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CHAPTER 1
September 2020
Sixty-eight year old Samundan President Henry Masanga stood in the protocol room, adjusting his cufflinks as he gazed out of window at the Manhattan skyline. He is moments away from addressing the United General Assembly, but his mind wanders back to his youth.
As a charismatic revolutionary Masanga had fought alongside comrades to liberate Samunda from British colonial rule. Now after decades in power he had become the very oppressor he once rallied against. Masanga’s thoughts are interrupted by the soft voice of his aide Barbra. “Mr President, the protocol officer is ready to escort you to the General Assembly Hall.” Masanga nods smoothing his suit. As he follows Barbra and the young blonde protocol officer he can’t shake the weight of his conscience. 
As President Masanga emerged from the protocol room he began his dignified procession down the lengthy narrow corridor that led to the United Nation General Assembly Hall. The soft click of his expensive Italian polished shoes echoed off the walls, punctuated by the gentle rustle of papers the muted hum of hushed conversations. Ahead of him the United Nations Protocol Officer a poised young woman with a French accent led the way with confident strides. President Masanga’s aide walked beside him, her eyes glancing on the president as they moved in tandem. Bringing up the rear, the president’s security detail followed closely their watchful eyes scanning the surroundings with a mixture of vigilance and discretion. As President Masanga entered the grand hall his expression underwent a subtle yet unmistakable transformation. His features once relaxed and composed now assumed a stern unyielding mask. It was a deliberate calculated gesture one that conveyed his unwavering resolve and unshakable commitment to his position.
Despite his frail health, which had become increasingly apparent in the days leading up to this moment, President Masanga stood tall, his shoulders squared and his head held high. He had refused to indulge in any display of weakness, choosing instead to push through the fatigue and discomfort that threatened to undermine his resolve. As the Protocol Officer offered to carry his speech President Masanga declined politely his voice firm and resolute “We Samundans” he said “are always doing things for ourselves. We continue to do our things ourselves even at the United Nations.” The Protocol Officer graciously smiled with a mixture of curiosity and sparkling admiration because very rarely did African Heads of State exhibit such composure, she then motioned the President to take his place at the podium. As President stepped into the hall he was met with a sight that filled him a sense of unease and disquiet.
Inside the General Assembly Hall, President Masanga was met with a sea of empty seats. Delegates had abstained in protest of the human rights violations plaguing his nation. He'd expected as much, knowing he had to present a strong front to deter critics and opposition. As he approached the podium, United Nations General Assembly President Mister Kwishank introduced him formally “The Assembly will now hear an address by His Excellency Henry Masanga, the President of the Republic of Samunda. I now invite his Excellency to address the Assembly”
Masanga cleared his throat, surveying the room. Half the audience was engrossed in their mobile devices, while only his delegates and a few allied nations' representatives applauded. The delegates from his own country had a vested interest in attending, collecting a daily allowance of $2,000 and enjoying an all-expenses-paid month-long trip.
Masanga's delegation consisted of about eighty individuals, all deemed essential to the president's United Nations visit. The pomp and circumstance couldn't mask the tension and dissent simmering beneath the surface.
"Distinguished delegates, ladies, and gentlemen” President Masanga began his speech.
“We gather here today as representatives of our great nations, yet I stand before you with a heavy heart. The Republic of Samunda has been subjected to unjust sanctions by Western powers, stifling our economic growth and hindering our development. These sanctions are a clear violation of our sovereignty and territorial integrity. Despite these challenges, our nation has persevered. For thirty five years, we have held free and fair elections, upholding the principles of democracy and the rule of law. Our commitment to democratic values is unwavering. However, we cannot ignore the threats to our national security. We have dealt with individuals who seek to undermine our progress, those who collaborate with foreign powers to destabilize our nation. We will not tolerate such treachery. To the international community, I say this: let us work together to build a more just and equitable world. Let us reject the imposition of sanctions and instead promote dialogue and cooperation. We owe it to our people, and to future generations, to strive for a better world. A world where sovereignty is respected, where democracy is cherished, and where human rights are protected. Thank you."
As the speech concludes, the United Nations General Assembly remains silent, with no applause. The delegates exchange skeptical glances, and the atmosphere is one of disappointment and disinterest. President Masanga’s speech was indeed underwhelming, lacking substance and inspiration. The applause that followed was lukewarm, with only a few allies of Samunda such as the Republic of Santos an ally during the liberation war showing their support. This lacklustre response was telling and it suggested that even the President’s allies were no longer convinced by his rhetoric. At that moment President Masanga finally realized that his years of making empty hollow promises at the General Assembly had come to an end. The speech was far cry from the passionate idealistic addresses that once characterized his leadership. Now Masanga had gone rouge and he was now at the helm of a criminal enterprise masquerading as a government that had plundered and pillaged the nation plunging many of his citizens into dire poverty. He was now getting increasingly isolated from the international community and he was desperate, Masanga was determined to survive at all costs.
 Minister of Mines and Energy Development, as well former military intelligence operative Reggie Masanga, stepped out of the United Nations General Assembly hall and into the crisp Manhattan air. As President Masanga's nephew and long-time ally, Reggie had played a crucial role in solidifying the president's power. Now, he was determined to capitalize on his position to secure lucrative deals for himself and the regime.

