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To love, faith and memories.  


































“You will travel safely, you will neither tire nor trip…Because God will be right there with you; He will keep you safe and sound”

Proverbs 3:23,36






Prologue 

My son, issues of race are never black or white.  
Rev H. Mavunduse
Frankfurt, 1983 

Yankee Raus! Yankee Raus! A boy with mouse brown hair screamed at me from across the road. He was about my age. 10 years old.  

After a slight hesitation, I darted across Ginnheimer Strasse, my school rucksack swaying behind me, and shouted back, "What did you just say?".

At first, the boy froze and then to my slight relief turned and ran away. Only then did I feel the urge to catch him more keenly. He was slightly taller than me, I wasn't sure what to do or how it would end, if he had stood his ground. 

I wondered though why being bigger, he did not stand his ground after insulting me.  He probably ran away because he knew he was in the wrong. I learned later in life that a flight or fight response was not only for the fearful! The guilty, even if strong, tend to run when caught in their wrong doing. 

At that age I had no idea why as an African boy I should be angry about being called a monkey. And truth be told, I was not really angry. At some level, I recognized that we were playing a cat and mouse game.
 
The boy rushed across Gremp Strasse and past Elisabethen Hospital, Bockenheim. This is where my dad was a year later, had an operation on his appendices. I remember my dad lying on the bed during a visit. After that operation, my parents decided not to drink tea with sugar. This was a significant decision coming from a country where having sugarless tea was unheard of. My maternal grandma drank so much sugar, her youngest son, my uncle joked, how much tea she wanted in her sugar. My grandmother still drank so much sugar up to her death a few months ago at the age of 105.
 
I pursued the boy past the Elisabethen hospital entrance with its two concrete pillars surrounded by palisade fencing. At the end of the street into the sky was the blue silhouette of Europaturm, then Germany’s tallest free-standing structure. I gained on the boy now panting more than screaming. "What did you just say?".
 
He turned right into the next street, gave me a playful glance before disappearing behind a brown concrete wall. Then, he made a right turn into what looked like an alley in Flora Strasse – but turned out to be a courtyard. He was cornered. I ran towards him. His back was against a wall. I dare you to say what you said again, I blurted with exaggerated anger.    

Yankee Raus. He replied cheekily and with confidence. And gave clues that his racist outburst was his excuse to start a cops and robbers run-around. At that age, children do not think the world is my oyster – instead that, the world is my playground. And very few children would turn down an excuse to play. 

Nein, nein I rolled my eyes, and with a sigh said, you do not say Yankee. I was used to correcting my German friends' or school mates’ poor English or mispronouncing English words. A few months back our English teacher at my school Ernst Reuter II, Mr Woodarz raised an object in the air and asked the class what it was called in English. A tall and slim Hans Eckert Riemann replied proudly, penis case!  Nein, few other children and I shouted, eyes wet with laughter. It is called a pencil case. Du Liebest Kind, Mr Woodarz rolled his eyes.  

So, I thought here was another opportunity to correct someone’s poor English. No, no, no!, I shouted. You must say Monkey with an M not a Y !! I emphasised it in a matter-of-fact way. I had no idea what Yankee meant and thought the boy had mispronounced the word monkey. 

He shouted back. You don’t understand. You are American, nicht?
Me? Amerikaner? No.
 
So your father is not an American soldier? The mouse-haired boy asked.
 
I shook my head. My father is a pastor from Africa.
 
His eyes popped out, and he repeated in wonder, von Afrika! I instantly knew what was going on in his head and what he would ask: Do you really have elephants? We sat down. I repeated the tall tales from Africa that always won me the best sandwiches from my school mates. No, I said earnestly to another question I anticipated, I did not fly from Africa. I swung like Tarzan. I continued. Wirklich? He asked, after listening to my made-up yet incredible journey dangling on a rope from Harare to Frankfurt.
 
I know my dad would not approve of my behaviour. Although I was not proud of my tall tales, exaggerating stories was part of growing up among children – especially boys. My dad is a mechanic and can lift a car, actually two cars with one hand. Similar claims were common among my friends in Zimbabwe. Weeks before my very first time on an aeroplane flying from Zimbabwe to West Germany, one boy who was part of my circle of friends told me that there were slides and swings on aeroplanes that children could use, especially on long journeys. When my mum and my three other siblings boarded Kenya Airways from Harare to join my dad who had moved ahead to Frankfurt, I looked down the aisle and it was clear the boy had no clue what he was talking about. Even so, his slides and swing story on an aeroplane was captivating as we sat under a banana tree in Harare next to our two bedroom house.
 
As children growing up in Zimbabwe, we were just as intrigued by the few white people we saw on the streets or those we saw on the only TV in our neighbourhood. And we often imitated white people by pinching our noses and pretending to talk through our noses. We took corn silk pretending it is white people's hair and placing it on our heads with our fingers. We kept it in position and tilted and jerked our heads, and blew it the same way we watched blonde female actors on TV. It was playful, innocent curiosity.
 
As a 10-year old, I was aware of racism especially from stories of the few university African students in Germany who attended the Church my father led. They talked about how their skin colour prevented them from getting ahead, or being overlooked, or being too noticed. Due to my parents' upbringing, I rarely associated awkward moments with white people with racism. At school boys looked over my shoulder when I peed. Is his penis also black? Yes, it is. They giggle. Curiosity. An elderly lady in Leipziger Strasse saw my mum and us children leaving the biggest supermarket chain, Kaufhalle. She stretched her shaking hand out to touch our hair. Curiosity.
 
Many years later when I was back in Zimbabwe. A white female expatriate teacher volunteered at a rural school. The headmaster introduced her to the class. She greeted the class in English and the children were stunned and laughed. Why are they laughing at me? One of the children responded, "We have never seen an English person who cannot speak English properly. She was German. To these rural children all white people in the world are English - so they will be curious as to why a white person cannot speak English. In my country Chirungu means the English language and murungu is a white person. Many will know the Swahili equivalent, Muzungu. 
 
My friends, whether in Zimbabwe or Germany, were intrigued by my father. They saw  a priest first, and a father or family man last. I saw him as my dad first and a priest second.
 
This book is about my father or rather my experience of him as my father. And this is significant as I do not pretend that my experience of him is the same as others including those of my siblings. 
 
His name is Hendricks Mavunduse. Reverend Dean Hendricks Mavunduse to be PC- pastorally correct.
 
My father raised me through his own parables, not punishments. One example is my dad’s parable of The Crushed Snake found in the bed sheets of a boy who for weeks refused to tidy up his bed. The thought of finding a dead snake under my sheets scared me, so I kept my bed tidy from the age of eight. Even now, I tidy my own bed in a hotel. Five star service or not – I will not take the chance. 

A father, who taught me the difference between a racial incident and racism.   
 
My father, a dedicated priest who does not eat pork. My father who until January 8 2023, was inseparable from the love of his life, Francisca Ela Chidoori, my mother. 













Chapter 1: The Beginning 

“Moses was called to mission by a burning bush. I was called through broken beer bottles”
Rev Dean H Mavunduse
The coffee table was fully covered with square and rectangular photographs. A few black and white pictures, grey-blue photographs from the 50s, coloured and fading ones from the 80s and crisp recent pictures from one or five years back. There were passport photos. (show the people in the pictures, show the mood, show the variety, show tension, name some of the people even if it goes to the second paragraph, pictures of extended family, with peagot car, of my aunt that they bought in and over the decades had changed colour). These were the lose pictures from dozens of envelopes. There were other pictures in 5 or six family albums lying on the floor.  
My mother’s fingers combed through two layers of pictures and she tried to group them together as if she was organising a giant puzzle whose pieces could never be put into one picture. Then she picked a few “blank” pictures that were upside - down, turned them the correct way, and slowly put them back. Her fingers moved more slowly, and delicately over pictures of all six of us - my father, mother, elder and young sister and younger brother - when we all still lived together. There we were in a dusty…,in snow, just us children in a nativity play at home – . 

The six of us all scattered across four continents – and there were now pictures of either my parents with my young sister, my parents with my young brother and his daughter or of my wife, my parents and my son  - and all the pictures were now on smart phones.  

As I watched my mother, I instantly knew that she was trying as much as she could to put some order to the random pictures – in the same way I remembered her coming to my room when I was a child, and telling me to tidy the room that my brother I shared – whilst at the same time, picking my dirty clothes off the floor herself, folding them neatly into a basket to be washed. She also arranged the different pictures by location Harare, Frankfurt, Lapland, Maputo, Bulawayo - so that it would be easier for me to ask questions about our family. 

With a hand on her mouth, she picked a square black and white picture with a wide white border. In it was a slim, young, tall man. He had full black afro hair combed backwards, a side beard and cheek bones that smiled. He wore a smile, as easily as he wore his khakhi shorts and shirts. Yet he also appeared very deliberate. His arm arched to reach his hips. Behind him, at a distance was a concrete wall of a water dam. He looked like someone who had been instructed how to pose. 

Mother brought the picture close to her face. Can you believe it, Baba Dori, this was you. Dori is short for Dorothy, my older sister. My mother said, leaning over to my dad’s right shoulder and placing the picture in his slightly trembling hands.
Why would I not believe it? My dad said more than asking, squinting his eyes as he held the picture up. This is still me. I have not changed at all. Still the same, he continued after a pause and a strained cough.
 
Where was that again, mum? I asked.
Your dad was studying at Fletcher High School in Gweru. 
And look at this one, my mother smiled. My mother picked up a clearer, full colour  picture. Your dad was in a hotel in Munich, Germany. My dad, then about 40 years old, wore a brown suit over a jersey with dark and light grey lines. His handsome angular face blended well with the water feature behind him. He still wore his easy smile and his pose was more natural, less self- conscious as if someone had taken the picture without him noticing. 

My mother explained, dramatising the event as if it was happening right there and there. When your dad was at the hotel’s reception, he happened to see a piece of paper with a guest name written Herr Zhou. Your dad screamed at the receptionist, please call this man, he is from my country. The receptionist looked unsure. Wirklich? Really? Yes, yes. I am sure he is from my village. Mr Zhou. I am sure he is even my relative, from Zimbabwe. You see Zhou is a totem in my country, your dad continued and it means elephant in my language. Your dad was so excited to randomly meet a country man so far away from Zimbabwe.

It was very rare to meet black people in those days, my mother continued. When we met a black person on the street in Frankfurt, we felt close. It did not matter whether they came from Ghana or Eritrea or even from the Caribbean. I remember many times we saw black people on the other side of the road, your dad and I would wave, cross the road, and shortly we would have a meal together. Black people we met felt like family. 

I thought briefly about the irony of us Africans getting upset when white Europeans ask us whether we know some random person they met on a visit to a random country in Africa we have never been to. I remembered watching on YouTube the Nigerian novelist Amanda talking about the follies of a Single Story from Africa– or the anger sometimes, when western people speak about Africa as if it was one country.  Yet, here was my mother literally implying that Africans saw any random black person not only as coming from one continent, but as family. I thought of asking my mother, but decided to keep the irony to myself. I had a few hours left, before my flight back to the United Kingdom, and needed to capture as much from my mother and dad on the part of the book where I was too young or too far from the events to fully remember or understand. 

And looking at my dad, I was not sure how much of his memory would be left – if I left the family research for another time. I had asked for all our family pictures to be laid on the table partly to jog my parent’s memory for this book, but also secretly hoping that it would be a way to slow down what my dad was going through. He had been diagnosed with Parkinson’s and showing signs of dementia – and my siblings and I had read that picture memory helped. It is not a well-known illness in Zimbabwe because many people do not typically live long enough to experience it. My mother struggled to understand the changes to her husband, and there was no one we knew going through the same in Zimbabwe.  

I was also keen to hear about how the encounter at the hotel ended. And my mother had not answered a question around an experience when I was 8 years old that completely changed my life. I had asked her again when we sat down around the coffee table. But she had avoided this question. My question was not what happened. I did not need any pictures to remember. Although I was only in third grade, I remember that part of the book as if it happened yesterday. My question to my mum was, why? I knew I had to be patient. My mum resumed the story of my dad in the hotel. Your father persisted, and finally the young receptionist dialled the room, and said to the other guest that someone from your country is in the lobby. 
Your dad waited, and waited in the lobby. Looking out for any black person. My mother proceeded. After a while, the receptionist called your dad from across the lobby. Have you called my countryman, Mr Zhou? The receptionist pointed and called out to a man, who was also randomly searching. Your dad turned around and whom does your father see? A Chinese man who was equally perplexed. They both spoke in poor German, but enough for my dad to explain that Zhou means elephant in our native Shona language in Zimbabwe - and for my dad to learn that zhou means “fullness” or “roundedness” in Mandarin. Well nothing there is nothing more round and fuller than an elephant! We all laughed at the absurdity of the coincidence.

Then my mum felt briefly silent. Not an uncomfortable silence. She was looking at another picture of us as a family, My mum, dad, my three siblings. My younger sister, then only 8 years old, was sitting on the shoulder of a bearded white man. My young brother held the man’s hand. My older sister and I had our faces and hands on a fence looking at two rather bored looking bears. This picture was taken in the arctic circle in Sweden – Lapland. My dad always said he was glad that we visited over summer. I remember when we visited, being surprised to see roads that ended on both sides of lakes. During winter, the lakes froze to such a thickness that cars drove across. 

The next picture was of my dad in Maputo, the capital city of Mozambique. My dad had full white hair with streaks of black all combed backwards and his signature side beard now still more white than black. He was wearing his priestly white robes, with gold and brown embroidery. In his right hand he had a black infant and gently poured water on its forehead. The baby’s parents were beaming as they watched their child being baptised. The baby had other plans - and was screaming the house down. Three months later in northern Mozambique, my dad would suffer the worst crisis in his Pastoral career involving murder of a Brazilian woman, and deception.  

I looked back at my mum and I sensed her tension as she remembered their lives travelling all over the world, never staying in one place for more than four years since their marriage in 1969. They had lived a free, passionate jet-setting life – at a time when few families even in Europe barely travelled outside their borders. Now my dad’s illness had shrunk the love bird’s world between home, church and visits to the doctor. 

I stood up and left the room to get a bowl of home roasted peanuts. My older sister was in the kitchen preparing lunch. When I returned back, my parents had moved closer together – sitting on the same red yellow cushioned sofa they bought 38 years back in 1984 – when we moved back to Zimbabwe from Germany. My mother chose the sofas because she was convinced the sofas would last, more than how they looked. I placed the bowl on a side table made of reeds close to mum. 

Is there anything accompanying these peanuts we are eating? My dad asked after clearing his throat. Mai Munashe is making tea, I responded sitting down on the brown sofa facing the French windows. Outside, on the left was an imposing tall avocado tree. It bore no fruit and a neighbour passing by had suggested to my mother that it was cut and replaced with a mango tree. But my mum felt the tree provided a wonderful shade. Not everything that does not bear fruit needs to be discarded, my mother told the plumb neighbour.  I instantly remembered one of my dad’s sermons on the Bible’s passage where Jesus spoke about the fruit that bore no fruit. 

So, you are now ruled by an Asian? My dad suddenly asked not out of interest, but to break a silence. Yes, I responded, and I think Richie Sunak is just as surprised as we all are that he is now living at number 10 Downing Street. Even he did not see that coming. 

After that crazy one, I suppose the white people in the UK were ready to accept a PM of any colour. My older sister said entering the living room holding a tray with a pot of tea and five cups, a cup with warm milk and no sugar. I moved some of the pictures into a thicker pile on one side of the table to make room for the tray holding the tea pot, and mugs. 

My sister took one of the cups and moved to the other side of the living room where my maternal grandmother sat, rocking slightly back and forward, on a brown sofa. She was 105 years old and in the past seven years had grudgingly left her village and moved to live with my parents. She was affectionately known by her first child’s name, as Mai Vhoro, or Vhoro’s mother. Vhoro is short for Veronica – her first daughter who passed away some years back and was a grandmother in her own right. Veronica was the eldest of…children (my maternal aunts and uncles). Only three of my grandmother’s children were still alive. 

My grandmother was one of the few surviving people who first saw the white people who came to Zimbabwe for the first time. A group of men, led by a Catholic priest.  My granny and other children wore clothes made of goat skins that covered only the essentials and narrated meeting the white man “with no knees” because they wore trousers and clothes that covered most of their bodies. How things have changed. Over the years Africans adopted the white 18th century full clothing and made them African, and White Europeans have no cultural problems wearing more revealing clothes. In fact when Europeans visit some rural Africa- they are taught to be mindful to wear clothes that fully cover their bodies so as not to offend the traditions of Africans wearing 18th century European clothes. 

Despite her age, my grandmother was very good. Then, I heard her call out, “eyes are life”. Without eyes, one is not living. Lord, why did you switch off the lights? Her constant regret was that she was now blind. Mummy, my dad said to his mother in law between mouthfuls of peanuts, the Lord allowed you to see all those things for so many years, so that you can see them in your memory more clearly. 
 
You are correct my son, my grandmother nodded in agreement feeling for the location of her cup with her hands.     

Is your PM not from Kenya? My sister asked. No, well I think his parents or grandparents lived in Kenya for some time before they moved to the UK. I also explained that Richi Sunak was born in Southampton - 20 miles south from where I live now. 
You people from England used to say only bad leaders were in Africa. You used to say you were not like a Third World country. Your previous PM would have felt very comfortable in African politics. Lying and all. And can you imagine? He was shaking people’s hands who had Covid. Ha! that Boris has a Mugabe streak I tell you. Very eloquent and persuasive like Uncle Bob, and just as destructive.
Heh, there was no party at no 10!My sister mimicked Boris Johnson in the most African way possible, Heh, all procedures were observed! 
At least Boris had a great sense of humour. My sister added. Not Liz. Liz was so wooden. It is like she had rehearsed answers she memorised since her high school days. She broke a record, that one.  After she moved into 10 Downing street, and before she had finished unpacking and putting all the pictures on her wall, men in grey suits knocked at her back door. Don’t bother unpacking, Prime Minister. 
My sister, you talk as if you were there at number 10, helping Liz Truss unpack. I said with a smile.    

I thought you wanted stories about the book. My Dad half asked. I pressed the play button of the voice app on my Samsung phone again. Then asked my father why he left his first job at Bata Shoe company. My father cleared his throat and motioned for a glass of water. My mother swiftly took the glass of water and with two hands placed it in his hands and circled her hands around his until his shaking had subsided. When she let go, the glass started to shake again and I was sure a quarter of the water would spill. 
My father slowly bent his body forward and at the same time, he brought the glass to his mouth. With deliberate effort, my dad brought the glass of water as if he was back at the altar drinking the last of the holy communion wine. As I observed him, my cup missed my mouth, and a little tea spilled on my light blue checked shirt. 
Be careful my child, my mum said. The tea is hot. 
Mum. Donald is 51 years old. He is not a baby. My sister said. 
He was fired. Mum said.
Who was fired? 
Your dad. The bosses from Czechoslovakia who owned Bata said your dad had caused enough trouble.  













                                                    ****
Years before he lost his job at Bata Shoe Company, my father recalled without too much help from my mum, his first encounter interacting with white people when he was a pupil at Chegato Secondary School. The school located in the district of Mberengwa, 350 miles southeast of the capital Harare was established by Missionaries from Sweden in…as a primary school, attained secondary school status in…and at present is still run by the Lutheran Church. The school is tucked behind a town called Zvishavane, which was established as an asbestos mining town - years before someone realised that mining asbestos was a bad and deadly idea. To finance his school and boarding fees, my dad worked for one of the Swedish missionary teachers, Mr Tore Bergman.  

Chegato Mission (describe its surrounding) was opened 1949 by the Church of Sweden Mission (CSM) and is located approximately 70 miles south of Zvishavane (formerly Shabani) in rural Mberengwe (Belingwe) District.  The mission initially consisted of just a chapel, pastor’s house and nearby primary school.  In 1957 a secondary school was moved there from Mnene Mission.  The school – the first secondary school in the Mberengwe area – was originally opened at Musume Mission at the prompting of the Ministry of Education.  It was moved to Mnene in 1954, ultimately ending up at Chegato.

As the first born and only child to attain that level of education in his family, my dad felt a strong sense of responsibility to perform well in his studies so that he would find a job and take care of his family, and the rest of his siblings. Attending school at Chegato was a bitter sweet experience for my dad. On one hand, he was fortunate to attend one of the very few schools that offered high quality education for black children in the whole country. 

Teachers strongly encouraged pupils to achieve the high standards set, my dad recalled. It seemed the further back the story the clearer the events in his memory. Whether it was Maths, Science, Latin or English Literature, the teachers did not care whether children came from well off homes or from poorer homes where their parents could not read or write. The Swedish missionary teachers' expectations of all children was clear – work hard and pass, or else. No excuses!

English was then and still now the language of instruction in Zimbabwean schools. Maths, Geography, Science were taught in English.

There was a lot of pride amongst my father’s generation to speak English well. Black students who got their English grammar wrong were laughed at. My father spoke of an occasion when he was in grade 8 and a student. A Swedish teacher asked a student why his brother had not come to school in the last couple of days. The boy stood up and translated literally from Shona to English in a serious voice that his absent brother went to the big drums because he had hyena goats. The teacher looked in disbelief. What he meant to say was that, his brother was in hospital because he had leprosy. 

Whereas black people then took a lot of effort to learn English, White people hardly bothered to learn the local Shona or Ndebele languages. White people behaved as if it was beneath them to learn Shona and Ndebele. Few white people such as missionaries sometimes did try a few words in Shona but very badly. Black people would forgive them and credit White people for trying, but the same black people belittled and mocked other black people speaking or writing English badly. 

Why was that? I asked. My mum said she was not sure. There is a sense that by blacks learning English and whites refusing was one of the reasons black people won the war of independence against the Rhodesians in the 1980s. When the liberation war started in earnest, enough black people had learnt English, it was easy to understand the white people’s next move. Whereas the white forces were a step behind. Nanny’s and garden boys working for white homes and offices acted as agents for the black liberation movement,  eavesdropping and sharing their military secrets easily. Snobbishness cost the white Zimbabweans the war is an unwritten but widely held belief amongst black Zimbabweans.  

