Zanzlbar on scheduled
services these days.' 'There's more to come,' said Tubby.

'Here, let me'.
He took the book and tumed a few pages. oHere's one of the best bits.' He

started to read: 'Package tours to Serengeti f7.50, two day excursions from
Entebbe to Murchison Fails ..' The penny was well and truly dropping. I had no
idea there had ever been flights to Murchison Falis, a lovely spot in uganda.

'It gets better. Listen to this', said Tubby. 'Holiday on rhe Nile .. d.t Butiaba
the SS Robert Coryndon, a modern inland marine vessel, is boarded for the
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journey across Lake Albert to Pakwach, where a river steamer takes the visitor
down the Nile to Nimule, through scenery of unqualified grandeur, where game

is plentiful.
'The inclusive cost of this delightful holiday to the Sudan border is f-29.'

'The Sudan border,' repeated Tubby, his voice rising almost to a squeak, such

was his amazement.
'Can you imagine it? Once upon a time, the Sudan border was a holiday

destination?' By now, Tubby had proved his point.
Thirty-five years ago, you could fly to more places from Nairobi than you

can today.
What is more, you could enjoy good hotels and local transport in towns that

all too often are now decrepit.
And there were fewer tourists - a few thousand a year to Kenya, compared

with nearly three-quarters of a million of the blighters today.
Notwithstanding satellite televisions, direct dialling, and faster aeroplanes,

travellers in 1960 could see more of east Africa in greater comfort, and greater

safety, than in 1995.
And this applies as much to west and cenffal Africa, as to east Africa, I later

discovered, when I dug up old guide books of the period.
Neither of us discussed the reasons for the collapse of much of Africa's

transport network, whether through mismanagement or wilr.
Tubby and I steer clear of politics.
But I did the decent thing.
'You've earned your nightcap,' I told Tubby as I called for the bill: 'The

drinks are on me.' Or to be more accurate. on the F7.
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Tubby's darkest hour
l4 August 1995

I knew the moment I set eyes on him that something dreadful had happened
to Tubby Fanshawe.

He was sitting at the bar of the Labadi Beach Hotel, Accra, and had the
shell-shocked look of a man who had experienced the unspeakable.

The last time I had seen Tubby in that shape had been at the airport in
Lagos, just after he had been told that the British Airways flight to London was
full and his name wasn't on the passenger list.

I have seen some terribie sights in my time in Africa, but'few as heart
rending as the spectacie of Tubby, pink and perspiring, absorbing that dreadful
news. Gripping my club class ticket firmly in my hand, I did what anyone else

would have done under the circs.
'Hard cheese, old chap,' I called, and, with a cheery two-fingered salute,

moved smartly towards the deparfure door.
I don't think Tubby has really forgiven me for taking his seat that night.

Nor, for that matter, has he discovered how I did it.
But when I saw Tubby at the Labadi bar, I was genuinely concerned. I have

known Tubby for years. He is a London-based accountant who has wandered
around Africa for as long as I can remember. Usually he is the soul of the party,
but that night at Labadi he barely responded to my greeting.

Not even a couple of stiff G&Ts seemed to make any difference, so I was

determined to discover what it was that had reduced Tubby to monosyllabic
gloom.

'What is it, Tubby? Get it off your chest,' I pleaded. He looked around to see

if anyone was within earshot, and beckoned me closer.
'Economy class,' said Tubby. 'I had to travel economy class'.
'You mean World Traveller?'
Tubby's cry of pain would have moved the hardest heart. 'Don't,' he

pieaded. 'World Traveller' just makes things worse. Whoever dreamt up that
euphemism should be sentenced to six return economy class trips from London
to Lagos.'

I tried to comfort him. 'It happens to all of us at some time or other, old boy.
Overbooked flights, what have you . . .'

'You don't understand,' he said. 'It's not a matter of involuntary
downgrading. This is a new rule. Company policy.'

I blanched. If word spread that Tubby Fanshawe, distinguished accountant
and traveller, was henceforth doomed to economy class, none of us was safe.

'Have you tried the line that you cannot do any work in economy class

because it's too cramped?' I asked. Tubby nodded. 'Did you tell them that you

not only cannot work but that you cannot sleep in an economy seat on ovemight
journeys, and that you need a day to recover at both ends. As a result, the
company loses three days - work day on the plane, day off work, extra hotel
night. . . '
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Tubby cut me off. 'For goodness sake, I was using those excuses when you
were stiil travelling on Aeroflot tickets bought from bucket shops.'

I winced. What he said was true. But I persevered. 'Did you try the line
about getting the most out of the last day thanks to the late check-in for club
class? The reduced stress? Use of the club lounse for last-minute calls?'

Tubby nodded mournfully.
'What about all the useful contacts one meets travellins business class.' I

continued, 'priority baggage treatment . . .'
Tubby groaned again, and I didn't have the heart to continue. 'Tubby,' I

said. 'You don't have to answer if vou don't want to. but I need to know. What
was it like?'

For the third time that evening, Tubby groaned, a piteous sound that came
from deep in his soul. He drank deeply, and tapped the reserves of strength and
courage that have made him such a formidable figure in accountancy.

'I don't know where to start,' he said.
'At the beginning,' I told him. 'At the Gatwick check-in.' 'I turned up at

10.15 for an 11 o'clock flight to Accra,' said Tubby.
'Tight, but time enough,' I responded.
'You haven't got it, have you Hollers,' said Tubby. 'The penny hasn't

dropped. I'm talking World bloody Traveller class. Steerage. Back of the bus.
Cattle class.' He paused. 'They told me the flight was closed.'

'Good Lord,' I said. 'At 10.15?' Tubby nodded. 'I managed by the skin of
my teeth, thanks to my BA gold card, though I'm bound to lose that since I
wonnt be able to rack up enough qualifying points now that I have to travel
economy.'' Worse was to follow. 'Legroom,' said Tubby. 'Just 31 inches.'

'I don't believe it,' I said. 'No other airline would dare subject passengers to
such cramped conditions. Swissair provides 34 inches.'

'Sometimes,' said Tubby, 'the world's favourite airline is the only airline tf
you want to fly direct. I mean, would you fly Nigeria Airways from London to
Lagos or Accra?'

Things were desperate, but all was not lost. I had been making contingency
plans. 'Don't despair, Tubby,' I said. 'There is a card you can play. Now listen
carefully.'

As it happened, we were both flying back to London the following night,
and as I sank into my club class seat I looked anxiously around for Tubby. Just
as the cabin doors were about to shut, Tubby burst through, and dropped into
the seat next to me.

'It worked like a charm,' he exclaimed, mopping his brow with the hot
towel provided by the attentive stewardess, and accepting a glass of champagne.
'Corporate anorexia, I told the board - you've been stricken with corporate
anorexia.' Tubby rolled the phrase around his palate with relish. 'They didn't
understand what it meant at first, so I didn't mince words.

.Thereisfarmoreatstakethanmycomfort,ItoldArbuthnotontheblowe1.'.'
last night. Economy class travel. No more tickets to Twickers. Trimming the
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menu in the directors' dining room. They all point the same way, I said. They
are a sure-fire indicator of a company in decline. In short: corporate anorexia.'

Tubby sighed. 'It worked, Hollers. In return, I've forgiven you for that
disgusting trick you played on me in Lagos. Just one thing, though: how did
you fix it?'

I shook my head. 'That,' I replied, 'is another story.'
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Chapter Eight

How are the Shakes?

Missing out on my own mugging
I I September 1993

"You can stop shaking now."
He looked about twelve, with a bright, alert face. A few minutes earlier he -

or at least his teenage companions - had been about to mug me.
He briefly took hold of my right arm, as if to steady me, a tendet,

incongruous gesture of concern. I looked down at him, dressed in loose-fitting
baseball jacket, jeans and trainers.

I didn't want to tell him the truth, to disappoint him, or to alarm him. I
probably looked bemused.

He gave a little tug at my sleeve, a child attracting an adult's attention.
"You can stop shaking, honest. We ain't gonna 'urt you."
"I can't - that's the problem, that's what my illness does to me."
He looked perplexed. It was not how he wanted our encounter to end.

The rest of the gang were moving on, and he had to leave me. He frowned,
then his face cleared: "Don't worry mate, you're safe now." And they went on
their way ...

I had noticed the gang roaming the passages at Liverpool Street

underground station when I got on the tube at about eleven that evening. I took
care to select a different compartment.

But they had got out at my stop, and I had walked part of the way before I
spotted them ahead of me. There is a taxi rank at tube station, and I could have

taken a cab. Yet it's only a 200 yard journey along a busy road. Turn left, and

I'm thirty paces from my front door.
They were waiting by the public 'phone box. I was half expecting it, but

what happened still startled me. It seemed that suddenly I was surrounded.
As I write, what happened next comes back in mental snapshots. The gang

of about six, encircling me, the twelve year old curious; one or two hostile, one

or two indifferent, but one in particular exuded menace and scared me.

The next snapshot: a pale, intense face, about seventeen, uneven small teeth,

small bat-ears, close cropped head, which he shook vigorously, side to side, up

and down, uttering a string of obscenities, unleashing an intense, intimidating
rage.

He radiated instability. I felt then that he knew he could frighten, terrify, use

his rage like a tool, as effective as a knife - which if he had, he never showed.
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But as i wilted under the blast, I feared that he didn't know how dangerous
it really was. He switched it on, but one day he won't know how to furn it off.

Then I thought: perhaps he knows himself better than I realise. He's playing
Russian roulette with his personality, and it's pointed at me.

That night, though, he could switch off, and he did.
"Why're you shaking?"
The question came not from him, but from one of the gang, as I stood

transfixed and trembling, my briefcase under my right arm, my left gripping
the case, not to protect the contents but to steady my tremor.

I heard the question, coming from my left, catching my ear from out of the
background to the verbal assault. It may have been a taunt, but I think not.

"I've got Parkinson's disease. It makes me shake."
Another snapshot.
The pale face, inches from mine, turned off the torrent of invective and

threat like a tap. I don't think he had noticed my shakes, because he was
concentrating on my face, with a terrible intimate intensity.

And now not a snapshot, but a soundbite. "'What's that!" It was not a

question. It was an expression of astonishment, with an undertone of something
else. As my mind replays and rehears the episode, time slows. Until that point,
the incident unreels before me, like a video cassette on fast forward.

But that particular second seems to stretch. Each fraction of time contains a
syliable which I analyse, and the anaiysis tells me that my relationship with my
verbal assailant was going to change.

"What's that! My grandad had that!"
The next snapshot and soundbite are blurred.
I cannot fully account for the few seconds that followed. Until then I was

vividly aware of what was happening, what was said. But these moments were
suffused by relief to the exclusion of all eise. I knew then it would be ali right.

I do remember, though, that the tone of the sound around me was changing.
Strident hostility had been replaced by a murmur, the mumbles and mutters
that serve as words when taken aback by somebody's bad news.

Verbal assailant turned into awkward, uncomfortabie protector. "Yeah, my
grandad had it. Wouldn't have done you if we'd known, mate. We don't do sick
people 'n that, old people 'n such."

The twelve year old, iike a mascot amongst them, piped up: "Yeah mate, we

don't do that, not sick people."
There was then an awkward moment for both gang and the let-off victim.
We both wanted to get about our business, and go in different directions.

But their route was also my route.
It was almost comic. I was a nuisance. but thev were too polite to say: "Now

bugger off and keep out of our way."
We had been thrown together, and now wanted to make our farewells - like

guests at the end of a dinner party, wanting to disengage from someone who
wants to prolong the bonhomie of the table.
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You want to avoid sharing a taxi, and certainly do not want to exchange

addresses. But you have bidden farewell to the hostess, you're together on the

doorstep, and you don't want to be rude.
And honoul was at stake, theirs and mine. To turn back would be to impugn

their word that I was safe, and would injure my pride.
It seemed to be resolved. The gang set off ahead of me, but looked back after

a few paces, then slowed, obliging me to turn tail or catch up. And so I started

the next block home, the muggers became my escor[ as far as my sffeet, the

aggressor turned protector, now almost solicitous, by my side. By then I felt I
had to offer him reassurance: "I manage all right, really..."

He nodded. We walked on. "My mum's got problems. Needs kidney

dialysis, uses a machine, every week." He wasn't looking at me then, his gaze

roaming ahead.
We got to corner of my sffeet, and it was at that point the twelve year old

offered his own reassurance: "You can stop shaking now."
I can't explain what I did next, because it was not necessary. Even as I did, I

wondered if I was being tactless, or crass, or cowardly. I had a #20 pound note

in my pocket. "Can I pay your fare home?"
They shook their heads. "We don't want your money, mate," and they

continued their predatory journey east.

I didn't tell the police. I've been mugged before, and did then, when credit

cards and passport and briefcase were taken at knifepoint. True, I lost nothing

this time, and perhaps I owed to others. That thought still makes me feel

uneasy. But I felt bound by a code.

l'f,i'1ff;l"i"i:l H.t#te same walk home, a bir earrier, but darr, the

corner off-licence about to close. Two figures were in the shadows.

"oi!"
Not again, I thought, not another mugger. I kept walking.
"Oi!" More urgent, and something else ...

I stopped, vital steps short of the sanctuary of the off-licence, the pavement

empty but for me and two shapes in the gloom. The caller had his jacket collar

up, and his face was obscured. Recognition came as I peered more closely. I
was taken aback, and my response was instinctive.

I went up to him, hand extended. "How're you doing?"
He transferred a bottle, cider I think, from under his right arm to his left. He

seemed a bit surprised that I had approached him, but it must have been clear

that it was spontaneous. His face retained that undercurrent of passion,

frustration, anger that I remember so vividly. We shook hands, briefly.

"Thought it was you," he said: "How're the shakes?"

He might have added: "Stay lucky." He didn't. And we went our seParate

ways.
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Chapter Nine

Short lqdders, long snakes, loaded dice

A decade of adjustment in Africa

Presentation to the Seminar on
Policies for Growth in Africa.

Mr Chairman, ladies and gentlemen,
while preparing for this meeting, I came across the foilowing appeal:

"The record is grim and it is no exaggeration to talk of crisis ... what is
needed is a new kind of social compact, an agreement within the world
community that the struggle against poverty in Africa is a joint concern which
entails responsibilities for both parties."

It is from the 1981 World Bank report. It could well have come from the
Bank's latest study, 'Adjustment in Africa: Reforms, Results and the Road
Ahead'. The right policies, properly implemented, do bring results; but for most
of the 600m people in the 51 countries of sub-Saharan Africa. the crisis
continues.

Indeed, the need for an international compact on Africa could serve as the
theme of this conference in Tokyo.

Africa is iooking for advice, as well as assistance, from the rest of the world.
The lessons from east Asia's extraordinary success could prove a stimulating
ingredient in that compact. And if such an international approach is to be
effective, Japan must be amongst the countries at the forefront. Today's
gathering will itself prove to be a most valuable contribution.

I certainly expect to learn a great deal, and I am most grateful to the
Japanese Finance Ministry for inviting me to speak.

My role is to review the record, but I have taken a broad interpretation of
that brief.

Let me offer my credentials. I begin with the fact that I have been around a
long time.

So long that on my birthday a colleague presented me with a book entitled
'Thinking Black: 22 years without a break in the long grass of Central Africa'.
Kim Jaycox's memoirs, I assumed.

On opening it, I discovered it was written by a European explorer at the turn
of the last century. Mr Crawford, the author, was an unpleasant man but offers
useful advice to anyone standing in my shoes.

In Africa, he writes, "one is tempted far too often to speak one's mind,
forgetful that you must mind how you speak." i willtry to remember this...
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I have now spent nearly thirty years in the long grass, if I take as my
starting point Ian Smith's unilateral declaration'of Rhodesia's independence on

November 11, 1965.
Then I was a student at the University of Rhodesia; now I've reached the

age when Central Bank governors look young.
Let me begin by elaborating on the following view:
Africa's plight is deepening; good governance is failing; the west is

disengaging.
I respect the integrity and commitment of people who disagree with me

about the impact of reform, but it sometimes seems that we see Africa through

different eyes.

On the one hand, I continue to be astonished by the continent's vjgour, its

initiative, its resilience: prize winning literature, music that has become

international, brilliant athletes and football teams, important scientific
research, such as the work done by Dr Thomas Odhiambo at the insect

communication centre in Nairobi.
Above all, I am struck by the way Africa's values - including compassion,

hospitality, and humour - have survived man-made and natural disasters.

Perhaps the greatest trauma of all has been the effect of economic reforms, all
the more painful because they were adopted so late.

Given all the trials and tribulations the continent has undergone, from the

slave trade through to the present day, it remarkable that Africa is not in worse

shape.

That said, images come to mind which tell me as much, if not more, than

Africa' s unreliable statistics.
In Zimbabwe - the Honde valley, on the eastern border, once lush and

fertile, today overpeopled and overgrazed.
In Kenya - the steady deterioration of the infrastructure that has taken place

sinee my first visit in 1977.
In Nigeria - the university library at Ibadan, where most of the periodicals

on the shelves do not go beyond the early 1980s, when the oil money ran out.

In Zaire - schools in Kiw province, where a generation of children are

going without school books.
What is incongruous is that as Africa's economic plight deepens, my life

there has become more comfortable!
Hotels tend to be better; communications easier; airlines offer business class,

and the dusty old Land Rover is now an airconditioned Toyota LandCruiser!

These are islands of comfort, in oceans of poverty.
There has been a revolution.
In 1965 Africa was a Cold War battleground, military or ideological. White

minority regimes dominated southern Africa; what was termed Black Africa
was dominated by authoritarian regimes, and inefficient state-confrolled

economies.

A coup in Portugal tn 197 4 and a revolution in the Soviet Union more than

10 years later helped transform the region.
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Today human rights are on the agenda, political debate flourishes, and
muiti-party democracy is in nearly every counrry, an accepted objective, even
though the route is proving more demanding than many expected.

Most governments accept, at least in principle, that structural adjustment -
cutting budget deficits, slowing inflation and monetary growth, establishing a
competitive exchange rate and eliminating obstacles to exports - is necessary if
they are to achieve self-sustaining economic growth.

we are now in the era of good governance and the linkage of aid to
economic and political reform. But Africa is still a baffleground, literaily and
metaphorically.

To change the metaphor, it is as if an unseen hand is playing Snakes and
Ladderp across sub-Saharan Africa.

Democracy fitfully emerges in South Africa, is denied in Nigeria, suffers a
bloody defeat in Burundi; civil war revives in Angola, continues in Sudan,
Zatre slides towards anarchy.

News from the continent is as unpredictable as the throw of the dice. Snakes
marked Drought, Floods, Comrption or Civil War, writhe across the board;
ladders appear as Debt Rescheduled, or World Bank Loans.

Short ladders, long snakes ... and loaded dice: the destination. Recoverv.
remains out of reach.

A decade of structural adjustment, and net aid flows of $170bn, has
stemmed the region's decline but not launched a revival.

Incomes per head fell by an average 1.1 per cent a year between i982 and
7992, compared to an average rise of 0.8 per cent a year in all developing
countries and 6.4 per cent in the east Asia developing countries.

"Current growth rates among the best emphasis added African performers
are still too low to reduce poverty much in the next two or three decades,"
warns the Bank in this week's report.

unless sub-Saharan Africa's "poor" economic policies improve, it will be
forty years before the region retums to its per capita income of the mid-i970s,
says the Bank.

What strikes me about the report is its sombre tone. Compare it to extracts
from past studies by the Bank, reproduced in an appendix to this address. It is a
far cry from the note sounded in 1990: "Recovery has begun!,,

But Africa's crisis, identified by the Bank in its 19g1 report, has a further
element today. Africa is not only in danger of losing the battle; the world is
losing interest.

The countries that led the scramble for Africa's resources some 100 years
ago are now disengaging.

Freed from cold war rivalries, distracted by Bosnia, attracted by Asia,
hardened to Africa's unending tragedies and frustrated by its failures, less
dependent on its commodities, the world is drifting away, leaving the continent
to its troubles.

The US, France and Belgium have abnegated responsibilities in Zaire-
Britain is distancing itself from Nigeria, and Kenya; washington abandoned
Liberia, the west shrugged off Angola.
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Next month President Clinton withdraws the bulk of US marines from
Somalia, where intervention has turned out to be an aberration which western
governments are unlikely to repeat.

Africa's fears that Operation Hope marked the start of neo-colonialism now
appear to have been wishful thinking: "If only the west cared enough to want to
recolonise us," an African diplomat ruefully observes.

"But we are hardly an attractive proposition", he adds.

The technological gap between Africa and the world has widened, and the

continent's management is weak. Civil services have been neglected or
politicised. The integrity of the judiciary has been eroded.

Aids takes its terrible toll. More than half of the world's 15 million sufferers

are in Africa. The virus has already killed about 1.2 million Africans. An
estimated 14 million will be infected by the year 2000. Many are from the
skilled urban class on which the implementation of reform greatly depends.

Foreign investment has declined (although 1994 will be different, for the

world's fund managers have decided that this will be the year of Africa as an

emerging market), and commercial bank lending outside the energy sector has

dried up.
There is little evidence to suggest that either returning flight capital or

foreign investment can fill the gap between Africa's capital needs and its ability
to generate domestic savings.

Africa's share of world trade - about 3-4 per cent - has been stagnant for
over 20 years, and there is no sign of substantial improvement in the near term.

Ties are being cut in other ways: diplomatic representation on the continent
is being reduced, by Britain in particular; the best and the brightest ih
diplomatic services or international business seek to make a career in Asia,
Europe or North America - seldom in Africa.

To the outside world, Africa presents a sorry picture.
Efforts to democratise politics and privatise economies a.re set back by

ethnic tensions and vested interests, weak institutions, and poor management.

External debt is rising, over four million children a year under the age of five
are dying, per capita income is falling or stagnant. As I said earlier, Africa is
losing the battle; and the world is losing interest - partly because its policies for
the region seem ineffectual

Since the Cold War ended, donors have linked aid to economic reform and

good governance, a phrase that embraces human rights and democracy.

But the terms have never been clear, and today the policy appears confused.

Increasingly the west is placing responsibility for Africa on the World Bank
and the IMF. Powerful as they are, these institutions are not designed for the

enonnous task, lack a proper mandate from their boards, and do not have clear
policy directives from the governments that control the directors.

As the Bank itself has warned, structural adjustment, while essential to

Africa's recovery, is not sufficient.
Just how far is Africa falling behind hopes and expectations?
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Let me use as a yardstick the World Bank's words in its excellent report on
the continent, published in 1989. The Bank asked the question: "Can Africa's
deciine be reversed?"

"The simple answer is yes," the Bank report went on: "It can be and it must
be. The alternative is too ghastly to contemplate."

The Bank's hopes, back in 1989, that African economies could grow at a
rate of 4 to 5 per cent proved optimistic. Growth has been barely half that, well
below the region's 3.2 per cent annual rise in population.

Yet Africa's share of aid under the auspices of the Word Bank and the IMF
has been rising. Net aid transfers to Africa increased from 5.67a of reeional
GDP in the early 1970s to 8.3 in the late 70s, reaching ll.j of coe uylslo.
Sub-Saharan Africa share of global aid is up to 38 per cent in 1991 from l7 per
cent in 1970.

Where does the impetus for growth in the 1990s come from?
I hope this conference can suggest answers, based on Asia's experience; but

let me raise some of the problems.
Let us assume that we have political stability and comrption is under

control: even then the adoption of the full adjustment agenda may not be
enough to deliver a significant growth take-off.

As my colleague, Professor Tony Hawkins, has argued in a recent paper,
across Africa, the private sector is dominated by a handful of multinationals
and hundreds of small-scale enterprises.

Those medium-sized companies which do exist are primarily service-
orientated and often dependent on the regulations and tariff walls that
adjustment poiicies dismantle, he points out.

Meanwhile, global companies have been slow to return. The post-1970
deterioration in commodity prices, the increasing need for skilled rather than
merely plentiful and cheap labour, and the increased emphasis on short lead
times and -quality over cost, all make it harder for Africa to sell itself as a
location for foreign direct investment.

Even successful adjusters have not shed the reputation of being high-risk,
low-return locations. The region does not have the social and physical
infrastructure requirements that multinationais increasingly demand.

Standards of literacy lag behind those of the east Asian developing
economies, while the public infrastructure, education and health systems have
deteriorated across the continent.

Even when governments are getting macroeconomic policies right,
implementation on the ground - in the central bank, at the tax office, at the
customs desk - is proving much more difficult, notes Professor Hawkins. The
reason, highlighted n a recent speech by the Kim Jaycox, is the region,s
deteriorating institutional capacity. The Bank group lends $4bn a year to sub-
Saharan Africa but has $14bn waiting to be dispersed.

Meanwhile, reducing the role of the state has left a vacuum - filled in many
instances by the donors and non-governmental organisations. In reaiity, the
shift of control in Africa is not from the state to the private sector, or to the
market, but to the donors.
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In some countries - Mozambique is one - aid dependence has become aid

addiction. Mr Jaycox argues that by substituting expatriate management for
domestic skills, doners are "systematically destroying capacity that does exist."

I would qualify this: my concern is rather the calibre of expatriate

management, all too often second rate when Africa needs the best. First rate

expatriates, coupled with in-house training progammes, are part of the answer,

not an element in the problem.
What is clear, writes Tony Hawkins, is that there is a disturbing

contradiction between the desire for private sector and market-oriented

development and the intrusive role the agencies frequently play in project

decision-making. An alarmingly high proportion of the region's investment

decisions are made by aid workers without the necessary skills, rather than the

private sector.

Let me now turn to the linkage between economic and political reform-

Giving SAP a bad name
Part of the problem at the heart of Africa's development crisis is that fact that

economic reform and political reform may be incompatible, as Nigeria and

Kenya strikingly illustrate.
Many African rulers are politically dependent on the patronage and

comrption which regulations and secrecy conceal and which reforms are

designed to root out. _

But the donors share the blame, for they tend to be reluctant to follow
through the logic of economic reform, and apply it to the political arena.

Too often are donors are willing to conceal what they know of comrption ih
African governments. They fail to insist on minimum levels of transparency,

accountabilify and access to information.
Far from exposing comrption, they become complicit. The damage is

twofold.
By withholding or denying African electorates information about structural

adjustment programmes, they stifle debate about economic policy. Outside an

elite of top civil servants and bankers, most Africans are kept ignorant of the

facts that should be in the public domain.
They also let African governments off the hook. The acronym SAP -

structural adjustment programme - stands for Steadily Accumulating Pain

throughout Africa, inflicted by foreigners or their catspaws.

And when adjustment fails, the donors carry the blame - seldom the

government which did not keep to the terms of the prograrnme.

Associated with this is what has been called "clientitis", perhaps better

known as the Stockholm syndrome, named after the case where an abducted

lady abducted fell in love with her kidnappers and became their apologist.

How often have I and my colleagues emerged from the offi.ces of embassies

and donors wondering why they put the most optimistic gloss on the actions of

a corrupt and incompetent government.
The World Bank has changed its policy on disclosure, I am told. I will

believe this when I see the documents: let us start with the more disclosure of
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the diversion of oil receipts in Nigeria; or the report on the political banks in
Kenya, source of the election slush fund.

Not only the Bank is to blame
But I have not come here to attack the Bank. Indeed, I hope that the Bank, as it
ceiebrates it fifry years since Bretton Woods, goes on the offensive against its
critics - before going on to invite them to settle their differences and join the
new coalifion.

If non governmental organisations exposed themselves to their critics and
underwent the same intemal analysis as the Bank, it would be salutary.

Often deferential to dictators, frequently rooted in the ideologies that held
sway in the sixties, fighting lost causes, and warning of the evils of
multinational corporations. "structural adjustment has failed", said an Oxfam
statement iast September, reflecting the hold of a generation that remains loyal
to discredited ideologies.

John clark, who used to work with oxfam, put it werl in his book,
Democratising Development: The Role of voluntary organisations. NGos, he
says, "will make little headway unless their ideas are grounded in economic
reality and unless they search for positive as well as negative iessons within the
programmes of the World Bank and other practitioners of development
ofthodoxy."

The same could apply to unido, uNDp, ECA, the acronyms of agencies
which have contributed so little to Africa's development. How often in the
1970s and 1980s did I do the rounds of their offices gradually realising that it
was a fruitless exercise.

Often they were staffed by beneficiaries of a quota system which provides
patronage for authoritarian governments who appoint "experts" and
"consultants" of doubtful ability.

And as for expatriate experts ...many are first rate; but many more are given
a stafus and respect they do not deserve, patronising if not racist, trading cars,
stereos, and hard currency salaries on the biack market.

Africa's own failure to communicate deserves comment. As I am based in
London, my experience in this matter is limited to London, but coileagues
around Europe and North America say the same.

African embassies and their diplomats do not do their job. That is bad
enough. But they pay somebody else to do their job for them but they usually do
not do it particularly well -they hire public relations agencies and lobbyists; or
they let NGOs or the World Bank do it for them.

when the IMF meeting was underway last September, for example, it was
Oxfam that lobbied me, presented Africa's case on debt relief, and officials at
the Bank anxious to keep Africa high on the agenda. From the African finance
ministers gathered in Washington - not a peep.

But I save most of my passion for the donors.
In stressing the importance of good governance, and linking aid to

economic and political reform, donors have espoused a fine sounding principle
which they have not been able to put into practice. Security or commercial
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interests intervene, or donors become reluctant to assume any responsibility for
what may ensue if conditionality is strictly applied.

The link between structural adjustment and good governance and the use of
aid as a lever to ensure compliance with the two concepts, seems to be far more

complex than was first thought.
Anomalies and contradictions abound. Western donors allow President

Yoweri Museveni of Uganda to run a de facto one-parfy state and pledge

$800m to the country's reform prograrnme. The same donors suspended aid to
Kenya in November 1991, partly because President Daniel arap Moi ran a one

party state.

Britain remonstrates with Nigeria for annulling presidential elections and

stops issuing visas to military officers - but does not cancel a contract to sell
Vickers tanks for use by those same officers.

Do we really believe that aid to Mozambique should be conditional on early

elections and a multi-party state? Mozambique has scarcely to skilled resources

from which to fine one competent set of ministers, let alone the shadow cabinet.

What do outsiders make of the disarray in the ranks of the development
agencies, the bitter attacks by Oxfam and Economic Commission for Africa.
The general public is baffled and confused, at a time when Africa needs their
vigorous lobbying of the west's decision makers.

What should be done?
Be blunter: The donor community,
Africa. Telling things as they are

adjustment programmes can achieve.
It means acknowledging that deregulation and liberalisation are only a

beginning, that five-year programmes are implausibly short and that it will take

many years of investment in human and physical infrastructure before the

region' s institutional base is rehabilitated.
Don't patronise Africa or seek to encourage Africa, by concealing the

reality. And don't lower standards. Don't tell President Moi that his election

was free and fair - all things considered.

Clarifu political conditionality, and provide more support
The donors must put political reform at the top of the agenda. Enforcing good

governance requirements is much more demanding, and perhaps more

important, than requiring multi-party elections as a pre-condition for aid.

Sometimes elections help: without the defeat of Kenneth Kaunda in the

1991 elections, Zambia would probably not have become the counfry with one

of the best macro-economic records in the region.
But Ghana's successful transition to civilian rule occurred, in part, because

the military government was able to build an impressive track record, over a
lO-year period, before putting its popularity to the test through last autumn's

elections. An election in 1985 or 1986 may well have delivered a very different
result.

must speak out about the true state of
means being more realistic about what
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But there is nothing democratic or economically progressive about multi-
party elections unless minimum standards of good governance are already
achieved. Last year's elections did not persuade President arap Moi of Kenya to
put past patronage policies aside and embrace accountability and transparency.

Constitution making
The hopes for the revival of African democracy will be dashed unless Africa
draws up constitutions which take account of ethnic, religious and regionai
differences will not succeed. We have learnt, or should have learnt. from the
past decade or so that ethnicity proved to be more entrenched than many
observers had expected, as the Kenya election proved.

If Angola's constitution had three principles entrenched - proportional
representation in the executive arm of government; a formula that guaranteed a
fair share of its oil revenue to the regions or provinces; and provincial
assemblies with significant powers - it might have survived its transition.

Rebuild the parties and institutions of democracy
It has not been possible to revive political parties banned and which
subsequently ossified. Like civil services they need building up and training,
and this is a legitimate area for western fundins.

Strengthen civic structure s

Dictatorships and wars have left many African countries without the civic
structures that underpin democracy, inciuding an independent judiciary and
civil service, and a healthy press.

More responsibility for NGOs
Notwithstanding criticisms above, non-governmental organisations should play
a greater role. They should take on fundamental responsibilities. In certain
countries, where the management capacity of gouernment is weak, NGOs
should run primary health care, or primary education, or drought relief.

Zambra has set a precedent in its handiing of last years drought relief
operation, effectively handing it over to the NGOs. As one minister put it to
me: "It meant that we could cut through the red tape, and take patronage - i.e.
comrption - out of the hands of government officials.',

Miiitary spending should be a conditionality, with outlays on defence set at
a percentage of GDP.

Anti-Comrption measures should be given priority, and monitoring should
inciude the suppliers of goods and contracts, as weil as the recipients.

Tackle Africa's debt burden
The carrot of debt relief has not been enough to persuade half-hearted adjusters
to accelerate reform. The World Bank is right to argue that a substantial write-
off of Africa's remaining debts, on more generous temls than are currentiy
envisaged, and taking account of differing debt structures, is now inevitable and
should occur across the board.
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Ghana's abilify to sustain reform over the past decade is due, in large part,

to the fact that annual gross aid flows, averaging 8 per cent of GDP, were

available almost from the moment that reform began.

But it is absurd that Ghana should, at the same time, be paying a third of its

annual export earnings in debt service to bilateral and multilateral donors. The

Ghanaian government will not request debt relief, even though it clearly

qualifies for debt reduction, for fear that these aid flows will dry u

But the donors should be offering, to Ghana, and other successful adjusters,

much more generous packages of aid and debt relief.

Tougher monitoring
Debt relief should be combined with a public statement from the Bank and the

donors that, for Africa, the rules of the aid game have changed.

The Bank, and the donors, should refuse to engage in policy-based lending

with any government which does not meet minimum standards of transparency

and public access to information, including the Bank's own reports.

They must be much stricter about policing and enforcing the conditions

upon which future lending is based, including much more rigorous and rapid

internal auditing of Bank and IMF lending. If governments are not willing to

embrace the full structural adjustment agenda and good govemance

requirements, then the donors should only finance humanitarian projects.