Reggie slipped into a sleek black limousine, which whisked him away to the opulent Langham Hotel. In the lavish lobby, he was greeted by a delegation from OmniCorp, a US-based mining conglomerate that was interested in exploring Samunda’s vast lithium gold and diamond deposits. The company's representatives, led by the suave and calculating CEO, Rachel Morse, exchanged warm smiles and firm handshakes with Reggie.
As they ascended to the hotel's penthouse suite, Reggie couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. This meeting was a testament to his influence and the regime's growing clout.

Over champagne and canapés, Rachel Morse launched into a polished presentation, highlighting OmniCorp's interest in exploring Simunda's rich mineral deposits, particularly the fabled star diamonds. Reggie listened intently, his eyes gleaming with excitement.
As the discussion progressed, Reggie began to subtly steer the conversation toward the potential benefits of partnering with the Republic of Simunda. He emphasized the country's strategic location, its vast mineral wealth, and the regime's "business-friendly" environment.
Rachel Morse and her team nodded attentively, their expressions a mask of polite interest. However, Reggie's next words would change the tone of the meeting.
"Of course, we understand that our...sanctions situation presents certain challenges," Reggie said, his voice dripping with innocence. "But I'm confident that, together, we can find creative solutions to overcome these obstacles. I understand that the proposal may seem reasonable considering the sanctions imposed on us by your government, but we find them insufficient" leaning forward from the Milano leather high back boardroom chair Reggie said “however we are willing to accept the proposed 10% royalty rate, we have a counterproposal that would greatly benefit both parties.” Rachel Morse responded with sceptical enthusiasm whilst spreading her arms and casting glances at her team members seated on either sides of her. “I am intrigued Minister please proceed” leaning back into his chair and exhibiting a gangster vibe Reggie Masanga said “well, we have faced logistical challenges transporting our gold to European markets. Due to the sanctions we require a discreet solution. We propose that your company establish a subsidiary in Zurich, Switzerland to facilitate the transportation and sale of our gold to Western buyers.” His voice was intimidating he was used to harassing and bullying people to get what he wants, but this wouldn’t work in America. 
The room fell silent, the only sound the soft clinking of ice in the champagne flutes. Rachel Morse's smile never wavered, but her eyes narrowed imperceptibly.
"I think we understand your...position, Minister," she said, her voice measured. "However, we must consult with our executives and explore all options before making any commitments. Perhaps we can discuss this further at a later date?"

Reggie's face remained impassive, but a flicker of disappointment danced in his eyes. He knew that OmniCorp was not interested in pursuing a deal, at least not under the terms he had proposed. As the meeting drew to a close, Reggie rose from his seat, a forced smile plastered on his face. "I look forward to hearing from you soon, Ms. Morse. Perhaps we can discuss the details of our...arrangement in the near future?" Rachel Morse's smile was equally insincere. "I'm sure our executives will be in touch, Minister. Thank you for your time today." As the OmniCorp delegation departed, Reggie couldn't shake the feeling that he had overplayed his hand. The Americans were not as easily swayed by his charm and cunning as he had anticipated. As he entered into the limousine Reggie's thoughts turned to the president, and the expectations that had been placed upon him. He knew that he had to deliver, no matter the cost. 
Reggie Masanga, the Minister of Mines and Energy Development, stumbled through the luxurious hotel room, his expensive Prada morning shoes making soft crunching sounds on the plush carpet. The air was thick with the smell of expensive liquor and the sound of raucous laughter. Reggie's aide, a young woman who didn't deserve to be part of the presidential delegation, was pouring himself another drink from the mini-bar.