My dad and many of his peers felt a certain dignity that their teachers overlooked their poor backgrounds and focused on creating a culture of working hard at school. My dad was one of the few who was offered a boarding place. Many other pupils came from their homes in villages surrounding the school. They woke up early in the morning, had to attend to cattle in the fields before walking over an hour bare foot to school. Still this was no excuse not to do well in school. 

My dad attributed the school’s focus on high performance in spite of background to the Church’s deep belief that everyone was created equal by God and that black Africans even in midst of colonial repression had the same God-given potential as their white counterparts to achieve high academic standards. 

But being created equal by God did not mean always being treated fairly. My dad remembered how …… ordered him to clean not only the inner and visible outer parts of their cars, but also underneath the car – knowing fully well that the car would gather dirt soon after being cleaned. At the same time, working for him my father enjoyed some privileges other students did not have.

On one specific occasion, the white teacher asked my dad to accompany him in his car to Zimbabwe’s second largest city Bulawayo to buy supplies for the school. It was  a three and half-hours drive away. The car was a single cab vehicle and my dad and the teacher sat side by side chatting most of the way. About 10 miles before reaching the outskirts of Bulawayo, the teacher slowed down and moved the car to the side of the road. 

Hendricks, we are now approaching Bulawayo. The teacher said, You now need to move to the open back of the car. Confused at first, my dad climbed to the open part of the truck. Unfortunately for my dad, it had also started to rain. The message was clear. The white teacher who sometimes invited my dad to the dinner table back at school, would not be seen by other white people in the big city sitting side by side with a black person in a car. My father choked up slightly as he narrated.

At the same time, he knew family expectations as the only child at that time who had advanced in education. His father, like many parents then and in present-day Zimbabwe, sold their cows, goats and crops so that they could send their children to school. My paternal grandfather was proud to be in a position to send my father to school – despite never having gone to school himself. My grandfather expected that my dad, once he had a good paying job, would also help the rest of his family – consisting of three brothers and two sisters. And the responsibility would not end with my fathers’ immediate family. It would include extended family members and others in his hometown village of Ruvuzhe. So, he kept any protest about how he was treated to himself. Education was the focus and if it meant sitting at the back of the truck in the rain, so be it. 

My father was not alone in subordinating his frustrations so that he could progress to work for the benefit of his family and the village. Yes, it takes a village to raise an African child. But what is seldom spoken about, is that it equally takes that single African child to try and raise the whole village when they start to work. In his book Robert Chambers affectionately called it the Economy of Affection. Nowadays, many working Africans whether they are on reasonable income or not call it “family or black tax” and it takes the form of remittances within Zimbabwe and many African countries or across borders from Africans living in Europe, America and now increasingly in the Middle East. It is so significant that remittances from Africans living the West to Africa is twice the amount of all foreign aid to Africa. 

My father added, the colonial government took great effort to separate black from white people. Ask you mother, what would happen in those days if a black person was seen walking on the pavement, my dad asked. Ah, ah ah! my mum said clapping her hands emphasising how black people walking on pavements was unheard of. Black men could especially get into trouble for merely looking in the direction of a white woman. My mother added, even at big supermarkets, only white people were allowed to use the main entrance. Black people shopped at the back of the shop where the deliveries were made. There was often a small window were all black shoppers queued and told a sales person what they wanted to buy, put money on the counter and the black shop attendant would go into the shop and bring the items they asked for. 

Schools were separate, and where blacks and white people lived was separate. In all the cities in Zimbabwe you found that black residential areas were located in the direction where industrial fumes blew. You see, my dad added, if I wanted to visit a white only residential neighbourhood I had to apply for a special pass – so that if I am stopped by the police or authorities, I had to show a paper authorising me to walk amongst white people’s places. 

The bowl of nuts was nearly empty. The only reason a black person would get permission was to allow them to work in the homes of white people as gardeners or as nannies. You know the silly part of colonial separation was that grown up, muscular white men did not want to mix with black people, but at the same time they left their precious vulnerable babies and children being taken care of by black nannies and garden boys. You would have thought, if the white adults went to the length of separating public toilets between black and white people, they would not allow any black person anywhere near their children. Many white adults in Zimbabwe were fed, changed, cuddled in the arms of black hands.    

Even in Church, there was an attempt in most cases to erase most of what was considered unchristian or too African. However, at the same time, my father explained the Lutheran Church preserved for example the horn that was used by the early missionaries to call people to Church. And the missionaries went to great lengths to translate the Bible into all local languages including languages from where people were not as many in Zimbabwe such as Venda or Sotho languages. Here the Missionaries helped literacy – and they were driven, my father explained by….when the curtain broke signalling the start of white Jesus said go and make disciples of all nations that set Paul and missionaries on their journey. Th missionaries were keen that everyone had equal access to the Word of God.   

At that time, I remembered my own father – in - law (a former University Lecturer in Harare) explaining how elderly people in those early days who had the bible read to them by their literate children, believed the stories in the Bible were all happening in heaven. To them, places like Bethlehem, Canaan and the road to Damascus were all happening up in the sky in heavenly places. So, when my father-in-law who was a lecturer of African languages at the University of Zimbabwe visited Egypt, some of his elderly relatives asked whether he had died and gone to heaven!   

Missionaries were really keen that Christianity spread and translating into local languages was an effective way of doing that. It also helped to create a written vocabulary for indigenous languages. Hymn books were also translated in local languages. Nziyo, is a Lutheran hymn book with Shona version of for example my mums favourite song “Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me “ and the verse in the hymn that she sang with passion was, When mine eyes shall close in death, When I soar to worlds unknown”.

****

After Chegato, my father progressed in his education and won a place to study at Fletcher High school, in Gweru and later found a job at the biggest shoe factory in the southern hemisphere. The Bata shoe company. 

It was whilst in Gweru that my father and mother met and fell in love. My mother Francisca Ela Chidoori was the third child of seven children of Thomas and Allusia Chidoori who survived into adulthood. Two other children died in childbirth.
Like my father, my mother had an effortless smile and she wiped tears from her eyes when she laughed and she laughed and smiled often. 

My mother was brought up Catholic and became Lutheran after her marriage. Some of her Catholicism stuck with her. Her prayers before a meal were word for word the same, and very Catholic.   
Unlike many rural people in Zimbabwe who lived in more open and what some may describe as scattered settlements or homesteads, my mother grew up on small commercial farms designated to black farmers to buy. The farm was complete with its own fence, paddocks and the farm gate was literally less than 15 steps away from one of Zimbabwe’s biggest roads. The highway leads 20 kilometres to a Catholic Missionary School called Gokomere where my mum went to school and a further 20 kilometres to Masvingo town – Masvingo is the nearest town to the Great Zimbabwe Ruins where present day Zimbabwe gets its name. 

To the back of the rectangular farm where my mother grew up is the river Mushagashe – known as a tributary to a dam near Great Zimbabwe. I will always remember the river for the crocodiles that frequented the place. I remember one particular visit as teenager, when my grandfather warned me of the dangers of the river and said grandson, if in your life you have ever to play with crocodiles, always play on the ground, never agree to play in the water! It would be decades before I realised how useful that advice was.  

My maternal grandfather was affectionately known as VaChiutsi or Mr Smoke because of his chain-smoking habits. My grandfather was short and light skinned, wore an English hat with a feather, walked with a stagger – drunk or sober. He was  incredibly hardworking and had a horrendous sense of humour. When we visited the farm as children, he had an annoying habit of coming to the hut we slept in, banging the wooden window pane or door at 4 am when it was still dark, mosquitos had given up sucking our blood and when sleep was at its sweetest. “Get up all of you, it is time to go to the field”.

I was always grateful that we lived in the city and would in a few days or at most a few weeks return to the lights, TV, running water and in one particular period, a swimming pool when we lived in the North End suburb of Bulawayo. I pitted my rural cousins for whom the 4 am routine was permanent. Even then, as grandchildren who lived in the city, we were excused from the most difficult labour - intensive work as our hands were not used to weeding 10 metres with a short hoe without stopping. 

An ox drawn plough was more interesting to me though. I longed to try it out, but my grandfather refused to let me. “Your city hands are too soft, Donarad” he would say, adjusting his hat and his face partly covered by smoke from his Stuyvesant cigarette. However, one day when we visited during the planting season after repeated requests, my older cousins persuaded my grandfather to allow me to briefly have a go. Before I could get a firm grip of the two iron bars the two cows in front pulled away and I stumbled forward now barely holding on and being half dragged by the plough and cows gathering speed. 

My cousins and grandfather ran after me. I heard my grandfather shout angrily, Look at Francisca's child. I told you his city’s hands cannot plough. Now look at what is happening. 

Donarad, he shouted, turn the plough chiBhunu. I had no clue what that meant and after panting for a few metres with the plough zigzagging the sandy soil, I let the plough go. The cows ran with the plough across the field and stopped a few yards in the acacia trees and thorn bushes at the edge of the field. 

ChiBhunu, was a Shonalised and not a very kind word for the word Boer, (a common name given to the Dutch descended who settled in present-day South Africa) although it was sometimes used by black Zimbabweans to refer to all white people. My grandfather in this instance was using Chibhunu referring more to the better farming methods he had learnt from white people whilst working in South Africa in the early 1920s than its derogatory meaning.

In the evening at the farm, I also enjoyed sitting around a fire listening to grandpa Chiutsi telling stories of his experience in South Africa or latest happenings in the village and in the family. One particular story he told us that he fell out with a neighbouring farmer and in revenge he gave one of his dogs the neighbours name. Now and then when the neighbour visited or passed by his homestead my grandfather would shout and insult his dog loudly knowing that his neighbour was within earshot. 

Needless to say, my grandmother did not take too kindly to my grandfather's portrayal of  some of the stories. Don’t refer to your grandchild’s fiancé as dark like a burnt black three-legged pot, she would protest sitting upright, cross legged and swaying from side to side. My grandfather would respond. My grandchild went to school, and has a good job. Why is he not marrying a “white” woman befitting his status? He asked with a wry smile. A “white” woman referred more to a black woman who was light skinned, than a Caucasian. Look at you mai Vhoro. If you had gone to school and spoke good English you would be living there amongst the white people. No one would know the difference. 

My grandmother sighed and shook her head, but equally not trying to be too pleased by the compliment. Her very light brown skin appeared and disappeared through the smoke and cooking fire.  

Like my grandfather, my grandmother was equally industrious and cooked the most delicious fat-cooks ever. She won several prizes organised by her local Catholic church or local village leaders. Even now, I can see her cross legged on her fire, in front of a pan filled with hot cooking oil. And seeing the white wheat paste dropping into the pan and letting out a sizzling sound upon contact with hot oil. The white paste would magically brown almost reflecting her skin and then will let out this aroma. On the farm where smells of cow dung dominated, the bakery aroma in the smoked filled kitchen was a welcome change. I have never seen my grandmother resting with nothing to do. Resting to my grandmother was shelling peanuts, or nyimo (bambara nuts), or plucking feathers from a chicken that will soon be dinner. 

My mother inherited my grandmother’s work habits. For my mother doing chores was not enough, you had to do it properly and expected us to do chores with energy. If she was not satisfied that work was done properly, she sometimes took it over.


***

By marrying my mother, my father had violated an often spoken about, but little practised tradition of his ethnic group of only marrying amongst his own kind. And his own kind, is the Varemba ethnic group from chief Mposi village in Mberengwa. 

The Varemba or Lemba ethnic group are found in the south of Zimbabwe and to the north of neighbouring South Africa. According to their tradition they are descendants of the Jewish people. They follow some of the traditions which have been diluted over the years. 

My father’s ethnic group gained some global prominence in… following a DNA testing of my father’s relatives by a University of London Professor, Tudor Parfitt. The research reportedly confirmed their Jewish origins. The DNA found a Y chromosome that traced the Varemba people to the priestly line of biblical Aaron. They have retained many of the Jewish traditions, which were mixed with Muslim influences. 

My father never really explained to us the Jewish tradition and instead held his Jewish background lightly. Mostly, my dad cherry picked what he took from his Jewish tradition. A big No No was eating pork or pork products - even after being ordained a priest and well into his retirement. Whereas some in the tradition would not eat food they had not slaughtered, my Dad was more liberal and most of our meat came from a butcher.  

From the butcher, except when his father my paternal grandfather came to visit from his rural home my dad made sure there was a live animal to be slaughtered. Referred less fondly as VaRugwendere as in the rattling sound pots and pans make if thrown on the ground.       

He was equally tall, lanky and piercing red eyes. Smiling was not easy habit. When he did, lines formed on his cheeks and smaller ones at the corner of his eyes. A vein also appeared on the side of his forehead. After marrying my grandmother who came from the Mposi chieftaincy, he went on to marry two more wives. He was a disciplinarian, quick to anger and reprimanded his children harshly with a stick. The harsh way my dad was disciplined had a profound effect in his parenting. I was never reprimanded physically by my parents – even at a time when corporal punishment was accepted in my early school days in Zimbabwe in the late 1970s. 

My grandfather had a short temper and an ego to match. My dad often told us of a story when he was still very little and was sent by his father to fetch traditionally brewed beer from one of the neighbours. It would be beer typically made from fermented millet flour and water. The beer was also known as seven days – as that is how long it took to prepare it. My dad arrived and the lady said, your dad is stingy, but likes to come and ask for beer, but anyway here it is. When my dad returned home with the beer, he told his father word for word what the woman had said. His ego hurt, my grandfather refused to drink the alcohol and thereafter vowed never to drink ever again – and he kept his promise to his death. 

My maternal grandmother was in a heartfelt way called Gogo VaMusinahama or grandma with no friends. I never knew why and my older family members speculated. She was more care free and enjoyed her traditionally brewed beer. She was very difficult to please in terms of her diet. It seemed every time she visited, the list of what she no longer ate or only ate if it was cooked in a different way always grew longer. Her food consisted of mainly dried vegetables with no cooking oil. Tomatoes were good, but no onions. Are you still taking peanut butter paste? Yes, child of my child, I do, but only in dried caterpillars, known locally as macimbi or madora. 

Unlike my grandfather, Gogo Musinahama was a devoted Lutheran who most Sundays would wear her well ironed Church women’s group uniform. Before Chegato School was built in 19  and before the Ruvuzhe church was established, the first and only mission church was at Mnene Mission school which was built by…..in…..Mnene was the headquarters of the Lutheran Church until 1956 that the headquarters of the Lutheran Church of Zimbabwe where the Swedish missionary….was the Bishop. There were specific Sundays when holy communion was offered. During those Sundays, my grandmother walked dawn to dusk on a Saturday from her village tracing the many mountains to attend church and receive holy communion. On some Sundays when she was too busy with house hold work and left late, she would walk the whole night and quicken her steps when she heard the first bells of the Church ringing. My aunt told me my grandmother also saw going to church as respite from her difficult marriage. The exact same Church bells at Mnene signalled to me as a boarder one of the few times I know I would not be harassed.      

My aunts regularly told me how one day after my dad was fired from Bata and we moved to my paternal village I allegedly rescued my grandmother. Triggered by a small argument with my paternal grandmother, my grandfather stood up to beat her. Normally everyone froze in fear and my grandmother would take the beating. I instead stood up and planted myself between my grandfather and my grandmother with others looking at what would happen. On this rare occasion, my grandfather stood down, swore and left the kitchen hut. I of course had no memory of this. 

I remember in my early teens, sitting with Gogo Musinahama outside on a mat made  goat’s skin at the foot of the mountain she had called home since her marriage. She folded one of her legs underneath her stretched leg with new tennis shoes my mum bought her. She took strings of reed that were sliced from the bark of a …tree and soaked in water. She took the strings and started roll them over her outstretched leg, adding more strings until it was a strong string. Rays of sun that broke through Acacia leaves landed partly on her dark face causing her to squint one of her eyes slightly. 

I was mesmerised by the quick movement of her fingers as she rolled the strings on her legs whisking then in the air and spitting a little saliva on her hands and repeating the process. She did all this without once looking at she was doing. Once she was satisfied, she placed the finished strings on her right and then took a small pile of grass. She bundled the grass together and used the strings to start weaving a basket, starting by making short rounds that created the base and gradually the circle became wider and deeper. She occasionally sprinkled water whilst using the string to hold the folding grass in position. 

You have not yet touched any of your caterpillars, mzukuru, my grandson. Do you not like them anymore? Should I ask your aunt to give you vegetables instead? No, no, I lied, I like them. I rolled a bowl of maize meal porridge dunked it into the peanut butter soup tried to conceal the black brown caterpillars like a small white trojan horse so that I would not have to look at its shiny head as half of the insect went into my mouth. My siblings had openly refused to eat. I on the other hand had seen how my grandma’s face brightened during a previous visit when the first time I took the courage to eat the dried worms as one of my siblings called them. I was not going to refuse now. What I did refuse were ants. On a different day, ants had found their way and drowned in a plate full of delicious chicken and chicken soup. My grandmother said do not worry, ants are good for your stomach. I just could not bring myself to eat.      

Apart from my maternal grandmother who attended her first adult school long after she had grandchildren, all my other grand parents did not attend school. However, school was important especially in the early years for their sons. Thankfully later they were also persuaded to send their daughters to school. We are talking about from the early 1950s! 

It was interesting to see how the traditional way of life even then had fused with the western or modern ways. You could see that from the food, where bread brought from the city was delicacy for my rural family members who ate bread as a treat on Christmas day, to the way people exercised their faith mixing church with attending traditional rituals – even if the Church scorned on that, and to the dressing mixing long clothes and on my grandmothers neck, beads sourced from the forests, to marriages where the cultural paying of dowry, bride price or lobola as we say in Zimbabwe and white wedding. The cultural practice of paying lobola without the white wedding was as inadequate as having a white wedding without the cultural steps that brought families together.     
  
***

My parents’ wedding at the Lutheran church in Ascot districts of Gweru was well attended not because they were popular, but because at a time when there were few social opportunities, weddings were a crowd puller. I looked down at the few remaining pictures of their wedding. My mother radiating with youthful beauty and her eyes looking shyly through her wedding veil. My dad, 6 foot and slim with his angular facial features common amongst men from East Africa looked slightly down at the next steps.

As I continued looking at the wedding picture, I said to my father here you could have been mistaken for a Somali. Really, he asked? 

I told them both of an encounter when my wife and I were holding hands walking in the streets close the  Chard of central London in 2003. A woman with hijab crossed the road, looked disapprovingly at my wife, then approached me and spoke in Arabic waving her hands. I am not sure whether it was in protest or she was asking for directions. After a  Salam Alekum, I apologised that I did not speak Arabic. You not Somali? she asked. I shook my head and with a smile said, I am from Zimbabwe. She looked down and up at my wife who was wearing jeans and a T-shirt, and said, You Somali. Ask your mother. And she left. My wife and I took no offense and said she probably was concerned that I was not wearing a hijab. We were used to it. I was once an Ethiopian and one waiter weeks after we arrived in the UK at a South African restaurant, Nandos across Woodgreen underground station was so sure I was from Sudan. Maybe the story of your family coming from Israel through East Africa is true, my wife would say.   

****

My parents moved closer together as they spoke about their time in Gweru. The city with its milder temperatures was built on a plateaux and was nestled in the middle of Zimbabwe. It was here was my parents found their first jobs. Mum worked in a garment making factory called Buck and Son and dad became a supervisor in the tennis shoe department of Bata, the largest shoe factory in the whole of southern hemisphere at that time – occupying at its heights 350 acres. 

The Rhodesian Bata Shoe company was established in…by a Czech expatriate…., who arrived with his pregnant wife. He apparently fell so much in love with what was then Southern Rhodesia and named his first born after Cecil John Rhodes. 

Bata chose Gweru, known then as Gwelo, as the perfect location for its shoe company because of its central location not only in the country, but also in relation to neighbouring countries. 

Following independence in 1980, Rhodesia was officially changed to Zimbabwe – after a one year transition period when it was called Zimbabwe-Rhodesia, led by first black Prime Minister called Bishop Abel Mozorewa, who despite his dog collar commanded an armed force that terrorised, maimed and killed. I had an encounter with some of his forces when I was only eight years old and was sure I was going to die.     

Gwelo like many other colonial names of towns, cities and streets were renamed as a signal that unwanted colonial legacies, were being reversed and restored back to their authentic pre-colonial names. Many Black Zimbabweans did not take too kindly to the way the colonial administration changed indigenous names or seemingly mispronounced them - all in an efforts to rubbish what was black African and evidence of white colonial arrogance, and signs of their perceived supremacy over blacks and everything associated with blackness. 

The story of how Gweru changed is not straightforward. The common understanding is that Gwelo was changed to Gweru as an attempt to bring the city back to its original pre-colonial era. Centuries before any white person settled, the area was occupied by the Kalanga ethnic group under a Rozvi Empire who called the area Gwelumatenga, referring to the river upon which the city was named, meaning river of white stones. Thereafter, the under the succeeding Ndebele Empire, the area was renamed iKwelo, meaning ladder because the banks of the 160 km river were steep and women needed ladders to fetch water. In 1894, after colonial settlers arrived under Dr Jameson, the area’s name changed to Gwelo, a distortion of the word iKwelo. After independence, Gwelo was Shonalised into Gweru, which is the current name. There is no letter “L” in the Shona vocabulary. It would seem therefore that the colonial name Gwelo was closer to the original pre-colonial name and the present day, Gweru itself is a massive distortion.  

I was born in 1971, the year Gweru attained city status having achieved a population of….My sister a year and half before me was also born in Gweru as was my young brother. Whilst, all three of us were born under lights in delivery room, my young was born by candlelight in my paternal grandparent’s hut in Mberengwa. My grandmother acted as the midwife. My mother had an option to go to Mnene mission which had a hospital, but she dreaded having to go there and wait days cooking for herself under the mother’s shelter whilst waiting for her delivery day. I often tease my young sister that whilst the rest of us were born under the gaze of the hospitals in well-lit maternity wards, she like Jesus, was born in a manger. 