The World Bank and the donors need to re-assess their approach to the

numerous African governments who merely flirt with economic reform. and if
there is not a big stick, there may be a big carrot. No stick can bring Nigeria

back to reform - but the offer of a debt write off could. cheap at the price.

But the motivation must be more than charity or compassion. Western

governments and their constituents must be motivated by something other than

humanitarian concerns, admirable as these are.

In my view, Africa must appeal to western self interest, the sfrongest

motivator of all. This will only happen when an ailing Africa is seen as a

threat:
o Immigration to southern Europe
o The need to avert a rise in Moslem extremism
o The growth in drug-trafficking
o The threat to health posed by disease, whether Aids or the discovery of

bubonic plague inZure
o The loss of flora and fauna with a medicinal value, through

environmental erosion or neglect
Africa cannot be ring-fenced: and a sick Africa, I believe, will not be good

for the health of the rest of the world.
And whether the west re-engages out of self-interest or humanitarian

imperative, Unicef s poignant warning is timeiy: "The abandonment of hopes

for the continent would mean the writing off of the talents, aspirations and

potential of one eighth of mankind, both now and far into the next century."

Finally, let me quote Lee Kuan Yew, Singapore's Senior Minister:
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"From Africa must come a. new generation of leaders, committed to reform,
and tapping the same spirit that brought freedom 30 years ago. Angered by the
failures of corrupt and autocratic leaders, f'rustrated by economic policies that
did not deliver, impatient to recover their |ost civil rights, and worn out by
wars, Africa's people are strivingfor afresh start . . ."

In preparing this talk, I have drawn on the insights and, contributions of my
colleagues, Professor Tony Hawkins of the university of zimbabwe and
contributor to the Financial Times since 1965, and Edward Balls, formerly
leader writer and columnist at the FT and now economic adviser to Gord,on
Brown, shadow chancellor of the exchequer. This paper does not necessarily
reflect their own views; nor the view of the Financial rimes.

Tolcyo, 17 March 1994
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Joe Slovo, 1926 - 1gg5

Black South Africans literally sang his praises, many white South Africans
wanted to kiil him: all are today indebted to him.

Joe slovo, South Africa's housing minister who died yesterday aged 6g, was
not only one of Nelson Mandela's oldest friends and closest advisers in the long
battle against apartheid.

He was the white man who took up arms against his tribe. And though they
reviled him for doing so, he helped secure their future.

With a white South African chief of staff of the African National Congress
guerrilla wing, it was all but impossible for angry black South Africans to
succumb to any temptation to turn a struggle for democracy into a war against
whites. And secure in his credentials, Slovo's ultimate achievement was to
understand the predicament of his enemies, and argue for their piace in a
democratic South Africa.

It was in I976 that I first met South Africa's most wanted 'terrorist'. There,
cavorting in the swimming pool in the grounds of my cottage in Lusaka, was a
congenial, slightly tubby middle-aged man. We discovered that we shared a
taste for Havana cigars and both followed Chelsea's fornrnes in the Enslish
football league.

It was the start of a relationship in which politics took second place, at ieast
until Joe was able to return to South Africa. The garden and the pool were his
sanctuary, physical and mental, and I wished never to intrude on it. But it iaid
the foundations for a friendship which I cherished, with a man whom I came to
respect and admire, relishing his anecdotes and benefiting from his insights.

His appearance was deceptive. With tousled silver hair, face turning slightly
pink, sharp tongue and the debating skills of the barrister he once was, there
was a touch of the Rumpole about him, that fictional barrister, shrewd in court,
wise in the ways of the world, and on the side of the underdog.

Siovo sided with south Africa's black majority almost from
arrived in Johannesburg in 1936, a lO-year-old yiddish-speaking

the day he

Jew called Yossel Mashel Slovo by 17 he had joined the communist
eventually became its chairman.

But the genial, avuncular figure had another side. He helped form and lead
Umkhonto we Sizwe (Spear of the Nation), the ANC's armed wing, committed
to the overthrow of apartheid and the cause of the South African Communist
party.

For over 20 years his life was at risk. His flrst wife, Ruth First, was killed by
a parcel bomb in Maputo, and a comrade in arms, Chris Hani, was assassinated
in 1993. Neither tragedy changed his imperturbable air and apparent lack of
concern for his own safety.

when he returned to south Africa in 1990, the man depicted as public
enemy number one astonished his adversaries.

Armed with impeccable credentials, and personifying the non-racial stance
of the ANC (he became the first white member of its national executive in
1985), mellowed by age and a second marriage, and gripped by a mortal illness
- cancer of the bone marrow - he became the conciliator.
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Siovo was able to urge pragmatism without alienating the country's

impatient, angry black youth.
Thus it was Slovo who took the lead - but with the blessing of Mandela,

whose friendship dated back to their time as law students together at

Johannesburg's Witswatersand University - in calling for a government of

national unity, and stressing the importance of reassuring the white-dominated

civil service and security forces.

The role of pragmatist matched his own need to adjust to changing realities

at home and abroad.
The sheer might of the South African army, and the collapse of the Soviet

Union, the ANC's main ally, forced Slovo to concede that a military victory

was impossible.
The Soviet Union's collapse was also an intellectual and personal blow for

someone who had been sustained by communism's precepts since the age of 17,

when he joined the Communist party.

The painful process was helped by his self-deprecating sense of humour.

'socialism can come later,' he said to friends as he explained over dinner the

need to reach an accommodation with the ruling National Party, and paused

before adding: '. . .when I have discovered what it is.'
And finally, the years in exile, operating from bases in Angola, Zarrbia and

Mozambique gave him first hand experience of the failure of post independence

Africa.
He leaves behind a Communist party which has yet to discover its post-

apartheid role, and still to rid itself of past associations, and a concern that it
acts as a powerful cabal in South African politics.

'What you see and hear is what you get,' said Slovo at a campaign meeting

last year. 'No hidden agenda,' he went on and readily conceded the 'murky

side' to the communist past, 'locked into horrific Stalinist distortions'.

Many South Africans remained unconvinced. Slovo himself remained

something of an enigma, the suspicion lingering that he did in fact cling to an

agenda of his own. Nor was it easy to reconcile what seemed to be the two Joe

Slovos - the genial public figure and the committed revolutionary.
'I hope there is only one Joe Slovo,' he replied in response to the question I

put to him on one of our last meetings. What sffuck me was that he made no

attempt to deny or conceal that there was steel below the avuncular surface. I
suspect that his objective, pursued for 50 years, stayed much the same - an

egalitarian society. The only difference was that he had lost the confidence

about how to achieve it.
For all his charm, Joe retained a deltachment.about his adversaries that was

almost chilting. He resisted the bonding process of late night negotiations and

shared whiskies, and stayed coolly analytical.
It was as if his Marxist background still dominated, making him see the

men and women negotiators opposite him more as pawns in the class sffuggle

than as individuals whose personalities could in themselves influence the

outcome of the constitutional talks on South Africa's future.
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As the cancer of the bone marrow began to sap his vitality I asked him how
he kept up a punishing schedule.

'I know it sounds corn],' he replied, 'but I get strength from the people.'
Never was this more apparent than during last year's election campaign.

By then Slovo was showing the strain, a grey-haired, elderiy man, slightly
stooped and thinning, who wearily climbed the steps from behind onto the
podium. But as he came into view, a deep roar of applause greeted him and Joe
iiterally grew in stature, the'energy of the crowd rejuvenating him.

His appointment last May as housing minister in South Africa's frst
government of national unity was a master stroke. If anybody could deliver the
ANC's campaign promise to reduce the housing backlog by 1m homes a year it
would have been Joe Slovo, who in characteristic sfyle immediately set about
building an alliance between government and the private sector.

But his loss to South Africa goes beyond the portfolio, important though it
is. Slovo was one of a handful of men and women, Nelson Mandela, Walter and
Albertina Sisu1u among them, whose character and credentials combined to
give them a moral authority which transcended party, race or creed.

No counfiry can afford such a loss, least of all South Africa, approaching a
crisis of black expectations, and above all still in the process of putting the final
shape to its constitution. It is here that Joe Slovo, revolutionary turned
pragmatist, will be missed most.

8 Januarv 1995

188



Profiles

Ian Douglas Smith

Ian Douglas Smith, the former prime Minster of
Rhodesia, has remained defiant to the last, not displaying a

shadow of doubt, nor a hint of regret, about the action with
which his name became synonymous - the unilateral
declaration of independence (UDI) from Britain.

"We have struck a blow for the preservation of justice,
civilisation and Christianity," announced Mr Smith on November 11, 1965.

Rhodesia and its neighbours were to pay a terrible price for what amounted
to a doomed attempt to keep black nationalism at bay.

The whites, outnumbered by 22 to 1, had to wage a war that cost up to
30,000 lives (mainly black), helped sow the seeds of a devastating conflict in
Mozambique, and contributed to the disastrous state of Zarbiatoday.

Mr Smith has to looked back on the UDI era as "the best years of our lives."
For the 250,000 or so whites, it may have been. The economy flourished, with
Rhodesian entrepreneurs and sympathisers abroad circumventing international
sanctions and selling key exports tobacco and minerals in a strong world
market.

A paternalist at best, advocating "advancement on merit", Ian Smith
nevertheless always envisaged a white hand on the tiller. "No majority rule in a

thousand years," he declared in 1977 , even then refusing to read the writing on
the wall.

The policies of the policies of the Rhodesian Front (RF), the party he led,
without electoral defeat, were no better than racist, tuned to the mood of the
time.

The 1960s was a turbulent period, traumatic and formative for whites'
political psyche. The Central African Federation of Northern and southri:rn
Rhodesia and Nyasaland, launched in 1952, had collapsed under the pressure of
black opposition a decade later. Bitter recriminations were levelled against the
British government; and the late Sir Roy Welensky, the federal prime minister,
accused Whitehall of betrayal.

The Belgian Congo, now Zare, was in bloody post-independence upheaval.
White refugees streamed across the border with Northern Rhodesia. The Congo
symbolised anarchy: a confusing, threatening battlefield of communists,
nationalists, secessionists, white mercenaries and United Nations ffoops.

To the whites of Rhodesia, it seemed a harbinger of their own fate. The
Rhodesian Front, formed in 7962, skilfully exploited these fears, winning the
general election held the same year with a bedrock of support from white
farmers who felt most threatened by the prospect of black rule.

The counffy had been self-governing since 1923; but only independence
from Britain would secure the whites' future, the RF believed. Winston Field,
the party's first prime minister, was seen as too soft on the issue, and in April
1964 Smith took over.

Few politicians can have been as attuned to the mood of their constituency.
By then Smith had been in parliament for over 15 years, having won his seat at
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the age of 28. His record was modest, having served as a junior finance
minister, and his personality dour. Yet for over a decade he was to exercise an

extraordinary hold over his supporters.
For them he was a charismatic figure. The fact that he was the first prime

minister to be born in Rhodesia (of Scottish parents in the small mining town
of Selukwe), and a farmer to boot, helped sustain the carefully cultivated image

of the Rhodesian minority as a white African ffibe, rather than a predominantly
immigrant elite.

He was also a fighter pilot. His weather-beaten farmer's face was partially
immobilised by an injury sustained when his Royal Air Force Spitfre crashed

in Italy in during the becond world war.
The 1965 election saw the consolidation of RF power, the party winning all

the white seats. Denying it in public, in private the Front prepared the way for
turning Rhodesia into a de facto one party state. Radio and television lost their
independence and newspapers were heavily censored. The army commander
was forced to retire, senior civil servants opposed to IIDI were replaced, as was

the high commissioner in London.
But having achieved his immediate objective, Smith could offer no blueprint

for the future. Mr Smith tried to distinguish befween the Rhodesian Front's
policy of "separate development" and apartheid. 'TVe should be allowed to
develop in our own separate compartments," he told parliament in 1969. But
although the Land Apportionment Act divided the country into black and white
areas, he ruled out partition of Rhodesia into South African type homelands as

impractical.
Yet in its pursuit of "separate development" the Smith government banned

multi-racial school sport, and forbade the partners of cooks and gardeners

working in white suburbs to live together even in the servants' quarters. The
couples' "real homes" were in the Tribal Trust Lands.

Smith's gntty, undemonstrative self-confidence, coupled with a capacity for
deviousness, infuriated and frustrated a succession of British diplomats and

other mediators.
It required a guerrilla war to shift him. Even then he proved a resilient

adversary. With the then president of Zarnbta, Kenneth Kaunda, as the

facilitator, he sought unsuccessfully a deal with Mr Joshua Nkomo in which
two minorities would join forces, the Whites and Mr Nkomo's Ndebele tribe. In
1978 he found a new ally in Bishop Abel Muzorewa, a reconciliator turned
politician. But the terms of the new constitution for Zimbabwe-Rhodesia
effectively kept power in white hands. It sealed the fate of both men.

In Ian Smith's view, Africa's disastrous post-independence record has

proved him right. A cold war warrior still warning of the communist threat, he

seldom misses an opportunity to denigrate his successor, Mr Robert Mugabe,
apparently oblivious to the irony that he enjoys a freedom 6f expression he

denied black leaders who challenged minority rule.
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Robert Gabriel Mugabe
Robert Gabriel Mugabe uncomfortably straddles

Africa's transition from autocratic founder presidents and

state controlled economies, to multi-parfy politics and

market driven reforms.
Sometimes a finger-wagging autocrat, sometimes a

benign founder president, a socialist by heart, a reluctant
convert to economic reform by necessity, Mugabe will be

remembered for presiding over a remarkable reconciliation
that ensured a stable start to independence.

Yet his refusal to abandon his socialist aspirations, his intolerance of
dissent, and the comrption that became persuasive, tarnished his record.

Mugabe was at his most statesmanlike when he made a remarkable speech

of reconciliation as he and his Zimbabwe African National Union won the
April 1980 independence elections.

He was at his most brutal when he ordered the subjugation of the province
of Matabeleland in 1984, stronghold of the rival Zimbabwe African Peoples

Union (Zapu), which was eventually coerced into joining Mugabe's Zimbabwe
African National Union (Zanu), thus creating de facto the one-party state

Mugabe sought.
Although he has sometimes appeared cold and aloof in public, the more so

after his Ghanaian-born wife Sally died in 1.992, his private persona can be

charming. This enabled him to forge a close working relationship with Lord
Soames, the governor general who presided over Rhodesia during the weeks of
the transition from the Lancaster House constitutional settlement in November
1979 to an independent Zimbabwe.

Mugabe also enjoyed his private talks with the British prime minister
Margaret Thatcher who, in public, was often the target of his wrath. In some

respects, however, they were two of a kind: tough, single-minded, and

dominating their cabinets.
An abiding image of this complex man is the sight of him at Harare Sports

Club, taking pleasure in watching cricket at the club's ground which adjoins
the president's official residence. He was furious when a British newspaper
correspondent suggested that he was indifferent to the game and that his
appearance alongside Graeme Hick in Harare 1991 was merely for the benefit
of the cameras. Mugabe was genuinely proud of a world-class cricketer who
came from Zimbabwe.

Like many African leaders who had been detained during their fight for
independence, he retained a desire for reconciliation betwebn black and white.
He had every reason to feel bitter. The detention began in 1964: his only son

died of malaria in Tanzania in 1966 and Mugabe was refused permission to
attend the funeral.

Born in Kutama in north west Mashonaland in 1925, the son of a labourer,
he completed his secondary education at the local Catholic mission school.
After teaching for eight years, during which time he did his first year of

191



African Deadlines

university by correspondence, he went to complete studies at Fort Hare, South

Africa, graduating with BA in English and History in 1951.
Returning to what was then southern Rhodesia, he taught again at secondary

schools while continuing his private studies by correspondence, eventually
obtaining an education diploma and a BSc in economics from London
University. In autumn 1956 he went to teach in Accra Ghana, where he stayed

until May 1960.

His return to Rhodesia that year marked his formal entry into the political
arena, for he became publicity secretary for the National Democratic Party, led
by Joshua Nkomo.

Mugabe broke with Nkomo in July 1963 to join Ndabaningi Sithole in
forming the Zimbabwe African National Union, and was arrested and restricted
the following year.

The decade he was to spend in detention was put to good use, with Mugabe
taking university degrees in law and administration by correspondence. But he

never achieved the lucid penetrating insights of his friend and mentor, Julius
Nyerere of Tanzania, with whom he shares a socialist vision.

His determination to redress past injustice through a state-controlled
economy dominated his foreword to the counffy's Transitional National
Development Plan for the period 1982 to 1985. In the course of a one page

introduction, Mugabe made no less than eight pledges to create a socialist state.

"My government, committed as it is to socialism", he wrote, "recognises,
however, the existing phenomenon of capitalism as an historical reality which
because it cannot be avoided, has to be purposefully harnessed, regulated and

transformed as a partner in the overall national endeavour."
"The development of society is necessarily a dialectical process involving

continual conscious application of formulated solutions to inherent and
emerging problems in the socio economic environment with which society
continually grapples and interacts in shaping itself and seeking
accommodation."

This tortuous, jargon-ridden prose failed to inspire his followers, and
alarmed would-be investors, but the style did not change, and he has never truly
surrendered his vision.

As recently as mid-1994he reaffirmed his values, implying that the changes

he had to accept were another route to the same goal. "Socialism remains our
sworn ideology," he told a Zanu party congress that year. "The challenge is to
continue to redefine it (socialism) in a manner consistent with our culture and

historical experience, the changing times, and the aspirations of the people."
Mugabe's concept of a socialist state hinged on rhetoric and ill-digested

concepts. While pragmatic in practice, the net effect was to stifle initiative in
the private sector, discourage investment, and leave Zimbabwe with a legacy of
economic difficulties.

While the roots of inequality went deep into Zimbabwe's colonial history
notably the impact of the Land Apportionment Act which divided the counfiry
between white and black, with the latter allocated generally inferior farmland
he lost the opportunity to combine reform and with sustained economic growth.
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Joshua Nkomo
Once hailed as the father of African nationalism in

Zimbabwe, Joshua Nkomo has lost much of the respect that
marked his early political career, and has become a sad

figure.
It is doubtful whether he has ever really come to terms

with his failure to achieve what he felt was his by right, to
serve as the flust president of an independent Zimbabwe.

Had he played his cards differently, he might have
achieved his goal, for at his best he was a shrewd politician and a

compassionate, humorous, pragmatic man. But he never overcame two
problems.

The first was Zmbabwe's ethnic arithmetic. Nkomo's constituency is
among the Ndebele, in the southern province of Matabeleland, who make up
less than a fifth of Zimbabwe's population. The man who won the office he
sought, Robert Mugabe, is a Shona, the country's majority tribe.

The second is the fact that at key points in his career he has shown himself a

weak and vacillating man, whose judgment or character appeared to fail him.
Thus unwisely he supported the 1961 constitutional proposals, which gave

blacks parliamentary seats for the first time, only to retract when he discovered
that he was out of touch with majority African opinion.

His integrity was also challenged during the tense period of the late 1950s

and early 1960s, when he was often out of the country, disappointing supporters
who felt he should have been there to lead them.

And during the war years from 1974 to 7979, when he was based in Lusaka,
Zambia, he was widely suspected of being prepared to do a deal with the rebel
leader of white Rhodesia, Ian Smith, which would have excluded his rival,
Robert Mugabe.

His political credentials, however, certainly qualified him for the office he

sought.
Born in Matabeleland in I9I7 , much of his education was in South Africa.

On his return to what was then southern Rhodesia, he served as a welfare
officer with Rhodesia Railways, later becoming a popular and effective general
secretary of the African railway workers' union.

His first exposure to international politics came when he was a

representative of the African National Council (ANC) at the London talks in
1952, which paved the way for the creation of the Central African Federation.

From then on, he was a full time politician, and by 1957 had become
president of the ANC, which was banned two years later. The National
Democratic Party, which took its place, was also proscribed in 1961, only to be

succeeded by Zapu, the Zimbabwe African People's Union. That, too, was

banned when the Rhodesian Front won the election in April 1964. Nkomo,
rightly anticipating that the white minority party, soon to be taken over by Ian
Smith, would seek unilateral independence, called on Britain to send in troops.
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Shortly afterwards Nkomo was taken to the remote area of south western
Rhodesia known as Gonakudzinga where, together with other nationalist
leaders, he was detained \ntll I974.

By then, however, Nkomo has lost his authority. Criticism of his leadership
had led to the split in the African nationalist movement in 1963, which divides
Zimbabwe to this day, and the Zimbabwe African National Union (Zanu) was
challengingZapu's dominance of the political scene.

The increasingly tribal-based division was papered over by the creation in
1976 of the Patriotic Front, ostensibly an alliance between Zapu and Robert
Mugabe's Zanu in the campaign to end white rule, but the rivalry was a bitter
as evel.

The ethnic nature of the division became all too apparent when the two
parties contested the 1980 election separately. Zanu won 57 of the 100
parliamentary seats, with 20 going toZapu. A bloc of 2A seats was reserved for
whites.

Although he was appointed a member of Mugabe's first cabinet, Nkomo
remained resentful of his second-fiddle role, and he and other Zapu members
were dismissed in 1982 for allegedly plotting a coup. Former Zapu guerrillas
returned to the bush in Matabeleland, attacking white farmers and provoking a

brutal crack down by the Zimbabwe army's North Korean trained fifth brigade,
in which thousands of civilians died.

In February 1983 Nkomo fled to Britain, returning in August that year to
pursue what he saw as his only option to exile the integration of Zapu into the
ruling parfy. In December 1987, the result of coercion as much as persuasion,
Zapu was subsumed by Zarru, and Robert Mugabe achieved his objective of a de

facto one party state.

Whether Nkomo would have handled power any differently is unlikely,
though probably he would not have pursued Mugabe's socialist vision. While
Zapu and its military wing, the Zimbabwe African Peoples Army (Zipra), was
backed by the Soviet Union and professed a socialist doctrine, that allegiance
was skin deep. At heart, Nkomo was a capitalist and a pragmatist.

Not the least of his frustrations was the belief that if only white Rhodesia
realised that, the guerrilla war could have been brought to an earlier end.

Ironically, he ended up being disliked more intensely than Mugabe, as a
result the shooting down of t'wo civilian planes, and the slaughter of survivors
of the crash by Zipra forces. The gloating chuckle with which Nkomo appeared
to answer an interviewers question deeply angered the white community.

Nkomo may also have handled the countqr's ethnic make-up more
judiciousiy. Although his political stronghold was Matabeleland, some of
Nkomo's senior advisers were Shona, reflecting the broad based support he
enjoyed earlier in his career.

In his final years, he has taken an increasingly populist line on the need to
redistribute white-held farm land. His critics suspect that he has been motivated
less by a genuine concern about concern about the disparity in land ownership
than to a desire to boost his flagging popularity.
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In an earlier age, Joshua Nkomo would have been an autocratic tribal chief,
dispensing patronage, brooking no dissent, and unabie to transcend his ethnic
constituency. And as his career comes to an end, that is the way he behaves,
albeit under the veneer of modern office.
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Kenneth David Kaunda
Co-authored with Victor Mallet, this profile was written before Kenneth
Kaunda grudgingly conceded the introduction of multi-party politics in late
1990, and was swept out of ffice in the General Election that took place in
October of the following year.

The first President of Zambia, Dr Kaunda is an African statesman whose

reputation has spread far beyond the borders of his own landlocked and

sparsely-populated country.
As a leader of the Frontline states, Dr Kaunda played an important role in

the creation of an independent Zimbabwe in 1980, and took an active part in
the debate over the future of South Africa until the release of the black
nationalist leader Mr Nelson Mandela in 1990.

Guerrilla movements seeking to overthrow white rule in the region found a
haven inZarnbia under Dr Kaunda's wing. He served two terms, in 1970 and
1987 , as Chairman of the Organisation of African Uniry.

In 1964 he led what was once Northern Rhodesia into a peaceful and
initially prosperous period of independence as the Republic of Zambia. But it
was to be among his feliow Zambians at home, rather than on the international
stage, that his reputation first began to wane in the lean times of the 19705 and
1980s.

In his early years as President Dr Kaunda nationalised mining and industry,
although he eschewed the more extreme forms of dogmatic socialism and

Marxism-Leninism adopted by some of his neighbours. Never much of an

intellecfual or an economist, he developed instead his own homespun
philosophy of Zambian humanism, a somewhat vague, Christian-influenced
doctrine which called for human dignity and condemned exploitation.

However passionate Dr Kaunda's own beliefs, they were not enough to
rescue Zarnbia from the same sort of ills which afflicted the rest of the
continent - a heavy foreign debt burden, collapsing infrastrucfure, neglect of
farming, and a dependence on the export of a single commodiry, in this case

copper.
After the end of the copper boom in the 1970s Zambians became

progressively poorer and more resentful. Avenues for protest were closed and
Zambra became a one-party state in 1972; Dr Kaunda appeared to be

entrenched as Life President in all but name. Anger turned to violence both in
1986 and in 1990 when the government increased the price of maize, the staple
food, and in the latest riots at least 26 people were killed.

An emotional man, Dr Kaunda has often wept in public for the woes of the
worid, of southern Africa, and of Zambta. A white handkerchief waved at the
crowds or clutched in his hand became the Zambran President's symbol on
ceremonial occasions. He is nevertheless adept at political manoeuvring, and
Dr Kaunda can at least claim to have suppressed tribalism in Zambian politics
during his tenure.
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In a turbulent continent he presided over more than two decades of peace
following Zambian independence. But the constant shuffling of potential
political chailengers from one ministerial post to another, from government in
Lusaka to ambassadorial posts abroad, or from the administration into private
life, have left a legacy of uncertainty and a sense of drift. Dr Kaunda's hand-
picked advisers did not always serve him well. Criticism of the authorities is
permitted inZambia. but rarely acted upon by the bureaucracy.

Dr Kaunda's foreign and domestic policies were both marked by
misjudgments and sudden changes of direction which weakened Zarnbia's
prestige and damaged its economy. He befriended and then rejected the Unita
rebels in neighbouring Angola: he embraced and then spurned and then
embraced again the financial discipline of the International Monetary Fund;
and he liked to look beyond the country's borders when apportioning the blame
for Zarcbia's precipitate decline, pointing at low commodity export prices and
the high cost of imported oil even when copper prices were soaring and oil
prices low.

At the same time, Dr Kaunda was praised abroad for his courageous efforts
to resolve Africa's conflicts through dialogue rather than fighting. He was not
afraid to meet such figureheads of white supremacy as John Vorster and Ian
Smith. Internationally he is particularly well known for his forthright
condemnations of apartheid, his championing of the sanctions campaign
against Pretoria, and his dire predictions of a regional bloodbath.

Yet Zarrbia was unable and unwilling to impose its own sanctions. Nor
were sanctions a popular cause at home, where Dr Kaunda's subjects we;e
more concerned about making ends meet or queuing for food in the shops.
Whatever criticisms may have been levelled at members of his family, Dr
Kaunda has nevertheless rarely been accused of enjoying a lavish lifestyle. His
staff describe him as a hardworking teetotaller who rises at dawn. Golf is a

favourite pastime in his leisure hours.
In common with several of his political contemporaries in Africa, Dr

Kaunda has a mission school background. The future President was born at'
Lubwa Mission in the Chinsali district of the Northern Province on April 28,
1924. His father was a pioneering Church of Scotiand mission elder, and the
young Kenneth received a first education at the mission school.

Subsequently Dr Kaunda entered Munali Secondary School in Lusaka,
returned as a teacher to Lubwa and Mufulira, and in 1949 gave up teaching to
enter politics. His early experiences included organising his fellow Zambians
into farmers' associations and working as a welfare officer at Chingola mine.
He founded a branch of the local African National Congress (ANC) at Lubwa,
and rose rapidly within the organisation under the leadership of Mr Harry
Nkumbula to become secretary-general of the party in 1953.

Moving to Lusaka in the era of federal politics, Dr Kaunda soon established
his pre-eminence as an African nationalist politician. In 1958 he broke away
from the ANC to form the Zambian African National Congress, which was

banned in the following year. After a year in detention, he took over the
leadership of the United National Independence Party (Unip, now the only iegal
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party) and in 1962 becarne Minister for Local Government and Social Welfare
in coalition with the ANC in the Legislative Council. In the independence
elections of 1964, Unip swept to victory and Dr Kaunda was sworn as the first
President of Zambra.

Dr Kaunda married Beny Banda in 7946 and has had two daughters and

seven sons, one of whom died of Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome, now
widespread in central Africa, in 1986.

The President prides himself on his modesty and likes to serve tea to his
guests without the intervention of the State House servants. But perhaps

posterity will judge that he should have made way for a successor and retired
earlier, a respected elder statesman, instead of hanging on too long to the reins

of power.
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Hastings Banda
17 June 1993

His three piece suit and Homburg symbolised Victorian
vaiues, the dark glasses and twitching fly-whisk smacked of
voodoo. With this mixture Hastings Kamuzu Banda seemed

to cast a spell over Malawi.
For nearly three decades he held the counffy in his

thrall, until the spell was broken in 1993. Not even Banda
could resist the demands across the continent for an end to authoritarian
regimes, and Malawians voted for the introduction of multi-party politics in a
referendum that effectively marked the end of his reign.

It was typical of the man, however, that he insisted on leading his Malawi
Congress Party in an election in which his defeat was inevitable.

Today age is finally taking its toll. But when I interviewed him in 1985,
when he was as old as the century, he was still alert and active, and an

imposing presence.

Two years before our meeting in Blantyre's Sanjika Palace, three cabinet
ministers had died under mysterious circumstances that have yet to be fully
explained, and their deaths - blamed on a cN crash - are now being
investigated by the new government.

The forbidding figure who sat before me wore a sombre three-piece suit,
befitting his status as an elder of the Church of Scotland, but the accompanying
fly-whisk seemed a symbol of the supernatural power that left cabinet ministers
visibly terrified in his presence.

"Mama has marked the questions you may not ask," said the minister who
accompanied me for the interview, as we sat in an ante-room awaiting the
summons from the Ngwazi (saviour).

The vetting by 'Mama' Cecilia Kadzamira, former presidential nurse and
Malawi's official hostess, was a pre-condition to Dr Hastings Kamuzu Banda'i
frst press interview for more than 15 years.

Nearly all questions with contemporary relevance were deleted. These

included the role of the Organisation of African Unity, whose performance
Banda often ridiculed; Mozambique's civil war, in which Malawi allegedly
assisted the rebel Renamo movement; relations with Pretoria, where Malawi
was then the only African country to have an embassy; the merits of economic
sanctions against South Africa, which Banda regarded as impractical and
counter-productive.

Banda had taken the traditional path to power in colonial Africa: from
prison to the premiership. From the start he seemed to have Malawi under his
thrall. His authority stemmed not only from the one party system; it was

reinforced by harassment and assassination of opponents at home or abroad (a
fact which did not affect Malawi's status as a leading recipient of British aid
until his last years in office), and a personality cult almost unmatched in
Africa.

199



African Deadlines

Few sights on the African continent could compare with the occasions when
Banda stepped down from the piatform at public rallies, fly-whisk in hand, to
join his dancing "mbumba," the redoubtable ladies from the ruling Malawi
Congress Party.

Bedecked in their cotton prints of green, blue and red, emblazoned with the
portrait of the Ngwazi (Saviour) himself, the turbaned mbumba graced most
ceremonial events. The highlight of the spectacle would come when Banda,
always immaculately turned out in homburg and three-piece suit, took part in
the dancing.

It was the one time his security men could relax: the president was taken
almost literally into the bosom of the nation. Then he would re-emerge, climb
on to the open deck of the presidential Land Rover, and pass siowiy through the
crowd, flicking his whisk jerkily over their heads, like a benediction; the
women all the while ululating.

The interview seemed to get off to an inauspicious start.
In an effort to break the ice, I suggested that we had something in common.

Banda had been arrested in 1959 in Nyasaland (now Malawi) early on in his
campaign for independence, and flown to the small Rhodesian town of Gwelo,
where he was imprisoned for a year. Gwelo was my home town. I told him that
as a schoolboy I had often cycled past the jail, speculating about its best known
resident. I went on to tell him that in 1967, while a student at university in
Salisbury, I was arrested on the campus and served with an order restricting me
to the "European" a;;ea of Gwelo. The old man remained impassive.

I started my opening question of the interview. Haif way through he
intemrpted me. "Why did they send you to Gwelo?" I recalled the 5 am police
knock on the door, and he chuckled: "I know about five o'clock." A night in the
cells at Salisbury's central police station, and the next day I was put in a police
car for the 180 mile joumey to Gwelo. He intemrpted again: "A fellow
graduate!" He chuckled once more, and relaxed. What then followed was more
reminiscence than formal interview.

Born about 1898, receiving his early education from Scottish missionaries,
Banda recalled how he worked first as a hospital orderly in southem Rhodesia
(now Zimbabwe), before travelling on to South Africa, getting a job as a clerk
in the mines. A Methodist scholarship took him to the United States in 7923.
High school in Ohio was followed by studies at the universities of Indiana,
Chicago, and Meharry Medical College, Nashville, in Tennessee. After this
came further medical studies at the universities of Giasgow and Edinburgh.

He practised in Liverpool and South Shields, before moving to London in
1946. From his Willesden surgery he campaigned fiercely against the Central
African Federation of southern and Northern Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe and
Zambia) and Nyasaland, created in 1953 without consulting the territories'
A-frican majority.

"They said it meant development, but there was no development," said
Banda. "It meant everything settled in Salisbury, a little bit in l,usaka, and
nothing here."
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In 1957 Banda left London for the Gold Coast, embittered by what he saw
as Britain's betrayal of his country. o'I was furious...for years the British had
said they were in Nyasaland not to rule us forever, but only to guide us until we
would be in a position to rulb ourselves."

A year later he was invited home by the Nyasaland African Congress to lead
the struggle for independence. "I came back home and said: 'Look, you have
called me here to get rid of this Federation, but there are certain things you
have to do first. The first of these is unity...I do not want to live among a

collection of quarrelling tribes. "'
His return galvanised the British Colonial Office and white settlers alike.

Banda was portrayed as the most dangerous figure in the demonology of
nationalist leaders who threatened the Federation. "The leading African
agitator" and a "dupe of larger powers", as the local, white-owned newspapers
of the day described him.

Barely a year after his return Banda was arrested and flown to Gwelo. It did
not stop the winds of change. He remembered his release in 1960. "Again it
was five o'clock in the morning," he laughed; "There was a knock at my door:
'Please dress, we're going home."'

Constitutional talks in London were followed by self-government in 1963
and independence rn 1964. "One leader, one party, one government and no
nonsense about it," Banda was quoted as saying at the time.