Reggie's phone buzzed, shrill in the chaos of the room. He squinted at the screen, his eyes blurry from the drinks. It was one of the president's bodyguards. "The president wants to see you, Minister," the voice on the other end said, firm but polite. Reggie groaned, rubbing his temples. He stumbled to the closet, yanking out a crisp summer shirt and slipping it on over his head. He staggered to the door, grabbing his Prada shoes and slipping them on his feet. As he made his way to the president's suite, Reggie's mind reeled with the events of the previous night. He had met with representatives from OmniCorp, a US-based mining conglomerate, to discuss potential investment opportunities in Samunda. But the meeting had been a disaster. The OmniCorp representatives had been unwilling to budge on their demands, and Reggie had been forced to walk away from the deal. When Reggie arrived at the president's suite, he was greeted by the president himself. The president's expression was stern, his eyes narrowed. "What happened with the OmniCorp deal, Reggie?" he asked, his voice firm. Reggie launched into a slurred explanation, trying to downplay the failure of the negotiations. But the president cut him off, his expression growing darker. "I didn’t bring you to the table to further your trafficking racket, Reggie," he snapped. "I brought you to deliver results."

Just then, the TV in the corner of the room flickered to life, catching the president's attention. A news anchor was speaking, her voice urgent. "Breaking news, opposition leader, Alex Mwamba of the Freedom Front Movement , has been elected president of Nombia, a neighbouring country to north of Samunda. The stock markets are reacting positively to the news, with many analysts predicting a period of stability and growth for the region. However Samunda’s dictator continues to cast a dark shadow over Southern Africa." The president turned to Reggie, his eyes glinting with interest. "What do you make of this, Reggie?" he asked, his voice low. "What does this mean for Samunda?" Reggie's mind reeled as he tried to process the news. He knew that Nombia's election of an opposition leader could have significant implications for Samunda, potentially destabilizing the region. But he was too drunk to articulate his thoughts, and he stumbled over his words, trying to come up with a coherent response.

Reggie's mind reeled as he tried to process the news. He knew that Nombia's election of an opposition leader could have significant implications for Simunda, potentially destabilizing the region. But he was too drunk to articulate his thoughts, and he stumbled over his words, trying to come up with a coherent response. President Masanga's expression turned grave as he spoke to Reggie, "The winds of change are sweeping across Africa, and we're on the cusp of becoming the last opposition stronghold in Southern Africa." He paused, his eyes narrowing. "Once the South African opposition party wins, we're doomed. Our largest trading partner will be gone, and Nombia will make trading difficult with their newfound American support." Reggie's eyes widened, but the president continued, "We must come up with a plan, Reggie. We can't show weakness; the people will sense hope and encircle us." With that, the president stood, signalling the end of their meeting. "We depart tomorrow. Our work here is done."

As the president left with his entourage, Reggie poured himself a whiskey, feeling the weight of the president's words. He called the hotel reception, requesting more alcohol and female company to his room to distract him from the looming uncertainty.

The next day, the president's convoy exited the hotel, met with protesters holding placards. The scene repeated itself as they left the Samundian embassy, with exiled Samundians in America joining the protests. The president's concern grew as they drove to the airport, where more protesters celebrated Nombia's election win. As they boarded the plane, the president's aides and ministers urged him to take action. "We must crush the opposition leaders, Mr. President," one of them said. "They'll get hope from Nombia's win, and we can't afford that." The president's face darkened, his mind racing with the implications. "We'll address this once we're back home," he said finally. "For now, let's focus on the situation at hand." As the chartered Emirati Gulfstream soared into the sky, Reggie gazed out the window, his thoughts consumed by the uncertainty of their future. The president's words echoed in his mind: "We must come up with a plan, Reggie. We can't show weakness." But what plan could they devise to counter the growing tide of opposition? This question haunted the minds of everyone aboard the luxurious plane.

The luxurious plane, fitted with opulent furnishings and state-of-the-art entertainment systems, seemed a world away from the stark reality of Samunda's struggles. Over six million people of the country's nine million citizens teetered on the brink of starvation, diarrhoea, and malnutrition. Yet, the president's delegation had splurged on this extravagant mode of transport, oblivious to the suffering of their people. The cost of chartering the plane was staggering amount close to $500,000 USD per trip. For this journey alone, the total came to $1.5 USD million, a sum that could have fed thousands of starving Samundians. Moreover, each member of the president's 80-strong delegation had received a daily allowance of $2,000 for the 30-day trip, totalling $4.8 million. The extravagance was staggering, and the ministers and aides seemed determined to indulge in every luxury the plane had to offer.