The circumstances that later led to my sister being born in a hut 150 km south of Gweru started at factory number 5 or known as the children’s shoe department, where my father was a supervisor. 

Overall, the BATA shoe factory was a place of contrasts - the loud machines and the quiet workers, the skilled workers and the watchful managers. But despite these differences, the factory ran like a well-oiled machine, producing shoes that were sold not just in Zimbabwe, but across the world. It was a symbol of industry and productivity, and a vital part of the local economy. The other contrast was that black people who advanced had learnt English, but the Czeck managers spoke poorer English than many of the casual labourers, but the Czecks were still in charge giving instructions and making sure the job gets done. 
One day my dad walked into the BATA shoe factory like he did every day, ready to continue his work as supervisor in charge of quality control. As he approached his office, he saw three white managers waiting for him with stern expressions on their faces. His heart sank, and he immediately knew this was not a friendly visit.
"Hendricks, we need to talk," said the first manager in a condescending tone

Management of Bata shoe company was completely white and the majority of the managers were expatriates from Czechoslovakia with a few upcoming white managers. My father was therefore one of the few black staff with some supervisory role. His command of English and having advanced in education more than many black peers helped open some, but certainly not all jobs. The word around the factory though was that my dad and a few other educated black people used some magic portions to get promotion from white people. 

By 1972, the anti-colonial struggle had moved from trying to negotiate with the colonial regime to an outright war where the battle fields were mainly in rural areas and were battle lines between the Rhodesian Forces and Black liberation movement shifted constantly in keeping with a “hit and run” approach of guerrilla warfare. Tensions also spilled into the factory, with voices for equal treatment for black and advancement grew louder. 

The liberation war did not deter the grip of colonial government on power. The then Prime Minister, Ian Douglas Smith, vowed that there would be no change to full democracy and certainly no black rule until a thousand years had passed. By contrast, the Lutheran Church which since its formation in Zimbabwe was led exclusively by Swedish missionaries had started conversations with black pastors about a plan to the transfer leadership of the Church to black pastors. The missionaries explained to the black priests that Sweden would no longer be expected to fund the church in Zimbabwe, and that black leaders had to produce a plan to be financially and spiritually self- sufficient. The Swedish Missionary Church and few other churches were as an external institution was decades ahead of its time and had started to put concrete steps towards transferring power to the Global South – whereas Western International Aid organisations are only talking and taking hesitant steps towards localising aid in the last 10 or so years.  

The Swedish missionaries intentions were overall sincere and by 1975, Bishop O Shiri was ordained as the first black bishop of the Lutheran church – five years before Zimbabwe gained independence. The changes and openness of the Lutheran church did not go unnoticed. My dad was also an active member of the Lutheran church congregation in one of the sprawling black township of Ascot. My dad led youth meetings and on occasion was asked to share the word. It was around this time that my father applied for a role to be considered as a student priest.         

In middle to late 1972, my dad organised several sit ins – where workers at factory number 5 downed their tools in protest. Management response was swift, and within weeks my dad was jobless, could not pay council rent and was on his way with his family and pregnant wife to his rural home of Ruvuzhe. That is where my mother a few months later gave birth to my younger sister. 

My mother had a choice to travel to the only hospital at that time and give birth. But, she did not like to idea of sleeping for days in what were called mother’s shelter for expectant mothers, cooking for herself, whilst waiting to be given a day and time to deliver. At the same time, the liberation war was slowly gaining momentum and moving during that time was not always safe. So she opted to give birth at home, with my paternal grandmother as the midwife – who apart from practical assistance would perform what may be considered rituals to ensure a safe delivery. 

In the meantime, my dad was looking for a job. His search took him to Bulawayo and other towns such as Zvishavane. His break came in 1974, when he was asked for an interview to be a supervisor of a chain of “beer halls”  owned by the Gweru City Council. These drinking places, as they were commonly known, where popular places where black people drowned their sorrows. 

As a supervisor, my dad earned a decent salary compared to many other black people. However, it was not a working environment my father was comfortable with. He did not drink alcohol and found the cigarette smoking stifling. My mother recounted, how she washed his work clothes over and over again to try and get rid of the smoke.  He later learnt that the colonial council administration wanted a reasonably educated person, who did not drink to oversee their increasingly popular council enterprise. 

With four mouths to feed, my parents settled into the routine of working parents. My mother had been offered her old job back despite having left it for nearly over a year. My father settled, first supervising one beer hall and thereafter he was promoted to supervise a chain of beer halls. 





At home, my parents asked one of our Daddy’s cousins to look after us. I have no recollection of her taking care of us. Later I know I heard my mother talk about times, she stole her clothes and went out with boyfriends and how I in particular was left with a half a loaf of bread to fend for myself.   

My parents became more active in Church and my father was routinely asked to share the word. My mother was involved in Churches women’s group involved in various activities including fundraising for the Church. The Lutheran Church had also started to shift its focus as a largely rural Church and now expanded to into urban areas as well. The intensity of the war still largely fought in the rural areas resulted in a number of people fleeing to cities. The headquarters of the Lutheran Church in….had been attacked by Rhodesian forces and had moved to the country’s second biggest city, Bulawayo.  

My parents were financially more than comfortable by low income African standards.

In October 1975 a letter arrived from the Bishop’s Office of the Lutheran Church. The letter informed my father that his application to train as a priest had been approved and the Church was offering him a place and minimum scholarship to train as a priest at a bible school in Harare – another 150 km north of Gweru and much further away from both my parents’ rural homes.  

Talk about timing. My dad’s application was at least two years old and circumstances were different then. They were torn. 

My parents approached their family friends the Mabongas who were respectable black commercial farming family. Mr Mabonga had done very well for himself, owned tractors and more than one car. Follow your heart, was not the response my parents expected, yet that is basically what they heard. 

As my parent’s income became more stable, so had my father’s wider family responsibilities. His father had married two more wives who gave birth to…half siblings all who were younger or about the same age as his own children. The news of my grandfather marrying was devastating news to my father and particularly his brothers. A rift was formed and they were no longer in speaking terms. Despite that, there were half siblings who could not be ignored. 

In….another bad news received….brother was killed by the Rhodesian forces. He had joined the liberation war and was involved in the battle of…Their hideout was sold out by a villager who had been bribed. They were sitting ducks and there was no escape. My uncle was survived by three children – two girls and a boy who needed to be supported. 

Working in Gweru came with other advantages. It was comparatively close to both my parent’s rural homes and my parents knew many more relatives in Gweru and Harare felt isolated and distant. 
My maternal grand uncle, Stephen, was particularly not happy that there was even a discussion or consideration. My mother recalls how he came home unannounced. 

Francisca, what is it that I am hearing? My mother mimicked him. You want to say our son in law wants to leave this job managing beer halls to wear robes? 

Instead of serving real alcohol, he now wants to serve diluted wine at the alter?

My mother said, her uncle was not supportive because, when he visited the beer halls he was given first class treatment because he was seen by the staff as the father in law of their supervisor. According to my mother, my uncle added. When I visit the beer hall, beer flows like water coming from a tap! Now you want to give that all away. Have you forgotten Hendricks you are one of the few black people the white man allowed to be a supervisor?  

My parents sensed that uncle Stephen was a little drunk. At the same time, he was a well liked and influential member of the family – and marriages in Zimbabwe were and are today more of an institution than in the west. Married couples, especially relatively young in marriage would be ill advised to dismiss the views and concerns of the wider family. Uncle Stephen was also important as my mother lived in his house before she married my father. So, he was more than an uncle – he was a father figure – and he saw my mother as his daughter who had literally moved out of his house and given out in marriage. 

Next door to our house, lived a former reverend Matshakayile-Ndlovu. He had had felt called to ministry and had gone through the four year training was ordained – and yet decided to leave. Ordination is seen by the Church as a strong unshakable covenant with God and no one would break that lightly. As chance would have it, the former reverend was my own future father in laws brother. 

Racial relations were at their lowest and my parents were aware the Lutheran Church supported by the Church of Swedish mission was supporting the liberation movements trying to bring an end to a racially divided society. The prospect of being more formally part of the Church to achieve better rights for the majority of black people attracted my dad. It would build on his involvement in student activism and trying to bring about changes to corporate racial at his time in Bata and inequalities in local government who were his current employer. 

Many people imagine that the call to ministry or to serve God, comes to people in the form of a descending dove. In most cases it comes in the form of a discussion, or was the case for my parents a dilemma. My dad explained that for him, becoming a priest would mean a dramatic change in career. But, it was your mum who would pay the ultimate sacrifice. She would have had to stop her career.  
  
My father was pleased when a church elder, Evangelist Shava came over to the two bedroom, light blue house my parents rented. My dad was there, but he specifically wanted to talk to my mother. Evangelist Shava asked my mother, whether she was sure your husband to train as a priest. Priesthood is a life of sacrifice, he added. And the burden falls heavily on the spouse of the priest – for no extra money. You have a good paying job as a seamstress and Buck and Son. Hendricks is in charge of all beer halls in the city – earning a good salary. He asked my mother,  why would you want to give it all up and spend four years at a Theological College before being posted to god knows where. He added that being a priest was like joining the army, you are posted to spiritual battle fields at short notice. Please consider all this before you make a decision. 

The halls were dimly lit, filled with cigarette smoke, and lined with basic concrete stools. The patrons sat around, smoking and drinking while occasionally getting up to dance to the beat of the music.

One particular old man caught the eye of many people as he danced to the rhythm of the smoke, his body movements mimicking the way the waves of smoke would move around him. Meanwhile, women tried to attract men whom they thought had money or had consumed too much alcohol, whispering into their ears or batting their eyelashes.

The sound of African music by Oliver Mtukudzi filled the beer hall, adding to the light-hearted atmosphere. But the mood could quickly change, and two men involved in a silly argument started to escalate their disagreement. The staff and a few observant patrons could tell that things were getting out of hand by the look in the men's eyes, their clenched fists, the tone of their voices, and the way they were puffing their chests.

As the violence began to escalate, people around the beer hall started to clamber to the exits, the staff included, trying to distance themselves from the impending chaos. The situation quickly became dangerous, and soon chairs were being thrown, screams ringing out in the dimly lit space.

My dad was on this occasion caught off guard as three men started arguing, and before long, they began to trade blows. The violence quickly spread, and patrons started throwing beer bottles, causing chaos and panic to erupt in the dimly lit space. My dad, being the manager, found himself caught between keeping himself safe and trying to protect the property of the beer hall.

He dodged the flying bottles, trying to contain the violence and calm down the situation. At one point, he talked to another staff member, and they decided that the only solution was to unlock and open all the doors of the beer hall, hoping that the fighting crowd would spill over to the night outside.

However, they soon realized that it was a mistake when people outside became attracted to the mayhem, and before long, the violence spilled out onto the streets. My father felt a sense of helplessness as he watched his patrons turning on each other.

My mother said, your dad and I spoke after the incident at the beer hall. I told your father we receive everything that comes from God whether comfortable or not with open arms. I have heard my mother say those exact words when her sisters and brothers died, when later the Lutheran Church was engulfed in a conflict that threatened to tear it apart, when her daughter was going through a painful divorce. When my mother said those words, she was not surrendering to God, it was a statement of sheer determination of the “giant” daughter in law from Masvingo – a mother who I know whether faced with a challenge big and small would want to see things through – values and a work ethic that were drilled to her by her own parents who enjoyed working more than resting. 

Their decision ultimately came down to whether they wanted a path that enhanced what they wanted to achieve or one that enhanced whom they were. 

On…my parents started packing. 

My dad when he recalls the fighting at the beer hall incident he says, it was his Moses moment. Moses was called through a burning bush and I was called to ministry through broken beer bottles!

***








































Chapter 2: A Turning Point  

I was too young to fully remember our time in Gweru. Images of my mind include  a light blue inside walls of our house, a concrete round basin for washing situated outside. I remember a shiny green leather sofa covered with white embroidery. I also remember dusty roads and rows and rows of houses.  

When we arrived at the United Theological College I was five turning six – so I was old enough to remember much more. I remember arriving for the first time in the car and seeing a pyramid shaped roof appearing from the ground and a brown huge cross on a cream wall emerging the closer we got. It was the chapel, centred in the middle of the college. Houses of different shapes were laid forming an imperfect large circle around the church building. Apart from the chapel, the centre of the campus included lecture rooms, a library, kitchen, dining room that also served as a hall. Accommodation for unmarried single students were also located in the centre of the college. The outer ring were bangalows the bigger 3-4 bedroom ones occupied by lecturers, and the smaller 1-2 bedroomed houses were for students with families. 

The college had a community feel. There was no fence around the campus, no main entrance gate, no guard. There were no walls nor gates dividing any of the houses within the college. A single paved road was the only sign that this was the main way to the college premises – otherwise one could reach it through a myriad of paths that criss-crossed through the college. 

There were many mature trees, rocks of different sizes and natural grass wildly located in random beauty. Houses, the church and all the buildings were built in spaces only nature would allow. The dusty paths connecting different houses meandered, sometimes seemingly aimlessly until by surprise behind a wall of rocks, bush and trees a four bedroomed house appeared or a two bedroomed bungalow. 

The United Theological College is what I imagined looking back heaven to be like. A place where one could come and go, from any side and whenever one wished, with no questions asked. I have never subscribed to the common view of heaven as a single floating cloud with one entrance manned by a bearded white man in front of a gate made of gold! I always felt, heaven was much more accessible than that, and that it was in fact hell which had a single entrance like a maximum high security prison,  a much more difficult place to enter and even more difficult to leave.  

Our allocated accommodation was a white 2 bedroom detached house on the west side of the campus. It was located towards the front of about a 500 sqm rectangular plot of land. It had a modest kitchen with a metallic wooden stove, a dark sitting room and 2 bedrooms, one which I shared with my three siblings. My mother said, we all slept sideways in one bed without our feet dangling over the edge of the bed. Our shower-cum toilet was a separate building semi-detached with the shower-toilet of our nearest neighbour. 

What drew my attention the first day we arrived was a huge white mountain at the back of our garden. It was completely white, like a clear white sheet of paper. It must was much higher than all building, trees and hills. Looking left or right, one could not see where the mountain started or ended. 

Do not go anywhere near that mountain, my parents told us repeatedly. And with each reminder and caution, my interest of what it felt like to climb the mountain reached fever peach. All I could think of was climbing that mountain. Yes, my parents were correct: there were plenty of trees to climb, plenty of rocks to jump off from, a lot of wild grass to play hide and seek. And we did. All day my friends and I climbed all rocks, trees and anthills within the campus. There were other attractions. The college catering unit for single students had friendly staff. All we needed to do was to stay around the entrance and one of the cooks would eventually come out and give us fresh biscuits, or buns that burnt our fingers at first.

But every night, after my mother put us to sleep, I slowly woke up – drew the curtain just enough for my head to pass through and in-front of me I would see, beyond our chicken -run at the end of our back garden,  the faint outlines of the snow mountain. During a partial or full moon, the mountain had a silver glow and if I stared long enough without blinking, the mountain moved slowly towards me – inviting me to climb it. What lay on top of the snow mountain? How would one climb it? How far could I see from the top? Could I slide down like the white children I saw with a sledge sliding down the slow? Somehow, I never doubted that it could be anything other than snow.  

As weeks turned, into months and maybe after a year, my interest in climbing the snow mountain waned as I had two other interests. 

My father and mum were present all the time that I did not take much notice of them. 

My mother in the kitchen making white source which loved or when night fell, my mother running behind my naked young toddler brother who had just slipped her grip after realising that a bath tub and not sweets was awaiting him.      

I was so sure that depending on the time of the day, I would see my father during the day behind papers at the living room table, pinching his lower lip with his index fingers and thumb reading. Or I would see him next to the college class rooms outside sitting in the sun with other grown-ups discussing and flipping books and papers back and forward. Sometimes, one of the only three white lecturers stood in the middle asking questions. The white people who lived in the college were different from all other white people we briefly passed – who appeared more aloof. 

In addition to studying his diploma in theology, my father was simultaneously pursuing a Degree in Theology through distance learning with the University of South Africa. 

As I researched this book my young sister came across a number of my fathers’ assignments with UNISA. In one of his essays titled, The Significance of the Christian Sectarian Movements of the 20th Century, which my dad wrote in 1978, he describes the emergence of new independent churches across Africa. Although they pose a threat to mainstream churches of Catholics and Protestants, my father nevertheless describes them as filling a void left by churches that he belonged. He writes 

“The Church has not worked effectively to combat racial discrimination and people have formed their own churches where at least they are recognised as worthy human beings”

The slight irony was that in less than two years my father would find himself straight out of theological college leading a church in 

Towards the end of the essay my father particularly emphasises what he called the faults of the Lutheran Church and other Protestant Churches who considered African traditional music and instruments as “devilish” and hence discouraged their use in Church. By contrast, the independent churches were in part growing because they embraced African style of worship. 

For all their faults, my father welcomed the willingness of churches to come together and establish the United Theological College – where students from different denominations studied. He felt this a step in the right direction in positioning the church as an example of unity. But as he learnt towards the end of his four year study, even the ecumenical values could not withstand the strain of the divisions that accompanied the fight for liberation where fighting spread from the rural areas to towns and cities.


***
Outside our college paradise, the exciting attraction was a rare visit to the only supermarket, called Chance, which was a good 45 minute walk. I looked forward to the supermarket trip (which was once every one or two months) with excitement trepidation. Visiting the supermarket, we were assured of ice cream or at the very least a tasty fruit flavoured drink in plastic containers shaped either like a ball, or if we were lucky shaped like a car, or a tractor – which after gulping the contents, we pushed on the ground as our only toys. The big problem was that the only way to the supermarket from the college campus was through the only tarred road that passed through the suburb of Hatfield where only white people were allowed to live. It also had its primary school called Chadicombe, where only white children were allowed to attend. 

The white people’s huge houses were perfectly laid, with perfectly manicured lawns, rows of blue, white, yellow flowers. Each house had a fence, or wall and all were gated. Most gates had “beware of the dog” signs. In most cases we would see huge fierce dogs running towards the gate, bark at us and as we walked hurriedly past, the dogs followed us gnarling along the length of the fence. Gates that were shut were scary enough – but the scariest was to pass pictures of vicious and sometimes salivating dogs, whose gates were left open. 

An open gate – even ajar – would stop us in our tracks, some kids would hesitate and turn, and run back to the direction of the college. In most cases, the attraction of ice-cream won. Instead we quickly crossed the roads, away from the open gates, to the other side, and run it as quickly as our legs would carry us. 

Our parents warned us about the dogs – and some of my friends informed us about houses where some dogs were so big that if they wanted they could jump gates. We rarely encountered white people walking on the streets. The few we saw glimpses of where in their cars or through briefly through the gate openings. They were an enigma.  Our parents warned us to pass through the white people’s area quietly and swiftly so as not to annoy the white people. That is the only part of our journey where naturally animated children walked in silence – unless a dog attacked a gate – in an attempt, in our little minds to rip us apart. 

I remember on one of the times walking back from the supermarket through the white people area, as we approached one of the gates, we saw a boy about 5-6 years old, standing behind the gate. He stretched his hand and was holding a yellow item that looked like some toy waving at us. We stopped and looked at him. And we waved back. He smiled behind the black bars of the gate. We stood there for some time – as he moved to the ground and took another toy and showed us and repeated, each time stretching his arm through the bars with yet another toy. My friends and I beamed, waving  back. Suddenly out of the corner came a white woman, who said something loud, picked the boy up to her stomach, looked at us briefly. She turned back with the boy twisting his body and looking back at us. We heard dogs bark, and sprinted as fast as we could – regretting why we stopped in the first place. 

I secretly hoped we would see the white boy again. Most of the time, I wondered if he too was told by his parents to be careful about black children passing and to make sure he did not do anything to upset them!. 




****
My father’s ordination 

****
My pet the locust - 
We did not have many toys. so we used what ever we could find to make toys the. the common toys where made out of wire and we would make vehicles and cars out of wire and drive those around the college. another toy was an abundant tire that we pushed around rain after it had racist of myself and my friends each pushing a tire down the slope to see who's going to be the fastest. I also collected locusts that we found in the bush and we would put them in empty shoe boxes and pork holes so that well ventilated and we would bring different leaves and classes for the locusts to eat. I was surprised one day to find that boulder children had taken my box that I left in the foranda because my mother did not allow the locust to be inside the house also for stop. One day one morning I woke up the first thing on my mind was to go and see how my pet was doing and to bring more grasses. when I arrived a friend of mine said one of the older children had taken the boxes together with the locusts for stuff we tracked them down and to our other shop realized that they had frosted my locus and  and eaten them. 


****
In 1979, I prepared for my first day at Epworth primary school meant only for black children. My school was in the middle of a sprawling slum where again only black people lived. The houses were a mixture of mud building, tinned structures all competing for space. It was a dusty place and the few trees there were appeared out of place. Little streams of water or sewage sometimes crossed the dusty roads or foot paths. 

A few days before my first day at school, I practiced for my entrance test – which I had understood from older school going children involved bringing my right arm across my head and to touch my left ear. The children insisted that if I failed to touch my ear, I would not be allowed into school. 

On my first day at school, the test never came. Instead, we were ushered to our classroom, with big windows on one side and a row of small..windows on the side where the door was. We must have been over 40 children all sitting two to three per desk facing the only black board on the wall. There were papers on the wall with letters, numbers, but what caught my attention were drawing of I remember huts or what looked like people.  

I do remember drawing repeated round patterns, pyramid shaped patterns using different colours and I remember the smell of pencil rubber. I remember that sometimes, on the black board, our teacher had written words full of colourful chalks. I was fascinated by the white chalk – mostly because it reminded me of the snow mountain. I wondered, if that is where chalk came from. Thereafter, I resumed my night watch of the mountain – sure now that it was full of chalk. I was determined to tell my parents that I should be allowed on the mountain after all – so that I would bring a lot of chalk to my teacher.  

A few weeks into school, my male teacher called me forward to his desk and that was the first time I was meant to believe that there was something wrong with me – personally. 

