THE STRONGEST WIND

- EBRAHIM PATEL

Jomo woke up with a start. His eyes searched, trying to
penetrate the wispy, pale grey mist of dawn that heralded
the coming of a new day. For a moment Jomo thought, with some-
thing akin to a rising panic, "Where am I?" And, for one long

minute, his ears glued to the laboured breathing of the mex
sleeping a r e und him - he thought of the namelesgss faces

¢f men he had known in the dark depths of the dungeens eof his
native land. This silence, curieusly eneugh, wanted te trans-
pert him, te wrest him back-memeries being s uch a trea-
cherous thing - and he remembered the faceless names of men
and women he had shook hands with and exchanged greetings, some
of whom he had only kmown by sight and yet others so imtima-
tely, He immediately shrugged the offending thought off, the
same way, perhaps, that ene shoves to the back part of one's
mind the snarling memory of an excruciating toothache, It was
strange, this disoriemtation: he had been here for fourty-edd
days, but he still weke up, each morming, like someone riding
astride a stray herse. He steod up, tip-toed, and put im his
track suit and running shoes.

He was 8till degultorily lacing up his shoes whean the
morning reveille went off im a long, walling scream that tere
his viscera. That damm alarm, he thought with unreasening
anger, can't get uged te that thing! The men in the temt jump-
ed, It took a mimute for all of them te be dressed amnd ready
for formationm.

By 5,00 a.m, they were already assembled in the square,
They formed three lemg celumms. The three instructers were
alse there, seriocous and ungmilimag with their AK-47 assault
rifles slumg ever their gkoulders. These were hard mem, baked
black by a thousand sums im the jumgle kilms of Zimbabwe.
They had seen the racists - peeple who threugh recorded time
kad always stoed em the aggressive side of the gun - fleeing
in abject terrer at the wake of the people's wrath. The sight
of these men provoked excitememt in his stemach amd he swal-
lowed chilly fingers.

"ITOYI-TOYI!"

After ascertaining that everyome wag present, the imst-
ructors called, Attention! and the trainees responded, Hhea!
The three columms then moved out of the perimeter of the camp
at a trot, a~-left, right-a! a~-left, right-a! umtil the tempe

32



of running feet imcreased. Jome felt the first rivulets of
gweat coursing down his waruly-clad bedy. It was then that
one of the instructors, a veteran cf the Zimbabwean expleits,
chanted, "Itoyi-teyi!" and the trainees responded in a slnsgu-
lar expulsion of bated breath, "Hheal"

"Izinkekheli.,. Hhea!l"

"Zigemajele,,. Hhea!" All the time the imstructer led
them with the chant the trainees would respend im one veice,
raising their kmees high, jumping and stamping their feet enm
the merning elephant grass, net unlike so mamy Mexican jump-
ing bears. This wemt om fcr a long time im umbrekem rhythm.
This was an exercigse, in this wildermess, that Jeme feund very
strenueus, but he pushed em even when his muscles were strain-
ed beyend endurance,

Time seemed to stamd still in the wild terraim, Jomo had
time, theugh, te leek at the lush vegetatien, thick ele-
phant and baebab trees; the red dust raised by se many stamp-
ing feet, That merming they did a roll-crawl em the still-
wet grass and Jeme, his head spinning, relled om amd om and
en until he landed in a theray thicket where he distfurbed a
large, light-brewn bird. The bird gave him a leng, baleful
stare before it gave a raucous caw, flapped its wings anmd
soared high umtil it became a dark dot in the wide, blue sky.
That damn bird, Jome thought, has it easier than me here, He
theught ef heme., He thought of the veices of playing children
raised in laughter, he gaw the smiling faces of young wemen
whose bedies were ripening giving promises of a voluptueus
ecstasy. He thought ef the wide streets en which peeple walk-
ed, their faces clesed like a vault with no ene showing sigas
of the heavy lead the matien had on its cellective ghoulder,
He thought... and his brief spell of day-dreaming was rudely
interrupted by a barked cemmand, "Move!"