As the plane flew on, the president's entourage continued to drink and make merry, oblivious to the plight of their citizens. The sound of clinking glasses and raucous laughter filled the air, a stark contrast to the sombre mood that had settled over the president. Reggie watched, a mixture of disgust and disillusionment swirling in his chest. How could they be so callous, so detached from the reality of their country's struggles? But he was in too deep his conscience was already rotten and corroded to the core.
As President Masanga's plane soared through the skies, he couldn't shake off the feeling that something was amiss. This challenge was different, cunningly dangerous, and had the potential to topple everything he had built. His concern wasn't about losing the presidency, but about the well-being of his family, his kids, and the legacy he would leave behind. He had become a hated figure, and his ruling party was equally despised.

The president's mind was consumed by the fear of what would happen to his cronies, his people, if the opposition gained momentum. He knew that arrests and crackdowns on human rights would only exacerbate the problem, making it more piercingly inevitable. The president's eyes grew heavy, and he drifted off to sleep, his reclining chair cradling him. His dreams took him back to the days of the liberation struggle, when he was a revolutionary idealist, making passionate speeches and fighting for a cause he believed in.

 







	



Chapter 2
July 1970

President Masanga's dreams were a jarring mix of the past and present. He saw himself as a young revolutionary, fighting for freedom and justice. But the images were fleeting, replaced by the harsh realities of the present. He saw the faces of his people, gaunt and hungry, their eyes accusing him of failing them. The president's eyes snapped open, his mind reeling from the vivid dreams. He looked around, disoriented, and saw Reggie sitting across from him, a look of concern etched on his face. "Mr. President, are you okay?" Reggie asked, his voice low and soothing. The president nodded, trying to shake off the lingering fogginess. "Yes, Reggie. I'm fine. Just a bad dream." But Reggie knew better. He had seen the president's eyes, haunted by the ghosts of his past. And he knew that those ghosts would continue to haunt him, until he faced the truth about his leadership and the suffering of his people.

Fifty years ago, President Masanga was a young boy attending a Catholic mission boarding school in Fort Tuli, a town nestled in the heart of Samunda. The Catholic nuns had taken him in, along with other promising African students, providing them with free tuition and board. Masanga's journey to the school had begun in his home village of Chirwa, in the Berengwa district.

As a young boy, Masanga had always been fascinated by the stories of his ancestors, who had fought against the colonial powers. He had grown up listening to tales of bravery and sacrifice, and he had always felt a deep sense of connection to the struggle for independence.

One fateful evening, as Masanga sat with his friends in the dorm, Comrade Langton, who was born with a disability that impaired his mobility, often struggled to walk properly and orphaned, pulled out a magazine featuring Nkwame Nkrumah, the Pan-African leader who had toppled the British in Ghana. The article was illustrated with pictures of Nkrumah's triumphant return to Ghana, and it spoke of his vision for a united Africa. As Masanga read the article, he felt a surge of excitement and inspiration. He looked up at his friends, his eyes shining with enthusiasm. "It's futile to discuss defeating the whites without taking action," he declared. "We need to act!" His friends looked at him in surprise, but Masanga continued, his voice filled with passion. "We can't just sit here and talk about freedom. We need to fight for it. We need to take action." When asked what action they should take, Masanga shared a story about a young beautiful girl named Nala, whom he had met while fetching water at the missionary borehole just a few kilometres to the Ndira village. Nala had told him about revolutionary fighters crossing into the neighbouring country of Dos Santos, a former Portuguese colony west of Samunda now liberated and controlled by President Eduardo Mendes, who supported the revolutionary armed movements.

Masanga's eyes sparkled with excitement as he told his friends about Nala's story. "We can join them," he said. "We can fight for our freedom." His four   looked at each other uncertainly, but Masanga's enthusiasm was infectious. They began to discuss the possibility of joining the revolutionary fighters, and soon they had made up their minds.

Under the cover of night, the five boys Henry Masanga, Kennedy Chitongo, Jacob Kashila, Wiliam Mutanga and Lenny Mushore snuck out of the boarding house, leaving behind their friend Simba, Mandire who would later become the current central bank governor. The group made their way to Nala's house, where they received new clothes and food. Nala's father, a school teacher, warned them that he would be in trouble with the authorities if they stayed. The group slept in the barn, departing early in the morning to meet the revolutionary soldiers of the African Revolutionary Party AFP. As they journeyed to the border in a worn-out jeep, Masanga promised Nala that he would return to her. Nala, who would later become the president's wife, was inspired by Masanga's bravery determination and leadership he showed to the group. She immediately fell for the confidence and self-assurance that Henry always showed each time they met at the borehole, but above all that night Nala had fallen in love with Masanga’s compassionate side.