My teacher placed a pencil on his desk and asked me to pick it up. I did. He shook his head and told me to place the pencil down again and pick it up, but properly this time. This time, I moved my hand more slowly – thinking I had probably picked the pencil too fast. He shook his head again, pointing at my right hand he asked me to pick up the pencil again. My left hand instinctively moved forward, and the teacher tapped the back of my left hand lightly and instructed me use my right hand. 

From then on my teacher insisted that I write with my right hand. This was very difficult for me as my right side, right arm, and legs feel weaker than my left. 
I eventually told my parents about the pressure I was under having to write with my left hand. My mother came to school and then the pressure to write with my left hand stopped. I was left to write with my left hand. 

But that was not my last or even the worst encounter I had with my left hand. And the next time it happened, my parents were too far to help. Over the years, I learnt how uniquely fortunate I was that being left handed was never an issue for my parents. However, I later learnt that a number of people in society saw my use of left-hand as a sign that I was rude. During the church at chapel at college, I heard and cringed for the first time and for the rest of my adult life the words, and He is sitting on the right hand of the father, where he will come to judge the dead and the living. It felt to me as if all left handed people will be judged harshly. I remember more recently filling a form where it required me to declare any disability – and a friend said, you can write, I am left handed. 

My left handedness was a source of ridicule, surprise, amazement, amusement and yes, sometimes assault whether in a secular or religious context or whether I was in a majority black or majority white context. 


Nevertheless, my mother’s intervention at Epworth primary school meant that I was able to develop my drawing skills. My drawing would have severely suffered if I  When I entered primary school I was already able to draw a visible house with fairly proportional doors and windows. By the middle of year 2, I was able to draw a three dimensional house with a shadow. 

On one particular occasion, when I was in second grade,  the very same teacher who tried to force me to write came to my desk and looked over my shoulders. He then took my hand and the paper I was drawing on his other hand and walked to a room full of other teachers. He showed the teachers my drawing whilst still holding my hand – I honestly thought I did something wrong, until a female teacher came forward and said this is the best drawing she had ever seen and whether I would be happy for it to be put up what I assumed looking back was the school notice board.

I was naturally good at drawing and naturally preferred using my left hand. My first natural gift was celebrated, the other was frowned upon. I started to draw as frequently as the few books or papers we had in school would allow – mostly in an attempt to make my teacher ignore my “wicked” use of my left hand. My drawing became better and realistic as a result. 

Once or twice I drew the snow or chalk mountain, but only for myself. 

My drawing on the notice board was of angular rocks precariously placed on top of other rocks like a giant child’s building blocks. A few days earlier our teacher took us for a school outing to see what in Zimbabwe are called the balancing rocks. I was mesmerised when I saw them up close the first time. The only disappointing part of that journey was that the balancing rocks are a mere 15 minute walk away from my school and so it did not feel like a real excursion. 

Nevertheless, the natural rock formations are unique that pictures of them ended up in both Rhodesia and Zimbabwe currency notes. 

In 1979 and possibly throughout the history of my country, the rocks signified the unease balance in racial relations between blacks and white, unease relations along ethnic lines and political balance that could be tipped either towards independence or a continuation of white minority rule. When I was born my country was called Rhodesia, and at the time of drawing these balancing rocks – my country was in transition with the name Rhodesia-Zimbabwe.  

My father recalls that beneath the harmony that existed at Theological College, fractures had inevitably started to form along party political lines amongst different students. The armed resistance waged by ZANU PF and PF ZAPU although confined to the rural areas had gathered so much momentum that the white minority government led by Ian Douglas Smith was forced at the negotiation table held at Lancaster House in the United Kingdom – a mere two years after Prime minister Smith declared there would be no majority rule in a thousand years. 

Tensions at the college often reached boiling point especially as some theological students were openly campaigning for political parties – despite having agreed that politics was to be a personal affair and to be exercised only at the first openly vote for independence. 

I remember for the first time, pick-up trucks driving the narrow paths of the college premises with posters of an overblown portrait of a man with a lazy eye emblazoned on the side of the trucks. Other trucks had pictures of a man with thick rimmed glasses – a friendly smile and white dog collar. His name was Bishop Abel Muzorewa. The United Methodist and interim Prime Minister of Zimbabwe-Rhodesia and leader of a political party called UANC. I did not know that a few months later I would be crawling for my life through thorny bushes dodging bullets of Bishop’s Muzorewa’s forces.  

***
There were about six or seven of us children. And we were ready.

There were a number of paths to reach the snow mountain. One of our friends had mentioned. By this time, we had a good idea the mountain was not covered with real snow. What we did not know was that it was fertilizer waste from a nearby company now called Zimphos.  

The best way to move without being seen was after midday when most of our student-parents were studying in the college’s library. 

I had brought an empty 50 kg plastic bag which I intended to use as a sledge down the slopes.  

We passed the edge of the college lush grounds and crossed black soils and that is when I realised that the foot of the mountain was at least three times further than I imagined peering from our bedroom window. 

When we reached, the edge of the mountain I smelled….the dampness in the air. I felt the wind carrying white wax particles on my skin. I looked up and the slope was steeper than I thought it would be. Fear set in as I was completely dwarfed. A few brave children went ahead – I was in the middle pack following. I felt crunchy feeling on my bare feet. After a few meters I looked down and froze. Someone shouted look up – and don’t stop. 

The wind had gathered slightly in strength and I was not always sure how firm parts of the sloped were. At some point a I sank to my ankle in some parts halfway between my ankle and knee. At some point one of my legs felt not grip and instead felt a body of water and I only gained balance with my other leg. 

I held the white plastic sledge with my left hand and after a while we reached the top. I turned around looked back lost my foot grip and almost fell. The views of the college was breath-taking. We could see  

The political campaigns at the theological college did not distract me and my friends from our ultimate desire to climb the snow mountain. 

……












Chapter: Survival MNENE
I learnt resilience at boarding school 
My blind senior high school could see in the dark. I could not. 

· Initiation of newlings 
· Learning with blind students 
· Your mother’s breasts 
· Adopting tactics of your bullies to survive

Mother, you still have not answered my question. 
Yes, yes 
Why did you send us to Mnene boarding school? I asked again. 

Initiation
There are no pictures for what I am about to say. Only memories. 

I was amongst about six children together with my two sisters, my parents and parents of other children, bobbing up and down and from side to side inside a steel canopy at the back of a 1970 Peugeot pick-up truck.  My fingers tightened around the iron mesh windows as the car turned left, leaving the paved road onto a downward sloping rugged dirt road. 

I sat on a folded blanket which after two and half hours drive, no longer cushioned my bottom from the steel trunk underneath. The trunk was black and had in white, my name and address, Mkoba Village 11, Gweru. Inside my trunk was all I needed.  Tennis shoes from Bata shoe company, extra clothes, bars of soap, bread, biscuits, sweets and pens and writing books. I also had to bring spoons. All the children were already in our school uniforms. For boys the uniform was light blue khaki shirt and shorts, with the school emblem of my new school E.L.C.Z Mnene Primary Boarding School stitched on the left of the shirt. 

Our journey had started early on a Saturday morning from the City of Gweru, where my father was posted soon after his ordination as a Priest at Epworth Theological College, my paradise. Back in the city where a few years back, my father was fired from his job, met and married my mother and dodged beer bottles that helped him decide to join the Theological College in Harare. 

As we left Gweru and looked outside, concrete buildings and houses, turned into grass, into, steep meandering gorges of boterekwa, then for hours driving the flat savannah towards the asbestors’ mining town of Zvishavane, then the grass gave way to the many hills of Mberengwa. 

Don’t get me wrong, as uncomfortable as it was sitting on a steel trunk, the car ride was exciting. During those days being on anything with wheels was fun and being in a car for a journey that seemed endless, was a dream! 

The Peugeot belonged to my friend’s father Mr Mabonga, one of the very few successful black commercial dairy farmers – he was handsome with a strong jaw and thick rimmed black glasses - and a confident smile that stretched from cheek to cheek. His farm was on the outskirts of Gweru. He was amongst the few blacks in the whole city who owned a car. 

His eldest son, Edwin, was going to his second year at Mnene Primary School after a school break. For my two sisters and I, this was our very first time. I was moving to grade 3, my older sister to grade 4 and my younger sister to grade one. Edwin filled us in on what to expect. I do not remember much of what Edwin told us about the boarding school, except the words, madzvombi and makoko. Two words that would traumatise me for years. 

After another hour of driving, the road descended into the small valley, the car slowed down and stopped where a group of children all dressed in school uniforms, and their parents were milling around. A lot of them were carrying similar black school trunks on their heads or between themselves. I remember taller children looking at us in a serious way – like we were newly arrived inmates. 

Before we disembarked, Edwin warned us again. If the older children ask your name. Your answer is always I am a dzvombi. He paused, to make sure we heard. Then he continued. And if they ask you why you were here. Say, you have come to eat makoko. If you know what is good for you, never say your real name, Edwin continued, and never ever say you have come to Mnene to learn.      

Mnene boarding school was divided by a wide dirt road. To the right was a narrower path that snaked up a low slope that led past the headmaster's residence to the girl’s dormitory, which itself was next to the classrooms, headmasters office, as well as the only swing for over 100 children. 

To the left was a flat path led to the dining room and kitchen and next to it was an open air theatre with steps in a half moon formation – that was no longer used for drama classes, and instead a place where children physically settled scores. The boys dorm was a long rectangular structure with on one end shared a wall with the dining room where all pupils ate. The kitchen was basically a large room where food was cooked in huge black or silver pots suspended by chains, over massive biblical Daniel’s size fire. 

The boys dormitory was on a raised platform,  it had veranda running the length of the building. At the other end of the veranda, there veranda turned left into a raised concrete platform at least a one and half meters from the ground towards the  connected the accommodation quarters for blind boys. 

There was a dilapidated fence dividing the dining room end of the school premises and a row of nurses accommodation. 250 metres from the nurses houses was Mnene Hospital to the left. It was in this hospital my future mother in law three years earlier, was in labour about to give birth to her third daughter. She ended up fleeing as the hospital was attacked by Rhodesian forces hunting for Robert Mugabe’s soldier. When I attended school at Mnene, the war was not completely over. It was also in the same hospital were many years in 1994 long after I had left Mnene, that a notorious USA serial killer called Michael Swango or Dr Death was stopped by an alert nurse from murdering a patient. Years before, Mr Swango had killed…patients in the USA and managed to escape justice. 

To the right of the school presmises, about another quarter of a mile was the Lutheran Church building. The same church where my grandmother Musinahama years before I was born walked for 24 hours guided by church bells to attend a special Sunday where holy communion was provided.  

After a brief tour with other dzvombi’s or newlings, I was shown the single bed located halfway from the only entrance to the wall dividing the dorm and dining room. Thereafter, all new children were introduced to the boy’s boarding mistress, a stout dark skinned woman whom I remember spoke quickly. I do not remember having much interaction with her during my time at the school. In contrast my two sisters boarding mistress cared more and was very attentive to the welfare of girls whose dormitory was about… metres from the boys dormitory.  

At the end of the tour, my dad helped me with the steel trunk and pushed it under the bed. We sat down on the bed. My dad spoke to me at length. I do not remember what he said. I do remember his hand squeezing mine, and holding my shoulder. My dad continue to hold my hand as we walked back to where the car was to wait for my mum who had helped my two sisters to settle. My parents told us repeatedly that they would come back soon to see us soon. Now at that age, I had no clear concept of time and when soon was. How long does soon take? Tomorrow, next week?  

I had just enough time to see Mr Mabonga’s truck disappear with my mother, father and other parents on a gentle slope, until all I could see was a ball of dust. I felt my pockets for the keys of my trunk and found little comfort that my two sisters were with me at the same school. I am going to be fine, I spoke to myself. When the moving dust disappeared, I felt my eyes sting, and twitch, but before any tears came out, someone tapped me on my shoulder. I looked round and up. A tall boy nearly least twice my height looked at me and smiled.  

Don’t worry, I will take care of you, he beamed. He held my hand and led me towards the boy’s dormitory. All other children slowly dispersed, the young ones crying as their parents either boarded buses, cars and those without the means to travel simply walked a day or two back to their villages. 

With my new found companion, we climbed the stairs leading to the veranda and towards the main dormitory entrance,   As we stood on the veranda, another older boy stood outside the entrance, looked look down at me and up at my new “friend” and winked slightly as we entered the dormitory.

***
Whereas, Mnene was for us city children isolated, and rural, it was for rural children from far flung villages, the closest they had to a modern existence. The school building were made of bricks, with red iron roofs – unlike their round grass-thatched mud huts. The school had piped water. There as running water, a hospital, a church and a privately owned grocery shop, and an orchard that for the next 10 months became my alternative dining room – when the boarding food was just too unbearable. All these amenities were within 25 minute walk of each other. Above all, the school was powered by electricity, and had lights. A lot of the children would prior to attending school at Mnene, would not have seen a light bulb in their lives. 

When I started at Mnene Primary School in January 1980, Mnene Mission had been in existence for 72 years. Established in 1908 by Church of Swedish Mission led by Rev. Axel Liljestrand, Mnene was the first permanent mission station established on a 6000- acre farm in Mberengwa. The mission as many others, was built based on a simple Church doctrine that said Jesus preached, healed and taught: hence the mission had a church, hospital, and school. What set Mnene primary school apart from many early schools was that it was established from the get go as school for girls, and only later accepted boys. By the time I started blind children learnt side by side with children who could see. 

After we entered the dormitory, my tall companion asked, Where you allocated your bed yet? I said yes, and pointed at a metal frame bed with a wooden base, about five rows from the exit of the dormitory. A grey blanket covering the wooden base and another blanket was folded towards the feet end of the bed. There was no mattress. My trunk was underneath my bed exactly where my dad had left it. 

As soon as I got to my bed, the other boy who had earlier winked approached us and asked me what brought me to school? I am here to start my 3rd grade. I responded. The boy’s face immediately changed into scrowl, and my companion stepped in to restrain him. My companion turned to me shaking his head and said that I was not supposed to answer like that. The only way to make amends was if I had something I could give the other boy, who appeared still very angry. I hesitated. I told them I did not have anything to give. With my heart pounding I took out my key, unlocked my trunk, opened it. I took a small packet of biscuit, ripped it open and took one biscuit and handed it to the older boy. He slapped my hand flinging the biscuit to the floor. He pointed to the packet and motioned with his finger that I hand it all over. I looked at my companion and he pleaded with the older boy to leave me alone, but the older boy would not have it. Eventually my friend put his arm over me and persuaded me that it was best way was to give the older boy the whole packet of biscuit. As soon as I handed it over, the boy took left the room. 

I looked around the dormitory and I saw other children for whom today was their first day – you could tell by their new uniforms. Nearly all had an older boy or two standing over them or sitting beside them. Soon after, I had a metal clang and someone shouted, dinner! I left the room this time, on my own, and followed children my age round the dormitory building to join a one of the queues where all other children including girls were in two separate queues of mixed boys and girls meandered towards the entrance of the dining room. I looked out for my sisters, but could not locate them. Infact, I do not recall interacting my with my sisters the whole time I was at Mnene. In the row of children next to our queue, slightly in front I saw my “friend”. He had his back to me, laughing and he was holding my packet of biscuits and handing a few over to a few boys of his age including the boy I handed the packet of biscuit to.  

***

I do not remember, what we had for dinner on my first day at Mnene or whether I ate at all. What do remember vividly is that soon after dinner when all boys were back in the dormitory, a tall boy stood in the middle of the row of beds and shouted that all “dzvombis”  - which I had now realised meant newlings,  must stand up, stand in a line in the middle of the dormitory in between rows of beds. 

I ended up in the middle of the queue. 

One by one each child in the line was ordered to step in front, look up and blow out the only light bulb dangling from the roof trusses. One by one, children in-front of me jumped and furiously blew at the light bulb and were told to go back to the back of the line and try again. The older boys were chanting, laughing some jumping up and down on beds. My turn came, and I simply walked to the entrance, and pressed the light switch. Total darkness. Then wham, I felt a sharp pain on my cheek that staggered me.  

The light, went on and one of the boys held my collar – screaming so you are the smart one. You were told to blow the light with your mouth! The game ended there and we were all ordered back to our beds. The boy who slapped me pointed a menacing finger at me and saying half laughing, this one wants to be clever. 

I curled up in bed in total shock, feeling lost and abandoned. When I remember back, I felt the absence of my father and mother more sharply than I felt their presence when they were around. It is true what they said that you remember more when someone you love is not there than when they are around. 

The lights were switched off. Then I heard someone sobbing and then two more – that gave me the courage to cry as well. 



***

Over the next couple of weeks, there was no night where I nor other newlings did not sleep in tears. We were humiliated as part of sick “initiation” period of all new pupils. I had by then, realised that my “friend” had stolen the key to my trunk and helped himself to all the supplementary food I had and also taken my cutlery. The school did not supply spoons and expected children to bring their own. This meant that I was forced to use my three fingers as a spoon to scoop maize porridge at breakfast time. No bread was served unless it was a special occasion. It was particularly difficult when the porridge was too hot or too watery. Lunch time was easier to eat with my hands as the meal was a firmer maize paste, called sadza. It often came with beans, which often had some stones (as the beans were not always washed thoroughly). At other times, the maize paste was accompanied by green vegetables or yogurt.    

Food at Mnene was bad on most days and rancid on some days. 

I remember the first time after lunch when most children were leaving the dining room, someone screamed outside in-front of the Kitchen entrance, Makoko, Makoko. I followed nearly 100 children outside not wanting to miss out and also afraid of being left alone in the dining room

Once outside I saw children were pushing frantically towards the kitchen entrance -jumping and jostling and looking expectantly at the kitchen entrance. I tried to figure out what the excitement was about. Then the screams grew louder Makoko, Makoko, Makoko. I looked up. A man with  an apron, emerged from the smoke-filled kitchen carrying with outstretched arms a big silver bowl. The children went wild. When he placed it on the ground more children jostled forward towards him causing a minor stampede. He placed his hands in the silver bowl and threw in the air large chunks of burnt crust left over once the maize porridge was dished out.  

It was a scene out of….I was knocked over and saw children pushing and shoving fighting for the maize paste crusts. Two kids wrestled to the ground fighting for makoko like birds fighting for bread crumbs on the ground. I clearly remember an older girl picking up a makoko from the ground and carefully removing the dust from it. I instantly remembered the song I and other newlings were forced to sing the night before. We are newlings, and all we came for is maize paste crust. 

Later that evening, we had dinner which was as usual a thick maize paste and boiled green vegetables. A child sitting next me elbowed me and offered me a palm full of makoko with green vegetables filled in between. A makoko sandwich! I hesitated but took a bite. The taste was not bad. I had sand in between my teeth though. So this was the fascination. Makoko was the closest thing to bread or a sandwich most children had. 

I only ate when I was very hungry. Other times, my friends and I raided a nearby orchard looking for mangoes and oranges to supplement the tasteless and sometimes limited boarding school food. On a particular raid, we saw an adult coming towards the gate and we hid. Behind what we thought was a tall grass. The footsteps neared and stopped. The teacher turned to our direction, looked me straight in the eye, looked away and moved on.  My friends and I bolted through the gate to escape. I somehow felt this was not the end so I spent the rest of the day fearful that the teacher would call us to be punished. And during those years, punishment in schools meant a beating, often with a cane.  

***
The one thing I was determined to accomplish at Mnene boarding school was to learn how to write my name using a braille. 

On my first day in year 3, my teacher allocated a part of a school bench towards the back of the class. As I set down, I looked at my left and sitting next to me was a girl who was taller and older than me and I remember had smooth olive brown skin. She did not turn to look at me. Instead she reached her right hand towards me and ran her fingers from my head, part of my ear, cheeks and left shoulder. Then turned smiled. She was blind. In front of her she had an A4 size yellow paper with raised dots and next that a rectangular metal object with different holes. And a wooden handle with a piece of metal rod attached to it.  

Most of the time in class my eyes were fixated at her as she used the braille to write or to read. I found the speed she used the braille fascinating. There was something hypnotic seeing her punch different holes in some pattern.  

It must have been several weeks or months even, when I summoned the courage to ask my classmate Rudo to teach me how to use a braille. She was not allowed to. When I told her the teacher was not looking she agreed to discreetly teach me starting with the alphabet. The chances were rare though. Sometimes I could try one alphabet a day or over three to four days. I often forgot, and decided after school to practice by using a stick, and making dots on the ground. Practicing with a pen on my book was not an option, as the teacher would find out and we were not allowed to take our exercise books out of the classroom. 

Learning, playing and interacting with classmates who were blind was very natural at Mnene. I remember one blind boy climbing on a swing. He started swinging whilst sitting. Then he stood on the wooden plank, and started to swing whilst standing. He swung higher and higher and faster and faster.

At other times, blind boys played football. The football was made of plastics rolled and compressed by hand into a ball and then tied by a black or red rubber band often from disused tubes of tyres. Although it seemed chaotic, the boys had a sense of where the ball was and would eventually find and kick generally in the right direction or right person. 

Over time, Chipo somehow knew or sensed when I was close and would call or greet me in class. That was the same for other blind children whom I got to know. 

Writing the alphabet was difficult enough, even with eyes open. It was of course harder having to do it with my eyes closed. What I found even more difficult was to read. The difficulty was to distinguish the different with my fingers dots that were close to each other and to find a pattern that resembled words. I was always grateful that our teacher never found out that I was not paying particular attention in class and instead was I was determined to learn braille.   

I was not a popular child in school and in a school and class where we learnt in the same year with children some who were twice my age, it was difficult to get attention. Many of the older children had started school late either because of the civil war, or their parents initially did not feel there was a need for them to go attend school or they did not have the means. 

Therefore, on one particular day, I was pleased and felt acknowledged when our teacher asked me to fetch a few books of maybe two or three from the headmasters office and bring them to class. On my return, I went over to the teachers table and handed the teacher one of the books. From nowhere, I felt a sharp dizzying pain on my left cheek. Still in shock, confusion and pain, the teacher yanked the remaining books from my right hand. Is that what your parents taught you? He yelled. You are very disrespectful. He bellowed. Who taught you to use your left hand, when handing things to elders?   