Banda served Malawi best during his early years in office. When
independence came in 1964, the counffy he inherited had no exploitable
mineral resources, only 120 miles of tarred road, and a handful of university
graduates. From the start he emphasised the overriding need to concentrate o'n

agriculture. "lf I have any message about agriculture it is this: in Africa it is
absolute stupidity to use state agriculture. It must be ordinary farmers...local
people must be allowed a plot of land."

The outcome of his exhortations, in the first years of independence, was
remarkable. Real GDP grew at an average rate of 5.5 per cent a year between
1967 and 1979. By the end of the 1970s, however, it was becoming clear that
Malawi was in serious economic trouble.

External factors played a part particularly the enorrnous costs of finding
alternative lines to the sea after the war in Mozambique cut the traditional
routes to Beira and Nacala. But economic reforms were severely hampered by
the fact that Banda treated leading companies as part of his financial fiefdom,
from which he funded a succession of presidential palaces.

Above all, fear of offending the president made debate on economic policies
impossible. Banda not only dominated his cabinet; he himself held most of the
key portfolios, provoking the description of Malawi as a "One man Banda."

He might well have relished the description. "I have no regrets whatsoever,"
he told me. "Everything I planned to do, I did, even when others were
doubtful...if I am convinced. it's like a bulldozer."
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Daniel arap Moi
Although Daniel arap Moi lacks the aura that

surrounded Africa's founding presidents, he belongs in
their ranks.

Kenya's leader is an autocratic paternalist who has

ensured his own survival by dispensing patronage in the

name of the state, the government, and the ruling party.
For Moi, like so many of the continent's post-colonial

Ieaders, these are the one and the same thing. As a result, he presides over a
country sapped by mismanagement and comrption.

When he took office in 1978, Kenya was still regarded as an African success

story. This judgment was rapidly reversed.
His time in power has already spanned Africa's transition from the cold war

period, when most of its leaders played the role of prot6g6s of the superpowers,
to the subsequent rapprochement between Washington and Moscow, and the
era of structural adjustment programmes and attempted democratisation of
African politics.

Economic and political reforms, however, have been painfui exercises for
most African governments, long used to running state-dominated economies
and suppressing dissent.

Kenya under Moi provides the most striking illustration of why in much of
the continent the two processes were incompatible.

Expecting the president to reduce the roie of the government, and introduce
transparency and accountability, is asking him to destroy the system that
sustains him, and the ruling Kenya African National Union (Kanu). Patronage,
whether through providing jobs within a growing state bureaucracy, or through
the resources obtained by using his office for his personal benefit, is essential to
Moi's survival.

Few expected him to succeed Kenya's founding leader, Jomo Kenyatta, and
there was an attempt, which narrowiy failed, to change the constitution and
remove the provision under which the vice president automatically took over
when Kenyatta eventually died.

Even when Moi did take over in 1978, many thought his hold would be

short-lived. Yet far from shaking his grasp on power, an abortive coup in
August i982 led to the consolidation of his authority as he grounded the air
force and purged the armed forces.

At the same time, the devastated Nairobi city centre, looted by mobs from
the shanty districts, served to remind the Kikuyu middle class, Moi's most
articulate critics, of how much they had to loose.

Moi's early years were tough. Born rn 1924 in Sacho, in western Kenya's
Baringo district, his father died when Moi was two years old. The boy herded
his family's iivestock until the age of 10, and only then did he begin his formal
education, at mission school.

After going on to train as a teacher, he entered the colony's Legisiative
Council in 1955 as one of its five African members, going on to hoid the
education and local government ministerial portfolios before independence.
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A member of the Kenya African Democratic Union, he lost office when
Kanu won the pre-independence elections, but came back into the political
mainstream when Kadu merged with the ruling party.

Selected as vice president by Kenyatta tn I96J, he seemed little more than a

figure-head deputy. A member of the Tugen clan within the comparatively
small Kaienjin tribe, he lacks an ethnic constituency of the size of the Kikuyu,
Luo, or Luhya, the country's largest tribes.

As someone who was not associated with the Mau Mau rebellion of the
1950s, he is without radical credentials; and as someone never comfortable in
public when speaking English, he had a low profile, and was underestimated by
outsiders.

But once in office, he managed to overcome his minority constituency by
creating a coalition of smaller tribes, while skilfully exploiting rivalry between
Luo and Kikuyu leaders.

Nothing illustrated so well Moi's political guile, as well as the ethnic base to
Kenyan politics, than the 1992 election.

Notwithstanding Kanu's electoral abuses, the opposition lost because

ethnicity shaped allegiances, even a quarter of a century after independence in
7963.

The election had been forced on Moi by the country's donors, who in
November 1991 had made the introduction of multi-party politics a condition of
further aid.

Comrption had permeated Kenyan society, one party rule seemed an
anachronism, and human rights were being abused although not on the scale of
many, if not most, African countries.

Moi bitterly resented what he saw as western double standards, its strictures
and its moralising. "I h,rve been mistreated by...the western world purporting to
be fighting for democracy, when they have been fighting against me", he told a
crowd during the December 7992 election campaign.

Multi-party politics would only lead to an intensification of tribal tensions,
he argued, and the west would be to blame.

While he helped to ensure that his prophecy came true, by either
encouraging ethnic rivalry or turning a blind eye to state harassment of
opponents, the election outcome partly bore him out. The country voted along
tribal lines.

But he also felt deeply hurt by what he saw as an act of befrayal by the
western powers, notably Britain and the UN. The west "has starved us for the
past 12 months", he said in the campaign, referring to cuts in aid flows.

It was possible to understand his angry bewilderment. Throughout his time
as president, he has associated himself with the West's cause, often being
criticised by fellow African leaders for doing so.

He was the first African leader to volunteer troops for the Commonwealth
monitoring operation in Rhodesia's transition to Zimbabwe, he boycotted the
Moscow Olympics, and maintained close links with Israel. He was cautious in
his advocacy of sanctions against South Africa, and continued to provide
militarv facilities at Nairobi and Mombasa to British and American forces.
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By his lights, he kept to his side of the bargain, but although aid eventually
resumed, the broken fences were never quite mended.

He is happiest on his farm at Nakuru, proudly showing off his cattle, a

countryman at heart. On the stufirp, however, especially away from the city, and
when speaking Swahili, he is a formidable campaigner, humorous and
persuasive.

After the 1992 election, he continued shrewdly to handle domestic
opposition, which had disintegrated in even deeper friction. He also managed to
convince the donors, often against their better judgment, and certainly in the
face of their experience, that this old African leopard will change its spots.

He still hasn't, and probably never will.
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Mobutu Sese Seko

President Mobutu Sese Seko presides over as disasffous

a regime as any Africa has endured, acquiring in the

process a personal fornrne that runs into billions of dollars.

Yet if ever a country could be described as a victim of

coloniaiism, it is Zaire; and if any leader can be called a

creature of the cold wff, it is Mobutu. interests

Responsibility for the wretched legacy will not be his

alone.
He is a quintessential product of the cold war, in which Zatre' s best interests

were subjugated to western sftategic objectives. These ranged from securing

supplies of cobalt from the world's largest producer to having a reliable base

from which to resist the Soviet Union's own designs on the continent, which

included Cuban troops in neighbouring Angola.

Mobutu himself recognised that he owed his position to the super power

rivalry, and acknowledged that the rapprochement that began in the late 1980s

further undermined an already fragile hold on power: "I am the latest victim of

the cold war, no longer needed by the IJS", he told one interview bitterly: "The

lesson is that my support for American policy counts for nothing."

Belgium left behind a record of racist brutality without equal on the

continent, and a country less equipped for independence than any in Africa'

And just as Belgians effectively abandoned their colony at independence in

1960, so the United States and the two other powers that had commercial and

strategic interests in Zure, France and Belgium, abnegated ther,r

responsibilities when in October 1991 opposition pleas to hold the ring during a

transition to democracy were turned down. Zaire has been left to its fate, and

recovery could take decades.

When Belgium hastily and ignominiously conceded independence to the

Congo, as Zaire was then called, political parties had been given little if any

opportunity to forge national rather than tribal or regional institutions, the

.oootry had a handful of graduates and an army whose btack officers had been

newly promoted from the ranks.

Within days the army mutinied,
insurrection and secession attempts,

remembered with horror to this day.

It was amidst a widespread sense of relief then that the 35-year-old Lt Gen.

Mobutu took power in November 1965 and soon began to stamp his authority

on a vast nation which almost straddles the waist of Africa, and which had been

in danger of disintegrating.
From 1968 to Ig74, when GDP grew around 7 pet cent annually, Zatre

seemed one of the most attractive investment prospects in Africa.
A leading copper and cobalt producer, the world's largest supplier of

industrial diamondi, rich in coffee, timber, palm oil, it also had vast reserves of

hydro electric power.

beginning a nightmare Period of

the consequences of which are
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But disaster began with President Mobutu's decision rn I9l3 to hand over to
Zaire nationals most of industry, commerce and agricuiture, followed by
nationalisation when the new owners proved incompetent.

In the years that followedZaire lurched from crisis to crisis, and Mobutu's
hold on power was jolted by two rebel invasions of the mineral rich Shaba
province in 1917 and 1978.

Western efforts to enforce an economic reform programmes reached a
critical stage in 1978.In November that year a retired West German banker
Erwin Blumenthal, appointed by the International Monetary Fund (IMF) to
monitor the accounts of Zarte's. Central Bank, compiled a report on the
corruption that had become endemic.

"There is no, I repeat no chance on the horizon for zaire's numerous
creditors to get their money back ... Mobutu and his government show no
concern about the question of paying off loans and the pubtic debt ... there
was, and there still is, one sole obstacle that negates all prospect: the
corruption of the team in power."

Estimates of Mobutu's fortune have gone as high as $3bn. On one occasion
in 1982 he arrived in the United States for a vacation accompanied by an
entourage of nearly 100: between them they spent $2m in two weeks.

As Mobutu continues his profligate lifestyle, Zaire is degenerating into a
collection of fiefdoms run by warlords. Yet he extends his reign by skilfully
exploiting weaknesses in the opposition movements, using his shrewd insight
into human nature to either coerce or co-opt opponents through intimidation or
bribery.

Today, he still manages to play on western concerns. Zaire chaired the UN
security council in January 1991 when the vote was taken to approve military
action against Iraq in the Gulf war, while during the Rwanda crisis in 1994 he
has drawn maximum advantage out of Zanre's role as refuge for the hundreds of
thousands of Rwanda citizens fleeing their country's civil war. He has bartered
accommodation of the refugees for continuing access to his European villas and
bank accounts which opponents have sought to freeze or sequestrate.

Mobutu now seeks refuge either on the presidential luxurious river boat, or
at his palatial residence at Gbadolite, where the airport was designed to
accommodate Concorde, but where the electricity would be switched off to the
town when the president and his entourage ile not in residence.

He will be remembered as an autocratic who presided over a kleptocracy, in
which the western powers were complicit, and the people of Za:u:ethe victims.
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Julius Nyerere
Recently, a speaker at a Nairobi conference chaired by

the Tanzanian president, offered the following
unconventional tribute: Did he know that Ian Smith, leader

of rebel Rhodesia, had once described him as "Africa's evil
genius"? As back-handed compliments go, suggested the

speaker, what better testimony could there be to Nyerere's

influence on the continent?
For a split second there was silence, as delegates wondered how they should

respond. Even then, more than 10 yea.rs after his retirement from the

presidency in 1985, Nyerere, was held in something approaching awe at

African gatherings. Invariably he is deferentially addressed as "Mwalimu", the

Swahili word for teacher. Whatever the final verdict on his stewardship will be,

he has won respect on the continent, and beyond its shores, as a decent, honest

man who has d.one what in Africa was unprecedented. He has not, like so many

of his counterparts, enriched himself through high office; and he voluntarily
stood down as president.

Nyerere himself broke the tension, exuberantly laughing aloud, for he

neither lacks a sense of humour, nor is he ever pompous.

Yet history may judge him harshly. Despite these and other fine qualities,

he presided over one of Africa's most disastrous experiments in social

engineering, enforced by an autocratic, one-party state.

Some 14 million peasants and their families were compulsorily moved

under the socialist banner of ujamaa (meaning familyhood in Swahili), put iqto
practice through the communal villages at the heart of Nyerere's vision.

The ill-planned exercise, implemented by the army and authoritarian

bureaucrats and pafiy officials, disrupted agriculture, created environmental

problems, and set back an economy whose potential was as great as any in the

region.
On the other hand, he scorns the grandiose life-style, is often his own

harshest critic, and was almost alone among African leaders to condemn the

Ugandan tyrant Idi Amin.
It is this combination of vision, albeit flawed, and charm, coupied with his

keen intelligence and persuasive, wiffy, speaking style that won over a

succession of aid donors, led by the World Bank itself. They turned a blind eye

to Nyerere's faults, and turned Tanzania into one of the world's leading

recipients of aid, on which it became more and more dependent.

Born in Butiama, on the shores of Lake Victoria, rn 1922, Julius Nyerere

was educated frst at a government school and then at a mission, where he

became a Catholic. After taking a teaching diploma at Makerere university

college in neighbouring Uganda in 1948, he won a scholarship to Edinburgh

University, where he read history, philosophy, political economy and

constitutional law.
From the time he launched the Tanganyika African National Union tn 1954

(later renamed Chama Cha Mapinduzi), leading the campaign for
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independence from Britain, until his resignation as chairman in August 1990,
he dominated the country's politics.

It was in 1967 that he set out his political and economic credo in the Arusha
declaration, in which he proclaimed socialism and self-reliance as the country's
twin goals.

lnitial gains in literacy, primary school enrolment and life expectancy in the
post-independence era seemed to have validated Nyerere's approach.

But by the mid-1970s several things were becoming clear: Tanzania was
living beyond its means; aid projects were seldom self-sustaining; the state-
dominated agricultural sector was increasingly inefficient; and agricultural
production, the mainstay of the economy, was faliing.

External factors, the mid-1970s rise in oil prices, deteriorating terms of
trade were partly to blame. But the prime responsibility lay with Nyerere's
pursuit of a flawed ideology, indulged by donors who became complicit in the
exercise.

They, too, share at least some of the blame, as a world Bank report
belatedly accepted. A confidential internal analysis, drawn up the agency in
1990, acknowledged that loans exceeding $1bn over three decades since
independence in 1962 helped sustain "a poorly thought out socialist
experiment." Between them, the bank and other donors provided more than
$15bn in aid during the first 30 years of independence, with comparatively little
to show for it.

The document suggests that what it sees as Nyerere's well meaning but
impractical socialist vision was indulged by senior bank officials, an implicit
reference to Robert McNamara in particular, the former US defence secretary,
who was bank president from 1968 to 1981.

The report criticises what it calls a stance of uncritical support for
government policies. It pointed out that "Tanzania's unprecedented access to
concessionary flows of external capital has allowed it ... to mnintain a high
rate of largely ill conceived and uneconomical industrial investment."

"It was not until I98l that the bank acknowled,ged that the situation was
getting out of hand', continued the report. until then it had *remained an
apathetic observer and an impotent bystander ... as Tanzania became the
testing ground for an allegedly unique socialist experiment and one that was
poorly thought out at that."

History may judge Nyerere severely in other matters.
Tanzania' s role in the overthrow of uganda's Idi Amin proved costly for

both countries, for the invadingTanzanian troops wrought gleat damage. Nor
was the upshot satisfactory, for the restoration to office of former Ugandan
president, Miiton Obote, with the assistance of Nyerere, triggered another
costly war.

The break-up of the East African economic community in the mid-1970s
was due as much to Nyerere's pursuit of socialism as any weaknesses in the
structure of the community; and his roie in negotiations over Angola, Namibia,
ZimbabweandSouthAfricahasoftenbeen1esithanconitructivel|:
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It is a measure of Nyerere's personal appeal that his record at home, and in
the region, has not prevented him from playing the role of pundit and

statesman abroad, serving as chairman of the North-South Commission, and

remaining in great demand as a chairman and speaker.

He continues to be a sharp and perceptive critic of the weaknesses of the

international financial institutions, and a persuasive lobbyist on behalf of
developing countries, but he would have far more effective in these roles had

his credibility not suffered irreparable damage when the world belatedly took

stock of Nyerere's ujamaa legacy.
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Robert Mauthn er, tgZg-Igg4

@ Sunday Telegraph, 23 May 1994

Bob Mauthner, the diplomatic editor of the Financial
Times who died on Wednesday aged 65, earned the rare
accolade that journaiists prize above ali - the respect of
their peers.

In Bob's case, the respect was universal, encompassing
diplomats and politicians, as well as journalists. And in addition to the respect
of his colleagues, he won their affection, even their love, and this makes his
loss especially painful.

His contribution to the FT over 25 years amounted to far more than
distinguished news reporting, features, columns and leaders. He managed to
infuse his values - detachment, accuracy, integrity, fairness - amongst all who
worked with him. He had that most precious of all qualities in a journalist: a
nose for a story, an instinctive feel about its quality, and a selfless willingness
to share his insights.

Add to this a voracious appetite for news, an insatiable curiosity about the
world, and fluency in four languages that helped him expiore it.

With outsiders he was unfailingly courteous and charming. With his friends
he could also be cantankerous, growling and barking with irritation if his
concentration was disturbed. This did not diminish his standing in the slightest;
indeed, some of us enjoyed provoking him, for there was never malice in his
crustiness.

Instead it gave salt to his character, and in the wake that followed the news
of his death, his friends swapped tales of his acerbic one iiners.

One went back to his four year spell as the .F7"s foreign news editor, from
1981 to 1985. "Do you want the copytaker, Larry, or Jonathan cape", he told a
longwinded correspondent, who delights in telling the tale.

His self deprecating humour was also relished. Bob, who was aiso deputy
foreign editor, was once asked for advice by the secretary arranging the desk's
annual Christmas lunch. The then foreign editor had asked to be seated next to
staff members he had not spoken to much during the year. "Put him next to
me," suggested Bob.

Nor did his crusty demeanour diminish his formidable appeal to the
opposite sex. A group of young female members of staff once voted him the
most attractive man on the paper, comfortably ahead of men half his age. But
for fifteen years he loved only one woman, Anne Freyer. Their relationship
began in Paris, deepened despite separation when Bob returned to work on the
desk, and was sealed last summer, when they married in London.

Although Bob was quintessentially British, he was born in Amsterdam, his
family having fled from Austria to Holland shortly before the war, and brought
up in Britain. After a PPE at Oxford and two years on the Wakefield Express,
he joined Reuters news agency in 1956. He never lost his appreciation for the
rigorous training Reuters gave him, hammering home the basic reporting skills
and values that were the foundation of his career.
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He left Reuters in 1966, when based in Brusseis and began freelancing for
the F?' He was one of the few journalists to get into Czechoslovakia to cover

the Soviet invasion. Not long after, while visiting London for a few days, he

was called on at short notice to produce a leader on the European community.

Sir Gordon Newton, the formidable editor who did so much to establish the

FT as a paper of international repute, liked what he read. He also acted on the

instinct that helped make him a great editor: he put Bob on the staff, and the

FT acquired a man who came to personify the values that went into the paper's

coverage of foreign affairs.
Two years later Bob became Paris Bureau chief, somewhat reluctantly

returning to London in 1981 to become foreign news editor. But he was a

reporter at heart, and he thrived in his next and last job as diplomatic editor.

In some respects, he never stopped being foreign news editor. His successors

in the job, as well as colleagues on the foreign desk and the foreign specialist

writers, all constantly sought his advice and came to count on him.

As deadlines drew near he either hovered unobffusively around the desk, on

hand for last minute touches and refinements; or he would be found in his

office, skitfully pulling together contributions from correspondents in two or

three capitals around the world - but seldom adding his byline.
He was usually the last to leave the office, in a rituai followed with relish by

his friends. Grunts of irritation indicated an overlooked invitation on his desk;

unclaimed expenses provoked heavy sighs; then he gathered the Evening

Standard, the Herald Tribune, Figaro, London papers, academic joumals .-.

there was seldom enough room in a battered briefcase bearing the logo of some

long forgotten Commonwealth conference, so the newspapers would be stuffed

into a carrier bag, all ca:ried home and scrutinised.

He was above all a dear, decent man of the utmost integdty, unfailingly
helpful to his colleagues, generous in his willingness to share information, and

loved, respected and revered by his friends.
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Postal System memo
When the Financial Times moved from Bracken House to its new ffices at
Southwark Bridge in 1989, a series of memos from the FT management
provided helpful advice on how to cope with our new environment, coupled
with admonitions about the desirability of keeping a tidy desk. These and
subsequent memos, from the sixth floor and other centres of authority, proved

inspirational, and I am indebted to their authors.

TO:
FROM:
DATE:

All Staff
Alan C Rhodes. Head of Administration
12th April 1989

1.

A number of anomalies in my circular of 10th April have been drawn to my

attention. I would ask that you please take note of the following points:

D/L Window Self Seal A,4 Folded Envelopes (1st ClassNNZZ26l);2nd
Class NNZZ262) may if necessary be used instead of D/L Plain Self Seal

44 Folded (lst ClassNNZZ2Sl); 2nd Class NN7Z252). Clearly this

concession is open to abuse, but I accept the representations made in good

faith by members of the staff. I have ignored anonymous letters on this

subject.
The facility will, however, be withdrawn if I am satisfied that significant

saving could be made by using Standard Manilla Gummed 44 Size (lst
ClassNNZZZ3}; 2nd Clas sNNZZZ3 t).

I have been asked to provide clarifications of my instruction, viz. use of First

Class Franked Envelopes must be restricted only to URGENT deliveries. I
frankly admit that.this is not open to ready definition, and I propose to use

my discretion. However, a random survey conducted on my behalf by the

Post Office confirmed that 87Vo of 2nd Class letters are delivered within
three working days, weather permitting.

It MUST be stressed that "making up" the difference between lst and 2nd

Class Franked Envelopes with stamps only disrupts the system and can

cause long delays. Such envelopes will NOT be sorted and will be returned

to sender.
Stick-on logos depicting Number One Southwark Bridge are now available.

Staff are requested to attach them to all official correspondence. I regret the

inconvenience. The next batch of stationery will incorporate the logo with
a "watermark effect." Supplies of the sticker for private use will be

available in the vending machines from 20th April.
16 x 12 Manilla S/Seal lVWeight must not be used as an alternative to 15 x

10 Manilla for obvious reasons.

I appreciate that this new system may at this point in time be complicated, but I
assure staff that it will increase the efficiency of the postal system.

MA/DEUlp
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South Africa Memo
South Africa suryey, May 1993

A memo purported to have been written by Andrew Gowers, then Foreign
Editor, who visited South Africa in 1993 to herp write the country survey.
Andrew was in the midst of changing the FT foreign desk rota, from 9 working
days a fortnight to 10. Caroline Southey, who was then foreign news editor,
vigorously opposed the change. I wrote this while on a ftight from cape Town
to Johannesburg, with Andrew looking over my shoulder.

Dear Caroline,*

I thought you should see this memo I happened to spot on Andrew's desk. Food
for thought!

Re: Foreign Desk rota

My visit to South Africa is proving most instructive.
In particular, it has afforded insights into labour practices which

have been especially helpful. Employers I have consulted include the
Natal Sugar Growers' Association, the Northern Transvaal Farmers'
Union (CP wing) and the Indentured Labour Society.

Some of their labour practices may not at first sight be appropriate
at the F7. Indeed, some are unacceptable and at the risk of offending
my hosts, I said so in pretty biunt terms.

There is no room for the sjambok in modern management, I told
the NTFU-cP, and gave a short talk on how we run things at
Southwark Bridge. I was quizzed. closely on the use of careers talks,
and by the end of my explanation most of the farmers present were
looking very rhoughtful.

Weli-meaning liberals argued for the continuation of the time-
honoured practice of taking miscreants behind the cow sheds and
giving them a sound thrashing. I conceded that this poiicy was still
used to good effect in the,FZprices room, but it was being phased out.

I felt I had made a breakthrough when Kobus coetzee, the cp
branch chairman, urged party members to move with the times. I am
fairly confident that the old fashioned thrashing will be replaced by the
career talk, despite the opposition of ANC miiitants in the so-called
farm workers' chapel.

But I was also there to learn. part payment in the form of weekiy
rations (flour, meat, sugar etc.) may seem a hangover from the dark
days of apartheid but Mr Boetie van der Merwe of the NTFU pointed
out that it ensures a healthy diet. I saw the evidence for myself on a ,

* 
Caroline Southey - thenforeign news editor, now Brussels correspondent
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tour of his farm, where his staff greeted me in a cheery but respecfful
way.

. Boetie has encouraged me to reassess the foreign desk lunch in
relation to the pay structure - but more on this when I return.

I was also struck by the camaraderie of the workers I observed in
the Natal cane fields. So committed are they to their task they decline
a tea break; instead they provide mutual encouragement by frequently
breaking into hearty song, the rhythmic movement of the pangas

intemrpted only by a friendly wave at passing supervisors.
I found it pretty inspiring, I must say, and jotted down a few lines

which might appeal to the foreign desk:

"sitting at our Edwin' stations,
We monitor the fate af nations,
Heedless of the passing hours,
Happy to be pleasing Gowers.

FT! FT! Rah! Rah! Rah!"
(waving the news schedule in the air).

The Edwin message "Time for a screen break" can alternate with
"Time for a desk chant."

But by far the most exciting innovation I have discovered among
the more forward looking farmers of the northern Transvaal is their
imaginative approach to work rotas.

The 15-day fortnight initially encountered opposition from tlie
work force, some of whom have been slow to adapt to the new South
Africa. But once the system was explained by ex-Brigadier Frikkie
Cronje of the Labour Relations Unit, the benefits were clear.

Frikkie was astonished when I told him that three of his counfiry-
folk were working on the foreign desk. You can imagine my delight
when he offered to accompany me back to London and help launch the
15 day fortnight.

The memo went on to a second page which I couldn't find. Please freat this as

confidential.

Yours, in the tireless struggle for a three week month.

Michael Holman

' Edwin - FT computer communications system. Origins of the acronym have
slipped the collective FT memory - suspected to be 'Editorial data word-
processing integrated network' . .
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Southwark Bridge preparatory school
House Notice, 4 August 1994

A memo to m"ark the appointment of the foreign editor, Andrew Gowers, as FT
deputy editor.

Foreign House is pleased to announce the promotion of Andrew, who for the
past two years has been Senior Rota Controller.

He is to become Deputy Milk Monitor. I know I speak for us all when I offer
Andrew our hearfelt good wishes.

I am pleased to be able to tell you that a distinguished Foreign House old
boy, Robin Pauley. , has also been promoted.

He becomes Head of Parking Lots with immediate effect.
Andrew joined the House in 1983. His talents were soon recognised, and in

1985 he was made Head of Swots. But it was apparent at an early stage that one
day he would turn his considerable talents to the Rota, and so it proved.

These promotions could understandably excite envy in other Houses at
Southwark Bridge. I sincerely hope they do not sulk. At the same time, we at
Foreign House should not gloat. Please, please, go about your business in the
normal way i.e. keep irregular hours, do not come back from lunch before 3pm,
and every now and then come straight into the office from Heathrow looking as
if you have had a very exciting time.

Above all, I wish to appeal to all boys at Foreign House not to say "sucks
Boo" to members of Home House.

I am asking Foreign House members to sing with extra gusto the House
chant, to which I have added a new verse in honour of the occasion.

It should not be necessary for me to remind you of the lines, but there are
some new oiks who have joined us, and'I do so for their benefit.

"Sitting at our Edwin stations,
We monitor the fate of nations,
Heedless of the passing hours,
Hoppy to be pleasing Gowers.

FT! FT! Rah! Rah! Rah!"

(At this point all stand, waving
the day's news schedule in the air.)

The new verse reads:

"At each and every Edwin station,
Cry Ho! for Andrew's elevation.

Celebrate his precocious prowess,

* 
Robin Pauley - former Asia editor
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The meteoric rise of Andrew Gowers.

WiId shall be the celebration,
Of this most joyful, wondrous occasion!

But forget not, Andrew, as you assume Sreat powers

Foreign House is your Home: you're one of ours!"

(A11 stand: copies of the Official Notice announcing

Andrew's promotion shall be waved in the air.)

In honour of the occasion, Andrew has kindly agreed that Foreign House

will be allowed an extra ration of milk at lunch next Friday.
Those who wish to enjoy this facility must submit Green Forms to Violet

NO LAIIER than noon on the preceding day. Please use Ball Point Pens - and

PLEASE write legibly.
Specialists may apply in absentia, and milk can be collected on their behalf.

Meryl Montague* has kindly agreed to store it in the canteen fridge, but it
MUST be collected within 24 hours.

* 
Meryl Montague - the FT's excellent Catering Manageress
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Editorial budget 1995

Prompted by the FT management's untiring efforts to cut costs.

Memorandum

To: All editorial staff
From: Edward Fanshawe, Deputy Head of parking Lots
Date: 11 Januarv. 1995

I am pleased to report that most of you have taken to heart my recent memo
on the scope for savings in postage stamps. The London map, showing the
location of staff residences, is now complete. Outgoing mail has been colour
coded, and can be collected on leaving the building.

Following representations from the NUJ chapel, I must again make it
perfectly clear that no member of staff is expected to make more than a 15
minute diversion on the route home. A recent sample showed that 59 per cent
of the mail is delivered within 48 hours, weather permitting. well done!

Some staff members, I regret to say, are not pulling their weight. It would be
invidious, at this moment in time, to name names. Suffice to say, I know who
you are!

Travel
Significant savings can be still made. I appreciate that there are certain

restrictions attached to tickets from our new agents. With carefui planning I am
convinced that they need not unduly inconvenience you.

Those who intend to use Sudan Airways should avoid travelling during
Ramadan. The Advance Purchase low Season Super Saver is not valid on the
first Tuesday of each month, for obvious reasons.

Some members of staff have complained that the restrictions are unduly
complex. The following rule of thumb is helpful. Unless the circumstances are
exceptional, avoid travelling.

If you absolutely have to travel, avoid traveiling during months with an R in
them.

Several staff members have also pointed out that holders of the ApLSSS
tickets do not qualify for in-flight meals. Meryl Montague has kindly agreed to
provide packed lunches, at a nominal cost. please place your orders at least 4g
hours before departure.

Tube fares
I regret to say that this facility is being abused. Claims for travel outside

Zones 1 and 2 wlll only be considered if the foliowing procedure is followed:
Green forms must be filled in, at least two days before intended departure.

Yellow forrns may, in exceptional circumstun."r, be used in an 
"*"rg"rr"y.Unfortunately several members of staff - all from the Foreign Department, I
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regret to say - have abused this concession. I hope I need make no further

comment.
In order to facilitate this process, I have appointed Form Monitors on each

news desk, with an overall Form Co-ordinator on each floor. (See appendix for
list of names. Please indicate which of the training sessions you can attend.

Manuals available from my office between 3pm and 5pm on Friday 13th.).

This has involved a great deal of time and effort, and there can be no excuse

for failure to comply.

Newspapers
For the most part, the share-a-papel concept is working extremely well,

bringing together members of staff and fostering team spirit.

I have, however, received a number of representations on the matter, and I
agree that the scheme needs modification.

Members of staff who live more than half a mile from their the staff house

chosen as the neighbourhood reading centre should use the local library.

Entertainment
Meryl Montague has agreed to extend the range of the vending machines,

and many guests have been pleasantly surprised by the tasty variety of

sandwiches now on offer. I urge staff to give pot noodles a chance. Full marks

to those of you who have brought in soup bowls from home!

However, it is clear that some members of staff have been abusing the

provision of disposable plates, knives and forks. Hitherto these have been

available alongside the milk and sugar. In future they will be dispensed fr6m

the machine. Staff are reminded that after a light rinse, the knives and forks

can be re-used.
Now that a section of the sixth floor restaurant (Once again, may I appeal to

staff not to refer to it as 'the canteen') has been cordoned off, it is a very

acceptable alternative to expensive city establishments.

Meryl has introduced the wine-in-a-box facility. This is available only to

diners who have paid the 50p premium which entitles them and their guests

exclusive access to "Le Bistro."
I appeal to staff not to duck under the rope and fill their tumblers from the

wine box: it spoils the ambience, and upsets the gUests. Finally, let me appeal to

you all to make 1995 the Year of Living Within Our Means!

Tighten Belts! Pull up Socks!! Right First Time!!!

Edward Fanshawe, MBE
Deputy Head of Parking Lots
(Colonel, Rtd., Royal Army)
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Jennifer's Diary
August 1994

Written as a 'thank you' letter to Andrew and Finola Gowers after a summer
party at their home.

And so to the highlight of a busy week: Andrew and Finola Gowers. ,at

home' last saturday night in their iovely Dulwich hide-away.
As the whole world knows by now, Andrew, 36, has been appointed Deputy

Editor of the Financial Times. What a brain-box! Fin, as she is known to her
friends, is another clever-clogs who runs a market research company.

Well, my dears, just about everybody was there!
The distinguished Editor himself, Richard Lambert and his lovely wife

Harriet, passed amongst the guests, helping And.rew and Fin make everybody
feel at ease. Richard - a very elegant dresser, if I may say so - struck just the
right note of "smart casual" as requested in the invitations. He carried off his
cotton open-neck shirt and flannels with a combination of ease and authority.

some of the younger set, a bit over-awed and not sure how to conduct
themselves on such an occasion, were a trifle shy. But our hosts, Andrew and
Fin soon made them feel comfortable helped, I might add, by simply delicious
glasses of cold bubbly. (I had a quick peek at the label to check that it wasn't
Sainsbury's methode Champenoise, a cheap but vulgar substitute, I've always
felt. But no, it was the real thing. what's more, guests had not been asked to
"bring a bottle." Many of us thanked our dear hosts for displaying such grace
and generosity.)

Amongst the tongue-tied youths was Mr James Harding., an engaging by
who has not been iong with what I soon learned to cali ,,the FT.,, James is about
to jet off to Washington (far too steamy for me at this time of year!), where he
will ply his trade under the watchful eye of Mr Jurek Martin* and his gracious
wife, Kathleen.

James and the other young things soon relaxed and "let their hair down" as
Andrew and Fin kept a watchful eye on guests who needed taking out of
themselves.

No one could fail to notice Mr Martin wolf, whom I told is ..the chief
Leader'writer", seen in animated conversation with Mrs Judy Dempsey* , who
had flown over from Berlin for the occasion.