As they reached the border, the revolutionary soldiers instructed Masanga and his friends to abandon the jeep. "We'll use this vehicle to patrol the villages," one of the soldiers explained. "But we must cross the border on foot. It's the only way to avoid detection." Masanga nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He looked at his friends, who seemed just as nervous as he was. "Let's do this," he said, trying to sound braver than he felt. The night air was thick with tension as they made their way through the thorns. The border guards' overhead lights flashed ominously, casting an eerie glow over the landscape. Masanga's skin prickled with fear as he pushed through the thorns, the sharp barbs tearing at his clothes and skin. "Keep moving," one of the revolutionary soldiers urged, his voice low and urgent. "We don't have much time."Suddenly, Langton Mushore, one of Masanga's disabled friends, let out a cry of pain. "I'm stuck," he whispered, his voice trembling with fear. Masanga turned to see that Langton had become entangled in the thorns. "Don't move," he said, trying to sound calm. "I'll get you out of there." But before Masanga could reach his friend, the sound of barking dogs carried on the wind. The border guards had been alerted to their presence.

"We have to go now, he has been slowing us down!" one of the revolutionary soldiers shouted, grabbing Masanga's arm. "Now." Masanga hesitated, wanting to help his friend. But the soldiers pulled him along, and they all began to run. The sound of gunfire and barking dogs grew fainter as they put distance between themselves and the border. Masanga ran until his chest burned, his lungs gasping for air. Finally, they reached the yellow tarmac that signalled their entry into Dos Santos. The revolutionary soldiers told them to stop running, and Masanga collapsed to the ground, exhausted.

When he came to, he found himself in a revolutionary soldiers' camp. A training commanding officer, who introduced himself as Mbambeira, stood over him.
"So, you're the new recruits," Mbambeira sneered, his eyes scanning Masanga and his friends. "I must say, you look like a bunch of scared rabbits." Masanga felt a surge of anger at Mbambeira's words, but he bit back his retort. He knew that he and his friends were in a precarious position, and they needed to tread carefully. "We're here to fight for our country," Masanga said, trying to sound confident. "We're willing to do whatever it takes to free our people." Mbambeira raised an eyebrow, clearly amused by Masanga's bravado. "We'll see about that," he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "You'll be trained, and you'll be tested. If you pass, you'll be allowed to join our ranks. But if you fail..." Mbambeira's voice trailed off, leaving Masanga to wonder what would happen if they failed.

Masanga and his friends were interrogated and beaten, but they refused to give up. After twelve hours, they were released and reunited on the assembly parade. Mbambeira addressed them, his voice dripping with contempt and disdain.

"You think yourselves heroes, but you are far from it” he sneered. “You are merely a group of naïve idealists, foolishly believing you can change the world. Your unwavering optimism will be your downfall. And as for your friends who lost their lives along the way their sacrifices were in vain. You too, will ultimately meet the same futile end.”  Masanga felt a surge of anger at Mbambeira's words, the pain of his friend Langton’s recent capture by the white border guards still fresh in his mind, but he bit back his retort. He knew that he and his friends had to prove themselves, to show that they were worthy of joining the revolutionary army.

But as they began their training, Masanga realized that it wouldn't be easy. They were pushed to their limits, forced to endure physical and mental torture. Masanga and his friends were determined to succeed, but they knew that the road ahead would be long and difficult. As they trained, Masanga proved himself to be a skilled and dedicated soldier. He excelled in navigation, able to find his way through the dense jungle even at night. He was a natural with a gun, quickly becoming one of the best marksmen in the camp. He also showed a talent for engines, able to repair and maintain the camp's vehicles. Masanga's skills and confidence grew with each passing day. He became a leader among his peers, earning their respect and admiration. Mbambeira, the training commanding officer, took notice of Masanga's progress, and he began to see the young man as a potential future leader. One day, Masanga did something that caught the attention of the camp's leaders. He led a daring raid on a border guard outpost, using his skills and cunning to outmanoeuvre the enemy. The raid was a success, and Masanga's reputation as a brave and skilled warrior was cemented.

The leaders of the revolutionary party, the African Revolutionary Party (ARP), gathered around a makeshift table in the camp's headquarters. They were dressed in safari suits, their faces illuminated by the faint light of lanterns. Chairman Kanyama, a tall, imposing figure with a commanding presence, stood at the head of the table. "We are failing," Chairman Kanyama declared, his voice low and urgent. "Every offense we launch against the British ends in disaster. They are growing stronger, more resolved. We need a new strategy, a new approach." Commissar Mwale, a thin, bespectacled man with a sharp mind, spoke up. "We need more weapons, more training. We need to send our soldiers to Cuba, to the Soviet Union, to learn from the best." But Commander Ndlovu a grizzled veteran of the revolutionary war, shook his head. "We can't just copy the strategies of others. We need to adapt, to innovate. We need to use our knowledge of the land, our knowledge of the enemy, to our advantage." As the leaders argued, Masanga sat at the back of the room, listening intently. He was a young soldier, but he had already proven himself in battle. And he had ideas, ideas that he was eager to share.