The class was silent. And then they erupted in a raw of laughter. I looked down and saw my front shorts were wet. I looked back through tears at the class. Chipo was not laughing. 

The teacher sent me to the headmaster with instruction to tell him what I did. A prefect was ordered to accompany me. When I opened the headmasters office, I do not remember exactly what he said. I do remember him taking a wooden ruler – and asked me to stretch my left hand. He whacked my left hand a couple of times with pain shooting from my hand towards my elbow. If I recall well, he must have said never use that left hand again!  

Although my sisters were around – for some reason, we did not interact, we were not in the same year or class and they were therefore not aware of the harassment I was going through. Physical punishment by teachers was common place and acceptable and expected ways to deal with misbehaviour. And harassment and bullying within a context of a yet unresolved civil war and a culture of power over between gender and age was common place – that my sisters would as young children themselves not know how to help. 

I spent that night weeping, thinking of my paradise at Epworth Theological College, and jumping down the snow mountain - and longing for my mum and dad –  

***
Fearing to use my left hand, I tried to use my right hand. It was particularly difficult to write with a pen and more frustratingly nearly impossible to try and learn braille, and to do that discreetly. 

I persisted, and continued to practice using a small stick either on the ground, or I would mark dots on my arm. Practicing braille gave me some comfort. Another reason I persisted was that for left handed people, it is not easy to write from left to right, because the rest of your body is in the way. What end up happening is that left handed people are forced to turn the paper of book they writing on almost vertically so that the writing is in some cases from top to bottom. I enjoyed practicing using braille because it is written from right to left and the body is not in the way. 

I think Chipo and I remember one or two more blind classmates saw how determined I was to learn and they were equally enthusiastic to teach me: discreetly in class and more openly when we had time in the boys dormitory.  On one occasion, when the teacher had temporarily left the classroom, I elbowed Chipo to teach me. I held the wooden awkwardly with my weak right hand. She sensed it, and moved her warm hand over mine, and helped me to move into the correct pattern that spelled my name. Chipo filled a parental and guardian void I longed for during my ordeal at Mnene.  
 
The toilets at the end of the boys dormitory were in such a terrible state that after trying to use them once, I never tried again. Instead, we used the wooded area some 200 metres or so from the dormitory. Getting there was not straightforward through. From the main entrance, you needed to walk about 10 metres along the veranda, then turn left across the elevated concrete platform that connected the veranda to the dormitory to the accommodation for the blind students. One would then walk down the stairs of nearly a metre, round a concrete water reservoir and then into the forested area.  

It may have been the food I had eaten. My stomach was unsettled that night. I got up from my bed, felt my way the corners of other children’s beds and to the entrance of our dormitory. 

I looked outside for any sign of moon light. It was pitch black. The need to relieve myself was becoming more urgent, and I was dancing in small steps in desperation. I heard a familiar voice walking along the veranda. It was…an older blind boy who was humorous to watch when he played football. He was a class above me, but little beards had started to show on his chin. I could hear his feet shuffling closer to me. Who is that he asked. I told him I needed to go to the forest. He held my hand. I followed him on the veranda, left across the elevated platform. Be careful, here are the first steps down, now the second. I nearly stumbled on the third and he held my hand more firmly, supporting me. I could not see anything at all and had no sense of direction, distance or level. 

After I was done, he took me back up the stairs to the entrance of the dormitory and I heard him turn back again down the veranda. 

***
I not know the rules of the game. 

Two older boys summoned my classmate and I on a Saturday when a lot of children played around the open theatre. The older boys told us to stand facing each other. Then they proceeded to form two mounds of sand on the ground between us. 

One of older boys barked at me to kick the mound. Simple game I thought and I kicked the mound readily. By that time a crowd of other children had gathered. I expected that the other boy will be told to kick the mound in front of me and whoever kicks the mound the most wins. Instead the older children shouted to the boy about my age: Are just going to stand there? Donald has kicked your mothers breast. Before I could react, the boy leapt at me with his fists pummelling my face letting me know how important his mothers’ breast was to him. We rolled on the ground and before I could react with my own punches the same older boys broke the fight. 

I was not the only child at the end of cruel painful pranks – the incidences were common place. Some were of such an extent that teachers and especially the headmaster would be compelled to punish – ironically in a physical way. 



It was partly for fun, but also partly for revenge. It was towards the end of the year and my friends and I were decided to make a football out of plastic bags and papers we found lying around, and we also decided to include unusual ingredients. The result was perfect. A nearly perfect round ball and properly tied with rubber bands. It was heavier than usual.   

We walked to a spot we knew some of the older boys played between the kitchen and the main road to Mnene primary school. We waited until one of the older boys who gave my friends and I the most grief was walking towards the dining room. I left the ball on a small hip of sand, in the middle of the gravel road, and infront of makeshift goal post made of sticks.  Most students during that time walked bare footed as few had shoes or only wore them on special occasions.     

The older boy ran towards the ball and with great force kicked the ball. His scream was defeaning. The ball rolled only a few meters and stopped. My friends and I quickly ran towards the dormitory. I glanced quickly back and saw the boy sitting on the ground holding his leg in excruciating pain. Other boys ran towards him to help.  

I was sure we would be summoned to the headmasters for what we had done. I was wrong. Nothing happened on that Friday. The following day on Saturday my friends and I spent the day certain that we would be summoned. If that happened we debated whether we would offer our hands or buttocks to be spanked. There were advantages and disadvantages for both options. However, offering the hand to be spanked seemed to have more advantages even if initial paid was more acute. The first advantage my friend argued was that being beaten by a stick on your hands was easier to conceal than being beaten on your buttocks. What was equally worse from being beaten was the shame of being ridiculed by your friends. At the same time, it was easier to move one’s hand to avoid contact with a cane or stick or pretend that contact had been made and let out a fake scream. That was simply not as possible if one’s behind was the choice of punishment.  

Satisfied that we would offer our hands if called to the headmaster’s office as punishment for being in the orchard…we now waited to be called. The whole day passed no message that the headmaster wanted us. A school prefect would usually be tasked to call students to the Headmaster’s office. Dinner came and went. No prefect came. Had we really escaped, my friend asked. 

Thew following day was Saturday. Just before lunch time, I saw a prefect hastily walking towards where my friends and I were sitting. He approached us with a smirk on his face and with one finger pointing at in our direction and his other hand he was gesturing up and down as if he was holding a cane and beating the life out of some imaginary poor soul. 

He motioned us to stand up. I could tell he was enjoying seeing our scared faces.  
You are going to see fire today, he shouted opening his eyes wide when he said fire. 
Other boys gathered around us. Some pretending one was the headmaster and the other was one of us being walloped. The “walloped child” writhing his body mimicking the cane hitting him all over his body and head then running away and the boy acting as headmaster motioning him back for more lashings.
The rest of the boys screaming yowe, yowe, yowe at each pretend lashing interval  

All this was designed to scare the living daylights out of us and inflict maximum emotional panic before the actual beating started. 

My friend got up and the prefect put his hand on his chest and firmly pushed him back to a sitting position.
The headmaster only wants to see this one. He pointed at me. 
Someone whistled in delight. 
Why me? 
Ah so you thought there will be many of you so that the headmaster is tired by the time he wallops you? 
No,no the cane is currently being prepared only for you. Only for you. Another boy piped.
My friend looked guilty and relieved at the same time 

It was a Saturday and there was a distance from where we were to the headmaster’s residence which as located on the right side between the boy’s dormitory and the classroom blocks further up the hill. Being Saturday children who misbehaved were directed to the headmaster’s residence than his office. It did not happen often as the headmaster was only willing to attend to the most serious of misbehaviours that warranted him willing to be disturbed on his days off. 
By the time we were 20 metres from the headmaster’s house, the crowd around me had disappeared as they know they could get into trouble if the headmaster found out they were taunting me. There were cases I heard from way before my time at the school of where the headmaster decided to punish those taunting and letting the child who was called free. 

(add more drama, how you thought on the way about offering your hand or buttocks, feeling anxious that my tormentor had been worse than I thought, opening the door, the first person I saw was my young sister. Then my older sister. What is going on? We sat down. We were given The prefect led me to the headmaster’s main entrance. Turned back and prompty left. I was ushered in and there sitting on chairs were my two sisters looking sad. I was asked to sit on another chair. I was then offered food of rice and chicken. Something that was unheard of. Before I could ask, the headmaster said. Your parents are coming later today. I put two and two together. We were being offered this lovely food to conceal the horrendous food to my parents. 

When my parents arrived little did I know my world was going to change in a few months. Literally change. 

You are not coming back to this school my father said. I beamed from ear to ear. My sisters were not so happy. Their experiences of Mnene was the direct opposite of mine. They were cared for by a matron for the girls who was grand-motherly. 

It was for the first time I heard my father talk of a place called West Germany. (I realised later that because the fighting had not completely ceased coming to check on us frequently was too dangerous)



***
Preparations 




***






Chapter 2: Deutschland Deutschland (40 pages)

Germany, Germany, Over Everything, Over Everything in the World 
								German national anthem 



Bockenheim, Frankfurt 1981
· Main conflict/dilemma for my father: How do you fit in a society where the natives did not speak to each other. Everyone talks about integration, it is about culture add, and not culture fit. It is about expanding the human experience. It requires an abundance mentality, rather than scarcity mentality. Because truth be told the intervention that changed societies in the West are not foreigners, but technology.  
· School 
· Church and faith 
· Films and Aid Visting and outdoor
· Home 
· Going back to Zim 

Other references 
Evangelical Foreign Churches by Juergen Micksch. 
Hannelore Klett 
Paster Friedrisch Weissinger 
Lived at Hannelore Klett 
Propst Trautwein died 2003
Conference to discuss racism 
Newspaper article about Zimbabwe 
Newspaper article about the Church in Germany 
I designed the logo for the African Church 


Learnt German at the Goethe Institute in Mannheim - where he met Pastor Knolle and Flois who had many contacts with Africans in Frankfurt, mainly from Ethiopia and eritrea. There was also a African Culture Association 
My father’s role was under the auspices of the German church structure. But when my father met Africans - they wanted my father to work under them. I accept you as a Brother, and you can come to visit me about the social issues we face, but dont come here to talk about Jesus. It was clear to my father, that Africans had not been properly consulted about the pastor they wanted. Some of told my father to go back to Africa. After finding difficult to break through - My mother encouraged my dad to start a service, even if it meant it was only the six of us in the family. On the first service we were 9. Three more came ie Fr Knolle, Jean Claude Diallo and Mr Phillip Uzema. In the end, the church grew to 14 different African nationalities. 

The biggest problem was language. not all African congragants spoke English, and others did not speak german well either. My father to ensure that he could reach with messages, met different families and used the bible in their languages and asked them to read the passages he would preach the following Sunday. He would explain as slowly as he can and answer any questions they had. So by the time of the Sunday service, they had a strong idea. My father would with their permission refer back to the questions they asked. At times, they also used translators. 

In 1983, the church participated in the Kirchen tag. They had their own stand. They cooked African food, sang African songs together. 

Dad also write about racism including students not getting accommodation once landlord found they were not german, small children said “Negger”, My dad also wrote that the racism incidences did not reflect his whole experience, which was of very welcoming positive Germans.   


“Get down. Get down. NOW”
“Mummy” someone screamed
A firm hand pushed me to the wet ground and thorny bushes.   
I felt my heart beating in my throat. Sounds of intermittent gunfire echoed in my ear. 
Madzakudzaku, a boy to my right shuffling amongst thorny bushes half screamed. Madzakudzaku were the notorious military wing of Abel Muzorewa. 
I could just about make out in front of me, bare feet of two boys crawling through bushes, twigs and thorns. 
Crawl, Donald, crawl! 
I tried to follow, but my legs would not move.       
I pressed my lips against the wet dirt, but my body was frozen in place.
The sounds of gun fire were getting louder and closer. 
I heard twigs crackling under footsteps of approaching army boots.  
I covered both my ears with my hands. Closed my eyes. And tried to suppress my breathing. Time seemed to stop.
A hand touched my shoulder. My body froze. 
Donald! Donald! 
I felt the softness of my pillow on my face. I opened my eyes.
Mother! 
Shhh. Just a dream. Donald

My dream was real. About a month before my parents came unexpectedly to Mnene boarding school to tell my two sisters and I in the headmasters bedroom that we were no longer coming back to the school, a group of armed militants attacked Mnene mission. I remember the incident vividly. Edwin and I and three other older boys had walked about half a mile from the boarding school on a rare occasion to buy sugar. The plan was to mix sugar with water – as that was the closest we had to a soft drink. In some cases, we dipped maize paste into the sugary water when we needed a break from salty boiled beans. 

The shop was across a main dirt road which led to Mnene hospital. We left the shop, crossed the dirt road heading back to the boarding school. A few metres into the wooded place we heard gun firer. Instinctively, two older boys fell to the ground, screaming and pushing Edwin and I to lie on our stomachs. We crawled for half a mile from the shop back to the boys dormitory. 

Despite attaining independence, Zimbabwe was still on a knife edge, and although the civil war had officially ended -sporadic outbreaks of violence especially of militant forces who were not completely demobilised continued. That night none of the children slept in the dormitories. Immediately after the attack all children were hurdled into classrooms and told for our safety we would spend the night. Teachers told us no one was allowed to leave the classroom. We were told to be away from the windows and doors. The attack was unexpected. There was no time to get blankets.  I briefly scanned the room for Rudo. I did not see her. I folded my left arm on the cold concrete floor and used my arm as a pillow. 

Five months later, I was in a strange country lying on a soft pillow, under a duvet on a bunk bed in a bedroom I shared with my younger brother, Davis. I left Mnene, but memories of Mnene did not leave me. When I look back, Edwin Mabonga was correct. I did not go to Mnene Primary school to learn. I went there to survive.  And I brought in me to Germany ways of coping with stress that were not always helpful. 

Our move to West Germany happened rapidly. Within two months after leaving Mnene my father went ahead to Germany to prepare for the rest of us to move. My mother and us children were temporarily accommodated back in the paradise at Epworth Theological College. Everyone fussed about us. The chef at theological college called us children into the student’s dining room for a special training of how to use folk and knife. We do not want you to embarrass yourself in the land of white people when they see you holding the folks and knives the wrong way. And don’t chew on the bones. The white people do not like that!

Some of the theological students I remember very well, offered to improve our  English –so we could speak well in white people country! My friend who had never flown told in vivid detail about swings and slides on the plane. 

All our relatives including Vamusina hama, grandpa varugwendere, My maternal grandmother came to see us off on the day my mother, three siblings and fly flew by Kenya Airways, to Nairobi first. Apparently grandpa Vachiutsi, sobbed when he saw his daughter and grandchildren walking up the stairs into that “metal thing”. 
 
From Nairobi, we took a connecting flight by Sabina Airways to Brussels – where dad was waiting for us and then by Lufthansa from Brussels to Frankfurt. On arrival in Germany we spent two weeks in a resort in Taunus before moving to our permanent flat in 21 Mulansky Street, Bockenheim district of Frankfurt. 


***
Mummy! Daddy! Look!
I do not recall who amongst my siblings screamed first. 
All I remember was running to the sitting room window of our second floor flat.
Snow! Snow! Snow! my siblings and I started to chant as if we were egging the snow on to continue its triumphant drop to the ground.   
It was magic.  

The one thing more difficult than explaining what snow feels like to someone who has never seen it, is to explain how it feels like to experience snow for the first time to someone who was used to it. 

I pressed my face against the thick window seeing the snow raining down. Momentarily the snow created an illusion of self-motion as if I was moving upwards. My mind briefly went back to Epworth -starring at the snow mountain. The yellow brown rows of buildings were like someone was sieving icing on a cake and some of it fell on the rows of cars on both sides of Mulansky Strasse. I was transfixed, excited. I did not feel as if I could take it all in…rather I felt the white environment taking me in and absorbing me into this new reality. 

In three short months, I was worlds away from the urine smelling dorm at Mnene. 

Our new flat was especially renovated to accommodate by Germany standards our unusually large family or football team as my fathers’ counterpart pastor often said. The apartment occupied the whole floor. Infact two apartments had been made into one. We had three bedrooms, three bathrooms, two balconies, a huge living room a huge kitchen two sets of corridors. In addition, there a study, where dad spent his time preparing sermon, or attending to one of the congregants who needed pastoral or practical help or both.  

The day we moved in everything had been arranged. All the furniture, bedding, plates and cutlery. The Evangelical Church in Germany had ensured we had the most welcome landing into the country. The fridge was even full of food. My mother reflected years later and shared for the first time her mixed feelings of everything being provided. She was very appreciative and knew the hosts meant well. The downside was that it robbed her of the opportunity to choose her own plates, cutlery, and her own bedding. In short, it robbed her of her choice and within that her freedom to decide. That is the double edge sword of benevolence which I many years later working for various international aid agencies I understood. The mixed emotions recipient of aid including those in critical situations feel when receiving external assistance. That is why I resonate so much with Amatrya San sense that Development is about Freedom. 

My father ended up working in Germany as a pastor for Africans in Germany following a research conducted about African communities by Pastor Konrad Knolle (of the….) in 1977. Knolle found that many Africans in Germany immigrants and a few of them were students and often met in groups of 10 to 50. 
Africans, Knolle found were victims of racism and experienced daily insults. Knolle is married to an African American and was sensitive to the experiences of people who were non-white. My father was recruited as a Pastor to help provide what Knolle called a social and spiritual safe haven for Africans in Germany.

The African congregation was formed at the Ecumenical Christian Church, which was 25 minutes walk from our house past also housed Korean, Orthodox and Yugoslavian congregations.  Ecumenical Christian Church was built in 1883 by the Evangelical Church Aid that financed our move from Zimbabwe. Destroyed in the bombing raids of World War 2, it was rebuilt in its current form as an Ecumenical centre in 1978.    

Looking back it is ironic that my father who encouraged his family and many families to fully integrate into the German society, nevertheless led a congregation exclusively for Africans. 

What did that say about integration between German and host communities, if on something as deep and personal as faith, immigrants welcomed a chance to be amongst themselves? What did that mean for the push back by Africans that Africa is not one country, when students from countries as distanced as Ghana, Congo, South Africa, Eritrea and Zimbabwe found a common belonging? Years later my father told me as I researched for this book, that he did not see a contradiction between the importance for immigrants to integrate within the German society, speaking German, interacting in all social, economic and political life – and at the same the importance of Africans needing time as Africans to share their faith. My dad gave an example. It is similar to a married couple, wanting time to together – at the same time they need time with their male or female friends. Therefore, integration is about balancing the need for connecting with wider humanity of all races, gender and so on, and at the same time connecting with a circle of people one identifies with most. For example, in  African church my dad led, African women valued time alone away from male African congregants, and young African women valued time alone, away from older African women – and individual young African women valued time alone from anyone to connect to themselves as individuals.   
 
The African congregation was held in a modern looking circular shaped room, in converted from a …century tower room, and was accessed via a spiral stone stair case. 

Compared to ordinary German service, the singing was more lively and my dad after a while introduced drums, and hosho. We sang Shona songs from Zimbabwe, songs from West Africa, and also some Eritrean songs. My father preached in German – as this was the unifying language of congregants from Ghana, Nigeria, Eritrea, Zimbabwe, Congo, South Africa and other places in Africa.   

One Sunday before the service started, I was alone in the chapel with a girl from Eritrea called Asbaha. I started to bang on the drum randomly maybe trying to impress her. I knew I was drumming badly because she had her ears covered. I did not realise that my father had come into the room. When I turned back, I saw him walking towards me, nodding his head, and clapping his hands in a tune as if to encourage my random beating of the drum into some rythm. After a few months, I was one of the official drum players, and would be called upon to play one of the drums alongside a more experienced drummer at all Africa events or ecumenical events were other churches gathered. I had no lessons, no one told me how to drum. My father let me explore, he never looked at my direction when my drumming was out of tune, with other instruments, or the singing – he just carried on with his singing in tenor – trusting I would self- correct, or not be self-conscious as to lose interest. 
     
My father’s sermon were memorable. He spoke through stories, connecting stories in the bible to events happening at the same time. He was not a charismatic preacher who drew attention to himself- and instead his focus was attention on the Bible and Jesus.
 
I remember vividly my father preaching: Imagine, if the eye said to the hand, you hands are not important – all you do is hold things. And imagine if the hands responded, eye can you anything else than seeing and occasionally crying? I am sure we can do without you. We are all one body of Christ, my father would say,  and we need each other – even if we are different and perform different tasks and have different skills and roles.  

I also remembered another sermon where my father spoke of the Prodigal Sons. Not the prodigal son. The story in….verse…goes like this. A son asked for his rich father for his inheritance and went on a spending spree. After he squandered his inheritance on women and alcohol, his money ran out and he was working in deplorable conditions sharing food with pigs. In his sorrow and desperation, he remembered his affluent father, and that the servants in his father’s house ate better than he did. He decided to go back to his father’s house to ask for forgiveness, anxious whether he would be welcomed back. His father, seeing his lost son from a distant ran towards him embraced him, clothed him in the finest clothes and prepared a welcoming feast. His elder son was furious and complained that he had been good, did not squander his inheritance and was that he was never given the honor of a feast. 

Even though I was young I remembered my father spending a lot of time explaining either at Church or during our family prayers at home, that the son who was truly lost was the one who stayed. The one who did not squander his inheritance. The one who was obedient to his father. The elder son was lost my dad would say, because he thought His father loved him for what he did, and not for who he was! 

My father’s singular aim throughout his life-time as a priest was the pursuit of harmony. It was a message I heard him speak when black students spoke to him about how they were discriminated. Or when in 1982, during a party organised by Zimbabwean students in…Germany to celebrate Zimbabwe’s independence from white colonialism, a fight broke out between students from the Shona and Ndebele ethnic groups. I remember the party, and as children we were having fun – until at some point the atmosphere changed, was getting rowdy and my dad had the sense inform us children we needed to leave.  He had tried to quell the tensions, but students under the influence of alcohol had now reached a point of no return.