His unit of yeung militamt trainees returmed te the camp.
They washed amd chamged amd got ready for breakfast. After
breakfast morning mews was read. Jome believed that ne mews
was good news; he knew that the werld was greaning under an
immense weight. Altheugh there were many new things happening
in the world, there was one constantly resounding truth: the
werld was in rocking motion. There was ne end to the chremi-
cling of the iniquities and injustices, murders and vielatiens
the western pewers had perpetrated upon the helpless peeples
of Africa, Asia and Latin America. What was more, the trials
and tribulations suffered by the wretched ef the earth every-
where, were also the dastardly deeds of the oppressors and
their kinsmen. Jemo heard - everybody heard - eof what Seuth
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Africa was capable of deoing te her black population every-

day: he heard of white wemen using black miners as a target
practice. At ihe United Nations the United States said it
was outraged by South Africa's damestic policies, and Jemo

ramembered that the Un it ed S tates = the whole
wastern cabal - leads the werld in being outraged by the cen-

sequencas of deeds it engenders and supperts secretly. He
knew, altheugh this knewiedge was jaundiced by & lack ef cri-
tical analysis, that the Beera of South Africa were aet exactly
his gele enemy, that they are mere watchdegs 1ir the empley of
& marauding bedst far mere sinister and infimitely more rava~

ging, imperialism, Jome was not te kmow a let ef things umtil
he met the eld =man.

The ¢ld man lenked like a nothing-old-mam, really, anmd
Jeme mever spared him a giance, But on thig day, after the
poraning news, Jeme was clearing the driveway when he falt
that there was semeone staring at him. He turmed, straight-
ened up and his eyes met the old man's. The 0ld man was ¢lad
in a faded blue pair ef bib everalls and scuffed combat boets.
His head was cevered by a khakhi hat that had seen bhetter
days. Jome felt a atadb of irritatien, thinking; what does Mr
Bojangles want mrow? The gld wman took out a long, black cigar
a8 he approached Jomeo, He smiled a snaggle-toothed smile that
instantly transgfermed hig wizened face.

UNDER A BAOBAB TREE

"Have you get a light, Comrade?" The #ld man's voice was
hearse, as theugh it came from somewhere in the bettem of hip
belly. Jome werdlegsly gave him a box of matches. He turned
his back te the old man and resumed his sweeping.

"Wnat's yeur name, Cemrade?” the old man asked, handing
Jemo the box ef matches,

"Jemo,?"

"Ah," the old man sald, taking a leng pull at hie cigar.

WIome, yeu like it here at our place?"

Jomo grumted a nem-cemmital reply, He didn't see any
reason to carry en a conversation with this Methusellah, He
locked at the other trained comrades clad in military unifeorms.
He heard the thuddiang of heavy boots ag the men walked, He gaw
a2 young woman walking pagt, in full unfirem with her AK-47
alung over her sheunlder and wondered how leng it would be fer
him before he also were batiledress and carried his own weapen.

"My mame iz M b igo, " the ¢ld wman said, "I pee

you have finished werking., Let's g¢o git under that tree." He
pointed at a baebhab tree, They went to sit under the tree,
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"Are you happy here, Jemo?" IMbiza asked, threwing his
cigar stub away.
"Well," Jeme said, "I guess I1'm happy as could be expect-

ed,"
"And that," Mbize said, "translated inte simple English

simply means you're mot happy." He nodded his head several
times as though coming te an agreement with something enly he
knew. Jomo felt rage welling up in him, He knew that Mbize
had no right te judge him. Who was he anyway? Who was he to
act the ceumseller or the psychiatrist?

"Is the traimimg very hard?"

"It's hard emough', Jeme said, "And I also didm't expect
to stay here geo leng, I theught that by this time I would have
long finished, that I weuld be carrying out operatiens at
home." He paused, wendering what had made him voluanteer the
last bit of imfermation.