Suddenly, Masanga spoke up, his voice clear and confident. "The people," he said, clicking his fingers for emphasis. Commander Ndlovu turned to him, his eyes narrowing. "What did you say, young soldier?" Masanga hesitated, unsure of how to respond. But before he could speak, Chairman Kanyama intervene "Wait, Commander," he said. "Let us hear what the young soldier has to say." Masanga took a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. "Our enemy has the advantage of public opinion," he began. "The British disparagingly label us terrorists, savages, and other demeaning names, they hypocritically portray our brothers and sisters as the happiest native black faces on the African continent. They misrepresent our struggle implying that we seek to disrupt the social order ordained by God. In reality they control seventy to eighty percent of prime land while our people struggle over a meagre ten percent of poor marginal land. It is imperative that we launch a massive propaganda campaign to expose the true nature of British oppression and enlighten our people of the injustices they face."  Masanga concluded “our struggle Chairman must now take a political turn.” The leaders looked at each other, impressed by Masanga's words. And when he finished speaking, they applauded, their faces filled with admiration. "Well done, young soldier," Chairman Kanyama said, smiling. "You have shown that you have a keen mind, a strategic thinker. We promote you to be in charge of espionage and intelligence."

Masanga's heart swelled with pride as he accepted the promotion. He knew that he had a long way to go, but he was ready for the challenge. And as he set off for the Soviet Union for training, he knew that he would return as a different person, a person equipped with the skills and knowledge to lead the revolution to victory.

Years passed, and Masanga became a key figure in the ARP. He coordinated a series of sabotage attacks and propaganda campaigns that hurt the British and gained international attention. The commander tried to question the morality of these actions, citing concerns that Masanga’s missions were characterized by high rates of collateral damage and unintended consequences such as the death of civilians but Masanga's prominence and influence continued to grow. In his view the means always justified the end. One day Masanga devised a plan, one that could potentially bring the war to an end if executed successfully. Since it involved high risk he decided that he needed to be in the field, taking risks alongside his comrades. He knew that it wouldn't be easy, but he was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

As Masanga sat with his friends in the rain one evening, playing chess under a small tent, he was approached by Commander Ndlovu. "Masanga, we've invited you to join us for a meal," Commander Ndlovu said, his voice firm but polite. Masanga looked up from the chessboard, his eyes narrowing slightly. "I'm busy, Commander," he replied, his voice neutral. "I'm teaching my friends how to play chess." Commander Ndlovu raised an eyebrow. "Chess? Really, Masanga? You're an up-topper now. You should be focusing on more... strategic pursuits." Masanga smiled, his eyes glinting with amusement. "Chess is strategic, Commander. It helps you think critically, anticipate your opponent's moves. It's a valuable skill for any soldier." Commander Ndlovu snorted. "I suppose you're right, Masanga. But still, you should join us for dinner. We have... delicacies that you won't find here." Masanga's friends looked at him curiously, but Masanga just shook his head. "I'm fine, Commander. I'll eat with my friends here." Commander Ndlovu face darkened, but he said nothing. He turned and walked away, leaving Masanga to wonder what he had just gotten himself into.

As the days passed, Masanga continued to refuse the commanders' offers of luxury and comfort. He slept in the tents with the lower-ranked soldiers, sharing their food and their stories. And as he did, he began to earn their respect and admiration. But not everyone was pleased with Masanga's decision. Commander Ndlovu and the other commanders began to view him with suspicion, wondering why he was so determined to stay with the lower-ranked soldiers. And then, one day, Masanga stumbled upon a shocking discovery. He was invited to eat with the commanders, and as he sat down at the table, he saw that they were eating top-quality food - food that was far better than what the lower-ranked soldiers were getting.