                                                                  ***
The work of a pastor is often misunderstood. Some of my friend genuinely thought he only worked on Sundays and special events such as Christmas, funerals leading an easter procession. 

For children who for years were forced to vacate their rooms to make way for a stranded person needing help and spending the night often unannounced, we know from incovinience that pastoral work is a full-time occupation.  

Problems knows no race. I saw my father helping black African refugees from Congo who were smartly dressed when they came home and then asked for money because they were homeless. One day the door rang. A young white woman came in. She was distraught. It turned out she was in love with a Zimbabwean student studying in Germany for several years. He had left her abruptly and at the end of his studies simply left to go back to Zimbabwe. Could Hendricks help. She was pregnant with his child. 

Another day it was a South African lawyer who came in with a west African woman. The woman had endured domestic violence and had finally informed the authorities and her husband was arrested and facing a court date. Maybe fearing being alone in Germany she had a change of heart and wanted her husband back. 
My father was asked to pray for guidance of what next to do. She was adamant she did not want her husband to spend time in prison. The lawyer to my father’s astonishment if that is what she wanted, she was to cry as soon as she saw her husband entering the court room. For the next hour or so, the lawyer in our living room practiced how she was going to cry. The court date came. As soon as her husband entered, the women cried running towards her husband screaming that she wants her husband much to the shocked court officials. He was released. 

The priestly clothes my father wore, were also a mystery to me. I remember asking my father why he often wore a black shirt and white collar. It was not my question as such, a friend had asked me that question as a preacher’s son. I did not have an answer. My dad when I eventually asked his said something like the black shirt represents the darkness of our sins, and the white collar represents the Jesus shining a light into darkness. My mother had the same belief of that humanity’s inclination was inherently to do bad things and we needed that constant reminder and salvation. I had an answer to give my school mate – through I was left with a lingering sense that the shirt should be white and the collar black. I had no words for it, but I knew that my parents were inherently good, that school mates I met, my friends, their parents, the old woman at Kaufhalle who touched our hairs, the lady at the backery shop on….strasse who on two occasions gave me two monkopf’s cake when I had money for one – was inherently good.  

****
School, and friends
The Evangelical Church in Germany assumed that my dad would want his children to attend American schools so that we did not lose our English, and also to be amongst other foreigners. Nothing could be further from the truth. My dad insisted that we would attend German schools. My parents were keen that we integrated. My father often said the main challenge was to integrate in a German society where neighbours did not always talk to each other.  

Before we started school, we had a private tutor Frau Miesze. She was tall, with pointed nose and two big front teeth. She came every other day home to teach for  two hours. On the third day, we were taught to write a few German words. I knelt on the floor with my writing book. Oh, Donald. I did not realise that you use your left hand. Frau Miesze said. I stopped writing, but did not look up. Apart from that awkward encounter, Frau Miesze was an exceptionally good German tutor. 

My German was still a long way from holding a conversation, when my dad took me to my first school Francke Schule – which was 5 minutes walk from our house on Francke Street. The school was over three story cube shaped building with a welcome cream and brown colour. The school yard was largely concrete except for sandpit and where the swings were. My dad took my young sister and I on our first day to school. My teacher, a smiling lady with dark brown hair, put her hand on her chest and said she is Ms Schwarze. All I heard was Schwarze or Black, and she pointing to herself. I shook my head, and responded seriously, you are not black! I am black. The classroom burst laughing. 

My German was still very shaky, but at 9 years old that did not stop me from making friends, and did not stop me from interacting, and playing with others. 

I was soon hanging with Volker Rausch, who was half Italian and half German, and lived on Konrad Brosswitz Street, literally a minute from our house. Martin who had blonde hair and lived with his mum and dad on the adjucent street in Franke Strasse. They also had a dog called Schnautze, if I recall well. And Michael Janicke, blonde hair who was not a close friend at first until we both moved from Franke Schule to Ernst Reuter Schule II, which was Gesamt Schule. Once I played football my circle of friends and associates grew very quickly and within days.

It quite magical how children who are strangers are able to interact, and play across gender, age and disability with no prejudice or hesitation and with flawless ease. Adults who know better, are better educated and more cultured create these social barriers, write books theorising about how to integrate and whether there is too much integration.   

I spent a year at Francke Schule. Franke Schule was compact both in terms of a single cubic shaped building, with a wrap-around concrete playground and about 100 children of largely similar ages. I remember school break times were full of energy with running, playing tag, on swings etc. I remember playing tag and my fingers accidentally ran through the hair of one of the boys we were playing with. I jerked my hand back in a slight fright, as I did not anticipate to feel his cold skin on my fingers. When I touch my hair I do not feel the skin at all. It was my first time to touch the flowing hair of a white person, and it felt very unusual.

I also noticed that children with long hair flicked or tilted their head so that their strands of hair moved to the side. They blew their hair so it flickered away from their forehead. I remember having school lunch in the playground sitting next to a girl in my class. She was eating sandwiches and occasionally pulling strands of hair from her mouth. I asked one of the pupils why they ran their hair away from their foreheads. Because my hair can feel tickish. So you do not flick your head, blow your hair because your hair can be an inconvenience, it is not because you think you are star – and are showing off? From talking to my friends or overhearing girls in my class, I was surprised how much they found maintaining their hair in the morning was a problem, even combing their hair – and that if they did not it would knot and running a brush was problematic.      

The following year I moved to 4th grade at Ernst Reute Schule II, leaving my young sister to continue at Francke Schule. Ernst Reuter Schule significantly expanded my horizon. First to get to school, I took a street car from…up to Hausen, then another Strassen bahn to…then finally a bus. It was an hour’s journey door to door. Chances of interesting and scarry encounters happening were frequent. 

Ernst Reuter Schule II was a sprawling campus, with students ages from 10 to 17 years old, with multiple buildings, floors, multiple playgrounds. It had two large inflatable playgrounds. The school was named after the post world war 2 western Berlin Mayor – who amongst others was famous for….
Ernst Reuter Schule II was huge enough occupying an area of…Next to it was also Ernst Reuter I  - again a sprawling campus of equal size. The two schools were divided by two dome shaped inflatable sport buildings each the size of basket ball field. We played football, gymnastics, handball and basketball.    

As my friends and I travelled for nearly one hour, one way, door to door from home to school, the chances of awkward encounters were many. They were not  always directed at me, and sometimes my friends and I were not always innocent. 

On public transport, my German friends and I were almost guaranteed that we would meet an elderly couple who would step in to correct our German – in particular the proper application gender nouns, der, die and das. We sometimes deliberately misallocated the gender nouns, just to annoy and provoke a reaction from elderly people. We loudly placed the wrong gender nouns, Die Auto, instead of the correct Das Auto. Du Liebest Kind. You say, Das auto, one or two would shout often shaking their heads.    

It must have been in 1983, I remember boarding a tram at usual…station, I looked for an empty seat and sat next to a man. After a short grunt, he stood up. I assumed he was preparing to get off the train at the next station. When it was my turn to get off, I saw him sitting a few rows behind me. I really took no notice, until over several months, I noticed what appeared to be a pattern, whether I was alone or with my white friends. Adults vacating their seats when I sat next to them. Or passing a seat next to me. This happened occasionally, but frequently enough for me to expect it. The tram was sometimes full and my friends and I did not always enjoy standing. On those occasions we devised a plan, where I would be deployed to stand or sit next to a vacant seat – and if we were lucky a passenger uncomfortable with my presence would vacate their seat. I then would signal to my white friend or friends- to come quickly and sit. A small, but important victory – which for some unknown reasons we were less and less successful. 

At other times my encounters were more serious. I remember on a tram travelling back from school and a group of rockers set at a seat next to mine. At the age of 12, a group of rockers or punks scared the living daylights out of my friends and I. I had heard numerous gang fights. It was on a tram back home from school, when I was sitting alone, my last friend Hans Eckert Rieman having dropped at his stop in Hausner – when I saw a boy about my age with red hair, and freckles sitting. Diagonally opposite me were a group of Rockers boarded the tram. They looked at him and shouted, you must really stop urinating against the wind. The boy clutched his rucksack and his face turned red. Without noticing, I was starring at these group of older teenagers. What are you looking at, you mohrenkopf? One of them shouted at me. I looked away.      

                                                                           ***
My favourite treat was a mohrenkopf. Mohrenkopf is a confection with a white interior made of mashmellows and covered in brown chocolate, and with waffle base. It was invented in Germany in the 19th Century. I remember the first time I ate it. It melted in my mouth, and I enjoyed it very much. Most of my pocket money went to buy mohrenkopf. I became increasingly slightly aware that mohrenkopf had derogatory past where black Africans were viewed as inferior, backward or even stupid. By the time I grew to understand that mohrenkopf had negative connotations, my taste buds were already addicted to the chocolate delight. My sweet tooth had developed whilst at Mnene, in the forbidden orchard where I hid in the grass and ate mangoes to quell the hunger of the boarding food I just could not eat. In the same way, I hid yet unripe mangoes behind specific trees for later, I stored Mohrenkopf and other treats in my drawer at home. The more I ate, the more my body responded in kind.

My discomfort could not compete against my favourite treat. And I encountered enough times when Mohrenkopf was used against me in the playground of Ernst Reute Schule II. I remember a pupil stopping in the playground between the main entrance, and….street. He said I am white (rubbing his forearm), if someone cuts me I am still white inside. You are brown. If you are cut, are you brown inside? Before I could answer, his friend said, ofcourse not he is like Negger Kusse (another word for morhen kopf) Brown outside, and white inside.True not all morhenkopf were brown. Some were covered in white chocolate, and some were brown inside. However brown covered morhen kopf were the most authentic. 

I grew sensitive about the racial implication of my favourite treat. What do to?      
One day after school, I walked past our flat towards the end of Mulansky Strasse, crossed the T-junction where our street met….strasse, and across my mecca, the..bakery. I opened the door into the shop. There was one customer in-front of me. He took longer than I anticipated. I grew agitated. More customers had gone into the shop. How can I help you young man? The lady behind the counter was warm and kind. Yet, for me buying my monkopf then was similar to a present day teenager trying to buy condoms without anyone noticing. I was keen not to draw attention to myself. Instead of shouting einen mohrenkopf bitte. I pointed through the bakery shelf glass. Do you mean the strausse kuchen? I shook my head. I looked around. Smiling, and not interested faces stared back at me. I moved my finger to the right. Ah, einen mohrenkopf, Ja? She said rather loudly. I nodded, and placed my 50 pfennige on the glass counter. The lady smiled, and she gave me two morhenkopf for the price of one. 

***

The first movie theatre I entered was at a Cinema across Bockenheimer Warte. My friends and I watched Star Wars – Return of the Jedi. The idea that there were beings outside earth was not new to me. As a pastor’s son I had many references of white angels descending from the clouds. My father preached and spoke about the heavenly realm. I saw vivid pictures of white angels in heaven wearing white robes, on white clouds. All the angels were uniform, looked the same. There was order and serenity. In some pictures, angels flew in a row towards a crown, an ambient light. The only spoiler was a single dark brown figure with claws, sunken eyes, black wings who looked powerful – but was isolated – the devil.     

(describe the scenes). 

Popcorn and coca cola in hand, we sat down near the front row looking up. The curtains opened and after some adverts, the screen went dark again. The  opening soundtrack of Star Wars Return of the Jedi filled the room and echoed inside my chest.  I was instantly transfixed as the opening yellow narrative on the giant screen Luke Skywalker has returned to his home planet Tatooine floated into a dark sky to the sound of …composed by John Williams and performed by the London Symphony Orchestra. 

There were many memorable scenes, including the Forest Moon of endor scene, where…and friends were in chasing battling using floating ultra-high speed bikes. The characters of 02 and D2…other scenes. The idea of a father and son in violent conflict was emotionally jarring to me. Vader was epitome of vileness, and his son Luke a clear contrast.   Can a father really be that bad? Would you fight your own father even if he was bad? Fight him to death? I had grown up in a context of my father who despite being absent in my hundred days of torment at Mnene boarding school, I never doubted my father’s care, and love for me. Yet in Star Wars that father and son bond was broken, and to such an extent that the redemption scene were Vader sacrifices his life as an act of redemption left me with mixed emotions. I had grown up with the biblical story of the prodigal; son. Not the prodigal father  - and at my young age, I did not know well enough or had not observed enough that indeed father’s could be bad.  A naïve thought, even at my age at that time.  

 Depending whom you ask, many Star Wars fans have different views of the main themes of Star Wars. Was it about redemption? Or was it about? It could be multi-themes and…I felt transported into the film and through the scenes of the Ewok village scene who captured , and …., and….then culminating in the death and redemption of Vader.  
In just…minutes, the Star Wars film challenged what I thought was beyond the clouds, opened the possibility of other habitable planets that were not just heaven or hell.  

The characters in the film were mainly the rag tag of different looking creatures. Some of them robots like…, others human Luke, and…They behaved differently, randomly and there was always chaos. Some were fluffy and big, spoke no English. On the other hand were…mostly of well trained, well equipped soldiers, who all looked the same, walked the same, all in white suits. They were well trained, well-coordinated. Yet the uniformed orderly side were the bad guys. It struck me as odd at first that the multi-coloured creatures were up there soaring beyond the clouds – and not the white only angels. I felt that I could fit in with the side of the good side. I am sure my white friends felt the same. 

On a separate weekend, the next film I saw and had a more profound effect on me and helped sow the seeds of my career 20 years later, was the 1982 film, E.T. Whereas Star Wars played out in outer space, E.T was an alien on earth. E.T. is a squashy little alien with huge sunken eyes and extra ordinary powers, like being able to.. The gist of the story was of…who found ET, told adults who would not believe him, but then told his young siblings who believed and were sworn to secrecy.E.T. flew in the face of stranger danger fears, reinforced the innocent welcoming nature of children all over the world to who is different from them. Somehow, children can see that. It is ironical, that as humans grow the increase in wisdom, capabilities, strengths and yes in fear of something or someone different. 

The last scene of E.T. brought such a relief. …,….and…were escaping on their mopuntain bikes. Behind them the authorities, were hot on the hills. Elliot was riding in front, and in front of his basket was ET his sunked big eyes moving. The authorities were inching closer, and just before they did, E.T using his powers, lifted the bikes away, and they flew away from danger.  
 
Had it not been for another event my dad took me to E.T. would not have had a profound effect. The Old St Nicholas, is an iconic Lutheran Church across the famous Old Town Market Place. It is part of Protestant Churches in the Hesse and Nassau region. I do not remember the exact day, but I remember that my father took us to see an exhibition of the Ethiopia and Eritrea famine. These were the Live Aid years. I remember looking a poster by the Non Profit Bread for the World, of a black child with fading hair, dusty face. Her head looked like skull with a thin covering of sagging skin. Her head felt precauriously balancing on the rest of the body. She had big white sunken eyes. I looked at her eyes and a fly had landed on the white part of her eye balls. I had never seen any person looking as desperate and devastated like that Ethiopian child. I looked up to my father and asked why she was not blinking. My father said, because she is hungry, and too weak to blink. 

I had a flashback to the hunger I felt at Mnene boarding school, and hunger I knew many other at that boarding school felt. How long would I need not have food, to look like to girl who could not blink. I saw more posters. Black children looking up, with the same anticipation of food as I saw children anticipating Makoko. 

I have never forgotten those words. Too weak to blink a fly away. 

I was paddling a bicycle as fast as I can. Behind me soldiers were shooting, Madzakudzaku – pursuing me in their army vehicles and were coming closer and closer. I could feel my breadth, as lifted my body from the bicycle seat to paddle faster. I head bullets ringing past my ear, and over my head. In front of bicycle, was a basket. In the basket a 5 year old girl was sitting, I saw her big head and tiny body. The soldiers were gaining on us, I saw the front of their truck at the corner of my right eye. The girl turned her head. I saw her big eyes, she smiled. The front of my bike lifted. I held the handle bars more firmly. The bike lifted off. Into the sky. Sun rays blinded me. I opened my eyes and slowly could make up the outline of my bedroom’s window. 

I do not think it is an accident that I ended up pursuing a career in relief work. The experience of the fundraising event by Bread for the World had a lasting impression on me. 



                                                                         
                                                                             ***

“Stupid, stupid, man” I heard my father once shout at the TV. I rushed into our living room to see what made my dad so agitated. While preparing to address the US  nation, President Ronald Reagan said jokingly that “we begin bombing in five minutes”. My father took the time to explain how this statement was reckless. And it was. I lost count of the number of ant-nuclear demonstrations and the tension in both sides of German. That if a nuclear war should break out Germany would be the first target was never in doubt.  

My father made it a point that we understood German history. Whenever an event happened on news he would explain to us. So I realised that I had a strong understanding of German and world events than my peers. At the age of 9 I knew about the NATO and Warsaw Pact, I know about their different nuclear war heads and their names Pershing 2 and SS20. 

I remember seeing on TV a big explosion that turned into giant mushroom filling the sky. My dad explained about the devastating effect of a nuclear war and how being in Western Germany we were at the centre of a potential war. This level of vulnerability was felt throughout Germany. 


At that age, I would wonder frequently where my family and friends in Germany would run to if a nuclear war broke out. How much time would we have to flee? Would the airplane be fast enough to outrun radiactive air? I remember either wondering or hearing from my father that Zimbabwe may be far enough for the nuclear radiation to have dissipated. Australia was also a good choice to run to. There would be many refugees fleeing Europe to Africa if there was a nuclear outbreak. 

More scary than the nuclear outbreak and the heat and suffocation that came with it, was the idea of surviving the a nuclear attack and realising that you and a few family members were the only survivors of the human race. That was a scary thought, that even thinking about Noah’s Ark survival was no consolation to me.  

My father was just as keen that we integrate to the German society as that we did not forget our Zimbabwean roots. My first serious book I read cover to cover in Germany was called “Ziva Kwakabva” or Remmber your roots  by Aaron C Moyo. 

He insisted that we spoke our mother tongue Shona at home or when walking as a family to Kirstus Kirche through the famous Leipziger Strasse, past Bockenheimer Warte and the Frankfurther Messe. My mum’s particular justification which was effective was we do not want you children to go back to Zimbabwe and then have problems communicating to your grand parents. That would be very embarrassing and very wrong. Can you imagine, us having to translate your German into your own mother language? 

My father often spoke of two Air Zimbabwe air hostesses whom they met. They arrived in Frankfurt for a stop-over of several days. Then they got into some sort of trouble. My dad as an Africa priest was called and they came over. First, they only spoke to my parents in English until their situation worsened and then switched to Shona. In Zimbabwe one’s language was often scorned upon. First by the colonial masters and Zimbabweans themselves. Speaking English seen as a sign of education of someone in the know.  

The idea of not forgetting your roots and being proud of one’s roots was further ingrained in me through statements such a vergiss niemals deine heimat von in der ferne findest keine anderer. Such statements cemented in my mind positive associations with my original home. I felt a certain strong rootedness and belonging to Zimbabwe whilst at the same time marvelling in the wonder of modernity in West Germany as well as its food, its culture and infrastructure. Bratwurst mit Kartoffeln salad, bitte. Over the years I also got to love sauerkraut.  

Because my parents instilled in me a pride to be Zimbabwean and being comfortable with my Zimbabwean roots, the question where do you come from or where do you really really come from? are not a threat to me and I do not immediately think the person asking has any racist intentions. And why would I? 

In….at a function in the UK, a person was asked 

I think my father welcomed questions about his roots, as he saw it as an opportunity to fully explain the history of Zimbabwe. On one occasion, 


                                                                   ***
“If you can, please bring us a lot of chocolates”
My father read a message to my mother from a Lutheran Pastor in Wittenberg. In all their time living in Germany, my parents have never had a request from a white pastor requesting they bring something. Sure, they bought gifts anyway when visiting their white counterparts, but it was never based on a specific request. And the emphasis on chocolates struck them as unusual. 

When my father packed his bag, he had so many chocolates. Kinder,   . To say he was on a trip of a lifetime is an understatement. The year was 1983, and it was the 500 anniversary of the birth of Martin Luther the founder of the Lutheran Church my father had dedicated his career to. I cannot wait to stand where Martin Luther stood when he nailed 95 thesis, my dad beamed. Baba Dori, did you pack your passport and all your papers? My mother responded. The authorities in East Germany are very strict. Don’t worry, I have all the papers. My father said whilst patting his trousers and jacket. 

My father took a train from Frankfurt main station, and after nearly 4 hours arrived at Wittenberg, also known as LutherStadt. On his return my father described the atmosphere, the sense of history that Wittenberg, the Schoss Church where the 95,…where Martin Luther was born,…the where… Wittenberg was such a small place, in realtion to the Vatican, my father often said. Yet out of that small place, emerged a force that would change the course of history for ever. My father likened it to the Early church with its history of an insignificant place in…., yet within….years it was dominant religion. My father was intrigued by the…where Martin Luther translated for the first time the Bible from Latin into. 

He caught my mother’s attention when he said that it was because of Martin Luther that we have hymns. Singing is what my mother loved the most about going to Church (Sorry, dad not your preaching!).   

I spoke to my father a lot and he always felt that the Church was at its best, when it was poltically weak. …more   

On his return from Wittenberg, my dad spoke less about the significance of Martin Luther, less about how …..Instead he spoke about his surprise of how irdinary families lived in East Germany. The pastor who hosted him during his stay, lived in very basic accommodation. When he arrived and opened his bag, the family and children all congregated around him. He distributed the many different types of chocolates he had. The two children were ecstatic, it was as if he had brought treasure. The parents were equally so pleased. We do not get these types of goods every day. The pastors wife saved most of the chocolates. The following day, she distributed some of them to their neighbours on the same floor as their flat. 

My father was seen less as a person from Africa, but as a guest from West Germany. Tell us how it is like to live in Frankfurt? 

My father felt the joy of visiting the cradle of reformation, the birth place that set the stage for the church he belonged to. At the same time, he could escape the irony that he visited Wittenberg last a time when it was under soviet c=occupation. A time when, atheism was the order of the day. 