"When I first came eut for training, I was just like you.
Training was so hard that I thought of running away. But,
then, if yeu rum away frem here where will you be rumning to
because all the people are here in the peeple's mevement, the
ANC, It would meam you have turmed your back te over tweaty
million people of Seuth Africa. And ence that happems, you
are deomed. Your mame will be taboe im the lips of the yeung
ones and no child will ever carry your name because where I
seme from ne child carries the name of a ceward."

"But," Jeme said, "I'm net a coward!i"

"That's right, you're met a ceward. DBut, them, anyene
she shrimks at the theught of training, whe dees net contri-
bute his utmest ingefar as the liberation of our people
is concermed, is a ceward. Let me tell you a stery."

MBIZO'S CHRONICLE

Jomo prepared himself for Mbize's chromicle. He leeked
at the big trucks rellimg past, belching acrid blue smoke, He
fished eut a pack anmd tapped out twe cigarettes., He gave
ene to Mbize. They beth 1it up.

"After eur traimimg we wemnt te get our first taste of
actual cembat. ZAPU was intemsifying the armed struggle im
the country we mew call Zimbabwe, which was Rhedesia thea, I
see you're deing "Iteyi-teyi" every morning. It was im Zim-
babwe that we saw the meed for physical fitmess, where you had
to run the whele day im the het sun while beimg pursued by
aelicepters er spetter plames. And it was there where I saw
the meaning ef cemmitment. There was a village about 50 kile-
ietres frem where we had set up a bagse, We had am imtelli-
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gence repart that that village was to be bombed, ngpi}lui and
genarally wipsd out &f the face of the earth by Smith's murd-
arars. This was going te be a punitive raid because the vil-
lagers there had pretested vigoreusly te being gent te the se-
called protected villages, what the Pertuguese called aldea~
mentos, the same thimg Americams tried without success 1m
Vietnam. Furthermere, the headman in that village was met a
paid puppet ef westerm warmemgers. He gave support; feed,
clething and shelter te the guerrillas.

"Se, I was sent te go amd warn the pe o p 1l e eof that
village about what was geing te happem. 1 could easily have
said that I was sick er that there were no bicycles or denkeys
te tramsport me there. But them I theught of the ceumtless
lives that could be lest em acceunt ef ene mam's irresponsi-
bility, me,

"I tell you getting there was hard, lying in wait during
the day amd trekkimg im the might. And 1 had te make sure
that I cam= acress meither man mor beast. And the most impert-
ant thing was that I sheuld gtay alive. Getting killed im the
forest, my comrades had teld me, would have been the mest aw-
ful thing I would have deme, Because I was travelling mainly
at night, 1 get lost fer seme miles before I could get my bear-
ings. But I mamaged te get to the village at about 1,00 a.m.
of the second day. I came to the village and was almest shet
there by ene of the tribegmem armed with a .303 humtimg rifle.
He misteok me fer eme of Smith's men before I ideatified my-
pelf. Fertumately my Ndebele is not so bad. I was hastily take:
te the headman whe didm't waste any time getting his peeple te
evacuate the deomed village. In minutes everyone; men, women,
children, their cattle, domkeys, goats and chickems frem the
village was safely enscenced in the village hide-out in the
mountains, I sat with the headman, a very astute man ef great
humour and intelligemce, up there en our eyrie looking at the
moon-drenched, deserted village belew., We didm't wait fer
long. At about 2.30 a.m, we heard the scream of Camberras
and the village was struck by a liglit more dazzlimg thanm
lightning and the might turmed inte day. The bembing must have
taken a very short time but te us it seemed like a life-time,
Threugheut all this I was leeking at the headman, His eyes
were blazing like the flames comsuming his village. It was
then that I saw the mature eof the ememy we have te face. Later
after the bomber s had flown away, leaving imdescriba-
ble destructiem in their wake, we wemt back te the ruinms.
There was nething left. Just scerched earth.
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A GLOW OF GREAT WARMTH