Masanga's eyes narrowed as he realized that the commanders were hiding food and other supplies from the rest of the soldiers. He felt a surge of anger and disgust, and he knew that he had to do something about it. That night, Masanga snuck into the commanders' tent and stole some of the food. He took it back to the lower-ranked soldiers, who were overjoyed by the unexpected feast. As they ate, Masanga told them about the commanders' corruption. The soldiers were outraged, and they began to whisper among themselves about rebellion. Masanga knew that he had to be careful. He couldn't let the commanders find out what he had done, or they would surely punish him. But he also knew that he couldn't just sit back and do nothing. He had to keep fighting for what was right. And so, Masanga continued to secretly distribute food and supplies to the lower-ranked soldiers. He also began to gather evidence of the commanders' corruption, hoping to one day expose them and bring them to justice. As he worked, Masanga's reputation among the soldiers continued to grow. They saw him as a hero, a man who was willing to risk everything to stand up for what was right. Masanga knew that he was making a difference. He was inspiring the soldiers to stand up for themselves, to demand better treatment and more respect. But the commanders were not happy with Masanga's newfound influence. They saw him as a threat, a man who could potentially destabilize their power and their privilege.
And so, they began to plot against him. They whispered among themselves, trying to come up with a plan to bring Masanga down. But Masanga was not afraid. He knew that he was fighting for something bigger than himself, something that was worth risking everything for. And so, he continued to stand up for what was right, even in the face of danger and adversity. He knew that he was making a difference, and that was all that mattered. The commanders, who had grown complacent and corrupt, saw him as a threat to their power. They began to plot against him, accusing him of insubordination and desertion, but Masanga was not unaware of the commanders' plans. One of the aides to the commanders, who had been listening in on their conversations, had warned Masanga of the danger. The aide had told Masanga that the commanders spent more time drinking and playing cards than they did discussing strategy.

Masanga knew that he had to act quickly. He decided to lead the guerrillas into battle, to execute the grand plan war ending plan he had conceived a little while ago, to show the soldiers and the people back home that he was not a coward. He chose to do this openly, to boost morale and show solidarity with the soldiers. As he prepared to lead the guerrillas into battle, Masanga felt a sense of frustration and urgency. It had been ten years since he joined the revolutionary armed movement, and he felt that it was time for a change. He knew that he had to strike now, before his enemies grew too powerful.

Just then, a jeep arrived at the camp, carrying Chairman Kanyama and President Eduardo Mendes of Dos Santos. They were dressed in safari suits, and they looked every inch the confident and powerful leaders.

"Masanga, my boy," Chairman Kanyama said, his voice booming across the camp. "I hear you're leading the guerrillas into battle. That's the spirit! We need more men like you, willing to take risks and fight for what's right." Masanga smiled, feeling a sense of pride and purpose. He knew that he had made the right decision, and he was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. But little did he know, his enemies were closing in. The commanders had set a trap for him, and they were waiting for the perfect moment to strike. Masanga's fate, and the fate of the revolution, hung in the balance. Commander Ndlovu stepped forward, his voice booming across the camp. “Comrades we stand here today as the vanguard of our great revolution. We have fought tirelessly for our freedom, and we will not be swayed by the whims of the enemy and sellouts!” His words fell flat, and the soldiers remained unenthusiastic. It was clear that they had lost faith in their leaders. President Eduardo Mendes looked on his face growing increasingly red with anger. “What is wrong with your solidiers?” he demanded of Chairman Kanyama, but before Kanyama could respond Masanga stood up, his AK rifle held aloft. “Viva la revolucion!” he shouted, his voice ringing out across the camp. The soliders erupted into cheers, singing chanting and signing along with Masanga. The political leaders were caught off guard but they quickly joined in applauding and cheering along with the soldiers. President Eduardo Mendes turned to Chairman Kanyama, a look of surprise on his face. “This one is the future” he whispered. “We need to protect this jewel” and with that Masanga’s fate was sealed. He was appointed as the new commander along with his friends as the new military wing leaders. The soldiers cheered and the political leaders looked on, knowing something they had just witnessed something special yet dangerous. As Chairman Kanyama shook Masanga’s hand, he smiled. “The future is in your hands, young man.” He said “The future of our freedom is in your hands.”  With that Masanga set off to lead the soldiers to victory, armed with nothing but his AK rifle and his unwavering dedication to the revolution. Comrmander Ndlovu and six of his lieutenants who had tried to plot against Masanga were expelled from the party and discharged from the military without recognition, branded as traitors who had betrayed the principles of the revolution. The fate of the four lieutenants remains unknown. It is believed that commander Ndlovu sought refuge at the rural coastal town of Tofo where lived amongst locals as a ‘Capitao de dhow.’ He tragically lost his life in a freak accident at sea, while sailing in his dhow in search of fish. He was swept away by a powerful tide. Despite efforts to locate his body by the ‘Forcas de Dos Santos’ his body was never recovered, leaving behind him memories of his bravery and dedication. Tragically the remaining two comrades were reportedly killed in a suspected gang-related armed robbery. Due to their betrayal their contributions to the liberation effort were never formally recognized. 