The pastor spoke of efforts to prevent young people from joiing the Pioneer movement because especially in the early years after the WW2, it felt like a reincarnation pf the Hitler youths. It was probably not a good choice of words that the secret police Stasi, sounded very much like Nazi. 

The pastor asked my father about his history. My father spoke about Zimbabwe, how the Evangelical Lutheran Church was brought in by Swedish Missionaries in…He spoke about the early missionary station built on the…at Mnene, which became the first HQ of the Lutheran Church. And that many ordinary people in Zimbabwe associated the Lutheran Church with Sweden – and did not immediately see the link with Germany and the Reformation, and certainly not Wittenberg. 

My father spoke about his journey to be a pastor, and the final decision he made following an outbreak of violence in the beer hall that he was a supervisor of. And of the flying beer bottles that made him finally decide. The pastor responded. Pastor Hendricks, you know Martin whose birth we are celebrating, joined the monastery after experiencing a violent storm and was almost struck by lightning.  You see Hendricks we are all called by different events that mark the turning point.  

· How a country can have such different outcomes, he felt the East Germans had the same rose tinted view of West Germans as some people in Zimbabwe had of Europe
· Even despite that West Germans did not always positive things to say about East Germans 
· The difference between communism and capitalism 
· Father involved in Aprtheid South Africa – banned from travelling 
· Not a Bishop Tutu – but he tried to change conversations in families – his thinking was it is less important what people say in public and more what they say about other people when they were not 
                                                                        ***      
Travelling to Sweden 
· The Ship that was still drying after…years 
· Upsalla where missionaries were sent 
· I learnt that being different was not bad, actually – I spoke to my friends about 
· I did all a young boy could to fit in – but also realised that I added more to the conversation by being different, by bringing something new. 

                                                                         ***
On holiday to Zimbabwe 
Of all the holidays, the most memorable I had was the family summer holiday to Zimbabwe in 1983. Within a space of 5 weeks, we covered three cities Harare, Gweru, Bulawayo and we went to see my mother’s rural home as well as my fahter’s.  
· Describe the buzz of people versus technology 
· Describe going back to Masvingo, the cows, goats, the radio that was only on for 2 hours maximum – using Kariba batteries 
· My grandparents, and grandmother drinking and smoking – although it was scoffed upon – but women could 
· Being chased by a goat 
· Herding cattle – and drinking milk directly 
· The culture 
· 
                                                                          ***
I had a few hours left. I needed to make a successful exchange before everything started. My friend had informed me that a boy a few roads from where we lived was willing to exchange two for one. I lifted the mattress of the upper bed of the bunk bed I shared with my brother. I took and spread the cards on the bed. I took two of my best cards with my most valued football players. The cards were incomplete without the one card I have been hunting for the last 5 weeks – the card with Karl- Heinz Rumennige. 

I decided to take all my card collections of other less valuable player – to give me more options. I will offer the less valuable players like….first in exchange for Karl-Heinz. I told my mother, I was popping out and will be back soon. 

I met him at…he had his friends. Would you exchange Karl Heinz for mhh..? He shook his head. I looked at my cards. Okay I will give you …for Karl Heinz. These exchanges were the fastest route to get cards of the footballers I wanted, because everything was in the open. Buying sweets on the hope that one would find cards with the footballer one was looking for took longer. I ended up for example with multiple cards of players my friends and I considered second or third rate players. To encourage us to buy more cards, top rated players were few. 

Take…., he was one of the top scorer last season. Okay, okay, I will give you…., and….He looked at the cards, looked at me. Smiled and we exchanged. A Thumb up sign from me and the deal was made. I now had the top favourite players, just in time for the tournament to start.  I could hear from the increased noise and whistles that kick off time was close.     

Back in our living room, more people had come. I sat down at the end of the long sofa, and clapped quickly, with my newly exchanged cards in hand. I missed a beat, shifted towards the edge of the seat as the camera swooped across my football heroes, Karl Heinz Rummenigge, Paul Breitner, standing next to the goal keeper Schumacher. Then the camera moved to the team in green and white, Algeria. My parents and other guests clapped. Algeria was one of two countries from Africa in the 1982 FIFA World Cup in Spain. 

I remember feeling at that time, I was not just watching football, but it was loyalty test. Everyone else in the room was supporting Algeria (because theu represented Africa). I on the other hand supported Germany. I had the card of all my favourite players. I did not know anyone from the team in Algeria – and felt no reason to support them. 

…minutes into the game, and playing from right to left, an Algerian midfielder moved forward and passed the ball to one of the forwards. German keeper Schumacher came out. My stomach started to knot. The ball found one of the Algerian forward, he shot. Schumacher blocked, but the ball bounced in the 18 yard area and Algerian Madjer with a high kicked the ball to the back of the net. 

There was racaus cry and clapping in the room, nearly everyone jumped up around me. Then someone quickly silenced everyone. I think it was to avoid attracting attention from neighbours who may be offended by foreigners supporting a non- German team. Football in Germany was more important than Church, I remember one of Daddy’s fellow pastor saying. To some it is their God. We can no longer fill in church seats, but every Sunday stadiums are full. Football is very emotive and divorce rates are high during tournaments. He continued. 

I was also swept by the World Cup fever. Months before, there was a specific German world cup song Ole Ole by Michael Schanze together with the German Football team. 

Das Glück hat einen Namen,
in Spanien heisst es "La Felicidad".
Und es ist leicht zu finden,
für jeden, der die Augen offen hat.
Es liegt im Lachen der Señoritas,
in ihren Lippen wie roter Mohn
und im Versprechen der schwarzen Augen,
und wer es findet, wird reich belohnt.
Ole, ole, ole, ola,
ole España vi Felicidad.
Ole, ole, ole, ola,
ole España il la Musica.
Ole, ole, ole, Señor,
ole España viva el l'amor.
Ole, ole, ole, ola,

The singer Michael Schanze was lively, and the German Football team including Karl Heinz sang as if they would rather be anywhere else! It was on the whole a memorable upbeat song.       

….minutes after Algeria scored…dribbled into the 18 yard area crossed the ball, it was intercepted by an Algerian defender, but not far enough. The ball rolled to…feet, a quick turn, and low level shot. Algerian keeper was up to the task – he dived forward clutching the ball firmly in his hand.

Loyalty is shifting phenomenon. In the domestic Bundesliga most of my friends (except one, who seemed not to like football ) and I were feverish supporters of Eintract Frankfurt.  In a match between Eintract Frankfurt against Bayern, or Dortmund, it was foverver “Eintract vor, noch ein tor”. Karl-Heinz played for Bayern, and I liked him as an individual footballer – even if I did not support his team, Bayern. 

My closest friend Volker I imagined would have split loyalty. His mum was German and his Dad, Italian. Both countries were seen as favourites to win. 
Football very emotive issue. 

Another German attack. …passed the ball to the left flank….moved swiftly past two defenders. A tackle, two more passes. …ran forward and crossed a low ball, Karl Heinz beat the goal keeper…GOAL! Germany 1, Algeria 1. 

I jumped up, clapped. In the streets, horns, whistles, people clapping. Everyone else was muted. Reverend your son has stayed too long in Germany. He has forgotten he is from Africa! Someone commented in a light heartered way. Well at least Algeria tried. Germany was always going to be the stronger team. At least Algeria did not embarrass Africa, even if they lose – as they are sure to do. But the game was still in the first half.  
  
…later, Algeria 2, German 1. Oh no! 

As I reflected back on the years I spent in Germany, I found myself until towards the end in situations of shifting loyalties and identities – trying to figure out who I was - not in an intentional planned way – but more subconscious level- and how I fitted in (it was not so much fitting in but adding).  Strangely, the dominant reference to who people who knew me thought I was – was not based on the colour of my skin. Instead it was my left-handedness where I experienced the most conversations, and where I was the most self-conscious. 

When I greeted visitors to our house, or at church – I sometimes held back for a few seconds, so that I can intentionally make a mental note to extend my right hand to shake hands – before my left instinctively reached out. My father and mother did not always defend me – or did not always notice to defend me – if an adult said jokingly or otherwise – Oh you are using the wrong hand. 

The first time my teacher at Ernst Reuter Schule 2, Ms Cousneau realised that I was left handed – she said I should be good in arts and sporting activities that involved hands – such as tennis. She was right that I was good in drawing, but I never thought it was because I was left handed. I was not yet sure about tennis! Besides during art classes I struggled to use a scissors as mot scissors were made for right handed people. I never at once thought, something must be done to accommodate my particular needs. I always grew up from my time at Epworth primary, and painful reminder on the cheeks at Mnene boarding school, that I was the one who had to change to accommodate the world as it was. Even as an adult, I consciously chose either the window seat on the left, or the isle seat on the right rows of seats – so that my left elbow does not compete with right handed passengers. My father and mother made no fuss or any significant reference to my left handedness, the pressure to completely change was reduced. I have met people who upon realising that I write with my left – say, they were left handed as well – but society, families, teachers, religious leaders insisted they use the right hand rather than the wrong one.   

 There were some advantages using the right hand. I almost always won in arm wrestling. I would insist to those who do not know me that my right arm was sore – let’s use the left hand. Many agreed, because they assumed I was right handed. A number of times boys more muscular than me – would be surprised that they have lost – often lost quickly! Sometimes one has to use a seeming disadvantage to one’s advantage! 

Beyond being a left hander, was I a young boy from Africa, or just a young boy? My dad saw me and my sibling as Christian first and foremost, and as African -  Zimbabweans to be precise. And not only that, we were Zimbabweans who were not allowed to eat Pork. When my older sister and I went on two week holiday in the black forest – the organisers during our first evening meal after arriving informed us that my dad had instructed them not to serve any meals with Pork. Are you Muslim? They asked. We shook our heads. At that age my sister and I were not really sure why Pork was out of bounds. But it meant we were treated differently at meal time. I remember one of the workers scooping cubes of Pork out of a delicious soup they had made. We ate the rest of the soup.  

I was sometimes a subject (I would not call it a victim) of mistaken identity. A mouse brown haired boy who thought I was American, perhaps a son of an American occupying soldier – and saw it fit to repeat what I later realised was written a lot on graffities on the walls – Yankee Go home. Some of the mistaken identities went my way such as being selected for the Basketball team – before they realised I was no……and was completely hopeless at the sport. Or my friends coming to me excitedly as breakdancing was becoming popular – and decided to wear caps and tackies and we called ourselves the black brothers – although I was the only black person in the friendship group – and led it – told what dancing we could do – which was easy as dancing did not come naturally to my white friends – and to me it was second nature. 

At school, I was an artist – no other child – and no other Teacher could draw images the realistic way I did. Yes, there was one – I think he was called Thomas Holzapfel – had white blond hair and equally white eyebrows. I also despite needing rapid English language training a few weeks before we left for Germany the first time – the best in class in English. I often corrected my classmate’s pronounciation of English and had top marks in any English assignments. 

At the same time, I realised how deep relations with my friends, classmates, adults in my life and strangers when they realised I spoke German. It removed a social barrier. You have a high German accent, Donald. One person told me in Church? Was I trying to fit in too much? I am not sure, but I felt a sense of disconnection with the multiplicity of identities – like I was not anchored well enough.  I could feel the slight discomfort – though found it hard to explain.  

That was going to change after watching a true life TV series called Aktenzeichen XY... ungelöst ("Case number XY... unsolved"). The TV show used the public to help solve hitherto unsolved crimes by reconstructing events. It was interesting and scarry at the same time – especially episodes where the criminals were still at large. 

My father had a sense either from my trying to speak German like the indigenous people, from bringing my black brothers to audition for him in our living room, and maybe from talking to other foreign parents about how to nurture a strong sense of identity in a foreign land. He saw an opening after we watched an episode of XY Unsolved. My father sat down, rolled his lower lip with his finger and thumb – and said we are not all the same, and in the world we do not have to be the same. You have multiple identities, as I have. I am to others only a pfarrer, and to you your father. As I told you and your siblings many times, God gave you to us to take care whilst we are on Earth. And sometimes, who we are and where we belong can be difficult to understand or describe or to feel. You saw from XY, there is identity that is uniquely yours – that is your finger prints. No one in the world is born with the same finger prints. So, if you are ever wondering where you belong – like your finger prints - you belong to you. 


     
                                                                             ***
This section is about 
· The influence books had on me and perspectives 
· Martin Luther 
· Noriko San 
· Comics 
· Ziva kwawakabva 
· Enid Blyton 
· Resistance Asterix and Obelix
 

My mother used to say, when your father dies – all you will inherit are his books. They were many. My father had a wall to wall shelf of books – different shapes, sizes and colours of bibles and bible commentaries – many german language books. There was a book about Racism and Sexism by… a book by Bishop Shiri – God Gave Growth. The book that captivated me was that by Corrita King – a huge picture book of the life, assassination and death of Rev Marting Luther King. The most memorable picture that should never happen to any child – was standing and looking down at their father – lying in a coffin. There was also a book of a pretty black woman in a headscarfe with a serious look –  Part of My Soul – by Winnie Mandela – Nelson Mandela’s former wife  

I used frequently browse my father’s collection. The books were not ordered into specific categories. The shona hym book, Nziyo, was nestled between the Auf Deutsch Bitte – which was German language learning book, and….I remember looking at the different books, as random as they were – a number of books were about different people whether white, black, Asian, men or women and sadly children who at some point in their history were oppressed or treated grossly unfairly. 
It dawned on me that black people did not have a monopoly of being oppressed, and that humanity the world over carried scars whether old or new as they interacted. And importantly that through that global pain, comes hopefully an empathy - an empathy where I as a black child, can not only observe the unfairness of a group of rocky boys harassing a red haired boy on a tram with freckles - but that I feel his pain, his humiliation, his fear.   

 Researching for this book with My Father we spoke about the irony of King book close to the book about racism and sexism and I remember thinking about the one million men much of african-american men marching for equality but then going back to the homes and some of them not according the same equality to their female partners or wives that was many years ago but it also happened very recently during the uprising in Egypt for example men and women took courage to face and oppressive regime in Egypt only the following day when women took to the street to clamor for their own rights they were harassed Stones thrown at them by men and Men Who I assume would have been with them in the rally the day before looking back at my father's shelf with all those books that were of different topics but at the same theme not all of them but the number of them of oppression or by different people on different people and reflecting on my time in West Germany then it felt like it was a cosmopolitan place of different people who have had significant troubles challenges in in the history whether it was my classmate danko and the Soviet Union oppression and the oppression of their leaders on their own people in Yugoslavia whether it was Misha yanica who is Grandparents I believe came from Poland or my best friend folka whose father was Italian and in the history where oppressed by Mussolini and of course many classmates and friends I met who came from Turkey and have their own very difficult history as well as in many many students from from Africa faced oppression harassment the conclusion I I drew as an adult researching this book and talking to my dad was that do not worry so much about who is oppressing you worry more about whom you may be oppressing. 

 – even my favourite comics book Aterix and Obelix was essentially Gaul’s humorous resistance to the occupation and constant harassment by the Roman Empire. There was another Shona book – Kuzvichenjera pamaBhinya – a series of short stories in Zimbabwe of women raped usually by men they knew. There were books about the holocaust, about redemption – and ofcourse the New testament is in political terms a story about a people resisting the roman empire – but in so doing exposing their own franctures. Some of my and my siblings book found their way such Five friends by Enid Blyton, and various cook books.  

TinTin and the Picaros. My other favourite comic was Tin Tin, or Tim and Struppi in German. One of the books was staged in south America. Towards the opening scenes when Tin Tin plane touches down – there is a picture of two well dressed, well fed soldiers patrolling a slum neighbourhood of indigenous poor, skinny children. A billboard sign with “Viva Tapioca” is in the slum area.  After whirlwiopening adventure, the government is overthrown with tintin’s help. The last picture shows Tintin, captain Haddock flying out. In the same picture two soldiers in different uniform are patrolling the same slum area, depicting a skinny women and malnourished child. This time the bill board read “Viva Alcazar” – The new General now ruling this country. The End. I loved the twist and turns of tinTin’s adventure in the comic book – the ending left me with a lot of questions.  As ever I only learnt when I was an adult, that  one of my favourite comic books, TinTin, was racist. 

Another book I remembered well was Noriko – San  by Swedish author. It is about a blond haired white girl who visits a Japanese girl called Noriko – San. Eva arrives at a time when the festival for boys is being celebrated. Noriko-San is not happy that she cannot join in the I afestival, and her mother promises she will have a party with the girls when Eva arrives. There are picture scenes where Eva is introduced to the Japanese culture – the women dressing of kimomo – that Eva tries on as well. Scenes where the Japanese girls are amazed at her blond hair – as everyone in Japan has natural black flowing hair. Eva flies back having learnt Japanese – much to her mother’s astonishment. I sort of realised, although I did not verbalise it – at that age, that a lot of encounters in modern times that are deemed as racist – are infact a natural human reaction. 

The very first books I read were rather scary. These were were StruwellPeter – by.. 
I read about the story of a boy who sucked his thumb, only to end up it being cut by a man with a scissors. A girl who plays with matches and ends up igniting herself to death. A boy who wastes away and dies after refusing to eat his soup. Three boys are teasing a dark skinned boy – only as punishment to end up in blank ink. To be honest, even at that ime I thought if there was a book of a boy who write with his left hand – struwellpeter would cut it off – so he had no choice but to use his right hand – scarry I felt!

I also felt, the punishment was excessive for a minor mosdemenaours and others that were no misdemenours at all. And I sort of felt a pattern in religion – where death was used as a punishment for  minor  transgression.  I also saw a pattern where in the books I read first depicted bed characters with red hair it was not only struggle pattern but at the books as well this implanted in my young mind the idea or the connection that bad or evil people had red hair there were other ways that people were depicted such as an unkempt appearance or unsheven face over the years I understood the history and the link of redhead people to the biblical Teachings of perceptions that the day for had red hair and of course the depiction of which is as having red hair I read a research that suggested that in the Middle Ages the majority of people with red hair where killed in Germany and most happened to have red hair and as they were seen as witches I could relate to a similar linkages that were made for left-handed people again where the perception linking back to scripture was that left handed people where whenever and where you using the left hand because of the devilish inclinations it is amazing how century spoiled perceptions still Lingard in the Minds of more than people maybe in less open ways and more subtle ways but nevertheless in ways that would have an impact on people who were the redhead had freckles or were left-handed. 

the Shona book that I read was about not forgetting your rules and it linked very well with the statement in German that was quite common at that time which was never to forget your Homeland because in a distant land you will never find another Homeland again it meant as young as I was I developed very early on a pride in my Zimbabwean roots.  and again you could see the slight contradiction between the call for foreigners to integrate and but at the same time remind that Germany was not their home and the importance of not forgetting their home.  I suffered consciously arrived at a place where it was not an either or situation it was not a situation between choosing to integrate at expense all forgetting once Homeland or remembering once homeland and forgetting about integrating in and amongst the Host community of host country it was clearly and an end I needed to both integrate well as well as keeping the links to my Homeland and certainly my father was instrumental in helping me arrive at that position to be proud as a young human being interrupt in and within the German Society was at the same time preserving what made me Zimbabwean and above all what made me because being Zimbabwean is again a very broad brush and zimbabweans is a country of people who are individuals like many other countries although we share certain things in common that's certain things that we don't share in common. 





1. Struwwelpeter describes a boy who does not groom himself properly and is consequently unpopular.
2. Die Geschichte vom bösen Friederich ("The Story of Wicked Frederick"): A violent boy terrorizes animals and people. Eventually he is bitten by a dog, who goes on to eat the boy's food while Frederick is bedridden.
3. Die gar traurige Geschichte mit dem Feuerzeug ("The Very Sad Tale with the Matches"): A girl plays with matches, accidentally ignites herself and burns to death. Only her cats mourn her.
4. Die Geschichte von den schwarzen Buben ("The Story of the Inky Boys"): Nikolas (or "Agrippa" in some translations)[7] catches three boys teasing a dark-skinned boy. To teach them a lesson, he dips them in black ink.
5. Die Geschichte von dem wilden Jäger ("The Story of the Wild Huntsman") is the only story not primarily focused on children. In it, a hare steals a hunter's musket and eyeglasses and begins to hunt the hunter. In the ensuing chaos, the hare's child is burned by hot coffee and the hunter jumps into a well.
6. Die Geschichte vom Daumenlutscher ("The Story of the Thumb-Sucker"): A mother warns her son Konrad not to suck his thumbs. However, when she goes out of the house he resumes his thumb-sucking, until a roving tailor appears and cuts off his thumbs with giant scissors.
7. Die Geschichte vom Suppen-Kaspar ("The Story of Soup-Kaspar") begins as Kaspar (or "Augustus" in some translations), a healthy, strong boy, proclaims that he will no longer eat his soup. Over the next five days, he wastes away and dies. The last illustration shown is of his grave, which has a soup tureen atop it.
8. Die Geschichte vom Zappel-Philipp ("The Story of Fidgety Philip"): A boy who won't sit still at dinner accidentally knocks all of the food onto the floor, to his parents' great displeasure.
9. Die Geschichte von Hans Guck-in-die-Luft ("The Story of Johnny Look-In-The-Air") concerns a boy who habitually fails to watch where he is walking. One day he walks into a river; he is soon rescued, but his briefcase drifts away.
10. Die Geschichte vom fliegenden Robert ("The Story of Flying Robert"): A boy goes outside during a storm. The wind catches his umbrella and lifts him high into the air, with the boy sailing into the distance.


 












Researching for this book, I spoke to my father about it, and we invariably spoke about the Church and some of the bad things committed by Churches to innocent children – and often that was people in the same race – White priests raping white boys and girls at alarming frequency and rate and over a long period of time. I spoke to my dad about the book the Angels Have Gone – about the how the Catholic church opened its doors to people fleeing conflict and then closing them again – informing another group – who came and threw grenades. And all people involved were of the same race despite being different ethnic groups. 

We spoke about how after Zimbabwe’s independence 






   


The story of a man and his son and donkey 

I liked reading different books – including the famous five – but loved comics even more. I started with superheroes – but was quickly drawn to Asterix and Obelix  - and later on tim and Struppi. 