HaH the guests (I exaggerate just an incy bit!) seem to have come from far
and wide for this special evening! Mr Julian Ozanne, "Our Man in Jerusalem",
dropped in on his way back from Washington to the Holy Land, but left eariy to
catch his plane - much to the disappointment of some of the young ladies

*_Jam"s 
Harding - bright young thing.**,Jur"k 

Martin -'forrr1erforeigi editir, now {JS editor.
Judy Dempsey - Berlin c:orrespondent.
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present who had asked me to introduce them to "Thruster", as they quaintly
called him.

Also in the spotlight was Mr John Ridding- - what a good looking lad he is -
who had popped over from Paris especially to show off his radiant fiancee. She
works for the BBC, and I hear it whispered that Wedding Bells will ring next
Autumn.

Intrepid travellers all! But those from Overseaso as much as those of us who
live in London, especially appreciated the guests who had made the long and
dangerous journey from what is called "the East End."

They courageously defied the curfew regulations in that part of the world
where the "after-dark shoot-to-kill" policy of the wonderful British bobby on
the beat is, in my humble opinion, unfairly criticised and sadiy misunderstood.

(I'll say no more! You will not find a whiff of politics in my Diary!).
Amongst these devil-may-care travellers were Ms Caroline Southey (she

insists on being addressed as Ms, modern thing that she is!), wearing a daring
backless black dress which gave grace to her every movement. Caroline, who
tells me she is working "on the companies desk", was accompanied by husband
Brian, and his sultry good looks helped make them my choice as the couple of
the evening.

Sharing the title, however, were Mr and Mrs Julia Cuthbertson* . Julia, as

slim and graceful as ever and clearly blissfully happy with her nice young man,
was sporting a deliciously cheeky "mini skirt", as we used to call them in the
"swinging sixties", which attracted many an admiring gme from the
Gentlemen present.

Bubbling blond, urchin-cut, Julia told me that she is "features editor" and-
confided that she is soon to become "news editor"! Is this a "scoop"? I was
thrilled by the news, for I had no idea that the Financial Times had a Womans'
Page!

Three cheers for the F7, I say!-You may call me old fashioned, but all credit
to the paper for carving out a niche for the female sex in the masculine world of
the City.

I gave Julia my recipe for nut roast, and told her to give me a call if she
needed more ideas. The charming lady "wordsmith" was so grateful, she was
lost for words. I just gave her hand a squeeze, and told her to keep it up!

Also from those parts was Mr Michael Holman, as usual a picture of
crumpled elegance in his well-cut linen jacket. But I had to tell him that it did
not match his trousers, which were a trifle on the short side, I thought. And
Why oh Why did he wear dark socks with a cream suit?

Chrystia Freeland* was too, too sweet for words, quite magical in a lovely
vanilla confection which won her many appreciative glances, as did that

. 
John Ridding - Paris correspondent.

* 
Julia Cuthbertson - (recently married) news editor.. 
Chrystia Freeland - 26 yeais old Moscow Bureau Chief
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attractive duo, Sarah Witt. and Emma Creamer*, who let themselves unwind as

the balmy summer night wore on.
Did I like her new hair cut, Sarah shyly enquired, while Emma rather

naughtiiy suggested that I had not noticed! Sarah feared it might be just a

weeny bit too short, but I reassured her: a veritable crown of gold, I said, which
fitted to perfection!

Circulating amongst the guests with a cheery word for ail was one of
Andrew's closest advisers and confidantes, Violet Rosen* and hunky hubby
Mike. Violet "does for" Andrew at the FT. Alas for Andrew, she will stay

behind to serve his successor (a promising young man who has made a name
for himself in the "prices room", I gather), leaving Andrew to share his lonely
eminence as Deputy Editor with another.

As for the food, my dears, absoiuteiy deiicious !

Fin told me that she and Andrew had prepared it themselves, would you

believe it? In this age of outside catering, it makes a rare change to have good,

old fashioned home cooking, and Andrew has promised me his recipe for those
tasty little vol au vents that went down so well.

I must say that I was a teeny bit disappointed by the Pavlova. I could not
help noticing that the meringue was, how shall I put this, not quite right. In
fact it looked as if someone had started eating it, but happily only my eagle eye

noticed that anything was amiss.
I learnt later from dear Fin that one guest (he shail be namelessl) started

tucking in before she had assembled the toothsome dish. Not by so much as a
flicker did Fin reveal her anguish as she bravely went from one guest to
another, as if she had not a care in the world.

I also spotted Mr Bruce Clark, "defence correspondent." I certainly felt safe

in his hands: what a good choice, I thought to myself, for his chunky frame
makes him look just like a paratrooperl

It was a great pleasure to talk to Mr John Davies, "night foreign news
editor", and his wife. both of whom I later learnt are Australian - but in the
cosmopolitan world of the FT, that does not seem to matter a bit, and I made no
mention of it when I said good-bye to them.

Mr William Millinship, (no relations, he assures me, to Bert - he of football
fame), who won fame as a correspondent f.or The Observer and a near
neighbour of Andrew and Fin, added further distinction to an evening already
made memorable by the presence of Mr David Walker and his wife (David has

been appointed "executive editor", no less!), while heads were turned by the
arrival mid-way through the proceedings of Mr Robin Pauley, another dashing
young "star" who is celebrating his promotion to "Managing Editor."

* 
Sarah Witt - the accomptished and. vivacious foreign desk research

assistant,who joined the paper in l987and is currently writing a novel.
* 
E*ma Creamer - former foreign desk secretary. 
Violet Rosen - multilingual personal assistant to the foreign editor and the

source of much greatly appreciated assistance to MH over many years.
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Before I left there was time for a word with the FZs "foreign news editor",
Mr Robert Thomson and his wife, who recently left Tokyo to join the F7"s
London family.

Richard, Andrew, Robin, Julia, Robert ... (as the evening wore on, and we
got to know each other better, they kindly insisted that I call them by their
Christian names. By the way, have you noticed how so many people talk of
"first names" and not "Christian names"? None of this "first name" nonsense
for me! Do we live in a Christian country or not, I ask you? Christian to the
core,I say, whatever Prince Charles - silly, misguided boy - might claim!)

As I was saying, Richard, Andrew, Robin, Julia, Roberl, and even David is
young-ish. Such wise old heads 6n young shoulders, and they carry their heavy
responsibilities with such easy charm!

A few drops of rain early in the evening did nothing to dampen guests' high
spirits, and although I arrived early I did not leave until just before midnight! I
had planned an early leave taking, but I was enjoying myself so much I stayed
on!

When at last I made my way into the warm, still night that enveloped leafy
Dulwich (more a village than a London suburb!) the house was filled with jolly
music which had toes tapping, and brought the younger folk onto the dance
floor.

After I had gone, taking advantage of a lift offered by Mr and Mrs Thomson
whose driver was on hand to return them to their Bloomsbury residence,
Andrew entertained the guests by simulating a performance on the guitar,
according to what journalists call "reliable sources", who were "speaking off
the record."

(Rest assured, Dear Reader, that although I use these words and phrases

beloved of journalists. this Diary is not going to lower its standards and allow
the smuttiness that pervades modern so-called-journalism into its pages!)

Andrew's wonderful dexterity was the highlight of the evening, all present
agreed! One of my "sources" wondered aloud whether the littte twists and turns
of his hips might be consffued as "suggestive", but I suspect that it was no more
than youthful, pent-up energy seeking an outlet in musical expression. Where is
the harm in that?

And so to bed, where tucked up with a cup of tea, I composed these notes for
my Dear Diary, bringing to an end a simply lovely evening. Thank you,
Andrew! Thank you, Fin!

31 JuIv 1994
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Hack Speak

The language used by the editors on the FT foreign desk, and the
correspondents they deal with, is subtle and complex. The following was
written as a guide to what they really mean when they sav . . .

I'lI have to make afew calls first
I have to call the Reuter office.

Not to my knowledge, or,It's hard to tell at this stoge
I haven't a clue.

The story won't hold
I got the story from The Guardian correspondent.

I've managed to get an advance of the communiqud
I have been given a copy of the press release.

Who edited today's story?
What the fuck have you done to my copy?
(Note: The above sequence is sometimes inadvertently transposed by Mr Lionel
Barber. in his excitement. The F?FoCorr Assoc. is dealing with the matter.)

I TOLD switchboard where I would bel
I forgot to tell switchboard where I would be.

I wrote that a year ago
I've missed the storv.

I'lI keep it short
I'll write 500

The BBC and Guardian plans to cover it
The BBC and the Guardian aiso want to eet out of the office.

Really? I thought it was a two hour time difference
My copy is going to be late.

Lines are terrible
My copy is going to be late

There are only six phones
My copy is going to be very late

*,.
Lionel Barber - Brussels bureau chief, aforceful character .
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My computer is playing up
I'm going to rniss the first (edition).

No-one else around here is interested
I want to stay home this weekend.

The flights are full
I'll have to travel business class

The hotel is lousy
My room doesn't overlook the beach

It's worth staying on
I'm enjoying the company of the ambassador's secretary.

I'm staying on to cover the drought
I'm enjoying the company of an aid worker.

I've just checked in
I forgot to call you; or - I've just woken up

I'm working from home
I'm taking the day off

It's all there
It needs a complete re-write.

It needs re-jigging
The desk will have to rewrite it.

It needs more work
You have to rewrite it.

The intro's not quite right
The intro is wrong.

Could we move the sixth para higher?
You've missed the lead.

Could we have a paragraph high up saying ...
Cass'has sent the storv back.

' Alain Cass - former news editor

Diversions
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Is there another way of saying ...
Ivor* or Vic. have sent the story back.

Bob's* looking at it; or alternatively Bob's pulling it together
It's being rewritten. In this context - Bob: What's the weather like?
Have you forgotten everything they taught you at Reuters.

Caroline* wants aword
Not only have you stuffed up the intro, you've got the whole story wrong.
In this context:
Darling
Arsehole.

Babyshoes
you've really screwed up.

It's already gone through
We're not going to change it.

Might need to cut it a bit
it's being cut by half

Nobby is having a look at it
It's becoming a brief.

It's a brief
It's probably going to be spiked.

No problerns
praise

Looks all right to me
effusive praise

Can it holdfor Monday?(said on Friday)
Is it boring?

We're holding itfor Monday.
It is boring.

He/she's not around at the moment

* 
Ivo, Barry-Jones - former night editor* 
Vic Tapner - night news editor

* 
The late Bob Mauthner - former diplomatic editor
Caroline Southey - thenforeignnews editor; now Brussels correspondent
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He/she's sought sanctuary in the smoking room reading the Standard.

He/she's in the smoking room
various interpretations e.g. oh shit, I haven't read their story - say I'm in the
smoking room. In this context:

I'm just looking at it now
Where the hell is it? Followed bv:

I'lI come back to you
I should have read it, I can't find it, and frankly I've forgotten what it was that
I asked you to fiIe.

They're asking for it (outside story) early
I want to go home/to the pub.

It's a very bad line
unfortunately I can hear you all too clearly

The other line is going
You've got ten seconds to wind up.

We're a bit pressed
We've got.more important stories

We're tight on space
There's no room for Africa.

I've been trying to get throughfor ages
I forgot to return your call.

Didn't you get my message?
I should have rung you earlier.

I've just got in
Jurek's. been playing tennis

My computer is giving trouble
The bugger's had another long lunch

Its rather complicated
he/she doesn't understand it.

...and there's someone I need to speak to

' Jure,k Martin - former foreign editor, now (JS editor.
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they definitely don't understand it.

Perhaps we could do it tltis way ...
we'11 do it my way.

Really (when said by John Davies')
You'li have to do better than that to get the story in; as distinct from:

Really
that's a good story; as distinct from:

Really
that's a great story.

. 
John Davies - foreign night news editor
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An ode to democracy
Penned by a humble hackfrom "overseas"

Lines composed for a dinner to mark election
day in South Africa, 27 April 1994.

Co-author: JDF Jones

(Grace)

Following lines to be chanted at the start of the proceedings,
in between courses. and whenever emotion brims over ...

O what joy, to be a hack,

As power shifts fromwhite to black!
O what bliss, to be alive,

When a British Pound can buy Rands five ...

F**

Day One dawns, and from the shacks,

in thousands come these ancient blacks
Wondrous day! Our prose runs free

As we all salute Democracy.

Wizened, frail, these first-time voters -
Democrat babes, apartheid's oldsters -

Trembling, make their mighty mark
Then they shuffle back into the dark.

God bless all those aged cripples,
Even the tabloids banish nipples.

Editors rejoice and say,

"What touching scenes on voting day."

For happy hacks (blacks back in shacks)

The space they have to fill abounds,
And soon Expense claims astound,

While no-one bothers with the facts.

For many a night in style we dine
Experts on South African wine.

We ring the Desk from The Ritz frontline;
"It's tough, it's tense. Unworry, I'm fine."

Diversions
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As hour follows hour we shower praise

On brave F.W. in his last days.

Colour and feature. leaders wise -
Will the likes of us repeat such highs?

So join us, friends we raise a glass

To Cyril, Thabo, Joe and Jay.

We never thought we'd see the day

When they became the ruling class.

We toast the friends not in this room
Tertius, Munnion, Fingers and Sparks,

Lelyveld, Platter, Younghusband and Bloom,
Fans of Crocker or followers of Marx.

Freedom's here, such joy has seized us,

Hail Cyril, Thabo, Joe and Jay!
Hear us as we shout Hurray

(and hear us when we ask for visas)

We've tried to learn to sing 'Nftosi'
(Die Stem we never understood);

We've seen the flag - it's rather good -

And yes, we think the future's rosy.

Tonight we hail Democray's dawn
With Cyril, Thabo, Joe and Jay.

But, just in case, we all should pray
They don't expei us, come the morn.

As this our story nears its end
We say Tot Siens to many a friend.
God bless you, Nelson, and F.W.,

Gatsha, Constand - Makwetu too ...

We hang our heads, we hoped for doom,
Sent false reports, spread much deep gloom.

So, as we leave the polling race,

Fdrgive us, Tutu, in your embrace...

(Chant)

O what joy to be a hack,

As power shifts from white to black!
O what bliss to be alive

When a British Pound can buy Rands five...
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(At this point bread rolls may be thrown at the chairman, or anyone else)

(Repeat)

O what joy to be a hack
As power shifts from white to black!

O what bliss to be alive
When a British Pound can buy Rands five...

(Final chant: all capable of standing shall now rise to their feet)

"We are covering the world's top story,
Move over, Nelson, ours is the glory!

Fragile your fame: "It's the hacks - their papers -
Who're going to be New South Africa's shapers!"

There shall be a moment of solemn reflection in honour of our proprietors, who
will be paying the bill. Those assembled shall now depart in unseemly fashion,

taking care not to argue with the gentleman with the Uzzi
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Leaders: An African model
Recent developments in Ubantuland (1), a country that has

had more than its fair share of misfortune since

independence, are but a symptom of a deeper malaise. A
mixed colonial legacy, erratic commodity prices, a crippling
externai debt, comrption and government mismanagement,
all iie behind the country's tragic failure to fulfil its potential.

President M'biga M'Posta's (2) renewed commitment to
political and economic reform may nevertheless prove a
turning point, provided the International Monetary Fund, the
World Bank and western creditors make clear that
rescheduling of the country's $xbn (3) external debt, and
further aid, are conditional on promises being put in practice.

If Ubantuland can succeed, it could well blaze a trail for
other African countries to follow, thus reviving hopes for a

marginalised continent. (Note - this may be a bit strong.
Could read '...a continent in danger of becoming
marginalised'.)

Political stability is fundamental to the counffy's hopes for
a fresh start. Recent events, however, have a familiar and
disquieting ring. The treatment of Dr Owatta Chansah (4),

the leader of the main party in the fractious opposition, will
do nothing to reconcile the mineral-rich, undeveloped north
and the fertile south (5), home of the president, and where a
disproportionate amount of state resources have been spent.

For his part, Dr Chansah must show that he can heal the
divisions within the ranks of senior officials in his party, and
resolve the uneasy relationship with the radical wing of the
trade union movement. Above all. he must make clear his
willingness to revive the country lapsed structural adjustment
prograrnme.

At the heart of the prograrnme is the need for a market
determined rate for the Ngugu (6), currently fixed at 127 to
the dollar, but fetching between 255 and 275 at the unofficial
bureaux de change. Dr Chansah's recent suggestion that he

might revalue the Ngugu (7) smacks of the populism that
characterises the opposition's approach to economic reform.

Dr M'Posta, on the other hand, has made a welcome,
albeit belated, pledge to renew the agreement with the IMF
which expired early last year (8). However, the latest
unofficial estimates by western bankers suggest that the
budget deficit is unlikely to fall within the year-end target.

Equally worrying is the government's faiiure to curb
comrption, which reaches to the highest levels of the
administration. The foreign exchange liberalisation measures

are being abused, and export receipts are some 15 per cent (9)



lower than they should be, according to a recent World Bank
report.

Nor is the donor community free from blame. The lack of
co-ordination in the aid prografirme has meant that scarce
resources have been inefficiently used. Regrettably, in the
case of one notorious project, the donors' commercial
considerations overrode a detached appraisal of a scheme
many economists believe was both unnecessary and over-
priced. (10)

If Ubantuland is to overcome the formidable challenges
that lie ahead, not the least of which are ensuring that the
promised elections are free and fair, all sides must play their
part. But with the right policies, consistently applied and
rigorously monitored by donors and creditors, Ubantuland
could become Africa's model state.

London,26 July 1994

Notes:
1. Replace with the African country we are lea"dering on.
2. Checkwith Reurcr.
3. Get figure from stats. If in a hurry, say 'an external debt it

is unable to service'.
4. Checkwith Reuter.
5. Or other way round.
6. Get figure from stats. If in hurry, say 'trading at a much

weaker rate...'
7. Substitute appropriate currency.
8. If no time to check, say 'expired several months ago.'
9. It's usually about 15 per cent. Delete reference to WB if

you're worried about sourcing and substitute 'western
creditors.'

I}.Sensitive issue - Foreign Office will whinge, but they'Il
back down if you refer to an 'unpublished World Bank
report'.
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Time to choose

The recent events in South Africa give cause for deep

concern. The decision by Chief Mangosuthu Buthelezi, who
as minister of home affairs is responsible for security at the
country's jails, to introduce koeksusters to the daily fare of the
counbry's most dangerous prisoners, is as provocative as it is
profligate.

Traditionally, koeksusters - plaited strands of dough
briefly immersed in boiling oil before being dunked into syrup
- have always been served on the second Thursday of
alternate months to those incarcerated in our penal
institutions. Even the most hard-bitten felon deserves a break
from the remorseless diet of mieliepap. While this ground-
maize staple is nutritious, it can hardly be described as tasty.

This time-honoured method of using koeksusters to
inculcate respect for authority may, however, need to be
reconsidered, given the changes and values that a multi-
cultural, post-apartheid South Africa must embrace.

Chief Buthelezi, however, has gone too far. No-one should
know better than this proud custodian of the Zulu nation's
turbulent history, the impact that such a slight, real or
imagined, can have on a counffy so delicately poised between
a high cholesterol diet and a high fibre diet as is South
Africa.

There will undoubtedly be some who call for the return of
boerewors. It is possible to sympathise with this desire to
revive a culture which undoubtedly helped shape this nation,
without condoning the excesses that marred an otherwise
moving occasion in Potchestroom recently.

Mr Eugene Terr'blanche's intervention was unseemly, to
say the least, and in the eyes of many viewers watching the
proceedings on television, positively indecent. By no stretch
of the imagination can the 'farmers' sausage' be called a
'cultural weapon', and the police were right to intervene
when they did. Mr Terr'blanche's gestures were plainly
offensive, and designed to antagonise the supporters of
mieliepap.

If a middle way is to be found, government must start with
the counffy's youth. It might well be appropriate to have trial
run, not only in prisons, but in our educational institutions. A
start could be made by offering a choice of diet at the self-
help primary schools which have sprung up in the northern
suburbs of Johannesburg.

Chief Buthelezi should be the first to agree that to impose
mieliepap, koeksusters or boerewors would be counter-
productive in the current emotionally charged climate. Given
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the all-too-evident pressures young people are under in the
highly competitive job market, they should be allowed to
choose combinations of these national dishes for themselves.

Should, however, a subsidy prove necessary, the
government of national unity must risk a confrontation with
the leader of the Inkatha Freedom party, and make it clear
that this would be a small price to pay for stability in
kwaZulu-Natal, where Mr Buthelezi has promised sliced
white bread.

At the same time, it must be stated firmly that such a
subsidy, applied without regard for the ethnic origins,
religious affiliation or native tongue of the applicants, cannot
be treated as a precedent. Should President Nelson Mandela
fail this crucial test of his leadership, he has only himself to
blame if what he calls 'hotheads and radicals' in the
opposition ranks win more support than they deserve.

If Chief Buthelezi puts aside his party-based, populist
approach, some good may yet come of this sorry episode. But
if the new South Africa cannot reconcile the factions so
bitterly divided by their partisan palates, the future is bleak
indeed.
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Visa application

Although I have been visiting Nigeria since 1980, applications for a visa are
invariably a frustrating process. In 1993 the Nigerian information attachd
asked me to supply a curriculum vitae, a request which seemed superfluous. I
let ofr steam in the letter below, which was never sent.

Olufemi Oyawale, Information Attachd
Nigeria High Commission
London

Dear Mr Oyawale,
Thank you for your letter of January lzth.I am anxious to comply with the

request for my curriculum vitae, but I would greatly appreciate your advice
before I compile it. It is the first time I have had such a request in connection
with a visa application, and I am not sure what I should provide.

I wish to give the authorities as much information as they may need when
assessing my request; at the same time, I do not wish to burden them with
unnecessary detaii.

Would it be helpful if I listed my O ievel and A level passes, for example? (I
explain that in my day these were the examinations held after four years and six
years of secondary school instruction).

I would be happy to dig up earlier records should you think it necessary. I
attended the Cecil John Rhodes (CJR) primary school in Gwelo, Rhodesia, from
i953 to 1958, where I was the class milk monitor in the fourth grade.

I sometimes wonder whether I fell under the spell of 'CJR'. Something must
explain the wanderlust that has taken me to Nigeria every year since 1979! I'm
the first to acknowledge that CJ was a flawed character, yet his vision and sense

of purpose were extraordinary. But I digress ...
In my opinion a curriculum vitae that gives only dry details of pass marks

and employment record makes dull reading. More important, it does not shed

light on the character of the individual, as I am sure you will agree.

I like to think of myself as catholic in my musical taste, enjoying Don
Williams as much as Mozart, depending on my mood. As for hobbies, I suppose

if asked I would have to say current affairs. The authorities in Lagos could well
argue that this is not a hobby, and frankly I would agree with them. Find a

"real" hobby, Michael, my friends keep telling me. One good thing about your
government's request for my curricuium vitae, Mr Oyawale, is that it has made

me think about taking up a proper hobby!
I could go on ... I'm fond of animals, my favourite eolour is blue, I'm a

vegetarian, and I have been a member of Amnesty since 1968. But I'11 be

guided by you, and look forward to receiving your advice.
Yours sincerely,

Michael Holman,Africa Editor, F7.
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Enhanced mobility in seated position

The Editor, The Parkinson
22Upper Woburn Road
London
15 June 1993

Dear Editor,
I was struck by Bridget McCall's thoughtful comments on correct

terminology (CT) and Parkinson's Disease. In my view her article (The

Parkinson, June 1993) does not go far enough. It says that the word 'patient' is
inappropriate, except when used by medical professionals.

I find the use of the 'patient' offensive at all times, but especially when used

by the medical profession, for it reinforces an unhealthy, hierarchical doctor-

patient relationship.
I also find that the word 'doctor' is redolent of an authoritarian inter-

personal structure. Indeed, the word 'medical' is itself unacceptable, because a

conventional interpretation excludes many therapeutic treatments, such as

aroma therapy, denied recognition by a hidebound and intolerant elite.

Clearly it is profoundly offensive to say that someone 'cannot walk'. But to
say 'uses a wheelchair' instead, as Ms McCall suggests, overlooks the

unfortunate connotations that surround the word 'wheelchair' itself. Rather

than say 'uses a wheelchair', let us use the phrase 'enjoys enhanced mobility ip
a seated position'. It may well prove a morale booster.

Phrases such as 'suffering from', 'victim of and 'afflicted with' are

condemned by Ms McCall as Judgmental'. I agree. Indeed, they are not only
judgmental, they are descriptive - fwo disquieting features of far too many

words and phrases in the English language.
As Ms McCall observes, failure to use CT does profound damage. How

often has my morale been shattered upon reading the words 'invalid' or
'crippled' in the context of Parkinson's Disease! How does it make me feel?

"Helpless, bitter and unaffractive" is Ms McCall's guess, and she is absolutely

right - though I do wish she would choose her words more carefully. Why oh

why write 'helpless' when 'support orientated' would cause less pain?

All these distasteful words have, as she points out, a malign influence on the

general image we have of Parkinson's disease. As Ms McCall notes,

Parkinson's disease has a bad reputation. Let's not mince words: a rotten

reputation!
So let us make a start in redressing this distortion of the truth by dropping

the word 'disease' - a morbid, judgmental and utterly horrid word if ever there

was one.

Yours in the ranks of the physically challenged,

Michael Holman
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The Tremblers

Like me, Dat,id Beresford, the Guardian correspondent in South Africa, has
Parkinson's Disease, and when we get together over dinner we exchange

advice and information, co-founders oJ'The Tremblers, an elite and. exclusive
club.

Minutes of the founding meeting of the Tremblers

Ritz Restaurant, Johannesburg
10 Aueusr 1992

Present
Holman, M (FI); Beresford, D. (Guardian\

Apologies
Gandar, L (Rand Daily Mait); Botha, p.W (ex officio).

It was agreed that those present constituted a quorum. It was noted that much
has been achieved since Trembiers was first mooted. There has been a welcome
increase in membership, and the time has come to put the club on a more
formal footing.

Membership
Word has spread about Tremblers and the privileges membership offers.
Unfortunately some colleagues are going to great lengths to win entr], affecting
a shuffling gait, stooping and of course trembling. This does not deceive the
trained eye, and certainly does not fool Trixi and her colleasues. A doctor's
certifi cate is essential.

Blackballing
It is seldom we have to use this traditional practice, but unless members
exercise greater control, the committee may have to consider other methods of
testing the acceptability of applicants for membership. Invoiuntary spasms can
be controlled, Dr Lees advises. We hope there will be no repetition of last
month's unfortunate incident, which gravely embarrassed both the member
concerned and the unsuccessful candid,ate. The black ball was badly cracked:
the vase cannot be repaired.

South African Airways
Discussions continue. Rowdy behaviour by certain members does not help our
cause. Miss Van der Merwe has not been mollified by the letter from Dr Lees,
in which he explains one beneficial side-effect of L-dopa.
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Inaugural dinner
It was proposed that the Mount Nelson Hotel, Cape Town, would be an
appropriate venue. Given that most of its guests are themselves tremblers, our
presence would go unremarked.

Guest speaker
Mr Muhammed Ali

A lengthy discussion ensued about the menu, in particular the asparagus

course. It was agreed that the ceremony, which has now become a club tradition
could be open to misunderstanding; guests will therefore be asked to retire to
the lounge for the duration of the event. We are pleased to report that Miss
Prendergast will again "do the honours" but she must be home by ten.

Second annual meeting of The Tremblers

Johannesburg Saturday
May 15, 1993

Present
Beresford, D; Holman, M.

Apologies
Gandar, L; Botha, P W.

The meeting was called to order. Minutes of the last meeting were read and

approved.

New members
Unfortunately there has been no increase. Three would-be members failed their
medical when Dr Lees determined they were in sound health. The possibility of
easing membership conditions was discussed, but no conclusion was reached.

Speech defects
A number of members have expressed irritation that slurred pronunciation and

unsteady gait leads non-members to assume that we've been drinking before

lunch. The Foreign Correspondents' Association has kindly agreed to circulate
an explanatory note.

More tiresome is the tendency of airline cabin crew to ration the inflight
drinks on the grounds that we're the worse for wear. BA staff are the worst
offenders. Lively discussion ensued, leading to some useful tips:
- wear a black armband: cabin staff will assume you're in mourning and are

drinking to ease the pain.
- Explain that you are afraid of flying, and several Scotches calm you down.
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Discussion embraced other features of airline travel. Several members who
were unable to attend had sent in tips. Many of the ploys involve ensuring that
the adjacent seat is vacant. Suggesting that one has "trouble with the
waterworks" helps; (The French chapter is working on the translation).

M. Holman, whose observations on how to beat the immigration queue were
warmly welcomed, has agreed to compile "Tips for Travelling Tremblers."

Wheelchoirs
Members are asked once again not to abuse this privilege, for it only excites the
envy of non-members and puts the Tremblers' agreement with our Sebhokeng
heipers at risk. Unfortunately there is only room for two chairs at rallies and
funerals.

We have apologised to the Sebhokeng ANC youth league chairman for the
unseemly race that took place for the best position at the recent rally.
Fortunately he agreed that "hot-heads and radicals" who had infiltrated the list
of volunteer wheelchair pushers were partiy to blame.

Four of the comrades responsible have been suspended from the pushers'
rota, and three have been reprimanded; the two members concerned have had
their wheelchair passes withdrawn.

The matter is now ciosed. It nevertheless provided a salutary illustration of
the tension that lies below the surface on these occasions, and could easily have
gone wrong. Many members of the crowd had bet on the outcome and resented
the marshalls' intervention.

Annual dinner
A good time was had by all, and the whip-round for Ms Whittaker was
generously supported. Breakages were less than might have been expected. It
was good to see so many members using the straws provided.

Any other business
M. Holman proposed a vote of thanks to D. Beresford's good lady and her
helper for the evening's refreshments.
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African proverbs

Figments of my imagination, initiolly prompted by the need to convince my

friend and colleague, Julian Ozanne, that he should accept the terms offered
by the FT for his posting from Nairobi to Jerusalem. I devised the proverb
about the Great She Elephant, which Julian must have found persuasive, for he

is now in Israel.

Whenyou hear the ghlogha drums, hide the sadza

Wen the great She Elephnnt breaks wind even the boabab bend.s

He who hears the hyena bark lives infear of the leopard; or

He who treads in hyena droppings will not smell the lion

When maidens dance the tshlonga-tshlonga, count the mnize cobs
(meaning obscure)

Beware the crocodile that sleeps with the hare

BoId is the mujiba who eats a marula berry

Only the faithless wift hears the hippo's cough

He that seeks the sweet marula berry must hearken to the hyena's bark
(Tshlonga proverb, often crops up in discussions on structural adjustment)

The bird that piclcs the meat from between the crocodile's' teeth leaves no
droppings
(Some of the impact is lost without being able to see the gestures that
accompany the proverb; traditionally it should not be brought into conversation
until the communal bowl of beer has been passed around. Regrettably this
convention is often ignored by the younger Mafuta.)
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Dinner in honour of Joe Rogaly
17 Januarv 1995

Joe Rogaly, brought up in South Africa, formerly the Financial Times'
distinguished political columnist. This was writtenfor a dinner held to mark his

'retirement' - though he now writes a columnfor the weekend FT.

Order of ceremonies

19.45

Guests assemble.
(Dress: formal attire and solemn countenances.)

20.00
Dinner commences.
Telling of anecdotes,

21.30
End of main course.

(Guests are kindly reminded that they may choose either desert or cheese and
biscuits. Please do not embarrass the staff by asking for both.)

Speeches, Ceremony and Reading.

Selected expense claims submiued in the course of the career of Joe Rogaly
shall be read out to the gathering by the Chief Accountant, or whomsoever he
may delegate. Guests are requested to exercise restraint. Semi-audible intakes
of breath are acceptable.

There should be no repetition of the unseemly whistles and cheers that broke
out during a similar ceremony for JDF Jones" and Malcolm Rutherford..

The Reading of Expenses over, there shall be a minute of silence for
Pearson shareholders.

The expense claims shail then be set alight by the Editor, under the
supervision of Mr Edward Fanshawe, B.E.M, depury Head of Building,
Maintenance and Head of Parkins Lots.

At this point the Reading of a Poem commences:

***
O woe! O woe! O thrice times woe!

It's time to say farewell to Joe.

We gather here tonight to grieve,

* v^-JDF Jones -Jormerforeign editor
Malcolm Rutherford - former political editor
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An FT sage who takes his leave.

We rend our gannents, tears flow free,
As we mourn the loss of Ro-ga-ly.
Too wise to spare, too young to go.

Say it ain't so, Joe, say it ain't so.

Both wit and wisdom filled his column,
Will we ever read such prose again?

(The next 3 stanzas by Philip Stephens- )

Now Joe rubs shoulders with Westminster's men,

prime ministers, chancellors, and their ken.

Lunch at the Traveller's, dinner at the Savoy,

Time enough later to write about Labour's young boy

Major of course has always been a friend,
Reads Joe's columns right to the end

They may say he's a wimp, indecisive and dull
But that man Ashdown has much worse to mull

The Commons will miss Joe's elegant pen

Sketching its portraits of MPs in their den

No more pats on the back for the wise old birds

No more pats elsewhere for Gillian Shepherd

But what was the source, I hear you now ask?

Whence came inspiration for his awesome task?

I now can reveal: Joe had daily recourse,

To that King of the Veld, the mighry Boerewors!'

Faithful companion in Joe's search for truth
This peppery sausage from the land of Joe's youth.

Not a column assemble, not a word would Joe write,
Whatever the wrong, however urgent the cause,

He breakfasted first on a yard of boerewors,
Then fuelled by the Boers, he fought the good fight.

At this point in the tale, you may interject:
"Give us break - Joe's not that perfect!"

Let me now raise a matter which oft has perplexed me,

And speaking quite frankly has vexed me.

Some blame the Sausage for driving Joe crvy
Whenever he wrote about by Chief Buthelezi;

Others maintain that Joe has a screw loose

. 
Phitip Stephens - political columnist

* 
Literally, 'farmers sausages', one of South Africa's national dishes.

Diversions
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When judging the leader of six million Zulus!
This slur on his Boerewors makes Joe see red:
"It has nothing to do with what f've been fed!"

There is only one jibe that makes Joe much crosser:
Never suggest that he's a closet Xhosa!

O woe! O woe! O thrice times woe!
It's time to say farewell to Joe.

But as these lines were being penned,
A voice cried out: "Tis not the end.
Cease forthwith your lamentations

For Joe is due congratulations!

"When on your heads the truth doth dawn.
There is indeed no cause to mourn.

He's with us still, but with duties lighter!
And earns as much - the cunning blighter!"