Jeme and the old man, Mbizo, sal under the baebab tree
ugaware of the activities around thee, Mbize teld him many
stories that wormimg. He teld him of the joint ANC/ZAPU
Alliance {Wamkis Campaigm 1967-68)., He told Jome eof the many
geod mem, herees of eur revelution, who no longsi trod upsu
this greaning earth. Jemo felt a glew of gomething regembling
2 great warmth; fer the firgt time in his life he felt & clese-
pess to anether mam, semething he had mever felt befere, Seme-
hew, hig whole life had revelved aroumd distancing himgelf
from people, This wag because he kmew that getting tee clese
to people meant getting te keow their stories - and all steries
were bad-=luck gteriea. Amd, furthermore, it bLeing a well.-
caown, fact that migery likes company, Jome had me wish ef
shouldering other peeple's preblems; his owm, Ued koews, were
an albatress emsugh. 1

But now, here was thig #1d man with his harrowing tales
of man's bravery, valeur, treachery and cewardice., Here he
was listening as he had aever listened befere, his eyes opex--
ing, mseeing mew vigtas.

"Weu have te know these things, Jome,” Mhize said, stumd-
ing up amd brushing the seat of his pants, "so that you are
atreagthened in your regelve to fight these beasiswhe hkave
been murdering us fer all these years. You've got té knew
the people who, the places where, the reasons why. The pais
af our people hag beem berne for too long a time - and this
iz your year to discever all those places amd the time when
ar pain began. In that way we shall be stronger than the

ytrongest wind,"

That might Jeme gleptand dreamt of the pro-
aised land., He saw the fimal coming together of all the peeple
#ho had been flumg far into all the wind of our time., He saw
the streets teemimg with joyous and exultant multitudes
whose tumult was mere deafeniag than the cellective thumder of
q theusaxd years. He saw z beautiful people who leeked as
theugh they had beem carved in the smoothest ivery, their
voices raised in celebration of an idezl that had caused our
jeeple ~ stromg mem and women - te spill millions ef dushels
?f bleed and teo spend inmumerable years in the dungeens of
khe predaters., In the merning when he wcke up, he knew with
w 8tartling clarity that S outh A frica would be
¢hite no mere - but would be decorated with the black, greea
and geld coleursg ef eur salvation.

With this gelid comviction he jumped and wearing the
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breadest ef smiles raced to the training field, "It's learn-
ing guns and lets ef physical exercises today, tomorrew is
freedom and lets of peace fer my people,” he thought aloud
as he appreached a greup ef comrades.,

NAKED AMONG WOLVES

BRUNO APITZ
Chapter 8

Schupp was carrying out an assignment from Kramer, He had
got it after being called to the troopr garage to repair a ra=-
dio for Unterscharfuhrer Brauer, the garage manager.

"You can use the chance *c do a little listening," Kramer
had saidj he meant listening to foreign broadcasts. The recent
reports from the front, since Remagen, had become very obscure.

Brauer was not alone in his room when Schupp cam¢ in with
the usual accouncement: "Camp electrician begs leave to
enter," Meisgeier, the Rottenfuhrer who helped Brauer run the
garage, was also present,

Schupp saw a2t the first glance that both of them were
drunk. The gaunt Rottenfuhrer whose face was covered with fat
pimples, hac his cap on crooked and was sitting at the defect-
ive radio trying in vair to coax some scund cut of it. In his
high, squeezed falsetito he piped at Schupp: "There's fart in
the {ube here, you better fix it in a hurry. If not, I'1ll twist
your neck, you scr of a bitch."

Schupp did rot permii himself to be affected by their
threats. He put down his tool kit and replied undaunted:
"Better leave it alone, who's going to fix the thing when it's
really busted? You're always playing around with itl"

"Playing around," squeaked Meisgeier, amused, and gave
the dial a contemptuous twirl. This rough treatment aroused
the protest of the expert in Schupp.

"You shouldn't do that," he reproved Meisgeier. He could
permit himself this free tone because the SS was dependent on
his professional skill. The two men laughed, and Brauer, who
had been sitting at the table alsc approached the radio, une
steady on his legs, He grinned at Schuppe.

Suddenly his face contorted., In amazement he pointed a%
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