(In Zimbabwe, white people never integrated, I never saw white disabled, the interactions and food was different  

 



                                                                             ***
I was at a stage in Germany when as it was Common appear pressure was rearing its head. and remember my Father saying because he did not does not drink alcohol does not smoke. he said he would not consume anything that he cannot share with his young children so that meant alcohol and that meant smoking. he my father also said sensing that I was under a lot of Peer Pressure. he spoke about a story of boy who was playing with his friends and they wanted to jump from a high point okay what's up inside. a good photo album would be helpful yeah it would take them 



                                                                             ***
The first good decision my parents made was to insist that my siblings and I attend a German school. The Second great decision they made was to leave Germany and go back to Zimbabwe. 

It did not feel like a great decision at that time – infact it felt to me like a horrendeous decision. I happen to eavesdrop my parents reading a letter from my uncle in Zimbabwe, and talking amongst themselves saying yes, when we return – Dorothy and Donald could go to a boarding school. 

I nearly gasped loud enough for them to hear me. Back in my bed, I starred at the ceiling. Memories of Madvombi and makoko came rushing back – like a bad cold. I think I heard echoes of bullets in my ears. My throat was dry, I was sweating.I loved Zimbabwe I loved visiting his Zimbabwe but the idea of going back to aborting school scared me and it brought memories of the bad experiences and I remember my older sister and I talking to her parents and insisting that whatever happens going back to boarding school was not an option. I went as far as talking to my best friend falka to ask him to talk to his mother so that his mother would talk some sense into my parents that going to boarding school would be a terrible scary idea for me I'm sure my friend told his mother but his mother had a good sense not to erase it with my parents.

 at the same time I was also doing well in school I was still the top student in English and top student in art using money left hand and I was doing well in in German classes as well and I had been above average compared to my peers and no listen and understanding of current affairs because my father took the time to explain to me world events so in 1982 when intercandy was assassinated and I watched the newspaper and the TV clippings of it my father said me down to explain what was happening in India some of the problems and challenges with the Kashmir region and also took the time to explain about intra Gandhi and how he spent his time living and working in in South Africa and how he changed things not in a violent way but through passive resistance my weight now not he's there and my father met the comparison with the work of Reverend Martin Luther King yes later maybe one or two years later my father said me down again to explain what was happening in Yugoslavia Tito had been killed or assassinated and I remember one of my classmates danko what his name was pleasantly surprised when I mentioned Tito and what was happening in Yugoslavia in a conversation I imagine that's the kind of conversation he was hearing in his own family because it was a trying time for the country of Yugoslavia then and imagine looking back that he would have been surprised and that I knew a little bit about what his history someone from Africa who does look like him but you know understood eligibility of his of his history would have been something that went down well with him.

 by the time my parents decided it was time to go back to Zimbabwe I had developed very strong dip friendship and I remember with my best friend forka we watched a lot of cowboys movies including instances where cowboy and one of the Indians had developed such a friendship and that they became Blood Brothers and upon learning that I was going to go back to Zimbabwe I remember I said done with my best friend at that time and in a similar way we cut part of our arms and tied our arms together and and became Blood Brothers. 


Chapter: Zimbabwe Harmony 
I was in my classroom at and stroita shula when  when misha's  father arrived in the classroom to everyone's delight he was going to paint a whole wall of Aesthetics and Obelix and all of us in class we're going to help him I  a held paintbrush and was painting Asterix Brown fit and I could smell at the paint then I had the sound of a cockerel when I opened my eyes I was slightly confused and was looking around the room and it then don't to me or I remembered that we were back in  in Zimbabwe.

We had moved back from Zimbabwe a few weeks MP4 and where in a three bedroom house in one of the most vibrant part of the capital city Harare called Barry.  my mother had insisted to the evangelical Lutheran church that she wanted to house painted both outside and inside and the house changed color from Blue outside to a creamish color with a brown lining at the bottom and with brown windows and inside a lighter creamish color as well we had not finished unpacking so our room and many of the rooms with many of our things were still in boxes

I'm not sure who amongst my siblings screamed fest I have ran towards the room that they shared and I saw my young sister hysterical the corner of the house pointing to what the other corner of the room where there was this flare of cockroaches.  and number of the Cockroaches were really big and scary.  there was a lot to do to make sure the house was in a state for us to live in my father had managed to use the wooden boxes that carried a number of things into a shelf and at least you know his books had found their rightful home yes there were still deciding what  what furniture to buy soon my parents bought this colorful sofas with wooden parts my mother said she decided to buy this sofas because they looked sturdy and durable and she was correct the sofas lasted over 40 five years and that's still in use today. 

Our new house in Harare was within the same compound where the evangelical Luton in church was and to be left of our house was a whole win many of the church youth used to congregate after church it was by comparison and much bigger space of around 2,000 square meters but located in one of most high densely populated parts of Harare called mbare it was on chatima road it's a road that is close to  is close to  is close to a is close to  store that whole where a number of events including political events happened such as when an important person passes away usually political figure they would have their last ceremony in that hole before being laid to rest and place called Heroes eka. Mbari was also home to one of the biggest stadiums or the biggest stadium at that time in the whole country and a lot of events including football and other events political rallies the Independent if celebration happened. I remember my father you know talking to my mother and another fellow adult congregant and they were talking about the importance of Life father my mother attending the zanu PF political rallies at the Stadium as a show of solidarity and support and so that they will not be accused as being antigued government.  I remember my father reflecting on that particular issue how he found it strange that a black zimbabweans where almost forced some of the bust to attend political release whilst at the same time the white zimbabweans were not expected we're not forced to attend those values so the white zimb upwinds Who wear part of the Colonial oppressors where left free to do what they wanted but there was a stronger expectation and possibly saw for black people to attend those rallies. this could have been as a result of the Legacy of the liberation war where it was common practice especially in the rural areas for ordinary people to be a valid around to overnight events where there will be expected to show solidarity and support for the movement and will be expected to provide practical support such as food.  these night rallies where unfortunately also okay Asians where innocent and maybe not so innocent people lost their lives after being accused of 18 and abating the Rhodesian regime often without that is strong proof and evidence.

My sister and I were enrolled at Mount Pleasant High School which was two buses away and possibly took us close to an hour from our home to school Mount Pleasant High School borders the University of Zimbabwe which during that time was the only university in the country.  it was a significant adjustment for me coming back to school system where uniform was required and but that time I had developed as a result of by time in Germany I suppose stubbornness which caught me in two number of problems and difficulties at  at my new school.  I was taken aback by what I felt was almost a military approach to education in particular prefects and head boys and head girls where things that you know I had become not used to having spent a number of years in a German school. and also the idea of wearing a name page struck me as being very odd. The first week we were told as new students to the school that we had to memorize the names of all the head girls head boys deputy head girl deputy headphones and all the prefect. I felt it was a silly idea and admit no attempt to memorize anyone's name to what's the end of the week there was a test where we were expected to decide at the neighbors of prefect a head boys and head girls and obviously I completely flanked I wasn't worried about that at all what surprised me was that I was punished for it and a few of my classmates and I were forced to go to this partground and to cut grass it's punishment.  on another occasion, I was working close to the Pavilion of the school and with my hands and the pocket and one of the teachers agent teacher who was the senior master of the school approached me really angry screamed at me to remove my hands from my pocket confused I removed maybe one hand at a time which was too slow for him and for that transgression I was asked to come to his room office and I was given a hiding on the bottoms. all this happened during the first term of my time in among place in high school and I migrate suffered greatly at the next term I was a demoted from the first top three classes and to the bottom four class. 

I spoke to my father about the difficulties Awards having at school especially after this cool commanded all form ones to come to school on a Saturday so as to cheer the schools rugby team who were playing another school. I had no intentions of spending any of my time any of my weekend any of my free time in a school that I hated so I spoke to my father and my father came to school and spoke to the headmaster and spoke to other senior teachers and basically saying he's not expecting his son to be coming to school on a Saturday he was happy if the school head organized extra lessons on a Saturday. but he would not support my attending school on a Saturday to cheer some boys playing rugby. I was excused and did not have to attend Saturday cheering event but it meant that my relationships with teachers were quite difficult and so 

Whilst at Mount Pleasant High School my advantage such as English language that I had in Germany was quickly overturned. most of my new classmates at Mount Pleasant High School had far better English than I had they also knew the history of Zimbabwe and the geography in Zimbabwe better than I did so the only advantage I could lean once my art. that is part of the reason why in trying to adjust my grades fell.

I was very happy when few weeks before the end of the term my father and my mother told us that we were moving again because my father had  had been posted to abulaway the second biggest city in Harare where the main office of evangelical Lutheran church was and my father was appointed to be the new treasure of the church.

 I had during my time in Harare no idea no understanding of the political tension that still existed in the newly independent Zimbabwe at that time. that was soon to change when we moved to Bulawayo. 

Catechism - Chitendero chava lutera - 

Mrs Gumbanjera - 

conscious of my left hand - tried to use my right hand just in case 

The journey school was 12.4 km from Mbare to Mt Pleasant School 

Alistaire, and Freddy 

Dream - class painting wall to wall of Asterix and Obelix - My friend’s father 
Woken up by cockerel 
We were back in Zimbabwe
I smelled the yet to dry paint - after my mum insisted to the ELCZ she needed the house painted. The furniture needed to be bought. But at least daddy managed to make a shelf to accommodate his books. Once that was sorted, and books were all in order - we could find sofas to sit on.  
I do not know who screamed first - cockroaches 
Our house was blue - and mum wanted it 
Our house was much larger and included a the Mbare Church building and a hall. It was at a corner - we shared one fence with the Methodist Church Rev Sangaza and their imbalanced sblings 5 girls and one boy. 


Chapter: Harmony 


Church friction 
School 
Relationships 
Working at Parerkhs 

The Chronicle: BULAWAYO, Monday, October 7, 1991 — The Evangelical Lutheran Church of Zimbabwe’s two-year power struggle, which threatened to split the church, has finally been buried with the election of a new bishop-elect, the Reverend David Dubani Siphuma of Beitbridge…
Rev Ambrose Moyo, a senior lecturer in theory and religious studies at the University of Zimbabwe, was elected deputy bishop and Rev Litsietsi Dube and Rev Hendricks Mavunduse were elected deans of the western and eastern deaneries respectively.

We moved to Bulawayo as a family at the end of 1985, in time for the start of the school year. My sister and I were enrolled at Northlea High School starting  in form 2. As  a result of very good third term grades, I was promoted to 2J3 out of a year with 13 or 14 classes. My elder sister continued her stellar school performance and was 2J1 - the top class in that school year. 

I quickly made friends. I sat next to Tony Benson - nicknamed Bollo (like the…in Kungfu movie). Tony was strong, muscular with the most warm heart. And soon my friendship expanded to Larry Mueller (Son of boxing coach with German origin). His father was scary. He taught his son two phrases in German Dumkpf and Esel. in Larry I had met my match. for the first time, here was someone who was better than me in drawing and arts. His most memorable work nearly got us expelled at school. Larry was very good at drawing real life cartoons of students and teachers in school caricaturing them. During one of the maths classes, I was sitting next to Larry and he was drawing this hilarious cartoon of a girl called Rudo. Larry passed the cartoon around the class secretly, but one of Rudo’s friends  

And Ryan Douglas who was half indian and half chinese. His mother made him the most delicious sandwiches. He was Jehova Witness - and we argued endlessly over the 144 000 people going to heaven. No Ryan, it is whoever believes in Jesus who will go to heaven. What happens if there there is 144001? The arguments did not stop us from being good friends. His mom was generous with sandwiches, with indian spices. At one time we asked him to tell his mother. My other close friend was …Patel whose father also worked for the railways. He was super funny. Our second strong muscular friend was Luther Vandross look alike, Ambross Nyoni. We were friends whose main interest was listening to music, playing minor pranks on each other, and some of my friends kept pigeons as pets.  The catchment area of Northlea high School was vast, that the only time we hanged out as friends was at school.   

Our class was divided at least amongst the boys into those who listened reggae music like Todd Ndlovu and Sibonginkosi Ncube and the rest of us who listened to what we considered cool music.  
Northlea was as cosmopolitan as it can get. And children of different races, ethnic groups integrated very well. 

My interest in current affairs took a bit of back burner - and the growing pains and inevitable petty distraction  took over. I remember though reading an article in late 1987 and seeing pictures of a dead man’s body in Bulawayo main newspaper,  The Chronicle. His name was Richard Gwesela - who together with Gaiyigusu had been killed by security forces. Between 1980 to 1987/8 tens of thousands of innocent people in villages lost their lives in a government operation called. The massacre of innocent people in Matabeleland was and remains one of the saddest chapter in the history of Zimbabwe - and that happening in a country that won independence. It is estimated that….thousand people mainly in rural areas were killed during Zimbabwe’s war liberation against colonial rule - and yet over ….were killed after independence. I had a vague understanding of the violence - and the only person who was directly affected was my uncle who was a conductor of a long distance bus  which was burnt by the dissidents - he promptly resigned. 

The fractures that were closer to us concerned the Evangelical Lutheran Church. A few months before my O level exams 1988, my father called all of us kids for an announcement. I do not want you to be too worried, he started. There will be a lot of bad things in the newspapers that will be said about the ELCZ, about the Bishop and also about your father. You may have noticed that there is a big argument in the Church and we know you may feel affected. We want you not to worry and to concentrate on your school - especially the two of you - you are in an important year and it is important that you pass. 

The source of the conflict was leadership of the Church were members of the…challenged the Churche’s doctrine that a Bishop was concretated for life. I remember my mother talking about a Church leaders meeting - where one of the senior pastors stood up saying, “some of us also want to be Bishops”.  My father was the treasurer of the Church and seen as being on the side of the presiding Bishop Shiri. The Church conflict was either by coincidence or by design split into ethnic groups with minority Ndebele, Venda on one hand and on the other a largely Shona grouping. 

The church conflict went on from 1987 to 1990 with mainly arguments in Church meetings were priests and church leaders met. The divisions reached dangerous levels when at the end of 1990, nine Church leaders signed a joint letter to another Church priest who was appointed as Pastor in Charge of  Bulawayo Parish. The letter was unequivocal, and stated We the undersigned…Rev Shoko’s appointment as pastor in charge for Bulawayo parish as unfortunate, ill timed and unhealthy for both of you. You have done quite well in your holy ministry, and it will be very unfortunate if you are messed up in the last phase of your ministry. The pastors were threatening violence to a fellow pastor. The letter cynically ended with a phrase …best wishes for the year 1991.

Despite the threatening letter preventing pastor Shoko from taking up the role - he nevertheless decided to move to a role he was appointed to as Bishop’s Deputy and Pastor in charge for Bulawayo. In his report, he said on the 2nd of January 1991, a few days after arriving, two priests came to his house with a direct threat saying "we warn you as “our friend” before you fall into problems. They then turned to the pastor's wife - if you have high blood pressure, it will rise because we are here to fight. We are here to fight against the Bishop and our target is Bishop Shiri and if you choose to suffer or die for him - that is up to you.    

The church faction led by a select group of priests continued their protests. On the day Rev Shoko was to be installed as a pastor in charge of Bulawayo in a congregation called Tshabalala, my dad, mother and I attended. The service was disrupted, some priests went to the extent of removing pressure off the tyres of the opponents. The order of the service was disrupted. Police were called to prevent the disruptions turning violent. Following that incident the pastor played hide and seek by announcing where he would preach next, only not to turn up and instead preach at a different congregation - but his distractors were not deterred - once they heard of which congregation he was they followed. In the end a Church assembly was called in April 1991 and the pastor was reassigned to a parish in the Eastern deanery. 

I could see that the church tensions took a toll on my father and mother. They both tried their best to protect us from the media impact - and were keen that we were not distracted from our education - especially when my sister and I were in our final year in high school. 

                                                                                                   ***

My parents were right to be worried about my school performance. Two years prior - and unlike my sister who continued her good school performance - I had failed the mock exams ahead of my year….exams, and (except for art) my parent and I were  surprised that I managed to pass enough subjects  to proceed to high school - thereby increasing slightly my chance to find a place at one of two only Universities available for the whole of Zimbabwe. 
During my A level, I failed my mock exams again. My mother was more direct. She could not leave it to chance that history would repeat itself.  Donald, are you really studying? I see you reading for 5 minutes and then you leave your desk - to listen to music, or to make a sandwich. You can always think about apprenticeship, Donald - if you do not have enough grades in A level to find a place at the University, my mother told me earnestly.  Due to limited spaces available at the University of Zimbabwe. and newly University…in Bulawayo - the grades for  University entry for basic degrees was very high. 

My mother was determined that anything that was or could possibly stand in the way of academic success was removed. I was cleaning the swimming pool with long brushes that disappeared into the blue water. After testing the water’s Ph levels, I took chlorine tablets. My mother stood by myside. You know as at your age, sometimes you will meet girls, Donald.  




My father took a more philosophical approach - not to say he was not worried. He called my siblings and I outside in the garden and stopped at a paw paw tree at the back of our house in Northend. Once the four of us were gathered, looking up at the tree with green and yellow ripe paw-paws. You see, this tree. You and my children are like the pawpaws, and us, your mum and I are the branches holding the paw paws in place. When you are still young and green like those paw-paws, we are able to hold you in place - no problem - I looked at my young brother and young sister. But once you become mature and ripe and yellow like these two. My older sister gave me a slight kick -  you see the branches are creaking  - and as your parents we will struggle to continue to support you as you grow older as we will break. The only way for the branch to stop breaking is for the yellow pawpaws to be removed from the branches. Silence. And that was that. The parable to the Paw Paw tree was over. 

My mother must voiced her 
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MOZAMBIQUE 

My mother picked up a picture from the corner of the coffee table and on it were a group black women and children. One woman was carrying a baby in front of her in a cloth tied around her neck. Also in the picture was the only white woman about 60 years old who was administering health services to the gathered community in Nampula Province of Mozambique. Four months after the picture was taken, the woman Sister Doraci Edinger of the Brazilian Lutheran Missionary would be dead - murdered by a vicious attack in her flat by assailants using a hammer.   

The Lutheran Church in Mozambique was deeply divided, and in effect split into two - especially from 1999.  There had been previous attempts by the pastors from different Lutheran churches from Tanzania, Brazil and South Africa.  In 2001, a the Lutheran Church of Southern Africa (LUCSA) organized a reconciliation meeting, and this led in a church assembly meeting in 2003 where representatives of the Mozambican church requested LUCSA to identify an experienced pastor to continue the work of reconciliation, build church structures across the whole of Mozambique, reconstruct the central administration of the church, train evangelist and select students for theological training.   

At the age of 62, my dad came back home from the meeting. Mai Dori, we have to start packing. Why was my mothers, obvious response. This move was different, as they We are moving to Mozambique. 

My mother and father arrived in Maputo, the capital of Mozambique on the 2nd of October 2003. They stayed at the…hotel for eight days waiting for renovations of a flat in the Churchyard of the main Lutheran Church at……road. After 8 days they were told the flat was ready for occupation. When they moved in they found the flat still needed a lot of renovation and painting. They decided to supervise the renovation, moving their belongings from side to side. They quickly realized that the list of appliances in the flat was just on paper - so that they had to buy new sofas, a stove, pots and pans and cutlery. Similar to their move to Masvingo Bible school, my father found the church had no money - fortunately there was an agreement for some limited future funding from the Lutheran World Federation for the Church as well as the Lutheran Bavarian Church in Mozambique.  

Despite their advanced age, my mother and dad threw themselves to the challenge of working for the Lord in a new country. A country they had to learn Portuguese - my mother particularly loved learning the language she regarded as one of the most beautiful sounding languages in the world. Portuguese is pure melody! trying to unify a Church split along political lines was a difficult undertaking, made more difficult by the long distances they drove through wilderness from Maputo tucked in the south all the way to Nampula province which was…days away. On the map the distance is…km, but the map does not show the terrible state of the roads. My parents shared the driving, took extra fuel in the twin cab four wheel drive with the aim not to stop until they found a well settled village - sleeping in the forest was too dangerous -especially further North of the country. The political tensions in Mozambique between the ruling party Frelimo and opposition RENAMO often resulted in attacks. In one of their long drives, their car broke down in the middle of nowhere. They had no choice but to sleep in the car - and hope for help to arrive. In the middle of the night they felt the car shaking from side to side. My dad took a torch and flashed outside. He could not identify at first what it was - and only to realise that it was  

My mother explained that the levels of poverty in rural Mozambique was at a level she had not seen before. They visited villages where basic education and health facilities were practically non existent -  A dilapidated, grass thatched mud church was the only institution that communities relied on for spiritual and    




   

   

 




Since July 2003 there have been alarming reports of street children disappearing in Mozambique (particularly in the Nampula area), to be sold and murdered, in some cases so that their organs may be used in the illegal transplant organ trade.
 
Attention was first drawn to this situation in February by missionary nuns in the Nampula diocese, the Sisters Servants of Mary, who wrote to Bishop Tomé and gave the local authorities a detailed account of the horrific events, backed up by statements from family members and teachers of the children who had disappeared.
 
A Brazilian consecrated layperson, Elida Dos Santos, who lives in the monastery at Nampula, was able to take video footage and photographs showing that these terrible events are very real and not merely the subject of serious allegations. The pictures show the mutilated bodies of children with missing organs, while some bodies have been found in sacks buried in remote spots.
 
What is more, as a result of the action taken by male and female missionaries in Mozambique against this horrific ring of inhuman traffickers, on 24 February 2004 a Brazilian Lutheran missionary, Doraci Edinger, who had come to the assistance of children in Nampula, was found dead in her flat. She had been battered to death with a hammer.
 
Pope John Paul II has also officially intervened in this matter, bringing his full moral authority to bear by calling during the Ash Wednesday homily for action to be taken in Mozambique to put a stop to the 'obscene trafficking in organs and human beings'.
 
In the face of these alarming reports and the indifference shown by international organisations, can the Commission make urgent representations to the relevant authorities in Mozambique with a view to ensuring that the necessary action is taken to guarantee the safety of children and male and female missionaries in Nampula?







































 


    

  







 










 