"To retire now was never Joe's intention
But at 55 he can draw his pension,

And he also he struck a deal - this must not leak-
One thousand words, just once a week

Yet excused forever from writing leaders,
Read by the editor but not by our readers.

So now Joe writes just what he pleases
For this he's paid a goodly whack;

No sooner out the front door, than in the back
Now isn't that the best of wheezes?

So shed no tears, instead raise cheers
The lustrous name of Rogaly stays

A columnist still, but now on Saturdays.
So away with sackcloth, tonight marks no parting

Joe's career is not ending - it's only starting!
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In honour of a birthdav

Homage to Patti Waldmeir, South Africa corcespondent 1989-1994, on the
occasion of her birthday, July 26 1994

On this day of celebration,
Your very own Inauguration,

I hunt for words, I search for ways,
To do it justice, and sing your praise.

It's new to me - doing my own composing,

Quite frankly I find it a task most imposing.
For nigh five years you've done the story,

While I've simply basked in your reflected glory.

We agreed on a formula, it suited me fine:
You wrote the feature - I shared the byline.
I never had problems in writing the story,

'Twas easy as pie - cos you did it all for me!
It is true, I concede, that I wrote FT leaders -

But secure in the knowledge they're ignored by our readers!
But on this day of need, I alone stand,

And call on my ancestors: "Lend me a hand!"
They help me recall from my young Gwelo days,

Childhood refrain which ageless wisdom conveys:

"You are as lekker*
As a caramel cracker,
You are much neater

Than a 'prentice panel beater"

For once I regret my diet effete,
All veggies and beans - I should eat red meat

And when seeking inspiration I could have recourse,
To that king of the veld, the mighty boerewors.

But biscuitor boerewors, the refrain from my youth
Has poetry and passion, and time-tested truth:

"You are as lekker
As a caramel cracker,
You are much neater

Than a 'prentice panel beater"

So hdar me pay tribute with fine rolling Rs,
And heed well this verse from my old Rhodie past:

245



African Deadlines

"You are as lekker
As a caramel cracker,
You are much neater

Than a 'prentice panel beater."

x "Lekker" - pronounced 'lacker', southern African slang. As in: "He's a lekker
ou"; or: "Yissis, that was lekker", a phrase of such scope and intensity that it
encompasses all pleasurabie sensations, cultural, emotional and physical, such
as going to the bioscope (cinema), or having a cold Castiex on a hot day, or
reaching the very peak of gratification - a cold Castle after the bioscope

x The most popular kand of beerin South Africa
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Written to mark the 80th birthday of Jean Stubbs, known to her family as
'Pom', mother of Gabrielle.

Lines in honour of Pom
London, 3 I Janua;ry, lgg4

Oh Blessed Pom! Dear Grey Beast,

Inyour honour, we hold this feast.
We gather here to sing the praises,

Of venerable Pom, who constantly amazes

With her open heart, and youthful vigour,
A fearless, forceful, forthright, fie.
But she has one vice I must reveal -
Plants in handbag she does conceal!

In her travels far in search of stately gardens,

Blushing companions must seek pardons,
From the owners; after doing the rooms,
Pom roams the garden coveting blooms,

With agile hand she picks a snippet,
"Don't fret, HB, they'll never miss it!"
Says HB. , crossly: "I won't play sentry

While you pluck the plants of landed genfiry."

And then behold! HB's worst fear!
' An angry gardener, lurking near.

With guileless squeak - no hint of shame,

Wily Pom escapes all blame:
"I say! Gibby! did you not see,

That sign ahead - it chastens me!"
DON'T PICK TIIE PLANTS - PRTVATE ESTATE!

The owner comes, in fearful bate.

Pom replaces plant with piteous sighs,
Her way of saying "I do apologise."

The owner leaves, forgiving and gracious

But a cutting's concealed in Pom's handbag capacious!
Oh blessed Pom! Dear Grey Beast!
In your honour we hold this feast.

When offered praise, she wants to scold
"Don't go on, you make me feel old!"

But hearken Pom! (And listen well Kate and Ben,
Although you're too young to ken.)
We also feel the advance of years,

Bringing with them shapeless fears
Of what perils growing old may hold.

* HB'the author
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But you inspire us, brave and bold!
Where you lead, we can foliow.

Material things are frail and hollow,
Today we celebrate the enduring virtue

Your valiant heart, the friends around you;
Your restless quest for fresh adventures.

Who cares that advancing age brings dentures?
Or limbs that creak and lungs that blow?
We know not life, if only youth we know.

Oh blessed Pom! Dear Grey Beast!
In your honour we hold this feast.

We celebrate Pom's years four score!
Let us pray for twenty more!
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Lines in honour of Francis Ghiles
Le Truffe Noir, 16 December 1994

Lines writtenfor a lunch in honour of Francis Ghiles,

formerly FT North Africa correspondent.

We.gather here today, heavy hearted and grieving,
Wearing sackcloth and ashes, to lament the sad leaving,
Of a colleague so distinguished, so widespread his fame,
That in the Land of the Maghreb he is a household name.

For nigh fifteen years, the writer most respected;
Though many maintain that by the FT neglected.

Esteemed abroad, like those prophets from ancient years,

And less honoured at home - except by his peers.

Woe, thrice times Woe, Francis must leave us - it is so decreed!

Had this table the power, we would undo the deed.

Woe, thrice times Woe, Ghiles is leaving.
But enough lamentations, let us turn from our grieving.

Instead sing the praises of North Africa's Sage,

Whose writing adorned the Middle East page.

In the ways of the Maghreb, there is none wiser than he

Oh would this were known to the powers that be!

Your prose, we admit, was _sgn-1etimes opaque,
Faint hearts on the desl{ said it made their heads ache.

Your intros were buried, the syntax perverse,

Yet your insights profound, the sources diverse.

But grammar alone does not a journalist make.

To those who did cavil, heed a banker's retort:
"I'd rather read Ghiles, than a World Bank report!"

So listen well, dear Francis, draw strength, and take heart,

As we raise our glasses, with hosannahs and cheers,

Let these words stay with you, although we now part:
"The judgment that counts is that of your peers !"

Diversions
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With Respect, Mr Chairman...

When military call-up popers were served on me in 1976, Anthony Eastwood,
my lawyer, warned me that there was no way out other than to leave the
country - but he devised a strategy that could buy me time.

The exemption board's word was final, and they would certainly not release
me from the obligation to do military service. Nor did the regulations allow an
appeal against their decision.

But Anthony devised a loophole. The Board was bound by the principles of
natural justice which required that anyone appearing before them received a

fair hearing. If, when I put nty case for exemption, my expression of suppon for
the nationalist cause prompted such fury on the part of the panel that they were
unable to resist interrupting and cutting me short, Anthony reckoned he could
petition the high court and seek an order that the board's ruling be set aside. In
this way he reckoned he could keep me in the courts, and out af the army, for
about a year.

He would, however, need a transcript of the exemption board proceedings.
And so with a tape recorder concealed in my bag, and relishing the prospect of
an exchange in which my insincere deference was likely to infuriate the panel
as much as my support for the guerrillas they were expecting me to fight, I
appeared before a retired district commissioner, an arrny officer and a
p rominent bus ine s sman.

I got what I wanted, but I was to have a n&rrow shave afew months later.
I hnd lost in the high court - as Anthony expected - and we had taken the

case to the appellate division. I thought I was safe until they pronounced. But
the rules were changed. A government gazette altered the law overnight:
anyone appealing a decision by the exemption board would serve in the armi
while his case was being heard.

The military police came to arrest me on the Friday the gazette was
published. Fortunately they went first to an ffice where I didfreelance work. A
phone caII alerted me that they were on their way to the Salisbury office of the

Johannesburg Financial Mail, for which I worked as the Rhodesia
corcespondent.

I went down the stairs as the police travelled up in the lift.
After three weeks inhiding, I turned up in London, soon to be despatched to

Lusaka by J.D.F. Jones, the Financial Times' managing editor, as the paper's
Zambia stringer.

Exemption board hearing
13 lanuarv 1977

Transcript

Chairman of the Board, two members, secretary,

stenographer.
Present:
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Chairman:
Holman:
Chairman:

Holman:

Chairman:

Holman:
Chairman:

Holman:

Chairman:

Holman:

(inaudible) ... for military service, Mr Hoiman?
That is correct, Mr Chairman
One point I wish to make and bring to your attention is that
although this board is called an exemption board, we have no
powers regarding exemption, we can merely grant
deferments.
Yes, I looked at the Act and it seemed there was that power
precluded, that you could not grant exemptions.
You have made various statements here, Mr Holman. You are

regarded by the government as undesirable inhabitant of
Rhodesia for securify reasons. This has nothing to do with
this particular board. You happen to be a resident of Rhodesia
and in terms of the Defence Act, you are liable to call-up for
service, in terms of the Defence Act, by mere virfue of the fact
that you are resident in Rhodesia.
You say that you have been declared, well, you don't say, but
it is common knowledge that you are, have been declared a

prohibited immigrant. You won an action in the High Court
to have this set aside, therefore you obviously intend to carry
on residing in Rhodesia, and as such you are therefore liable
to service. It that understood?
Well, I'm making note of your points, Mr Chairman.
The second statement I find rather alarming. You say the
military forces are the main instrument of preserving the
institutional violence of minority rule. This being the case, I
wonder that you have the temerity to stay on in this country,
if you feel that. You believe that the military forces are guilty
of systematic oppression. I treat that statement with the
contempt it deserves; and you agree that the nationalist cause

is legitimate. This I am afraid I can't accept at all from my
point of view. You've asked if you can be perniitted to call a

number of witnesses. To start off with, Mr Holman, this is not
a court. Perhaps you are unaware of that fact. This is a

deferment board. Any witnesses that need be called are called
by the board and not by you. You merely state your case and
we weigh up your case, the pros and cons of your case, and

decide whether or not we are prepared to defer you. Is that
understood?
I take your point, Mr Chairman, but that does not mean that I
accept it.
(inaudible) ... you are an applicant for defence exemption, we

have already established that.
Well, I would like to make two points, Mr Chairman. I
wonder if I could begin. I would appreciate it if I could have

the names of the Board. I don't know any of them.
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Chairman:
B.M.- :

Holman:

Chairman:
Holman:

Choirman:
Holman:
Chairman:

Holman:
Chairman:
HoIman:

Chairman:

With Respect, Mr Chairman...

I don't think this is really necessary.
It is not normal practice that names are disclosed to persons

appearing before the board.
Is your ruling, Mr Chairman, that you are not prepared to
give the names?

That is correct.
I see. Mr Chairman, the first point I wish to raise is that I
would seek a postponement of this hearing. The grounds are

that in terms of the Act - if you will give me time to refer to
the appropriate regulations - it says that the Chairman of an

exemption board shall give reasonable notice to an applicant
of the place and time at which the exemption board will sit
for the purpose of considering his application. That is section
four, sub section 3, of the exemption board regulations,
Government Notice No: 786. Mr Chairman, I was informed
at 3.30 yesterday afternoon that an appointment had been

made for ten past eleven today. With respect, Mr Chairman, I
do not believe that this gives me sufficient time to prepare my
case, and certainly not reasonable time in terms of the Act. I
pointed this out at the time, when discussing the matter with
the person who informed me, that this did not give me either
time to prepare my case, or to prepare my witnesses. I was

told...
To that I make two statements ...

I haven't finished, Mr Chairman ...

I am not prepared to listen to you to that extent, Mr Holman.
First of all, the thing is, what is reasonable time? In our
estimation, reasonable time is a matter of twelve hours or so.

Quite often before this Board we have senior executives,

chairmen of companies, appearing at half an hour's notice.
The second point is that you received your call-up papers at

least a week to ten days ago. You therefore had ample time in
which to prepare your case as soon as you received your call-
up papers ...

With respect, Mr Chairman, that is not the case.

I am not prepared to argue on that Mr Holman
I want to state that I have been unprepared in the time
available, to present my case before this board. Secondly, Mr
Chairman, I want to bring it to your attention that I am of a

mind to take the validity of the call-up to court because I
think there are grounds for challenging the validity on two
issues ...
That has nothing to do with this board, Mr Holman, in fact
you can take yourself to the devil if you like, but we are not

" Board Member
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Holman:

Chairman:

Holmnn:

B.M.:

Holman:

B.M.:
Holman:
Chairman:

Holman:
Chairman:

Holman:
Chairman:
Holman:
:Chairm"an:

Chairman to board members:
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prepared to go into that matter, we are mereiy prepared to see

whether we can grant you a deferment or not.
One of the points that I wish to raise, Mr Chairman, both in
the courts and before this Board, I think does fall within your
functions and within your authority. You will note that the
terms of the Emergency National Service Act, Section 18,

subsection 2, clause (a) says that when the Minister, with the
approval of the Minister of Defence, and the Minister of Law
and Order, deems it necessary or desirable in the interests of
defence, public safefy or public order, he may authorise the
call-up of residents in any class of residents who are liable to
emergency National Service. Now Mr Chairman I think that
any reasonable interpretation of this would suggest that the
Minister was not in possession of the facts when he decided to
call me up. I don't think that any reasonable man, given that I
have been declared a security risk and an undesirable resident
of this counffy, would at the same time thought it either
necessary or desirable in the interests of defence, public safety

or public order to call me up, and I wish to put that point for
your consideration, Mr Chairman.
You can take that to the High Court, or any other court
(inaudible)
Mr Chairman, I wish to move on to a further issue, and that is
the matter of calling witnesses to bear out the four main
points that I have made in the document that is before you.
Mr Holman, the Chairnan has already stated that those do
not constitute having good reasons for this board to consider a
deferment, so it is quite pointless your endeavouring to call
witnesses to discuss the points which are not relevant as far as

we are concerned.
Well, I wonder if I could outline the names of the witnesses
and the evidence I think they could provide, before the
Chairman makes a finalruling on this.
This is purely procrastination, is it not, Mr Holman?
No, I believe it is entirely relevant to my case.

What you believe doesn't really concern this board. We are

purely here to see whether we can grant you a deferment or
not.
I...
We have finished that case, Mr Holman, will you carry on
please.

I want your ...
You have finished with that point
No, I haven't, Mr Chairman ...

I have. the board has.



Holman:

B.M,:

Holman:
B.M.:

Holman:

Chairman:

Holmnn:
Chairm"an:
Holman:

Chairman:
Holmnn:
Chairman:
Holman:

Chairmnn:

B.M.:

Holm"an:
B.M.;
Holman:'

With Respect, Mr Chairman...

I take it you are in agreement with that?
I wish to say who I wish to call, so you can assess the validity
of my claim. If your ruiing is that I might not continue, then
of course I will not continue, but do so under protest.
(inaudible) ... ruled out of order Mr Holman, and it is quite
pointless your bringing them forward.
I simply ...

May I be permitted to explain to you the workings of this
board. We consider cases that are brought by employers. In
this case yours is not a matter that has been brought forward
by employers. It is one that you have brought forward
personally. We therefore consider personal reasons why you

should not attend at a given date and we examine reasons

why you want a short term deferment, nothing else. Now
these can be compassionate reasons, it can reasons of health
and matters of that sort. Or in the case of an individual who is
self-employed they could relate to the nature of his business

or his employment. None of the points you have raised bear in
any shape or phantom on the normal workings of this
deferment board.
I think that in terms of the Act your functions exceed beyond
which you've described. If I present reasonable grounds for
deferment you can consider them ...
Mr Holman, it has already been brought to your attention that
your interpretation of the Act and regulations are not ttie
interpretation this board places upon them.
I simply have ...
Your next point, please.

Well, could I be clear in my own mind, Mr Chairman, that
you are not allowing me even to bring up the names of the
witnesses whom I wish to call and whom I believe I have a

right to call.
That is correct.
That is your ruling?
That is my ruling.
Well, Mr Chairman, I must accept your ruling but I continue
wanting to make it perfectly clear that I continue with the

utmost reluctance.
We quite understand that, Mr Holman, would you carry on
(inaudible) ...

Mr Holman, is it correct that you have received your call-up
papers?

They have been received.
On what date were they received?
They were received, it was a Monday morning. Monday of
last week, that would be about the 3rd of January.
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Have you got them with you?
Yes ... I'm afraid I've left one of my folders in the reception,
but I've got the papers there. I don't know if you want to refer
to them because ...
No, I think we'll take your word that you received them on
the 3rd of January.
Mr Chairman, I want to go into the point reiating to my
circumstances as a security risk and an undesirable resident of
Rhodesia...
We have already told you, Mr Holman, both myseif and the
honourable member on my right, that this has no reievance to
your application whatsoever. You are a resident of Rhodesia,
a self-confessed resident of Rhodesia in that you have
contested an action in the High Court as to why you think you
should not be declared a prohibited immigrant and you
appeared to, wel1, I withdraw that word, you were granted
residence in this country. As a resident you are therefore
liable to military call-up ... (inaudible).
I think nevertheless, Mr Chairman, it is important that in
your interests and mine the grounds on which I think I am
regarded as a security risk and as an undesirable resident of
this country, should be put to you when you consider my
application for what you say in terms of the statutes is a

deferment. May I proceed, Mr Chairman?
I would suggest, Mr Chairman, that the background of this
case is known to the military authorities when they made the
call-up. It is for them and not this board to evaluate such
matters. I don't see its relevance to our particular meeting
this morning.
I don't know on what grounds you say the defence authorities
(inaudible comment from Board) would be award of this,
secondly, I don't see how the Defence authorities could have
been aware of all the issues which I personally wish to raise
vis a vis my attifudes to the state ...
And Mr Holman I am getting tired of your continuai
intemrptions ...

I have not interrupted, Mr Chairman ...
...and your 'with respects' and ali the rest of it. I am telling
you right now that this board does not call up personnel. This
board is merely to see whether we can accommodate
employers in respect of their employees, or persons wishing to
ask for deferment for compassionate or personal grounds.
These are the only terms of reference which this board has.
Will you kindly confine yourself to these particular matters
now.
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Mr Chairman, I take exception to your personal references. I
have conducted myself respectfully, and when I say 'with
respect' I mean exactly that. If you choose to interpret it in a

derogatory fashion, then I am sorry about that, but I repeat, I
am putting forward my position with respect, and I will
continue to do so. I wish to state that I do think that it is of
considerable validity and it also falls within the boards
authority to consider the issue that I am security risk to the
state. Mr Chairman, if your ruling is that I can not present

this evidence, then I will accept it, but Mr Chairman as each

point is taken I would request a definitive ruling, and my
request now is that you going to rule one way or the other as

to whether I am allowed to present evidence (inaudible
interjection) relating to the issue as to whether I am a security
risk.
You have been told already, Mr Holman, that it is not a

matter for this board to consider, it is a matter for the defence

authorities to consider, we can't take it that this point is fully
covered now?

Are you refusing me the opportunity to put forward the
evidence that I have?

That is so.

Mr Chairman, I will then move on to the point two, in which
I say that I believe that the military forces are the main
instruments of preserving the institutional violence of
majority rule. Mr Chairman, I would seek the opporruniry to
give an elaboration of this point, backed by documents and
think that it is pertinent to my beliefs to go into my personal

background, and the fact that I have been brought up in this
country for most of my life ..

Are you a Rhodesian citizen, Mr Holman?
Mr Chairman, in terms of the legislation, the Minister would
have been able to deport me, were I not a domiciled citizen. I
am citizen of this counffy and I have lived here longer than
the Minister of Immigration himself. I have been here since

1951... and I believe that my background is relevant in my
points that I wish to put forward on point two. I would like to
proceed , Mr Chairman.
hoceed
Mr Chairman, I was brought up in the small Rhodesian town
of Gwelo. I went to kindergarten there, I went to junior school

there and I went to secondary school there. From secondary

school I went to the University of Rhodesia. In 1967 I was

sewed with a restriction order, but in the light of your earlier
ruling I feel that I cannot elaborate on the security grounds for
that restriction order. Am I correct Mr Chairman?
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That is correct
After serving one year in restriction in the town of Gwelo
from 1967 to 1968 the order was renewed for a further year.

The minister gave me the opportunity to study in Britain,
which I took and I returned to this country in 1973. Mr
Chairman, for I think I can say for as long as I can remember
I have found the policies of this country thoroughly
distasteful, I have found them racist and demeaning.
Demeaning Mr Chairman, not only to the African majority of
this country, but to myself, because it has circumscribed my

relations with them, and I have felt that simply as a white
man, my relations with black Rhodesians can never be on an

equal footing. I have intimate knowledge, I think, or the

characteristics of white rule, I think I have an intimate
knowledge of the legislation on which white rule is based.

This legislation I regard as designed to perpetuate the control
by a white minority through a number of devices. These

devices, Mr Chairman, inciude basically the Land Tenure
Act, which decides what part of the country a man can live ..

Just a moment, may I butt in for a moment please. Mr
Chairman, do we have to listen to this. I don't think it's got

anything to do with his case.
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B.M.:

Holman:

B.M.:

Holman:

Chairman:
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(Inaudible comments between members of the Board)
It's pure procrastination, Mr Chairman, we have said this
before. It in no way turns on whether Mr Holman as an

applicant to this board has in the board's opinion adequate
grounds, compassionate or otherwise, for a deferment from
call-up which is scheduled for the 15th.
(inaudible comments)
Are you asking for a short deferment, Mr Holman, If so, what
are your reasons?
I am sorry I can't refer to you by name. The position is that I
have applied for exemption. You have said that the Board's
powers are limited to deferment. I think that under these

circumstances you can exercise your powers of deferment to
meet my request for exemption. My request for exemption is

based on a number of issues. I must stress, members of the

board, that my case is unique. Nobody has appeared before

you on these grounds, with the evidence that I could present if
permitted.
How long are you asking for exemption, or deferment rather,
and what are your reasons Mr Holman?
First of all I would like to say that I wasn't given the

opportunity of completing my elaboration on the point ...

Mr Holman, we are asking you a question now, can you

answer or can't you answer it? Holv long are your requesting
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a deferment for call-up? You have now stated after some
prevarication you wish deferment for an indefinite period
which this board is not allowed to grant.
Well, Mr Chairman, you are empowered to grant a deferment
and I could appear before you on subsequent occasions, and I
stress that my case is unique. There is not another man like ...
We have heard a considerable amount of this already, Mr
Holman, we are not prepared to listen anymore. Can you tell
us now the reasons why you need a deferment from the 15th
of January, that is until next Friday, 15th of January is a

Saturday ... (inaudible)
The reasons are as I have outlined, Mr Chairman, but I
haven't had an opportunity to fully present my case.

We have listened to a lot of words and we haven't heard one

reasonable reason yet, or one glimpse of a reason yet why we
should continue to listen any longer. I don't know ...

Can I, on behalf of the Board, put it that the points you have
raised in your written submission do not in the opinion of the
board constitute valid reasons for us to consider granting a

deferment. Any matters that you have verbally expressed to us

relate to those or in the same category. They are not relevant
in respect of an application for deferment. Could you
therefore give us any other reasons other than those that you
have touched on and listed here, why we should grant you-a
deferment.
Well, I believe that were I to have an opportunity to elaborate
on these points you would then be able to come to your
conclusion, but it seems to me you have reached your
conclusion, simply on the basis of those points and say that
they are not relevant to your authority.
That is correct.
Well then I have simply not had the opportunity of presenting
my case. For two reasons: partly because of the short period of
notice that I received for this meeting, partly ...

You could have started preparing your case as and when you

received, on your own admission, notice of your call-up on
the 3rd January.
Mr Chairman, I am an extremely busy man, I have got an
extremely demanding job, I have got many responsibilities.
The law is an unfamiliar subject to me, I have to find out how
exemption boards work. I am in sufficiently doubt, as I say, to
intend to proceed to the courts about the validity of that call-
up. There are a number of issues, Mr Chairman, which
occupied my mind, and further ...

We have now got one reason for your applying for a

deferment, Mr Holman, and that is you wish to present your
Chairman:
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case to the High Court or to some court in order to question
the validity of your call-up documents. Is this in fact a reason
or don't you wish to consider this?
I am simply notifying you,Mr Chairman, that having looked
at these statutes I am of a mind to seek a challenge to the
order in terms of its validity, in the High Court. Now because

one of the grounds is the security issue, I feel that I should
also have had the opportunity to present to you, because I
think it does fall within your jurisdiction to decide whether
the Minister was well advised in calling me up, given that the
legislation is specifically in terms of the security of the
country.
Thank you very much Mr Holman, I have heard enough ...
(inaudible conversation between members of the board|
Quite frankly not one reason that has been produced before
this board today has any validity towards any application for a
deferment.
I haven't had the opporninity to deal with points three and
four, Mr Chairman ...
We are now (inaudible) ... you have had ample opportunity
which you have not used to very good advantage if i may say

so. Will you now please withdraw, Mr Holman, while we
discuss you case.

Mr Chairman, I do not feei that I have the oppornrnity to
present my case. I withdraw if that is your ruling, under
protest, making it clear, as I say, that I have not had the
opportunity to present my case.

Will you now withdraw.
Will you reconsider your attitude towards giving me your
names Mr Chairman?
Negative.
There are sound reasons, Mr Holman, why names of members
of the defence exemption board should not be known. They
are published in the Govemment Gazette and you can see

them en bloc but it would be quite wrong that members of the
board should be pestered by persons wishing to have
exemption who would approach individuals in their private
capacity and seek to get exemption on those grounds.
Mr Chairman, I repeat that I withdraw, not having had the
opportunity to present my case. Do I wait for your decision?
(response inaudible)
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Second session

Mr Holman, the board has considered the matter. While we
are not prepared to hear anything further on the first grounds
of your application as we consider this beyond our powers, we
would welcome a little bit of elaboration on points two, three
and four.
That is where I intemrpted you, Mr Holman.
Which were the points on which I can produce further
evidence?
'The military forces are the main instruments of preserving
the institutional violence of minority rule'. You haven't got
on to point three, I don't think, where you believe the military
forces are guilty of systematic oppression and you were
talking about point two.
Mr Chairman, I was giving an account of my background in
this country, because I think it important that you know that
my views stem from long experience and intimate
involvement. If the shorthand writer would just indicate when
I go too fast, I will slow down - intimate involvement in the
country and careful study ...
Just a point I would like to ask. Do you speak either of the
main languages of the country, perhaps?

Mr Chairman, I don't, and I attribute that to one of the
characteristic of the racist nature of this country, and that ii
when I was at school, Mr Chairman, instead of being given
the opportunity to learn one of the languages of the majority
of the inhabitants of the people, I was given the opporfunity to
learn French or Afrikaans. This was really puzzling, but as I
say, I think it can be explained in the light of the policies of
the administration.
You're not going to carry on beyond one o'clock. You've
already said you are a busy man, I happen to be an extremely
busy man and I can't waste too much time on these things.
You have until one o' clock, Mr Holman.
I see it's eight minutes to twelve, is that right?
Yes.
I think that should provide enough time, Mr Chairman, but
perhaps if it doesn't we could adjourn the hearing and meet
on another occasion.
(inaudible comment)
Mr Chairman, I was saying that my attitudes are based on
intimate involvement with the government of this counffy,
with the people and with race relations in this country. I was

saying I had been brought up here, had gone to university
here...
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And that you are in fact a citizen of Rhodesia.
I am a domiciled citizen of Rhodesia. The experience that I
had, left me convinced that the policies of the administration
were to perpetuate white minority rule. I was saying that I
regarded this as demeaning, not only to the African majority,
but as demeaning personally. It circumscribed the terms of my
reiations with them, it was not possible to co-exist with fellow
students and friends without risking the opprobrium of the
society or indeed the punishment by law when one
contravened the law, such as the Land Apportionment Act, or
the Land Tenure Act as it now is.
It is therefore quite incongruous, I think, that somebody with
my long and deeply held persuasions - to which you should
have received testimony, were you to have agreed to listen to
witnesses - should now be prepared to fight for the system
which is perpetuating minority rule. To fight for segregated
schools, Mr Chairman, to fight for segregated land, to fight
for the right of a cafe owner to refuse service to a black man,
to fight for the right to segregated toilets, or to fight for the
right for segregated hotels, or a civil service in which
advancement is predominantiy on race rather than merit, and
within a military structure which itself bears the racist
characteristics of the system itseif.
I have followed, for example, with great interest the
educational policy of this country in which education is
compulsory for one race; that race receives ten times as much
public funding for the education of their own kind, compared
to the black Rhodesians. Education is not compulsory for
them, Mr Chairman, no doubt other members of the board are
well aware of this. As a result, there is a substantial drop-out
of young African children for whom education is not
compulsory. This I regard, Mr chairman, as one example of
the institutional violence that I referred to, which the military
forces are protecting. Another example, Mr Chairman ..

Are you on point three now?
No, I am still on point two, Mr Chairman. Another example is
the segregated system of iand tenure, as a result of which I
believe that half the country is not only gravely deteriorating,
but has led to hunger and malnutrition amongst the African
people. This, Mr Chairman, I regard as another form of
institutional violence. I think institutional violence is also
incorporated in the financial strucfure of the country
inasmuch as the bulk of subsidies, loans, assistance access to
capital, access to expertise is denied blacks. This is-.also a

form of institutional violence, in my opinion, Mr Chairman. I
also believe that the laws of this country in other respects,
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very often nominally non-racial, Na in fact racial. Their
intent is to suppress the black majority. For example, the
Industriai Consolidation Act is nominaliy non-racial but in
fact ensures that control of unions and thus influence on the
wage structure remains in white hands. The vast majority of
black wage earners in this counffy, Mr Chairman, earn much
less than a subsistence wage.

This is maintained by the manipulation that is carried out by
both those skilled members of the union who are in the
majority white, and government legislation.
I also refer, for example, to the fact that half the blacks in
employment in this country have their working conditions
determined by the Masters and Servants Act which allows
them neither the opporfunity of wage bargaining, nor the
formation of a legally recognised union. I think there is

evidence of gross malnutrition on farms, including farms in
the European areas, and I think this is a situation which
cannot be remedied because, in part, the Masters and Servants

Act, an archaic and punitive piece of legislation, is

maintained on the statute books. This, Mr Chairman, I regard
as another example of the institutional violence of minority
rule.
Mr Chairman, I would want the opportunity to go further into
these points because these are deeply held and sincere views,
but in light of the fact that I had such short opportunity tb
present my case has been limited. I have not been able to
collect evidence that I would require, to cite various papers,

for example on the issues that I have mentioned.
... (inaudible interj e ction)
You take my point that I have not had the opportunity to
prepare my case fully, Mr Chairman?
No, we take your point that you have already produced plenty
of evidence of the so-called preservation of institutional ...
preservation of minority rule by institutional violence. We've
got that. (inaudible comments) We are purely here, as has

already been explained to you, to decide whether you are

entitled to a deferment or not. Carry on.
Yes,I am simply making the point ...
We heard that, thank you very much, please carry on.

... that I have not had the opportunity of preparing my case.

The point has been amply made.
I am looking for one of the documents which I wish to cite in
raising my case, point three, Mr Chairman, in which I say I
believe the military forces are guilty of systematic oppression.
You are quoting from a Justice and Peabe report?Chairman:
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That is correct, I will identify the document and the page

numbers. I might say, Mr Chairman, that in the course of my
work I have had to investigate some of the aliegations that
have been made and I am satisfied that both out of my own
experience and the material from the Justice and Peace

Commission, that torfure, brutality, oppression are officially
sanctioned by the authorities of this country.
If I might cite one case of which I have personal knowledge,
since I was in part responsible for investigating it and
bringing it to the attention of the authorities. It is from the
"Man in the Middle", subtitled: "Torture, resettlement and
eviction", a report compiled by the Catholic Commission for
Justice and Peace in Rhodesia, published in 1975

This case says that one Anthony Dzvimarungu - I am sure,

Mr Chairman, you will be better capable than I of
pronouncing that surname.
Itshouldbed-z-r-
D -Z - I - I see. Perhaps it's misspelt in this document. This
man alleges that following an attack by insurgents on the
chief's building in the Mudzi district of Mtoko, about 100

miles from Salisbury, soldiers came to his kraal by helicopter
and questioned the people. In the course of the questioning,
his sisters-in-iaw were assaulted by the soldiers. One was

pregnant at the time, and was whipped. Anthony immediately
went to Salisbury to report the incident to the Catholic
Commission for Justice and Peace. At the time he expected
more trouble. He aileges that on his return he was picked up,
before he got home, by the police. He was then held at Mtoko
police station where he reports, he was repeatedly beaten on
the buttocks and feet with sticks, hair was puiled out of his
head and a pair of scissors was placed against his genitals,
with a threat to cut them off. A firearm was pointed at this
head and a threat to shoot was made. A few days later, after
his release, he was examined in Salisbury, and found to have

patches of hair missing, severe bruising on the soles of his
feet, and marks of the assault on this buttocks.
The government is defending his claim, but has not given
details of its action. This, Mr Chairman, is a case of which I
have personai knowledge, and I am satisfied that the man is
telling the truth and that he was indeed assaulted.

There are other cases, Mr Chairman ...

Do you have personal knowiedge of them, Mr Holman?
Personai knowledge, Mr Chairman, inasmuch that I have

followed the activities of the Justice and Peace Commission
closely, and in particular cases, kept in touch at each stage of
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the case, and will have had the opportunity to look at the

evidence.
I think that then you haven't really had personal knowledge
involving the cases and I therefore think you should confine
yourself to those cases. (inaudible interjection)
If you know the individuais concerned and saw the

brutalities..
But I had to follow these cases closely, as a journalist, Mr
Chairman and ...
Do you know the actual people or don't you?

Not in subsequent cases. There is one case which I will find ...
I think you've made your point, Mr Holman ... (inaudible) we

don't want to listen to any more.
Have you 'personal knowledge of
injuries and other hurts ... (inaudible)
As I have said, Mr Chairman, the
knowledge is close connection with
Commission. I think it must be ...
I think Mr Holman is prevaricating now ...(inaudible)
You have made reference to two publications and that is the

information in those publications is known ...

... to the general public ...
and that is adequate. He does not need, I believe, to

highlight any of the matters in the two publications to which
you have made reference.
I don't think it is public knowledge.
Unless he has personal knowledge ... (inaudible)
I don't think it is public knowledge.
Unless he has personal knowledge ... (inaudible)
I think that ...

The mere fact that you have heard people say these things is
hearsay evidence and you can't accept it in a court of law.,
They haven't gone to a court of law because apparently the
government is afraid to challenge them.
Point taken, Mr Holman. Can you carry on to the next point,
please?

May I simply say, Mr Chairman, that these cases, as I say,

involve the use of electric shock torture, make a profound
impression on me, and think it is of considerable relevance

that you should have knowledge of these cases when bearing
in mind my attitude to serving ...

As has been stated by other members of the board, these fwo
pubiications have been made public and they are known, so

there is no further need for anv ...

these wounds, bruises,

basis on which I have
the Justice and Peace

Chairman:
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Are you saying, Mr Chairman, that I can not continue taking
these extracts and making the point that they have a profound
effect on me?

You are absolutely correct ...

You have made your point, Mr Holman
I don't believe that I have had the opportunity to make my
point, but if the chairman's ruling is such then I will under
protest pass on to other material.
The material which I have here deals with the grounds on
which the minister came to deport me.
We have already stated that we are not prepared to listen to
any further evidence on that point.
I again accept your ruling under protest, Mr Chairman. The
other documents are dealing with my restriction, when the
Minister said that he was satisfied that I had been actively
associated with activities prejudicial to the maintenance of
law and order. Again, I understand that your ruling has been

that I cannot go into this. If this is correct, Mr Chairman ...
There only remains point four that I think we wish you to
elaborate on, that you believe nationalist guerrilla forces are
legitimate.
Well, Mr Chairman, as I said at the beginning, I haven't had
the opporfunity for marshalling my material, and as I go

through it, points that I might want to raise and I want you to
confirm that you have ruled that I cannot raise them. Can I
refer, for example, to my affidavit in the recent High Court
case involving my deportation and take an extract from that.
What extract, Mr Holman?
This touches on the issue, I should say to you Mr Chairman,
of the Minister acting unwisely, and presumably without the
information available to him, in considering me a fit person to
do call-up.
I will come back to my original ruling that we are not here to
judge whether the Minister is acting ultra vires or not, this is

beyond the jurisdiction of this board, so I now say you cannot
continue ... (inaudible).
If that is your ruling, Mr Chairman. I would also wish to refer
to points in the Immigration Act under which I was deported,
referring to my undesirability. Does your ruling affect that?
... (inaudible) ... that is beyond the jurisdiction of this board.
I would also wish to refer to Mr Broomberg's comments in
parliament about me, in which he described me as a security
risk.
We'Il take your point on that ... (inaudible) ... elaborate
sufficiently on that one.
Well, I think it would be better, Mr Chairman ...
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What you think doesn't rnatter. We have got your points that
Mr Broomberg has said that you are a securify risk. That is
sufficient.
Well, I would have though you would have wanted the full
text of what he said and the context in which it is about.
Unforfunately Mr Holman ... (inaudible)
Well, if that is your ruling, Mr Chairman, I place the
document to one side. I here have a document, Mr Chairman,
which I think is certainly based on my personal knowledge
and...
Are we dealing with point four, Mr Holman?
Well, can I refer to a case in which I investigated
circumstances in a protected village, Mr Chairman, and wrote
a substantial article for the London Observer in which I ...
(comments amongst members of the board (inaudible) ...
We don't wish to hear this, Mr Holman.
I don't think so I don't think it's relevant ...
Well, you haven't given me an opportunity to tell yorr what
the article deals with.
It's completely irrelevant. Can you put it to one side and go

on to the next point, please.

Well, Mr Chairman, if you insist that this document is
irrelevant, again I put it to one side, but I think it's got
personal connection not only with my experience but with the
duties I am expected to perform. How far are we? I donrt
think I will need to keep you 'til one o'clock, Mr Chairman. I
am sure you and members of the board will be relieved. I see

these are points dealing with the fact that I don't believe that I
have had reasonable time. We have dealt with those, or rather
in my opinion, we have not dealt with those. This Mr
Chairman is a list of the witnesses who I would have called
had you given me the opportuniry to do so but you ruled that I
might not call the witnesses or indeed give an account of their
names or their relevance. So I therefore Mr Chairman turn to
point four, and say that I think that this represents a
summation of my points because if indeed I feel that the
military forces are guilty of systematic oppression as I do,
though I don't think I had the opportunity of expounding on
this, and if I also believe that -those forces are the main
instrument of preserving the institutional violence of minority
rule, and for these views presumably I have been declared a
security risk and undesirable, I must therefore look at
alternatives Mr Chairrnan, and I must look at the objectives of
those who oppose the existing authorities.
Now Mr Chairman I think I should make it clear that at no
stage have I ever advocated violence, or have I ever
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participated in violence, and that remains my commitment,
Mr Chairman. Notwithstanding this I think I can take the
detached attitude that though I find violence repugnant I can
decide whether violence under certain circumstances is
legitimate.
I feel that the nationalists have taken to arms only after 80
years of white rule, having exhausted peaceful opportunities
to come to an accommodation with the ruling minority in this
country. Mr Chairman, I deeply regret having exhausted? ...
the opportunities for peaceful change of the ruling minority
system of this country. Mr Chairman, I deeply regret what is
happening, and it causes me profound distress. People I know
have died or have been injured. I betieve that I have friends on
both sides of the conflict. The objectives of the military wing
of black nationalism, as I understand it, is to establish a
democratic system whereby each adult has a vote, and to do
away with racial discrimination, and to do away with the
forms of institutional violence which I was referring to. These
Mr Chairman I believe are the objectives of the military wing
of the nationalist movement and ..

By nationalist movement are you talking about ... (inaudible)
That is the broad term Mr Chairman for the nationalist
groups who function as political parties.
So you are including the Zanu andZapu?
Muzorewa.
Muzorewa. Froiizi.
Well, Frolizi is no longer in existence, to my knowledge, but
it wiil include nationalist groups, Mr Chairman, and in all
conscience I believe that efforts to establish a government on
that basis is one which I support. Mr Chairman, bearing in
mind the reservations and reluctant acceptances of your
rulings that I made in the time I have been here, and bearing
in mind that I have not had the opportunity to prepare my
case, bearing in mind that I was given short notice and was
not able to call witnesses which I believe should be my right, I
think at this stage there is no further point to raise.
Thank you very much Mr Holman. As far as I can see the

only good reasons (inaudible) for a deferment, or a request for
a deferment, is that you require time to bring your call-up
papers before the High Court, to decide whether in fact they
are ultra vires or not. Am I correct?
No, Mr Chairman, you are not correct.
If I am incorrect, I see no reason whatsoever to even consider
an application for deferment.
I made it clear, Mr Chairman, that I informed you of the
grounds on which I had in mind going to court, because I
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thought that it would raise an issue, and I continue to believe

it raises an issue which falls within your authority' Now, you

dispute that Mr Chairman ...

Mr Chairman, Mr Holman is out of touch on the question of

call-up. He has given us a lot of other information. I would

like to suggest we ask him to leave us for a moment and we

will then give him our decision, and we will answer one or

two of the points that he has raised, and he believes to be

relevant.
I take you point. The only thing that I would make is that you

know, the only reasons we could grant a deferment in this

case is because of time to bring the matter before the High

Court, and I asked him this and he said no (inaudible)

Well that is a different point Mr Chairman. If you feel that the

other points I have raised are outside the ambit of your

authority that is a decision you bear in mind when considering

my request for a deferment but in addition I am simply

informing you, that I am in mind to go to court and I am

setting out those glounds, because I think that these in

addition to the other points I have made are worthy of your

attention. You might, for example, feel that the Minister

should have the opportunity to be awa.re of my background

before deciding to go ahead with this call-up, which is indeed

essentially an issue which I am alsb going to raise in the

courts. But I don't think this falls without your authority'

Can I ask one question to you Mr Chairman, and that is this:

is this Mr Holman stating that he is not asking this Board to

accept as a point in his favour that he proposes to move

towards action in the High court. You do not wish us to take

that matter into account?

Yes, certainly, Mr Chairman, take it into account ...

Are you asking us to take note as a point for ...
Yes I wish you to take note of it, I wish you take note of it and

I wish also to take note of the fact that I believe the points

which I want to raise are also valid in your consideration. You

see, I don't think it would have been legitimate for me to say I
am going to take this issue to court, take legal advice and

consult an advocate, but I am not going to refer to it, I am not

going to deal with it any further. If I thought it was on a

technicality then it would be different, but I think it is on

grounds which are of importance to yourselves.

(inaudible comments)... in view of the fact that he wishes to

take it to the lligh Court ...
well this is the question, I put the question to him and he

said, no this wasn't the point (inaudible discussion between

members).

269



African Deadlines

Holntan:

Chairman:

Holman:

Chairman:

Holman:

Chairman:

HoIman:
Chairman:
Holman:

Chairman:

If I might make a point from the floor, as it were, I think that
the Board has to consider first of all given my background and
circumstances, whether I should be deferred, perhaps pending
the close consideration by the Minister of my circumstances.
The Board must also consider, I believe, the grounds on
which I think I have a case to take to court ...

Do you mind not telling the Board what to do Mr Holman,
we're aware of our duties Mr Holman.
With respect, Mr Chairman, and I mean that, I am not telling
the Board what to do ...
And will you now withdraw please because we wish to discuss
your case. Thank you.
Well, Mr Chairman, I would have thought that my further
conrribution would have been helpful, to just set out the
precise grounds on which I think the Board now is
considering, but if the order is that I withdraw, I will do so Mr
Chairman. Mr Chairman. I want to make sure that there is no
misunderstanding. I have not given my solicitors instructions
to take it up in the courts, I have studied the ...

Third session

Mr Holman, the Board (inaudible) that you have given it
ample evidence of the (inaudible) for your written
submissions and also the historical background leading to the
views you have expressed. The Board has aiready stated,
however, that in its opinion your submission does not
constitute a valid reason for any deferment. The Board does

not consider that it is empowered to defence authorities
reasons for calling any resident for military service. Its duties
lie solely on granting deferments to those that warrant it. The
Board notes that you are considering the possibility of
referring this matter to High Court. It submits that you can
proceed with this action while under-going service. For these
reasons your application is rejected and you wili report for
duty on the 15th January, 7971. Thank you very much.
Do I get a copy of that Mr Chairman?
It's not normally done.
I see. lf I needed to perhaps I could get one through the
shorthand writer.
(inaudible) ...we have spent quite a lot of time on you
already. Thank you very much for coming.
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A Judgment

The following poem appeared in the April 1967 edition of Black & White, the

magazine I helped edit at the University College of Rhodesia, and which was
published in contravention of censorship regulations. I was charged with

bringing the Judiciary into disrepute, andwas found not guilty on the day my

restriction order began, confining me to my home town of Gwelo.

Lines in honour of Brother Lewis

Rhodesia! spite of metaphysical prate,

Is formed an independent state!

Containing in its very nature,
All principles of legislature,

Responsible and bound to none,
A pure democracy in one:

Whose legislation is the plan,
To bully black men all it can,

Whose jurisprudent scheme maintains
What force secures, the white man's gains.

Possession is without a flaw,
All points of policy and law
If not de jure so to the letter,
It is de facro which is better,

For such is Lewis's* , Freedom's lease,

For maintenance of whited peace.

* 
Mr Justice Lewis,one of the High Court judges.
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Contempt of Court by student is alleged
Rhodesia Herald,28 July 1967

Contempt of court was alleged yesterday when two students of the
University College of Rhodesia appeared before Mr W F Henning at Salisbury
Magistrate's Court on a charge arising from the publication of a poem called
"A Judgement" in Black and White, a monthly magazine circulated at the
university. One was discharged.

Harold Foy Short was found not guilty at the end of the Crown case, and
judgment was reserved in the case against Nicholas Michael Stanley Hoiman,
editor of the publication. Both students pleaded not guilty. The crown alleged
that the poem, published in the April issue, "violated the dignity and respect "
of Mr Justice Lewis in his capacity as a judge of the High Court for the
administration of justice.

By lecturer
It was alleged that the poem was "insulting", and meant that Mr Justice

Lewis had by his judgment in the Constitution test case on September 9 last
year "associated himself with legislation which discriminated against Africans
for the benefit of Europeans and/or which repressed Africans." Holman said in
evidence that he is a third-year student and the editor of the magazine. The
poem was written by Mr A Bareham, senior lecturer in English at the
university. Mr Bareham, his tutor for two tears, has since gone to England,
Holman said.

"Liberal"
Replying to his counsel, Mr R H B Pringle, Holman said that Mr Bareham

would be ciassified as a man of "liberal inclination." Mr Pringle: "Did you
understand from the poem that legislation in this country was repressive?"
Holman: "Yes." Mr Pringle: "Did you understand the poem to be an attack on
the judge's motives and intentions?" - "No."

"A criticism"
Replying to the senior public prosecutor, Mr H C Duffield, Holman said he

had not considered the possibility of publishing matter which might be
construed as contempt of court. "If I thought that the poem reflected on the
integrity of the judge I would not have published it," he said. "I did not
anticipate such a charge. I did not see any grounds for such a charge." Mr
Duffield: "Is it a criticism of the judge or of the consequences which may flow
from the judgment?" Holman: "A criticism of the consequences which may
follow." At the end of the Crown case against Short, Mr Pringle applied for his
discharge as the evidence "in no way connected him with the publication of the
poem." Mr Duffield did not oppose the application. The magistrate said he will
give judgment in Holman's case on August 1 1.
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Student's room was searched by police

Rhodesia Herald. 15 March 1967

A third-year student at the University College of Rhodesia confirmed
yesterday that his room at the college was searched by police on Monday
morning. Mr M. Holman (21) said last night that the police entered his room
with a search warrant made out in respect of the magazine Black and White.
'My books and desk were searched and a great deal of my personal possessions

were taken by the police. I went with them to the charge office but made no

statement," he said.

Lecturer searched
Mr Holman, studying for an English honours degree, was born in Britain

and has lived in Rhodesia for 16 years. He is a Rhodesian citizen. A British-
born lecturer in the college's department of government, Mr P Nursey-Bray
(26), had his flat at the college searched by the police the same morning. "Mr
Nursey-Bray was questioned at the charge office at the same time as me, but he

was in another room." said Mr Holman. No one else was involved, he added.

"Anonymous"
The search warrants were both issued in respect of Black and White, a

cyclostyled publication that appears "anonymously" fortnightly or monthly.
While some students claim members of the college staff are responsible for its
publication, this has not been confirmed. Little is known about the size of the

magazine's circulation. The acting principal of the college, Professor A Milton,
said last night " I can make no comment on the magazine. I have not seen a

copy of it for a long time."
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Thursday, 10 August, 1967

This account of my aruest and subsequent restriction to Gwelo was written the
day aft"er the event. It ends abruptly because the rest of the account has been
lost.

The first series of heavy knocks woke me at 8:00. I turned over and went
back to sleep. At half-past nine a further series of knocks, and voices outside.
My first reaction was annoyance - it was obvious that they were not going to
leave. Perhaps it was somebody from the press, for oniy they could be so

persistent. I did not expect the police, for I had done nothing wrong - and
anyway, in the past the poiice had carried out "dawn raids." Perhaps it was an
important message from the Acting Principal, Professor Robert Craig, for I had
had several meetings with him during that week, expressing the concern that
was felt by myself and other students over racial tension on the campus. The
root to student problems lay in the society outside the campus. Rhodesia was
moving further to the right, upholding white supremacy, and the University
College of Rhodesia was desperately striving to maintain its multiraciai charter.

I got out of bed, and moved across to the mirror. The talk outside carried on.
They seemed to have made up their minds that I was in the room. A key rattled
in the lock - a master key - and a white member of the Special Branch which
deals with political affairs, pushed the door open. I am not sure which of us got
in first, me with my demand to see a search warrant, he annoyed because I had
not opened the door.

"f've got something better than that!', he replied to my demand. In came
two other white members of the Special Branch. I recognised them both: I had
been questioned by the one at Salisbury Central Police Station about the
publication of an anti-regime magazine Black & White at the beginning of the
year; the other had given me notice of a case of contempt of court concerning
myself and a feliow student, Harold Short, over the publication of a poem in
B&W commenting on repressive legislation in Rhodesia.

I read the restriction order - "section 50, Subsection (l), of the Law and
order (Maintenance) Act, Chapter 39. I was restricted to my home town of
Gwelo (and that of the regime's leader, Ian Smith), 170 miles away, out of
touch with the University" and with an infamous record of consistent resime
supporl.

"This Order is based on a belief that you 'have actively associated yourself
with activities prejudicial to the maintenance of law and order in Rhodesia'.
This "beliefl' was based on "information placed before me" but the minister was
not prepared to reveal what "information."

In Parliament the next day he said: "I restricted this individual because it
was necessary for me to do so for the purpose of maintaining law and order.
The acts which made it necessary for me to do so cannot for security reasons be
revealed." This was Desmond William Lardner-Burke talking, "Minister of
Law and Crder", yet another individual from Gwelo. Also in Parliament the
same day he had said that the power of detention was not a penal action but an
1'7 /1
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administrative action based on what a person was likely to do in the future.
Speaking during a debate on the revenue vote for Law and Order he told
Opposition Members that detention was not punishment for a past action.

Interjection: What about the lawyers?
Minister: The lawyers, in my opinion, are wrong and I have told them so.

What about the lawyers, indeed.
However, the Minister's mercy allowed me leave to appeal in writing within

seven days, "stating the reason or reasons why you consider the order should be

revoked." I found this amusing. I am required to give reasons, yet the Minister
refuses to divulge his. I am judged guilty without having the charges made

known to me, without evidence being led, and without having the oppornrnity
to speak in mitigation.

I was allowed to pack as many of my belongings as would fit into my cases.

The S.B. men gave helpful hints about what to pack - who better than they to
advise people who have to make hurried departures. "Don't forget your pyjamas

- and slip in this pair of nail-clippers." I collected my toilet articles from the
bathroom, and was ready to leave. News had got round that the police were on

the campus. At the bottom of the stairs, waiting in the foyer, was a small group

of African students. As I left my room, Harold Short met me - there was

nothing he could do but make sure that my pzlrents were informed. Down the

stairs, winked at Harold as I went through the entrance door, and out of the
corner of my eye saw the hall porter, Jonathan, standing disconsolately on the

verandah. We are good friends. Both of us realised that it might be a very long

time before we saw one another again. I winked at Harold and went out to the

car, and got in the back seat, next to one of my cases.

At this stage the first of a series of elaborate security measures was put into
operation. Radio contact with H.Q. was maintained throughout the trip to the

Central Station. Well they might. If students had been given any warning, the

trip out of the campus might have been difficult indeed. As it was, student

reaction was merely postponed. As I left, many thoughts were in my mind. I
appreciated the fact that I had been able to see one of my corridor companions,

Nick Tyler, just to be able to say "Cheers, Nick." And uppermost was the

thought, "Well, its come. Restriction. What every opponent of the regime must

expect." As we drove to the station, the S.B. men made banal comments about

the amount of raffic, cheerily cursing the slower cars.

On arriving at the station, I was taken across the green grassed quadrangle

to the offrces of Det. Inspector Gibbons. Now his job was over, he sat at his

desk, I sat opposite him, reading the paper which he had borrowed on my

behalf from another office. He got on with papel work, having read a copy of
the student newspaper, Unicorn, which I had given him. He found the article on

the sit-down strike we had staged at Sinoia very amusing. A group of us, black,

white and coloured, had visited Sinoia to hear Todd speak, then moved on to
the Sinoia Hotel, ordered Cokes all round, and sat on the verandah - much to
the disgust of the white residents. The fact that their leader, Smith, was to
speak in Sinoia the next day amused us. The article referred to comments about

"kaffirs" and facetiously remarked, "kaffirs is Rhodesian slang for hippies" and
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ended the article on the tragi-comic note, "Will the hippies never be accepted."

Yes, Gibbon found this amusing. He has a great sense of humour.
In came a senior officer. Very British - tall, florid face, yellow jersey, gtey

hair combed back. "Everything all right, then?" he soiicitously enquired.
"Would you iike to get in touch with your parents? Make sure he gets in touch

with his parents, Gibbon" He typified that era of British administration when

the Atrican was considered a savage, to be treated firmiy, to be "understood",

but not worthy of malice. I had misbehaved, had not followed the "rules." I
finished the paper.

"Come with me, Holman." Passed on to another S.B. man, upstairs this
time. I had my typewriter among my cases. "May I use it" - "No." I was in his

offrce ten minutes, and then off to have fingerprints taken - four sets. "Better

take off your jacket, this ink is terrible stuff '. And further "Better turn up your

sleeves as well." Then on to photographs, face and profile. "Twenty five copies,

please."
That over, I followed him downstairs, to what seemed to be a prisoner's

reception desk, and I was handed over to the constable on duty, a young chap.

He had a quick consultation with his superior, and came back to me. "Please

take off your jacket, tie, shoes, socks, empty your pockets", "With reference to

what prisoners regulations?" I asked. Uncertainiy he replied, "I have

instructions to treat you as a maximum security prisoner." I followed the

instructions, emptied my pockets. I had a couple of small paper stars in my

pocket. I used them when advertising a hockey festival earlier in the week. I
handed these to him. He hesitated, then solemnly put them with the rest of my

possessions.

I was then taken down the first flight of stairs. The gate at the top was

iocked behind us. We were at basement level, and there was another gate to be

unlocked, and then we were in the passage with cells alongside. It was

depressing. I hoped that my request to see my lawyer, followed by a phone call,
would result in an early visit. I was shown into Cell No. 11.

During my short stay I nevertheless had pienty of time to examine it closely.

A bed frame along one wall, bolted to the floor, a board secured to the top. A
hard foam mattress, covered in hessian on top of this. A toilet against another

wall. A ring cemented to the floor in one corner. A light bulb burning behind a

grid protector. A fanlight. Cement floor. Green walls, heavy iron door, with a

peephole. I sat down on the bed, and collected my thoughts, made a list of the

things that I wanted to discuss with my lawyer.
So for the first time in my life I was in a cell, and it seemed as if I was to

spend the night there.
The first intemrption came when the warder opened the door and said that

my lawyer had arrived. I went along the passage and up the stairs in my bare

feet, shivering. I was disappointed to see that he was young, and, an impression
which was confirmed, inexperienced. There was no conference room, the

officer in one of the rooms had to move out.
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I gave a list of my points. Contact Craig and Short. Contact the British

Mission. Contact my parents. Request for warm clothing. Complaint about the

removal of my clothes and possessions.
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Restriction order on student
Rhodesia Herald, l1 August 1967

A Ministry of Law and Order spokesman confirmed yesterday that Mr
N.M.S. Holman, president of the University College of Rhodesia's Student's
Union, was yesterday served with an order restricting him to the town of
Gwelo.

Holman, who recently appeared in Court on a charge of contempt of court
arising from the publication of a poem "A Judgement" in the magazine "B1ack
and White", is due to appear for judgment in the case in Salisbury today. He is
the editor of the magazine.

Youth Mayor
A third-year English honours student, he has been president of the Student's

Council since the beginning of the year. He is the son of the deputy headmaster
of Thornhill High School, Gwelo.

Also the first Youth Mayor of Gwelo, he was selected by the Rotary Club as
an exchange student. He spent ayear in the United States.

The Students' Representative Council met yesterday and issued the
following statement:

"We, the SRC of the UCR, wish to register a protest against the removal of
Mr Holman, president of the UCR student's union, and his restriction to
Gwelo.

A demand
"We demand that he be allowed to answer the charges alleged against him

and be brought to trial, as we feel it is unfair to restrict any person without due
process ofjustice.

'TVe request that immediate arrangements be made by the administration of
the University for the continuation of Mr Holman's studies.

'TVe ask all students to avoid any action which is likely to precipitate
disturbances."

The statement was signed by Mr J. Tancock, acting president of the sRC,
and Mr L. Sutton-Pryce, public relations officer, SRC.
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Student seeks order remoYing restriction
Rhodesia Herald, 22 March 1968

An application was brought in the High Court, Salisbury, yesterday by a27-

year-old university student for an order by the Minister of Law and Order

restricting him to his home town of Gwelo to be declared invalid, and for an

interdict restraining the Minister, Mr Desmond Lardner-Burke, from doing

anything to enforce the order.
The student also asked the Court to direct the Minister to disclose the

grounds on which the order was made, and the information and documents

which were brought before him when he made his decision.

Judgement was reserved.
Referring to an affidavit by the student before the Court, Mr R.H.B. Pringle

(instructed by Messrs. Gill, Godlonton and Gerrans) said the student

maintained that all his political activities were declared and open and that they

had been conducted mainly on the campus of the University College of

Rhodesia.

Propagandawar
Mr Pringle said that the Government was sensitive to criticism and that its

approach to organised political opposition was that "one should not rock the

boat", and that it was notorious that there was a war on the propaganda front in

this country
It was probable, he said, that these factors influenced the Minister in dealing

with political opponents.
Referring to the constitutional test case, Mr Pringle said that he conceded

that the Minister had the power to restrict the student because it was a power

which was exercised under the 1961 Constitution.

Secret hearing
But it d.id not follow that the approach in dealing with the exercise of the

power need be the same as it would have been before the UDI'
Mr Pringle said that one solution to the Minister's refusal to state the

reasons for the student's restriction would be for the Court to order the Minister

to produce his confidential information at a secret hearing before a judge in

charnbers.

He added that the Minister of a Government which had seized power was in

a special position. "He is not only looking after public securify, but he is also

endeavouring to ensure the success of his revolution."
'oHow is the Court to ensure that it is for the public security in the ordinary

sense of the word that the respondent's order is made, and not to stifle criticism

of the Government?" Mr Pringle asked.

IIe said that.the Minister:s approach to a particular case was coloured by

pressures: which arose from:"having embarked on an illegal and dangerous

course." Such preszures were not exerted on a lawful Minister.
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"If the Court will not act in this case, how strong must the facts be before a
Court will intervene? One can imagine in all these cases the Minister will
simply say 'I am relying on confidential information'," said Mr pringle.

Denial
Mr J.C. Andersen (for the Minister) said that the Minister had denied in his

affidavit that the restriction order was made male fide, or that its object was to
stop the student from engaging in legitimate poiitical activities.

Before making the order, the Minister had given careful consideration to the
student's age and the effects upon his studies. The Minister also denied that the
student's restriction order had been based solely on the information about his
activities given in his affidavit. He maintained too, that the student's activities
had all centred on race relations in Rhodesia.

Mr Andersen was instructed by the Govemment Attornev.
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The Court should have insisted

This editorial appeared in the Rhodesia Herald, 15 June 1968

A young student has asked the High Court to make the Minister of Law and

Order disclose why he has been restricted and on what information the Minister
acted. The general Division has refused.

Why? From our readings of Mr Justice Jarvis's reasons, because the

restrictee (the Emergency Regulations forbid mention of his name) had not

made out a reasonable case to substantiate his claim that the Minister acted

incorrectly.
As Mr Justice Jarvis put it:
"The Minister has declined to give his reasons for making the (restriction)

order. He is under no obligation to do so. In these circumstances, the applicant

must establish at least a prima facie case of misdirection on the part of the

Minister. I am unable to draw the inferences, or to attribute to the Minister the

motives, suggested by the applicant on the papers before me..'"
We do not query the legal correctness of that decision, yet how can a man

substantiate his belief of wrong motives until he knows in detail what the

claimed motives were? It is like asking a man to prove an alibi without telling
him with what crime he is charged, or when or where he is accused of
committing it.

The restrictee claimed that the real purpose of restricting him was to prevent

his publicly criticising UDI and subsequent Government actions. If that wege

true, then we believe that the Minister exceeded his powers and that the

restriction should be lifted - with heavy damages awarded to the ex-restrictee

from the ex-Minister. On the other hand if the Minister's general assertion be

true, and the restrictee "actively associated himself with activities prejudicial to

the maintenance of law and order", then a law-abiding Rhodesian will have to

accept the Minister's action as justified in present circumstances.

By finding against the restrictee, the Court has in effect accepted the

Minister's version. We do not suggest the court came to the wrong final
decision, or that the Minister misled it; but it is our firm conviction that the

court should frst have called upon the Minister to produce his reasons in
Chambers. (On September 9 1,966, Mr Justice Irwis warned in his

constitutional test case that this might have to be done.)

There could be no breach of security; and by arguing against the resffictee's

applications the Minister showed he acknowledged the Court's right to
adjudicate, and its power to ovemrle his executive action.
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Student leader is freed
JohnWorrall, Rand Daily Mail, 12 August 1968

The controversial Rhodesian sfudent leader. Mr Michael Holman,2I, was

yesterday acquitted by a Salisbury Court magistrate on a contempt of court

charge.
But immediately after the hearing Mr Holman was taken in a police car to

spend ayer in restriction at his home town, Gwelo.
Eariier yesterday, eight Rhodesia university College students were arrested

when a protest demonstration against Mr Holman's restriction was broken up

by police with dogs outside the Rhodesian Parliarnent.

Yesterday morning, the acting principal of the University College, Professor

Robert Craig, sent a strong letter of protest to the Minister of Law and Order,

Mr Lardner-Burke.

Not revealed
In parliament yesterday evening, Mr Lardner-Burke said Mr Holman had

been restricted for the purpose of maintaining iaw and order" but he would not

reveal his offences "for security reasons."
Mr Lardner-Burke said there was no connection with Mr Holman's

restriction and the moming's courl case.

Yesterday aftemoon the magistrate, Mr W.F. Henning, found that a satirical

poem about the Rhodesian constitutionai judgment which Michael Holman

published in a university magazine "Biack and White," of which he is the

editor, "was not contemptuous - only critical."
Earlier yesterday, about 200 men and women students, third of them

Whites, staged a peaceful protest "sit in" in Cecil Square Gardens, opposite

Parliament.
The main body of students sat under the Union Jack and held up an

assortment of placards reading "charge or release Holman" "Down with the

Fascists," "We want justice," "Reign of terror in Rhodesia," and "All placards

have been subject to Government censorship."

Marched
The students then marched a few hundred yards to the Parliament building.
There were some scuffles and several students, including a White girl, were

thrown to the ground. The police bundled four White, two African and two

Asian students into cars and took them to the charge office.
A police spokesman confirmed iast night that eight students had been

arrested. Of these, one White was released in his parents' custody and one in

the custody of a person who has guaranteed his future appearance if necessary.

Six students are still being held - two Africans, two Asians and two Whites.

282



With Respect, Mr Chairman...

Restriction order on student stays

The Chronicle, Bulawayo, 14 June 1968

An application by a 2l-year-old European student for an order by the

Minister of Law and Order, Mr Lardner-Burke, restricting him to his home

town to be declared invalid and for an interdict restraining the Minister from

doing anything to enforce the order was dismissed in the High Court here

today.
The student had also asked the court to direct the Minister to disclose the

grounds on which the order was made and the information and documents

which were before him when he made his decision.

Giving judgment, Mr Justice J. Jarvis said the student had claimed that Mr

Lardner-Burke had no valid grounds for issuing the restriction order - his real

motive was to prevent the student from "publicly criticising the Govemment's

illegal seizure of power." The Minister had denied this, saying he was satisfied

that the student had been actively associated with activities prejudicial to the

maintenance of law and order in Rhodesia.

The Minister objected to producing the information on which he had acted

on the grounds that it would be injurious to the public interest and against

public policy. One of the grounds on which the Minister claimed privilege was

that to give the information on which he acted would probably result in the loss

to the Govemment of certain sources of security information.

Acquitted
Referring to the student's contention that the restriction order was made at a

time when interest in him at the University College of Rhodesia was high - the

day before he was acquitted on a charge of contempt of court - the judge said he

was satisfied that there was no connection between the making of the order and

the finding of the court. The judge said that the student had also criticised the

Government for taking away from him last August its f150-a-year teacher-

training grant. "The object of the teacher-training grant was clearly to train

teachers, not politicians, for employment in the Ministry of Education, and I do

not consider any adverse inference can be drawn from the withdrawal of the

grant in the present case," said the judge.

The judge also referred to the submission by the student's council that,

because of the Government's sensitivity to criticism, its approach to organised

opposition, censorship and its propaganda war, the student had established a

prima facie case that the Minister had misdirected himself.,The judge said that

he could not relate any of these factors to the facts of the case in such a way as

to point to a misdirection on the Minister's part.

"Moreover. even a lawful Government may be sensitive to criticism and may

put out propaganda," he said. On the Minister's objection to disclosing detailed

information about the grounds for making the order, the judge said he did not

believe this was a case for the court to use its power to over-rule the objection

andritself examine the documents containing the information in question."
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High Court dismisses student's application
Rhodesia Herald, Salisbury, I5 June 1968

An application by a 2I-yeu-old university student for an order by the
Minister of Law and Order, Mr Desmond Lardner-Burke, restricting him to his
home town to be declared invalid, and for an interdict restraining the Minister
from doing anything to enforce the order, was dismissed in the High Court,
Salisbury, yesterday.

The student had also asked the Court to direct the Minister to disclose the
grounds on which the order was made, and the information and documents
which were before him when he made his decision.

Giving judgment yesterday, Mr Justice Jarvis recalled that the student had
claimed that Mr Lardner-Burke had no valid grounds for issuing the restriction
order - his real motive was to prevent the student from "publicly criticising the
Government's illegal seizure of power.,'

" InjLrious"
The Minister had denied this, saying he was satisfied that the student had

been activeiy associated with activities prejudicial to the maintenance of law
and order in Rhodesia. The Minister objected to producing the information on
which he had acted, on the grounds that it would be injurious to the public
interest and against public policy.

One of the grounds on which the Minister claimed privilege was that to give
the information on which he acted would probably iesuit in the loss to the
Government of certain sources.of securitv information.

Grant removed
Referring to the student's contention that the restriction order was made at a

time when interest in him at the University College in Rhodesia was at a high -
the day before he was acquitted on a charge of contempt of court - the judge he
was satisfied that there was no connection between the making of the court
order and the finding of the court.

The judge said that the student also criticised the Govemment for takins
au/ay from him last August its f i50- a-year teacher-training grant.

Train teachers
"The object of the teacher-training grant was cleariy to train teachers, not

politicians, for employment in the Ministry of Education, and I do not consider
any adverse inference can be drawn from the withdrawal of the grant in the
present case," said the judge.

The judge also referred to the submission by the student's counsel that
because of the Government's sensitivity to criticism, its approach to organised
opposition; censorship and its propaganda war, the student had established a
prirna facie case that the Minister had misdirected himself, : -.
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Sensitive
The Judge said he could not relate any of these factors to the facts of this

case in such a way as to point to a misdirection on the Minister,s part.
"Moreover, even a lawful government may be sensitive to criticism and mav

put out propaganda," he said.
On the Minister's objections to disclosing detailed information about the

grounds for making the order, the judge said he did not believe this was a case
for the Court to use its power to ovemrle the objection and itself examine the
documents containing the information in question.
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Breach of restriction order
Gwelo Times, 6 October 1967

The charge of having left the area to which he is restricted with-out the

authority of the Minister was brought against Mr Holman as the result of an

incident on the night of August 25 when he and his Mother attended the South

African musical "Sikalo" at the Hellenic Hall.
Detective Sgt. Pym told the Court that at the end of the performance there

was an appeal from the stage to the audience to provide lifts for members of the

cast to the African township as they had no transport.

He and another police officer offered a lift to three members of the cast.

Other people giving lifts - about eight cars - formed up in convoy outside the

hall and his vehicle was the last. Immediately in front of him he saw Mrs.

Holman and her son in a car which Mrs. Holman was driving. with one

passenger to whom they were giving a lift. The convoy drove to the township

and dropped passengers at the Monomotapa Welfare Hall, where he arrested

Mr Holman because he had crossed the Bulawayo - Salisbury railway line

which was one of the boundaries of the restriction area.

In reply to Advocate Pringle, Det. Sgt. Pym agreed that his vehicle and

Holman's car had been held up by a train crossing the Umvuma line, on the

town side of the Salisbury line. Asked why he did not then stop Mr Holman

when he saw that he was going to cross the line, the witness said it did not

occur to him. The order and the boundaries had been explained to Mr Holman.

Asked if it would not have been "a kindness" to warn Mr Holman, if he was

breaching the restriction order inadvertently, Det.-Sgt. Bm repeated that it had

not crossed his mind to do so.

He said that when he arrested Mr Holman, his mother was "very surprised

and shocked." Mr Holman had shown "no outward surprise."

In reply to questions on the incident, Mr Holman said he would not

deliberately have contravened the order. On the night in question it had not

occurred to him that he was doing so. He agreed that he knew the boundaries

and that he had noticed that the railway line excluded the African townships

from the area to which he was restricted. This had not made any particular

impact on him because he had never been in the habit of visiting the townships.

In all the years he had spent in Gwelo he had only crossed the line on this road

"perhaps three times", once when he went for a chest X-ray at the medical

centre. The area of restriction did not limit him in any of his normal everyday

activities in Gwelo, and the chief significance of the boundaries for him was

that he was prevented from going to Salisbury, Bulawayo or Selukwe' When he

was arrested at Monornotapa he was very surprised - so surprised that he felt

physically ill. He realised that he had made "a dreadful mistake." But it was not

his habit to show his emotions.

' Mrs. Holman,,giving evidence, said she knew the restriction area boundaries

but on the night in question they had not been in her mind and it did not occur

to her'that her son was contravening the order. It gave her a "tremendous
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shock" when he was arrested. She did not agree that her son might have
realised and decided to take a chance or that he could have been under any

tension while they were travelling in the convoy without her knowing it. When
he came to the car window after Det. Sgt. Pym spoke to him, he was "white and

drawn" and she realised that he was very shocked.
Advocate Pringle submitted that "an honest mistake" had been made by Mr

Holman in contravening the order.

287



African Deadlines

Validity of student's restriction order challenged in Gwelo
court

Gwelo Times, 6 October 1967

The validity of the order restricting Mr Michael Holman, president of the

Students' Representative Council at the [Jniversity College of Rhodesia to his

home town, Gwelo, for 12 months was challenged by Advocate R. H. B. Pringle

of Satisbury when he defended Mr Holman on a charge of breaching the

restriction order in the Magistrate's Court on Monday.

At the end of an all-day hearing before the Provincial Magistrate, Mr Gerald

Rose. the defence claimed that the restriction was invalid because the Minister
"had no business to use his powers of restriction purely to stifle political
opposition" and cailed on the Minister to give reasons for the order.

Early in the hearing the court was told that the Minister had repeated his

earlier refusai to give reasons for the restriction.
Mr Justice Lewis's case was quoted by Advocate Pringle as having said in

his judgment that the courts should give effect only to rneasures which could

lawfully have been taken under the 1961 constitution and had ruled that if a

person detained after November II, 1965, alleged facts that the soie purpose of

his detention was to stifle opposition, the Minister might have to disclose

grounds for restriction.
Mr Holman had openly opposed the Government and there was a strong

primafacie case that he had not used unlawful means to oppose it.

"This is a case to produce the sort of sifuation which Mr Justice Lewis

envisaged," said Advocate Pringie.
First witness at Monday's hearing was Det. Sgt. E.G. Gibbon, who said he

had served Mr Hoiman with the restriction order at the University College on

August 10.

Replying to Adv. Pringle, Mr Gibbon said he had searched Mr Holman's
rooms in connection with the charge of contempt of court rising from matter

published in the magazine Btack and White. (Mr Holman was acquitted on this

charge by a Salisbury court.)
He did not remember seeing anything among the papers he went through to

suggest that Mr Holman's opposition to the Government was anything other

than non-vioient, although he read much which he, personally, "did not like."
Professor Robert Craig, acting principal of the University College, who was

called by the defence, said he had known Mr Holman for three years. He would

describe his political views as radical. He was an idealist and had moral and

religious views which were "an expression of genuine belief on his part."

These views were well known to all members of the university. He had acted

responsibly as president of the SRC and had done nothing, to his knowledge, in
the way of promoting subversion or violence on the campus.
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As student president, he had "seemed to think that there was unrest on the
campus of various kinds", and had discussed with the acting principal the need
for closer contact between the administration and students and arranged for
him to see representative groups of students.

He did not think Mr Holman had tried to create tension, although some of
the things he said might have contributed to tension. Professor Craig said there
was a significant proportion of right-wing students at the University College.

On serving of the restriction order on Mr Holman, Professor Craig said Mr
Mills, whom he knew as a highly-placed police officer, had indicated to him
that Mr Holman was a trouble-maker in the University and had been removed.
He was informed that Mr Holman had been restricted for his activities on the
campus. He had asked for Mr Holman to be restricted to the campus but had
been told this was not possible.

Representations to the Minister had received a negative reply. If there were
specific reasons for not restricting Mr Holman to the campus rather than
Gwelo, he was ignorant of them. In his personal view, Mr Holman was not the
sort of person to be in favour of violence.

Mr Holman, giving evidence, described his political views as definitely
liberal, radical, with an interest in social conditions and the effect on them of
current political conditions.

"If I was in America or Britain
unexceptional," he said later.

or the north, my views would be quite

His activities in politics in the university had been based on what
students could play in such matters as censorship, and freedom of speech
association, as they affected the university.

He said when it came to political issues, the SRC of which he was president
was split 7-7 . He had a casting vote and used this for the left wing with some

exceptions. But the SRC was concerned with many matters in which politics
were not involved and worked well.

He had never advocated violence or subversion. His relations with right-
wing students were friendly - he had never been subject to any malice. The
majority European students supported the Government with reservations about
things like censorship.

Asked whether, if he had conducted himself in a manner prejudicial to law
and order, there was any possibility that the right-wing students would not have
known about this, he said this was "very unlikely."

"I have had no reason to keep my activities quiet - they are very well known
on the campus," he added.

He had no wish to create tension. He was hoping in a small way to reduce it.
He went on to describe incidents which involved the throwing of a bottle
through a student's window and an abusive letter received by a student. He had
been to see Professor Craig to suggest closer co-operation between students and
staff. This was two days before the restriction order was served.

Questioned on the magazine Black and White of which he was co-editor, he
said this was definitely a political magazine, certainly critical of the

part
and
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Government. with a satirical and humorous approach in some instances. He

agreed some members of the Government might find the magazine "offensive."
Srudents of all views bought the magazine - there were never enough copies

to go round. Right-wing students made it plain they did not agree with the
criticisms, but the magazine was regarded by them as the kind of thing to be

found "in any healthy university." He was not awa.re that it caused any tension.
There was anoth er magazine produced by students of different views and he

heartily approved of this.
Asked by Mr Rose whether the activities he had been indulging in might

have unwittingly caused a situation which, in the opinion of the Minister,
would justify restriction, even though such resuits were not his personal aim,
Mr Holman said, "I don't think my activities on the campus would by any
interpretation bring up a situation which could justify the terms of the
restriction."

In reply to other questions about his political views, Mr Holman said he

would welcome a change in the franchise to give wider representation to all the
people of Rhodesia, extensions of the educational system and removal of racial
Discrimination.

But he was not competent to bring about these changes and had not gone

beyond the legitimate acts of a student.
The case was adjourned until October 14 to give the Minister the

opportuniry to reconsider his decision not to give reasons, and to give the
prosecutor, Mr Richard Gargan, time to find authorities for his application that
the case should be postponed until the Appellate Division decision is given in
the constitutional case.
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Journalist's bid to stay in Rhodesia
Rhodesia Herald. l5 October 1976

A legal action in which a Salisbury journalist is fighting a Government
deportation order is being heard by Mr Justice Smith in the High Court in
Salisbury.

The civil action, which started yesterday, is by Mr Stanley Michael Holman
(30) against the Chief Immigration Officer and Mr Elly Broornberg, in his
capacity as Minister of Immigration.

Yesterday, Mr R.H.B. Pringle, counsel for Mr Holman, ended his
submissions by asking the Court for an order to set aside the decision of the
Minister and the notice declaring Mr Holman a prohibited immigrant served
upon him on behalf of the Chief Immigration Officer.

Mr Pringle said: "Mr Holman has come back home - to the place where he
grew up." He said Mr Holman lived in Rhodesia, rented his accommodation
here, his parents live here - all of which showed that this country had always
been his home. "He has never taken up residence outside this country," counsel
said.

Mr Holman was clearly persona non grata in the eyes of officialdom in this
count4r, he said. In an affidavit Mr Holman had said that on May 30 he was
met at Salisbury Airport by two military policemen and an NCO and served
with a "fresh copy" of call-up papers.

Later the Rhodesian Authorities announced that all journalists were
required to be in possession of work permits. Mr Holman went to the,
immigration authorities to confirm his status as a Rhodesian resident. He was
served with a notice declaring him a prohibited immigrant.

Mr Pringle referred to the Immigration Act. The section relied on by the
respondents was to the effect that a prohibited immigrant was any person who
on information received from any source was deemed by the Minister to be an
undesirable inhabitant or undesirable visitor to Rhodesia.

He said the law was that a point on the question of domicile could not be

taken on appeal and that was why they were appearing in the General Division
of the High Court on a notice of motion.

University
"lf Mr Holman is dorniciled in Rhodesia the decision of the Minister should

be set aside," Mr Pringle said.
They were living in Salisbury. Mr Holman attended school and university

here but in 1967 during his third year at the university he was served with a

restriction order.
"This restricted him to a definite part of Gwelo," Mr Pringle said. He made

an application to the court for the setting aside of the order but without avail.
In August 1968, Mr Pringle said, having lived in Gwelo for a period he was

permitted to leave the country in order to study at Edinburgh University. Itre

returned to Rhodesia in 1973 and had lived here "virfually continually since
December 1974.
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Judgement on deportation held back
Rltodesia Herald. l6 October 1976

Mr Justice Smith reserved judgment in the High Court in Salisbury
yesterday after hearing an application by a Salisbury journalist that a

Government deportation order served on him should be set aside on the ground
that Rhodesia is his domicile.

Mr Nicholas Michael Stanley Holman (31) has taken action in the court
against the Chief Immigration Officer and Mr Elly Broomberg, in his capacity
as Minister of Immigration.

No witnessess were called during the two-day hearing. Only legal argument
on the main question of domicile was addressed by counsel for both parties.

The section of the Immigration Act relied on by the respondents is to the

effect that a prohibited immigrant is any person who on information received
from any source is deemed by the Minister to be an undesirable visitor to
Rhodedsia.

"If Mr Holman is domiciled in Rhodesia the decision of the Minister should
be set aside," Mr R H B Pringle, Mr Holman's advocate, said on the first day.

"Come home"
Mr Pringle said Mr Holman had come home to Rhodesia - to the place

where he had grown up.
Yesterday, Mr M T O'Meara, counsel for the respondents, said Mr Holman

lost his Rhodesian domicile after leaving university in 1912. He had attended
Edinburgh University and then worked in England and Canada.

Mr Hoiman had not regained domicile here since October 1973.
Referring to a period when Mr Hoiman, some years ago, was under

restriction at Gwelo, Mr O'Meara said it was then that Mr Holman had his frst
intimation of his liability for military call-up.

But it was not until May this year that he was, in fact, called up.

Questionable
It appeared his reasons for opposing call-up were questionable. There were,

said counsel, peopie in Rhodesia who were opposed to the Government but who
accepted their call-up.

Mr Pringle, replying, said he doubted whether the people who accepted call-
up while being opposed to the Government included many who had been

restricted at an early age and whose education had been intemrpted in the final
year of a degree course.

Mr Justice Smith will give judgment later.
Mr Pringle was instructed by Gill, Godlonton and Gerrans and Mr O'Meara

by the State Attorney.
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Journalist wins court battle
Rhodesia Herald

Salisbury journaiist Mr Michael Holman (31) has won a court battle to stay
in Rhodesia and have a deportation order against him set aside. In the High
Court yesterday, Mr Justice Smith ruled that although Mr Holman had made
"numerous false representations" to Rhodesian immigration authorities that he
was not resident in Rhodesia, he had not iost his Rhodesian domicile.

In his judgment, Mr Justice Smith said Mr Holman had explained these
false statements by saying he wanted to avoid the attentions of the military call-
up.

"Bearing in mind that the applicant was once restricted, that he avoided an
earlier call-up, his continued opposition to the Government of this counfiry, the
fact that when the applicant was called up this year his attorney put forward as

a ground of exemption that the applicant was not resident here, and that certain
of the statements on the immigration forms are demonstrably false, it seems to
me that the probabilities favour the truth of the explanation," said the judge.

Apart from temporary absences, Mr Holman had lived in Rhodesia from
December 19 1974 until declared a prohibited immigrant on July 30 1976, the
judge said.

The journalist had established that his connection with Rhodesia was more
substantial than that with Britain.

"Accordingly," Mr Justice Smith said, "I am satisfied on a balance of
probabilities that the applicant is domiciled in Rhodesia."

But the judge made no order of costs. He said Mr Holman had been forced
to come to court to extricate himself from the "predicament he had brought
upon himself by his false statements."

He said the respondents in the case - the Chief Immigration Officer and the
Minister of Immigration, Mr Elly Broomberg - were justified in doubting Mr
Holman's assertion that he was a Rhodesian resident.

o'I am satisfred that the applicant's false representations induced the
respondents reasonably to believe that they had good defence," Mr Justice
Smith said.

"In the exercise of the discretion which follows upon this finding, I am
satisfied that there is good cause to deprive the applicant of his costs."

The judge said Mr Holman had been Rhodesian editor of the South African-
based Financial Mail since February 1975.

Born in Britain, he came to Rhodesia at the age of six. During his third year

at the University of Rhodesia\n 1967, he was restricted to his then home town,
Gwelo.

He left the country in 1968 to study at the University of Edinburgh.
Mr R H B Pringle appeared for Mr Holman and Mr M T O'Meara for the

Minister and Chief Immieration Officer.
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Call-up objector Holman in London
Rhodesia Herald, 14 Julv 1977

i\4r Vlichael Holman, the 31 year old journalist who has contested his call
up for military service in Rhodesia, arrived last night in London "via a very
circuitous route", our London Bureau reported yesterday.

But Mr Holman, his beard shaved off and his hair dyed, would not disclose
detaiis of how he fled Rhodesia and travelled to London. He said he wanted to
protect those who had helped him.

Last year Mr Hoiman, once Rhodesian editor of the South African Financial
Mail, successfully contested a deportation order after which he was served with
call-up papers.

He was at his desk in Salisbury when he heard Miiitary Police were on their
way to pick him up. "I literally left that minute," he toid our bureau. "And they
did arrive, I later learnt. From that day on I lay low. The police went to my
home and my parents' home," he said.

Mr Holman then left Rhodesia by what he described as "a very circuitous
route." But, he said, he would rather not discuss the details.

Mr Holman's parents could not be contacted yesterday. His girlfriend, Miss
Gabrielle Stubbs, left her employment with the Roman Catholic Justice and
Peace Commission on June 27.

No comment
A spokesman for the Commission said her residence permit had expired.

she had collected her salary and, he believed, returned to England.
Neither the Ministry of Justice nor the Ministry of Immigration would make

any comment on Mr Holman yesterday. It is understood immigration officials
do not know how Mr Holman left the country. It is aiso understood that Mr
Holman will still be liable for military service should he return to Rhodesia.
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Secret escape from a land trapped in tragedy
@ The Observer, July 1977.

The warning call from a friendly source came in mid-afternoon on 10 June.
The Military Police were on their way to my office. Emergency powers
regulations published that day arbitrarily ended the protection the courts had
afforded during my six month battle against military service for a regime which
10 years ago restricted me to my home town of Gwelo, and 12 months ago,
unsuccessfully tried to deport me.

The court case based on the contradiction of expecting a 'security risk' to
serye in the Army, was due to be heard in the Appellate Division of the High
Court in July. However, one of the new regulations stated that irrespective of
court proceedings, call-up papers would take effect.

Should a conscript win his case, he would then be released. It was a version
of guilty until proven innocent and it was undoubtedly aimed at me. Apart from
a case brought by a Quaker conscientious objector, there had been no other
challenges. I missed the MPs by a few minutes. Later in the day a contact in the
special branch warned me that I would not be allowed to leave the country.

I decided to stay in hiding. Four weeks later, having shaved my beard and
dyed my hair, I crossed the border and made my way to London. To protect
those who helped me and so that the route might be used by others, the less I
write about the journey the better.

I left behind a country which has inextricably slipped into tragedy. A
divided black-nationalist movement with two armies and a ruling white elite
which clings to power, is a formula for disaster. Despite a depressed economy
and a rapidly worsening guerrilla war, I doubt if Mr Ian Smith is ready to
throw in the towel. whiie he may grudgingly accept a black majority in
Parliament and Cabinet, he is likely to insist that the 270,000 whites have a
guaranteed social, economic and political role which includes the power to veto
unacceptable constitutional changes.

Knowing as well as any black leader that constitutional guarantees are
worthless, Mr Smith will insist that whites control the Rhodesian armed forces.
It is this outline which I believe will form the basis of Mr Smith's international
settlement offer to tribal chiefs and any nationalist leader, such as Bishop Abel
Muzorewa, and the Rev. Ndabaningi Sithole, he thinks might accept these
terms. It will not work, because the overwhelming majority of blacks will not
concede a white veto, and would desert those leaders who did. But nevertheless
it is a strategy worth taking seriously. Although the white right-wing has
accused Mr Smith of being politically bankrupt, they have failed to take into
account his shrewd appreciation of his South African audience.

As the black nationalist patriotic front increases its demands, Mr Smith
must hope that his internal sefflement proposals will become more attractive to
Mr John Vorster, and win South Africa's powerftrl protection. In the meantime
one of the most disquieting developments is the dominance of the Rhodesian
armed forces whose leaders have never been more outspoken.
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Recently, for example, Army Commander Lt-Gen John Hickmann firmly
rejected either the dismantiing of the Rhodesian Army or the integration of the

guerrilla forces during a transition period. While this stance is entirely

compatibie with Mr Smith's ambition, it nevertheless is ominous that, for the

first time in Rhodesia's history, serving soldiers are making political speeches.

It is also worrying that the recently formed right-wing Rhodesia Action Parry

draws from angry young servicemen and conscripts, convinced that a more

ruthless conduct of the war, including the 'eradication' of the guerrillas'
political wings (the Zimbabwe Africa Peoples Union led by Mr Joshua Nkomo

and the Zimbabwe African National Union, led by Mr Robert Mugabe) would

pave the way for their version of an international settlement consisting of black

and white territorial assemblies.
It is now clear that whites are being prepared for the breakdown of the

Anglo-American initiative. From Government Ministers comes a steady stream

of hard-line corlment. One senior Minister recentiy bitterly'attacked Britain,
suggesting that Sir Roy Welensky's passionate condemnation of Britain's
handling of the break-up of Federation in 1963 - a story of 'treachery and deceit

seldom equalled...(even) in negotiations between nations which have hated

each other...' - had relevance today.
Two days later, the Foreign Minister Mr P. K. Van der Byl, made his

notorious scorched earth threat, promising to 'contest every hill and every

river...indescribable chaos and irreparable destruction that will follow...' An
outsider might think that this appalling prospect would double the emigration

figures overnight.
However , Mr Van de Byl's brand of patriotism should be set against years

of potitical conditioning of the white community. The Rhodesian Front came to

power in 1962 and has controlled broadcasting ever since. It has replaced the

overt newspaper censorship introduced at UDI with an equally effective D

Notice system and a press liaison officer (Colonel 'Mac' Knox) who ensures

that contentious copy has to receive Government clearance.

For 15 years, then, whites have had their news doctored. many of those

bearing the brunt of the fighting - the 17 to 30 year olds - are the 'IJDI
generation,' cushioned from criticism of their Government and its values, and

the repeated warnings of the outside world.
I doubt whether the grim nature of their predicament has really sunk home

among most whites. The war confirms their prejudices rather than shakes their
convictions. The Government line is readily accepted: a small 'Communist

terrorist' minority rapes, loots, mutilates and murders and wins the grudging

support of tribespeople by intimidation.
Perhaps the greatest irony is that whites do not realise how fortunate they

are that most of the black leaders they revile are part of the old guard of black

nationalism - teachers, clerics, trade unionists, professional men, who began

their political careers in the fifties. The same men are now struggiing to keep at

the forefront of a movement increasingly influenced by young guerrillas, I fear

the epitaph for my fellow whites will be that their dilemma was of their own

creating, their prophecy of chaos under black rule self-fulfilling.
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Letters from abroad

Lusaka,
Zambta

8 July 1978

Dearest Mom and Dad,
Got back on Thursday night from a fascinating and very enjoyable trip to

Malawi. As you know, I left on Thursday June 29 planning to return that
Sunday, but for three reasons decided to stay on. First, it was so interesting;
secondly, the information department there had gone to so much trouble to
arrange our trip that it seemed discourteous not to take advantage of their help;
and finally, the highlight of the celebrations was a day of singing and dancing
and a speech by Kamuzu on Thursday, July 6.

I had to travel first class to Blantyre as there were no tourist rate tickets
when I went in to book. Very nice too, though the wrong time of the day to
drink champagne. Sat in the first class waiting room at Lusaka airport until the
last minute; wide comfortable chairs in the first class section; and drinks
available from the moment one got into the cabin, including champagne and
wine with the mid-morning snacks. This was followed by VIP treatment at

Blantyre - no difficulties with Customs and Immigration, and met at the air-port

by an information official. After checking at the hotel spent the afternoon
visiting polling booths in the Thyolo area, a tea region about 30 miles from
Blantyre. (I don't know how much you read of the whole business: it was the
first general election since 1961! At intervening elections either all the
candidates of the Malawi Congress Party were returned unopposed, or Banda
appointed the MPs from a list submitted by the 87 constituencies. This time he

again approved the final list, but did not appoint the MPs, leaving the electorate
to choose between 2 sometimes 3 candidates in 40-odd of the contested seats. It
was also the 20th anniversary of Banda' s return from Ghana on July 6 1958,

and the anniversary of independence).
Letting in the press was almost unprecedented - two journalists were let in

November last year - and seems to be part of a general relaxation. A year ago

2,000 political prisoners were released and probably 20-30 now remain; no
Asians have been deported since 1977 (in September 7976,40 Goan families
were deported en masse, apparently because they turned off a radio broadcast of
a Banda speech, which was intem:pting a wedding dinner): expatriates are

more at ease, and apart from letting in journalists, met them on Friday for the
frst press conference in some ten years.

Why the change: I'm not really sure. Diplomats suggest that it's an efJort to
remedy the poor press coverage, which in turn might have affected aid and'
investment, but that doesn't seem quite enough. Whatever, we journalists were

treated as Royal Game, and it was often amusing: Malawi Young Pioneers - "a
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cross between the Boy Scouts and the Hitler Youths, said one diplomat , seemed

to twitch slightly when we pointed cameras at them - no doubt something they

hadn't experienced in the past, or if they had, locked up the pointers - but put

up with it.
There were about ten of us in all, from The Times, Reuters, Guardian,

Financial Times, HBC and television and a photographer from UPI and Time.

I packed my smart three-piece suit, and this is what I imagined: Banda

would grudgingly give a press conference, and my colleagues would attend

characteristically attired: jeans, no tie. Banda would be shocked (as you know,

he always wears a 3-piece). But . . he spots me, smartly turned out. "Who'S

that" he asks an aide "Send the others away" - and I get an exclusive interview.

Alas, it didn't work out like that" We had a press conference on the Friday,

but my colleagues were warned that best bib and tucker was obligatory. The

interview took place at the luxurious Sanjika Palace, set high in the hills

outside Blantyre. We didn't see much of it, but it must have cost millions.

There was little that was especially newsy - he repeated his belief that white

southern Africa bhouldn't be isolated or boycotted - but the occasion was

remarkable. From what I Sent to the FT: "The president, dressed in his

characteristic three piece suit, with flywhisk and ivory cane by his side was

answering questions during the first press conference in Malawi granted to

foreign journalist for over ten years.

"For over two hours the President lectured the press on the politics of the

former Central African Federation, answered their questions good humourediy

and sometimes with flashes of anger, and made it clear to the assembly that he

greatly disliked the fourth estate.
"I have come here with great reluctance", were Dr. Banda'S Opening

remarks. "You newsmen have fixed ideas about everything.and no matter what

you hear, if it does not agree with your own fixed ideas, you stick to your

ideas."
"Questions included Dr. Banda' s views on the Rhodesian internal

agreement ("My opinion is not for the press"), relations with South Africa, the

number of political detainees, treatment of Jehovah Witnesses, and the role of

expatriates and Asians in Malawi.
"Dr. Banda confirmed that several hundred detainees, held since 1964

foliowing internal dissension, were released last July (informed sources say that

nearly 2,000 were set free). Only a handful now remained in detention, said Dr.

Banda "Jehovah Witnesses in Maiawi (many of whom have taken refuge in
neighbouringZambia) refused to pay taxes, he said, and "pestered others until
they lost patience and the only thing they could do to chase them away was to

beat them."
Deaiing with expatriates, who continue to hold senior posts in the civil

service and the economy, Dr. Banda said there would always be a role for them

"as long as I am here"
"After all, I lived in Britain and I like you people. I like to have British

people about me", he added laughing.
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"The president denied there had been any harassment of the 3,000 strong
Asian community, who may conduct business only in the three main centres -

Blantyre, Zomba and Lilongwe. This was to provide business opportunities for
Africans in rural areas, said Dr. Banda, 'obut we are not chasing them away.
They are part of the community, but they cannot play any significant role"

"The conference was peppered with Dr. Banda's expressions of his personal
philosophy and his views of government - "It sometimes means doing harsh
and unpleasant things, but that is how this world is."

"I am a practical and not a theoretical man. There is no use my going to
Addis Ababa, London or New York making big speeches, posing as a

champion of this and that. I must see to the economic and social condition of
the peoples of Malawi first. They need food, second, they need clothing, and
third, a decent roof over their heads. To achieve this I have to devote 99 per
cent of my time to the problems of my people."

On one occasion he came close to losing his temper. One correspondent
misunderstood something he said, and asked if he would let the press examine
prison conditions. Banda worked himself up to a furious pitch, saying in effect
no country in the world allowed this, and when contradicted nearly popped. At
this point, the extremely nervous party secretary general tried to close the
proceedings, but Banda insisted that it continue unless all questions have been
asked.

At the press conference, and on other occasions, we got a very good idea of
how he dominates his government. Ministers and officials hardly dare let their
bottoms touch their seats, hovering nervously in a squatting position in
expectation of either having to recite statistics about latest agriculturil
production, or confirm any of Ngwazi's claims. When he calls on them, they
behave like anxious schoolboys declining verbs for an authoritarian Latin
master. At the press conference, the unforfunate secretary general stumbled
over his recitation of tobacco crop figures; he was told to sit down, and the
responsibility passed to the equally nervous secretary to the cabinet.

The personality cult is overwhelming, even by African standards, and even
allowing for the anniversary celebrations. I think one of the most bizane sights
I shall ever witness is His Excellency the Life President, Ngwazi (the
conqueror) Dr. Hasting Kamuzu Banda, homburg, dark glasses, three piece suit
and ivory cane, perched on the back of a slowly moving Landrover, surrounded
by hundreds of buxom, singing women, dressed in prints carrying Ngwazi's
face. Not only is it bizarre, but one feels such an outsider, so remote from such
a display of strange power. This diminutive, ageing (late seventies) figure
twitches his whisk in curious jerky movements, every now and then often
bending from the waist and waving the whisk over their heads as if sprinkling
holy water. The expression on his face is indescribable: not a smile quite, but
slightly self content, self absorbed acknowledgement of homage - yet smart
enough to know when the cameras were on him and obliging flick his whisk -

or so it seemed to me. The women chant and sing, accompanied by drummers,
a refrain of praise, shuffling, bending, waving.
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At every ceremony, the women dance, and Ngwazi joins them. He enters the

circle they form, and then one almost loses sight of him. He is not a vigorous

dancer, not surprisingly - I think he has a stiff hip - but he does his best, a

rather creaky shuffle, and the same jerky movements of the whisk. The outsider
is then presented with a phalanx of shifting broad bums covered by material cut
carefully so as to avoid putting Ngawzi's image on the posterior. All the time
singing, the women bend from the waist, carrying their torso parailel to the

ground, arms swinging loosely, moving from foot to foot. At intervals they pull
themselves upright, chant a chorus, and down they go again and in the middle
the flywhisk twitches away. Every now and then Kamuzu sings, a high,
quavering craw. On the outskirts of the group stand body guards, and at least

one Minister whose job it seems is to lead Ngwazi back to the podium.
Accompanying Ngwazi all the time is a lady termed the Official Govemment
Hostess, Miss Cecilia something or other. She is a large, handsome woman,

whose duties may be exactly that. Apparently she was a nurse in his Blantyre
practice, and has accompanied him ever since.

The dancing fascinates me, but no more: it's the sight of him on the

Landrover, waving flywhisk, that appals me. I am tempted to say it looks evil.
We saw him in action three times: at the press conference, at the opening of

the trade fair in Blantyre the next day, and at the main celebrations in Kamuzu
Stadium, Blantyre, on Thursday.

Sunday was spent reading bits and pieces on Malawi, Monday doing the
rounds of diplomats, Tuesday writing a piece for the Financiai Mail.
Wednesday was delightful. Three of us were taken into the country, first south
to the foot of Mt. Mulanje, and then back to Blantyre and north (I think) to
Zomba and on to the plateau.

It was a valuable trip because we frequently stopped, partly to take photos

and partly to drop in on the village stores: if they are well stocked it says

something about the state of the economy, I think. And they invariably were;

further, the departure of Asians from the rural businesses has not caused much

damage, at least in the south. (Asians I spoke to in Blantyre, by the way, said as

far as they were concerned it was the best country in Africa. No import limits -

true - ample emigration and holiday allowances; the Goans, they said unkindly,
had behaved very foolishly!)

Malawi is a very poor country indeed: but it seems that under Banda, who is
Minister of agriculture, crop production has greatly increased and ali aid
officials I spoke to are very impressed. Aid money is well spent - if money is

left over on a project, it is returned to the donor, almost unheard of in Africa!
There is no comrption. The police are unarmed, perhaps the only case in
Africa; and crime is low. The towns - Biantyre, Limbe, Zomba - are clean and

attractive; the celebrations, in particular the stadium gathering, were superbly
organised.

Zomba was extraordinary. I've read of Indian hill-stations which seem

isolated from change, and that is how Zomba struck me,'admittedly during'a
very short visit. Marvellous oid colonial house, green comrgated iron roofs, fwo

stories with a wide balcony running along the level of the upper floor, large

300



With Respect, Mr Chairman...

weli maintained gardens. The residence used by the governor in the 1890's is

marvellously preserved as a government hotel. I hope my photos do it justice:

high ceilings, polished floor, huge bay windows opening onto to lovely gardens,

stream running through. The oniy neglect was of the anthill tennis court, with

sprouting weeds and a rusting roller. I walked onto the court and felt almost

lost in time: I could imagine tennis parties and cucumber sandwiches, and an

era when the governor and his staff dominated a country which must be as big

as Britain.
From Zomba we drove up to the plateau along a road cut into the sides of

the mountain. The Kuchawe Inn is on the edge, and from some of the bedrooms

one looks out over a steep if not sheer drop in the valley below. I think the

scenery surpasses Vumba and Inyanga. Although we did not arrive till after

two, the kitchen offered us the fuIl menu. Meals out are seldom memorable for
me - too many omelettes - and on this occasion I simply had cheese sandwiches

with salad, accompanied however by a lovely dry white wine from Germany -

but the circumstances made this one exceptional.
Thursday: we were at the stadium by 9 and wele expected to remain to

festivities-end, after 8pm! Fortunately I was able to point to my 5pm flight to
Lusaka and crept out at 2.30.

I must now write it all up - pieces for the Scotsman, Economist, Associated

Press.

Gabrielle leaves August 7, and it turns out she gets a stop-over iri Budapest

as well as Moscow. I still plan to leave August 21, also via Budapest, arriving

London about 24125.
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6 Tudor Gardens
North Avenue
Salisbury
Rhodesia

January 11,7914.

My letter from Rhodesia, long overdue: I got to Salisbury via Blantyre
without any difficulty. Soon after I arrived I paid a call on the Special Branch
(we met over a cup of coffee in Meikles lounge) and I have heard nothing
further from them. I think they have decided to wait and see what I do, write
and say.

I have the use of a velosolex, and this is a joy. Two hundred miles to the
gallon, faster than a bicycle, and slow enough to give time to look around and
think. So I bowl along in a T-shirt, traditional Rhodesian short trousers and car
tyre sandais. The country itself hasn't changed of course - the smell of the rain
as it falls in big warm drops, the steam rising from the hot roads after a storm,
the red dust which stains the base of every white-washed wall, magnificent red
and pink sunsets, the sounds of the insects and the frogs.

There are many things I have yet to explore, most of them more important
than what follows in this ietter. The first African regional authorities have been
established in Matabeleland North and Mashonaland South, each with nine
members chosen by the provincial assembly of chiefs of each province -
obviously a step towards territorial African assemblies with limited powers;
well over 150 African local councils are functioning and I want to find out
more about them; I haven't looked at African education yet; and I am still
drawing up a list of black and white Rhodesians I wish to meet during a tour of
the country.

I am often asked what changes I see, but I don't really feel ready to
comment, for too many of my impressions are second hand. For example, I am
told that the mood of black youth has changed dramatically. I think that this
may be true, for I am told this by severai teachers, but I would like to talk to
young blacks myseif.

White Rhodesia seems unchanged for the most part, and I doubt that the
realities of white rule are very mueh different today than when I left. The
changes I see are for the most part superficial, iike longer hair, and a few more
black faces behind shop counters, or symptoms, like the army vehicles one
often sees on the streets of Salisbury. The market in second-hand cars is only
matched by the market in second-hand cabaret performers, who find a new
lease of life on the Rhodesian night-club circuit. The familiar sight of hairy
Rhodesian thighs brought a lump to my throat, tiny shorts (pale blue is a
popular colour this season) stretched over muscuiar buttocks which are in
splendid tone thanks to national service, regular army cail ups, and sport.
These activities have, however, done nothing to dispel another familiar sight on
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white Rhodesian males - the beer belly, ot the Rhodesian front, as it is

affectionately known.
Smithy remains in good form. They say that he is a tired man. This I cannot

judge, but his imagination is as active as ever. The man really does have a

certain style about him. It comes, I suppose, from an utter confidence in his

mission. A general election is due within the next 18 months (although such

are the ramifications of the emergency legislation which has been in effect

since 65, and often amended, it seems possible that the life of the government

could be extended without an election) and a few weeks ago Mr Smith was

asked just when an election might be called. He was up to the occasion: 'T don't

think General Elections really do a great deal of good. They throw countries

into uncertainty and periods of intense conffoversy, with political opportunists

making wild sweeping statements to emphasise their case."

How does one interpret that? Here is my theory: Voters have to re-register

by April if they wish to remain on the roll. Smith's statement is therefore

timely. Patriotic white Rhodesians will, I assume, refuse to register on the

grounds that without voters rolls there could be no general elections, and this

would, according to their leader, be in their country's best interests. And by this

token the policy of the African National Congress, who are encouraging blacks

to re-register, will be seen in its true light - an effort to undermine

constitutional government.
Immigration is still seen as a panacea. In a country in which there are more

blacks born every year than the total white population (256,000) the same

concern is shown over the white migration figures as other countries feel about

their balance of payments. The first monthly migration deficit - 95 - for seven

years occurred in September, and the migrants gain for the first nine months of

73 - lg50 - is a fall of 73 per cent on the same period last year. Hence the

million names campaign. The target is not a million settlers. They estimate a

10 per cent response to the immigration kits which will be mailed to the names,

and ten per cent of those are expected to come - 10,000. Still a drop in a black

ocean. The Catholic bishops, the Rhodesia Parfy and the Centre Parfy have

condemned the programme, but for the most part the official line is accepted -

immigrants provide jobs for blacks. The Rhodesia Herald swallows this when it
should know better. It was a sort of relief to read The Citizen, a right wing

weekly, put the issue in stark terms: "Rhodesia for her survival aS we know it

today has more need of immigrants than the acceptance of a settlement

agreement. ff we don't increase the number of Europeans in the counffy no

agreement can prevent the inevitable."
Tourism, perhaps the best way of recruiting new immigrants, has fallen by

27 .5 per cent on the frst eight months of iast year. But one other statistic does

more to reduce the significance of the black birth rate than any other single

factor. A recent survey of African workmen in a large industry in Salisbury

showed that nearly a quarter had bilharzia, a debilitating endemic disease

caused by a water-borne (dams, rivers etc) parasite which attacks the liver- One

symptom of the illness is extreme lassitude'
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I hear so often the accents of Manchester, Glasgow, Newcastle or London,
but one should not under-estimate the grip that Rhodesia has on her
immigrants. A government officiai I spoke to was from the West Country and
had been here for 13 years. "When were you last home", I asked., deliberately
choosing that word. "I was home a few months ago." The visit had given him
the opportunity to confirm that his pleasant suburban home in Salisbury, acre of
garden, swimming pool and two servants would have been well beyond his
reach at "home." One more statistic: there are about 6,500 private swimming
pools in Saiisbury alone, which has a white population of 120,000.

This immigrant community while united against the blacks has distinct
divisions within it. So when an acquaintance said, intending to be part
humorous part serious that "We live in the slums", what he meant was that he
lived in an area where immigrants from Greece and portugal were
concentrated.

Settlement fever sweeps the city every few weeks, and always the substance
is that Smith and Muzorewa have reached an agreement. I have spoken to one
or two senior ANC" people, but need to speak to many more before I could
assess the party and settlement prospects. But some things seem worth
mentioning now.

Time, says the ANC, is on our side. It might be more accurate to say that
time is not on the side of Mr Smith, but is not necessarity an ally of the ANC.
The party can ill afford a protracted negotiating period. Forbidden to sell
membership cards or to receive funds from outside the country, they can rely oh
no steady source of income. They are banned from campaigning in the tribal
areas and they have been banned by certain chiefs (although the African pro-
settlement groups have had no such problems, one claiming nearly two hundred
workers in the field - without a scrap of evidence to back that ciaim). The
executive is forced by the nature of the negotiating role it has decided to play to
keep its cards to itself; the leadership is under some pressure to end talks with
Smith, yet these talks provide a valuable focus of attention.

I suspect - with some grounds - that within the party executive there are at
least three members vying for the post of strategist. One leading member of the
executive has made it clear that he believes in majority rule - "I am only
concerned that when the change comes, as it must, it will be a peaceful one."
He went on to state his belief that "the long term security of the European can
only come from the creation of a large African middle class which shares many
of its values and standards, and not parity in Parliament or any other
alrangement." Which is precisely what Sir Edgar Whitehead was attempting in
62, and which was rejected by the majoriry of the white electorate, and by the
black "middle class" of the day, who either failed to register on the voters rolls
or who didn't turn out in strength at the polls.

But that apart, the implications of this proposed alliance of the black and
white middle class are startling, in poiitical and cultural terms. I doubt that in

" The African National Council, the African naiionalist coalition led by Bishop
Abel Muzorewa
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any colonial situation the party claiming to represent the colonised has ever

proposed such an alliance during the independence struggle. Whether or not it
seems likely that Rhodesia will end up with a bourgeois elite replacing an

exclusively white elite, this seems an extraordinarily inapposite stage for an

ANC official to make such a comment.
To other things: Soapstone carving, weaving and basket making have

become much more efficiently marketed - by white management. The selling
point is that you are buying "traditional" African art and handwork. The more I
see of this stuff, the more distasteful the display seems. I cannot judge the

artistic merits of the work; but it would seem to me that since the market is

almost exclusively white, African "art makers" will respond to the criteria
imposed by a white culture. This is I think is a horrible thing. One of the

unpleasant examples I have seen as a magazine feature, which had white
mannequins pirouetting in army style caps, and handbags of bark cloth woven

by African women. The consequences of 90 years of colonisation in terms of
political change do not seem irreparable; but a colonised art and culture over

that period must surely risk change beyond redemption. I certainly have no

concept of some pure well spring of black culture; I am sure that a process of
synthesis takes place between art forms and values, and political and material
changes; and an assimilated white culture is something else. So we have in
Salisbury white women visiting the Harare weaving centre with pictures of
European (i.e. continental Europe) patterns and commissioning a similar
design. At the centre there is a notice saying that silver and gold thread is $1

extra. No traditional option this, rather to cater for the demand of white women

who want their African hand-woven shawls decorated with a tasteful ripple i)f
silver and gold.

It is not simply women weaving alien patterns or men sculpting airport art;

it is that destriiction or distortion of a culture is a powerful tool of oppression.

And now a miscellaneous selection of tit-bits which give something of the

flavour of white Rhodesia.
"Live and Let Die" is running to packed houses, but 17 minutes shorter than

the version you could see in Britain. Why? Because Bond's frolics with a

comely biack lady have been censored.

An executive member of the ANC, a man with a doctorate in law (as if
that's relevant anyway) was stopped at a roadblock by police and asked to

produce his identification certificate, which all blacks have to carry. He did not

have it with him, but had other evidence of his identity. Nevertheless, he was

made to wait at the roadblock for 2 hours, then driven to the police-station and

fined $1.
The Minister of Information recently stated that "There is no such thing as

African unemployment in this countq/ ..."
A cartoon in the Rhodesia Herald depicting the Christmas rush has not a

single black face in it.
The African Affairs Committee of Salisbury Council opposed the issue of a

permit to a tobacco company which wanted to continue providing a school for
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the chiidren of its black employees. The permit was needed because the school
is in a white area.

African men are still referred to as "boy", "that dehumanising and apartheid
loaded" word, wrote one African to the newspaper (Jmbowe.In the Herald on
the day I write this a letter appeared from a white wornan who described a
mishap which occurred when her "boy" went to buy groceries; in the jobs
vacant column of the paper there are ads for "cookboys" and "houseboys."

One last thing. Until I returned I found it hard to accept that whites beiieved
the hotchpotch of rationalisation and patchwork ideology put out by the RF, but
I have to accept that for some it is totally convincing. I have heard so often the
term "rasial harmonyl'used by the RF and have treated it as camouflage. But I
met a young man who is regularly on anny service, and he told me why he
thought it right and proper: "r am tighting for racial harmony", he said. I have
known him for some time, and I believe he was utterly sincere. It was quite
unnerving. Of course, racial harmony could mean that blacks must keep their
distance, and that sentiment would evoke passionate sincerity from white
Rhodesians. But the young man was not referring to a political programme or
using it as a catch phrase disguising manoeuvring and scheming, but to an
ideal he believed in, and which he believed the present government were
pursuing, adminedly with some mistakes, but to the best of their ability.

A very wise old lady I know said to me a long time ago that white
Rhodesians ioathed Garfield Todd because they knew in their hearts that he
was right, and in a curious way this has always cheered me. In the same curious
way, the idealism of the young man depressed me.

There we are - no more because eight of these sheets is the 14 cents limit. I
am sory that it is a duplicated letter, but it does seem the most sensible way of
passing on my impressions. If you could send a postcard letting me know that it
arrived, I'd be grateful, for I doubt the integrity of the Rhodesian postal service.
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6 Tudor Gardens
North Avenue
Salisbury
Rhodesia

11 March 1974

An obituary in the British South Africa Police magazine Outpost begins:

"The term 'complete Rhodesian' can be applied ta several local
personalities but never with as much justification as when we refer to the

late Police Reservist Delville Vincent who was killed in action (against

guerrillas) in Nonhern Mashonal.and on April 3, 1973.

DeI was born in South Africa in 1929 ..."
And that is, and will be, Rhodesia in the seventies. White immigrants dying,

defending with the gun the country whites took by the gun.

" B e c a u s e w e' re all Rho de sians and w e' lI fi ght throu gh thick and thin,

We'Il keep our land afree land, stop the enemy coming in,

We'Il keep them north of the Zambezi tiII that river's running dry,

And this mighty land will prosper 'cos Rhodesians never die.

We'Il preserve this little nation for our children's children too,

Once you've known Rhodesia no other lqnd will do.

We wiII stand in the sunshine with truth upon our side,

If we have to go alone we'll go alone with pride"
This charming ditty, Rhodesians never die, rs sung by an

happens to be Smith's son-in-law). He is one of 60 per

Rhodesians" who were born outside Rhodesia.
I met another immigrant not very long ago. Hitching from Gwelo, in the

heart of the Rhodesian Midlands, my friend and I were given a lift. The driver
was a young, lean, deeply tanned South African farmer, with a broad Afrikaans

accent. He managed a pyrethrum estate on the eastem border. No, he didn't
miss his home. "You can talk to the munts here; you can't in South Africa.
Here I can say, 'Bugger off you shithouse'. I say that in South Africa and I get

into trouble. You just can't talk to the munts there anymore."
One reason for his satisfactory labour relations no doubt lies in the fact that

Black agricultural workers and domestic servants - no less than 55 per cent of
all Blacks in employment - work under the Masters and Servants Act. This

harsh and archaic piece of legislation (it is illegal in terms of the Act for any of
his family, by desire of his master on any journey within southern Rhodesia ...

on which his master orders him to go ...") was enacted in 1901 and is based on

legislation introduced into the Cape Province of South Africa in 1856. There is

no provision in the act for trade unionism, collective bargaining, or other wage

setting machinery. No wage minimum is established under the Act.

immigrant (he

cent of "white
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You can, however, get guidance on wages - as far as domestic servants are

concerned, - from the Information Booklet issued to new members of staff by

the University of Rhodesia Wornens Club. It recommends $i0-12 a month plus
rations (One dollar - about 75 pence) "Hours of indoor servants are usually
about twelve hours in duration" - two more than the minimum permitted by the

Master and Servants Act.
The wages of Biack farm workers average about $10-15 a month plus

rations. In real terms there has been a decline in their income over the past

decade. There is a farm workers union. but there is also a catch - it does not
receive recognition, and is thus prevented from acting as a negotiating body.

There is not the slightest chance that it wiil be recognised.
Addressing one farmers' meeting, an official of the Rhodesia National

Farmers Union warned: "Trade unions are ready and willing to exploit any
grievance the worker may have. A recent example was the intervention of Mr
Mpofu (the general secretary of the Plantation and Agriculture Workers Union)
at a chicken farm near Salisbury. A pay dispute was built up by this individual
to include grievances over housing and latrines and many other aspects the
employees had not originaily complained of." Both Mr Mpofu and the president
of the union were restricted last year, joining about 60 of their colleagues from
other unions.

"We have a very sympathetic Minister of Labour", the official continued,
"and you can rest assured that an agricultural trade union will not get

recognition" (The speech from which I take these extracts was not published)
Seventeen of the 49 RF MPs are farmers; 10 of the 18 cabinet ministers are

farmers.
One must assume that Mr Macmilian was not aware of the Masters and

Servants Act - and several other acts for that matter - when he wrote (in the last
volume of his memoirs) that before the RF came to power in 1962 Rhodesia
enjoyed "a tradition of moderation and even of liberalism." But he is not the

only one who beiieves in this tradition. Sir Alec does, and so does the main
white opposition in the country, the Rhodesia Party, who see themselves as the
inheritors of that tradition. "Rhodesia's long and proud history of racial
toierance, harmony and understanding", proclaims the RF manifesto, "is today
yielding to petty and unnecessary racialism."

After persistent questioning Allan Savory (leader of the RP) admitted to me

that the RP does not see its way clear to pledging repeal of the Act should it
ever get into power.

The truth of the belief in this tradition of "moderation" is possibiy not as

important as the role it plays in British poiicy. Around the belief is built the

theory that as pressure on white rule increases, so white Rhodesians, becoming
aware of their folly and their predicament, leads to everybody getting together
and sorting things out.

Every one of the dozen or so by-elections since UDI puts the theory to the

test, and always it takes a battering when RF candidates are returned by
substantial majorities, occasionally being threatened by extreme right wing
candidates. The two by-elections on February 28 this year were no exception.

308



With Respect, Mr Chairman...

The votes in the two constituencies were: Sinoia-Umbukwes - RF 553, RP 249,

Rhodesia National Party (extreme right wing) 199, Centre Party (moderate

white) 27,Raylton, Bulawayo - RF 783, RP 377,CP 3l-
Yet the pressures on white rule were apparent in February not simply to

those with inside information, but to all those who read the leading daily, the

Rhodesia Herald. Three whites were killed in guerrilla attacks in the Centenary

area, which is part of the Sinoia constituency ( in the north east of Rhodesia)

just ten days or so before voting took place.

Men over 25 with no military commitments at present are now liable to call-

up periods of one month. Rhodesians look with concern at Mozambique as rail

links with the coast come under attack by Frelimo. Hardly a day goes by

without anxious reference to a black birth rate of 3.6 per cent which annually

exceeds the white population of 280,000 units in Salisbury. Stringent petrol

rationing began in February due more to a shortage of vital foreign exchange

than any supply problem.
All this and much else is public knowledge. Yet in the ninth year of UDI

there is little evidence that the RF is losing any substantial support. I visited

Centenary the day after the shootings, but I heard no reappraisal of white rule,

no questions about the cost of white rule. Instead there were demands from

local farmers for harsher punishment of tribesmen and farm workers who aided

"terrorists." (Although just two weeks previously 110 tribesmen had been taken

into custody at Bindura, for allegedly collaborating with guerrillas in the

murder of several Africans in the Madziwa TTL. Their crops and huts were

destroyed and their cattle impounded. The Rhodesia Herald, falling over itself

in an effort to plug the government line, headlined the news: TERROR

MURDERERS AIDED BY TRIBESMEN although they had no evidence other

than the allegations in the government communiqu6). The farmers also wanted

a dusk to dawn curfew in the area, and the right to shoot "anything that moved"

during the curfew period.
The cattle impounded on the above and other occasions are generally sold.

There have been cases where the cattle have been shot. One needs to know

something of the importance of cattle to the people to appreciate the enormity

of this. Cattle are not measured in terms of so many pence per pound of flesh'

One black writer says: "A family without cattle in Shona society is like a house

built on sand ... cattle are the enduring foundation of traditional Shona

society." Their slaughter is part of ritual at marriage and death. "They plough

the fields and carry crops ...pull carts." "In Shona society, one's social status

and wealth are determined by numbers of cattle. Thus to have many cattle is the

summit of a Shona's desire. Except in cases of extreme necessity, a Shona does

not sell his cattle ... Keeping cattle provides a link between neighbours. The

people of a whole village take turns in herding the cattle ... They remain the life

blood of Shona society.."
I was talking to a wise old friend of mine, a middle-aged Black man who

has a farm near Inyanga. He was not personally affected by confiscations- But

he was telling me of his anguish when he heard what was happening in the

north-east. He tried to expiain the pain, the sadness, the shock of what was
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happening. "You know, Holman, they are treating our mombies (cattle) like
animals."

Not one farm is vacant in the Centenary area although there have been a

number of guerrilla attacks there. There seem to be three main reasons. It is one
of the wealthiest farming areas in Rhodesia. Many of the farmers have private
planes and landing strips. One farm manager, I was told, was getting a salary
of $14,000 a yer. Secondly it is a very close knit community, and I imagine
that it would not be an easy thing for one farmer to teil his neighbour that he
was selling up, knowing full well that empty farms are security risks. Finaily
the whites in the region devoutly believe that they are holding the front line for
Rhodesia; should their morale crack, white Rhodesia will fall.

It is harder to judge morale in the rest of the country. Looking at the latest
migration statistics I noticed an interesting trend, though. These are the figures
for the age group 19-24, net migrants: July-Dec +73, Jan +":-4; July -4; August -
3; Sept -60; Oct -1; Nov -12;Dec -35; Jan -60. Total ioss of 174. Over rhe same
period July to January 72-13 there was a gain of 169. I meet very few young
people who don't plan to go to Britain. One hears snatches of exchanges in
shops and cafes and during cinema intervals. Like this one:

" l'm off next week"
"Ah bull"
"Swear t'God. M'ma's lent me the fare"
"Jesus. WelI, good luck in England, hey, and don't come back married to a
trog."
Still on the theme of immigrants: I went to a report-back meeting given by

the RF MP for Mabelreign, Salisbury, one John Cleig. Addressing an audience
of predominately middle-aged whites, he warned them of "the communist
trained scum whose sole object is to smash this government and take over the
country." What were the answers to this? Apart from military retaliation
whites must use every means at their disposal to increase the white popuiation.
There must be a halt to Africanisation, a halt to the influx of Africans into the
cities, and control must stay in white hands. "We Rhodesians must never be
ashamed to be white. We must be proud to be white. We must be proud to be
Rhodesians." This was delivered in a nasal Manchester accent. He has iived in
Mabelreign for 17 years.

From his audience at question time came a barely concealed loathing and
contempt for Blacks. Two or three times questioners choked over the word
"Africans" and referred to "kaffirs." There were three MPs on the platform,
including the Minister of Power, Hawkins. But despite Smith's oft repeated call
for respect and racial harmony, no correction or rebuke was forthcoming.

Father David Bird ended six years ministry to the army last year. "r was
sitting in a pub in a hot little town in the lowveld last week when two smartly
dressed men came in and were refused service. You know the reason - wrong
race. By not doing or saying anything I was just as much part of the hate
making process as the barman ... Maybe I have a violent streak in my nature,
but I later thought that if I were in their shoes there would have been another
recruit for the terrorists."
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Fhther Bird's tale and its moral can be repeated a hundredfold. The

common point is the individual responsibility for the "hate making process."

No singie white Rhodesian can say 'I didn't know it was happening'.

Black reaction to a Labour government has been muted. I think that it is

appreciated that Rhodesia is very low on the scale of concerns.

Further, although Blacks I talk to see Labour as a party which is more

concerned about their problems than the Tories, the leadership is sceptical as to

whether Labour has the political will required to initiate real change.

But there is the feeling that Smith will find the Labour Government harder

to convince than the Tories should he claim that he has achieved an internal

settlement based on support of chiefs and the black pro-settlement (i.e. in
favour of the Smith-Home proposals) groups. These groups - there are about

five at the moment - have been joined by the African Progressive Party, formed

on February 2. It is led by Chad Chipunza, once a junior minister in Sir Roy

Welensky's cabinet. The APP took half a page in the Sunday Mail to announce

their policies. Rhodesian television and radio gave the announcement

extensive coverage, which immediately made it suspect. Both the Centre Party

and the RP called it a party of white business.

CC himself has had a chequered career. In April 64 the Railway

Workers Union demanded the withdrawal of a concessionary store

operating on their property, alleging that he was "anti--Af:ican."

deciared a PI in Zarrtbia in 1966, after being called a "sell out" by

Kaunda.
CC denies that the APP receives white backing, from businessmen who

would deariy love to convince Britain that Blacks in Rhodesia have changOd

their minds about the No recorded by Pearce. He claims that the money has

been raised over two years, the time during which the party was being prepared

and planned. There is no evidence of such a period of preparation.

Back to the ad in the Sunday Mail: It had no telephone number for the APP.

The party address was given as a box number. After several enquiries I got the

phone number, and it was answered by a white man, one Moss. He arranged for

me to interview CC and the part secretary Samson Chibi, at his office at

African Safari Products. This is a souvenir shop, selling copperware, skin and

hide products, and soap-stone carvings. When I got there I was met by one

Maurice Leapman (who has a record of association with African pro-settlement

groups) and taken in to his office to meet CC and Chibi.
I went through my questions prior to recording the interview. Leapman had

something to say on every point, occasionally reminding me that "It's their

party, the whole thing is their idea."
Messages of support had been "flooding in." This was strange. How did

these spontaneous supporters get hold of an unpublished number? Ah, the 30 or

so organisers in the APP had been receiving messages of support and, they had'

phoned in with these messages. Could I meet one of these organisers?

Unfortunately not, only CC and Chibi were authorised to speak to the press.

As I was about to ieave the office after the interview I noticed that Leapman

had a framed photograph of Ian Smith (shaking hands with Eddie Calvert, of

African
CC was

He was

President
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all people) on his desk. And as you enter the shop a large oil painting of Smith
greets you. Leapman was once, and possibly still is, a member of the Hatfield
branch of the RF.

CC now claims that over 3,000 APP groups have been formed. There is not
a tittle of evidence to back this.

The African National Council inaugural congress held in the Stodart Hall,
in the Black township of Harare, Salisbury, was another matter altogether. It
was an historic occasion, the biggest nationalist gathering in Rhodesia for over
ten years. Eight hundred delegates attended from all over Rhodesia.

The Bishop entered the hall to the accompaniment, strange to white ears in
that situation, of a sort of slow hand clap; *d on.. on the stage, he was saluted
by the audience, arms thrust forward, palms facing him; women ululated. His
concluding address ended with the singing of the Black national anthem, Nkosi
sikelel'i Afrika - God Bless Africa. As the last line was sung, the Bishop held
up his hand for silence. "I see some people shedding tears. I want you to know
that I believe God recognises your tears."

The purpose of the ANC, the Bishop had declared on the Saturday morning,
was to "seek and try to achieve majority rule and end the Rhodesian Front
totalitarianism and fascism which have haunted us for the last painful and
wasted 1l yeais." He attacked the "segregatory and repressive laws,' passed
since the Pearce commission was in the country two years ago. ..The RF
government are writing the blackest chapter in the history of this country.,,

"when we stop to think that there are people who are languishing in
prisons, detention and restriction camps, and of the innocent persons dying in
the Nonh Eastern border area, we are motivated incessantly to demanding our
immediate emancipation."

"Day to day humiliation and insults through racial discrimination we face
everywhere, all the timeo', and the Bishop added a warning to whites: ..The way
they are treating Africans now will determine how free they will be in the
future."

Time and time again the points he made were greeted by applause, by cries
of "Shame! shame!" and by deep reverberating -ur-urs of assent. These gur
rumbles of approval sent shivers down my spine, and the singing of Nkosi
sikelel'i Afrikabrought tears to my eyes too.

His audience were for the most part workers and peasants, dressed for the
occasion almost without exception in ties and threadbare jackets. The Bishop
himself had discarded his clerical garb for the congress. He wore a loose
sleeved, open necked Afro-pafferned shirt. On the table before him were not the
usual speakers aids of glass and water jug, but traditional long handled carved
wooden scoops and clay pitchers. It was all part of the background when he
said: "I am so sick and tired of seeing so many who are ashamed to be Africans.
They want to be someone else. we are looking forward to a time when people
will cotton on the idea that black is beautiful.,'

"Respect your colour, respect your culture, you are a child of God: respect
yourself."
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The Bishop ended his opening address: "Let not the struggle for freedom of

Zimbabwe be given up, but let the struggie be vigorously pursued until the

freedom chimes ring from the tower of Zimbabwe." He then lead the singing:

"Free, free, free, Zimbabwe shall be free"

The three special Branch policemen in the balcony of the hall watched

impassively.

The politics of Britain is without a stark cause - or so it seems to me. Maybe

multinational companies and international capitalist conspiracies wrack the

bowels of a Labouiputty worker, but I could never find a response on that level'

But in the Stodart Hall there were people suffering the cruellest indignities and

affronts. They were for the most part poor, and yet they were inspired by a

message which promised nothing but dignity. The politics of Rhodesia are so

fundamental. They are seen as power and abuse on the part of the whites' and

servitude and humiliation on the part of the blacks'

It would be fruitless (at this stage) to warn that audience about black elitism,

neo colonialism and inequitable international trade relations- All that may

come to pass, and then their grinding poverty will become inexplicable to them'

because manipulators will mystify the business of politics and deliberately place

the issues beyond the grasp of the ordinary people'

But at the moment that audience acutely understands the politics of

Rhodesia. Their needs are seen in stark terms and they have an immediate

objective which to achieve requires an immense struggle, but never can the

objective be lost sight of in that struggle. Never will it appear remote and

irrelevant to their Jaity lives. And perhaps for a nation there are only few

occasions in its history when an issue is so clearly defined' And when it

happens there is magic in the air, a sense of inspiration and a mood of sacrifice'

That was why the 
"orrgt"r. 

was a thrilling and precious occasion' It was a fine

reassertion of nationalistic dignity and went to the hearts of all those there and

that is why people were crying.

So it was heady stuff. But I cannot help feeling that the Bishop has had to

adopt the adage of many white politicians here: Talk tougher than you act'

He described the mandate to continue talks with Smith which the executive

(re-elected en bloc, unopposed) had received from the congress as a

breakthrough in African politi.t in Rhodesia. It marked, he said the adoption of

a strategy of negotiation laccompanied by a reaffirmed congtess pledge of non-

violence) and not confrontation.
In fact there is little choice. Talks have to continue whether the RF makes

concessions or not. As Edson Sithole, the ANC publicity secletaly said to me in

an interview: "If we broke the talks, then what? we are in talks for two

important reasons. To reach an agreement if we can get it and also for our own

existence. If we broke up talks how will the government treat us? You can't say
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you don't want to talk and at the same time say you're not going to do
anything. You must have an alternative."

The ANC has no adequate alternative at this stage. Not one of the 50
resolutions before the congress suggested tactics which might replace
negotiation. Although the 800 delegates were convincing evidence that the
ANC has national support, that in itself is not enough. In the eyes of whites
(and the ANC has chosen to work within the white political framework) it is
the talks themseives which form a vital part of the ANC claim to legitimacy,
and it is the talks which reinforce the ANC claim to be the main Biack
opposition which should be recognised by the RF and Britain.

(One could see the ANC as a political arm of the guerrillas, exploiting white
weaknesses in constitutional terms - but I see no evidence of this yet)

It is for these reasons that during two years of harassment by the white
authorities that the ANC continued to meet Smith and his representatives.

It is worth recalling some of the background to these years so that one can
appreciate what a remarkable event the congress was. The RF has been picking
off its opponents one by one. Business sectors anxious for a settlement have
been tamed through personal meetings with Smith; through planted false hopes
about the progress of government's management of negotiations with Britain
(business guliibility seems unending - but there is also the weapon, often used,
that unless they play ball they won't get foreign exchange for their imports) and
by judicious announcements on the state of the economy. The government
investment programme, for example, for 73-76 amounts to a 29 per cent
increase in spending over the 12-7 5 programme. Flue cured tobacco this season
will fetch a guaranteed price of 60 cents a kilogram, five cents up on 1972-3.

By mid 73 the guerrilla offensive which had begun in December 72, taking
security forces by surprise, had been contained. Up to this point the regime
could not take the risk that moves against the ANC might have had
repercussions in urban unrest.

But at the end of 73 they took action. Over a three week period at least 33
ANC executives had been detained in the preceding 18 months and 4 had fled
the country. At least five and possibly more of the eight provincial executives
had lost key members.

Bearing in mind the organisational problems I describe earlier in this letter,
the ANC has a rough time. Given this background, then, the congress was a
triumph. It was an occasion on which the troops were rallied, confidence
reinstilled and trust confirmed. The wretched failure of the attempts to
demoralise and spiit the ANC must leave the regime tempted to take even more
drastic action.

But there cannot be another congress like the inaugural one. At some stage
talks wili, unless the leopard changes its spots, lose their tactical value, and as
Edson Sithole says, then what? As I wrote earlier the ANC claims that time is
on its side. But it seems that whites will only be forced to the negotiating table
by guerrilla successes (and judging by the reaction at Centenary this is a long
way off, for so far the mood is one of intransigence and not doubt) and not by
ANC persuasiveness, moderation and non-violence.
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Why should Black Rhodesians, when this stage is reached, choose the half
loaf which whites may concede, instead of the whole loaf the encroaching
guerrillas wiil promise?

When I look over this letter it seems very impersonal. I think that is because

it is duplicated, and ideally I would like to write a slightly different letter to
each of my friends.

I miss Britain a great deal, London and Edinburgh. Perhaps that is not only
because I became assimilated in my time there. I feel under some strain here,

and there are few occasions of relief. While I can mingle with them when need

be, white society is alien to me.

There is a vigorous, perhaps radical, perhaps intellectual, group of young

white Rhodesians who try to work for change. But the group is very small. The

size is not so important though. What is important is their especial problem, the

sapping, desffuctive, depressing agonising search for an identity. People iike
Cleig (that MP) and those in Centenary may have solved it; maybe others see

Britain as a pennanent escape hatch. But god knows how a member of a tiny
group, a white Rhodesian radical (it even sounds ludicrous) defines his position

to his satisfaction. He or she is acutely aware that the legitimacy of the very

term 'white Rhodesian' is an historical accident, like some sort of grumbling
colonial appendix, having at some distant stage had a potential function, but

now just an irritant in the body politics. For several reasons I fail to see how

these young whites can play a useful role in this polarised counffy, but one

reason is that Biack rejection seems inevitable. I don't think they can, or can

afford to, tolerate the self doubt which haunts white radicals.

I've been writing all evening; it's very late, and I'm tired.
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Appendix

ORDER IN TERMS OF SECTION 50 OF T}IE LAW AND
ORDER (MAINTENANCE) ACT ICII{PTER 39].

1. You are hereby notified that I consider that for the purpose of maintaining
law and order in Rhodesia it is desirable to make an order against you in terms
of subsection (1) of section 50 of the Law and order (Maintenance) Act
fchapter 39] , for the purpose of securing that, except in so far as may be
permitted by this Order or by written permit issued by me, you shall remain in
the area in Rhodesia specified in paragraph 3 of this Order during a period of:

Twelve months

2. This order is based on the belief that you have actively associated yourself
with activities prejudicial to the maintenance of law and order in Rhodesia. My
belief is founded on information which has been placed before me and which I
am unable to divulge because of the confidential nature of the contents and
sources of such information.

3. Now, TIIEREFORE, in terms of subsection (1) of section 50 of the Law
and Order (Maintenance) Act [Chapter 39], I do hereby order that you shail
remain in the area of land in the district of Gwelo being that portion of Gwelo
Township Lands lying to the east of the main Bulawayo-Salisbury railway line
for a period of nvelve months, reckoned from the date of deliverv or tender of
this Order to you.

4. This Order shall have effect immediately it is delivered or tendered to you
but you have the right to object to this Order and to make representations in
writing to me within seven days of its delivery or tender to you stating the
reason or reasons why you consider that the Order should be revoked.

Given under my hand at Salisbury , this 9th day of August, i967

Isigned]

D.W. Lardner-Burke
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'v,ou can siop shaking now.'He looked about 12 years of age with a bright, alertface.

A few minutes earlier he - or at least his teenage companions - had been about to

mug me.

He briefly took hold of my right arm, as if to steady me, a tender, incongruous

gesture of concern. I looked down at him, dressed in loose-fitting baseball jacket,

jeans and trainers. q

I did not want to tell him the truth about my condition. I probably looked bemused.

He gave a little. tug at my sleeve.

You can stop shaking, honest. We aren't gonna hurt you.' 'l can't - that's the prob-

lem, that's what the illness does to me.'He looked perplexed. This was not how he

wanted our encounter to end. The rest of the gang were moving on. He frowned, then

his face cleared: 'Don't worry mate, you're safe now.'And they went on their way.

Financial Times, 11 September 1993

:. ;:

It is a hotel at the peak of its decline, but I won't telt you where it is. t want to

keep it to myself.

The Billiard Rooni-smells musty, and the cues are neatly stacked, and the

last person using the table must turn out the lights...

Or perhaps no-one reads Dornford Yates any more.

The French'doors of my room open up onto the green lawn, and I sit on the

steps and write these notes. Africa begins beyond the encircling flower bed, and

then it stretches for miles, until you reach Mount Kenya, and on a clear day you

can see snow on its peak.

Financial Times, 14 October 1995

From Africa must come a new generation

of leaders, committed to reform, and

tapping the same spirit that brought

freedom 30 years ago. Angered by the

failures of coriupt and autocratic

leaders, frustrated by economic policies

that did not deliver, impatient to

recover their lost civil rights, and

worn out by wars, Africa's people are

striving for a fresh start.

A Continent at Stake, Financial Times Africa Survey, 1 September 1993