As Masanga settled into his new role as commander of the army wing, operations began to improve dramatically. The soldiers were better fed, better equipped, and better trained. Morale was high, and the camp was transformed into a model of efficiency. Nala, who had been appointed as the new head of communications, worked tirelessly to establish a network of secret communication channels. She had developed a system of smuggling letters and messages, and she had assembled a team of young people to help her. As the camp's facilities improved, the soldiers began to feel a sense of pride and purpose. They had proper showers, standard uniforms, and decent food. The tents were clean and well-maintained, and the soldiers slept on stretcher beds and bunk beds. Masanga knew that it was time to take the fight to the enemy. He gathered his friends, including Kennedy, Jacob and William together they hatched a plan to attack the Prime Minister Harry Chesterfield’s farm in Rutendo just 40km from St Theresa the catholic mission school that Masanga had attended before leaving to join the struggle with his friends. The plan was to burn the farm, attack the Prime Minister, and kidnap him. They would then force him to make a broadcast to the world, calling for a ceasefire and negotiations with the revolutionary government. Masanga and his team set off across the border, using an old Cessna single engine plane assembled from scrap parts at the camp. The old plane a Cessna 210 Centurion had a very small radar cross-section and had been used to distribute leaflets, medicine, and supplies to the soldiers. The plane was undetectable on radar, and the white soldiers found it hard to track, it had been a game changer.

As they approached the Prime Minister's farm, Masanga and his team could feel the tension building but they were encouraged to see that the intel they had received was legit the Prime Minister was indeed actually at his farm for the weekend, as they saw his white Land Rover parked in the drive way . They knew that this was a high-risk operation, but they were determined to succeed. With a burst of gunfire and a cloud of smoke, the team stormed the farm. The Prime Minister's soldiers were quickly overpowered, and the farm was set ablaze.  Masanga and his team grabbed the Prime Minister and dragged him to a nearby bush. They recorded a video of him, demanding that the white government negotiate a ceasefire and recognize the revolutionary government. The video was sent to the world, and the news of the Prime Minister's kidnapping sent shockwaves around the globe. Masanga and his team had pulled off a daring operation, and they had changed the course of the war. But as they made their way back to the camp, Masanga knew that the real challenge was only just beginning. The white government would stop at nothing to rescue the Prime Minister, and Masanga and his team would have to be ready to defend themselves.

As the white soldiers responded to the Prime Minister's kidnapping, they launched a massive search effort in the Midlands region. They browsed every house, arresting anyone they suspected of being involved with the revolutionary army. But Masanga and his friends had anticipated this response. They had deployed a team of secret guerrillas, disguised as professional teachers, to the capital city of Selus. The guerrillas carried rocket-propelled grenades in their suitcases and set their sights on the local fuel refinery.

The refinery erupted in flames, engulfing the entire city and sending a massive fireball into the air. The acting Prime Minister immediately declared a curfew and a state of emergency, asking all citizens to stay indoors.

The soldiers were confused and divided, unsure of how to respond to the sudden attack. The guerrillas hiding in the bush took advantage of the chaos, emerging to harass and kidnap white citizens, subjecting them to brutal treatment.

Some white soldiers began to desert, returning to Selus and other towns to check on their families. The world watched in shock as a televised report by Chairman Kanyama called for the government to step down and negotiate a new deal with the African Revolutionary Party.

The acting Prime Minister, desperate to end the violence, called for a ceasefire and agreed to withdraw his soldiers on the condition that the African Revolutionary soldiers also withdraw and retreat to the border town near Dos Santos.

Masanga agreed to the terms, and the Prime Minister was released. The political wing leaders realized that Masanga was now the de facto leader, and his name was on everyone's lips. People referred to him as a hero, a demigod leader.


But not everyone was pleased with Masanga's newfound status. Chairman Kanyama was old and frail, battling tuberculosis. The other leaders began to plot and scheme, planning to kill Masanga and take the position of power for themselves.

They collaborated with some of the white soldiers, planning to bomb Masanga's jeep as he returned to the border. But Masanga was cautious, deciding to ride in the truck with his friends instead of the jeep.

As the truck approached the border, the jeep exploded, sending shrapnel flying everywhere. The people thought Masanga was dead, but he emerged in the camp, much to the amazement of the soldiers and the political leaders.

One of the political leaders, Commissar Mwale, had taken over the camp and was claiming to be second in charge of Kanyama. He began to make funeral preparations for Masanga, but the young leader's sudden arrival caught him off guard.

Masanga's eyes narrowed as he looked at Commissar Mwale. "What's going on here?" he demanded, his voice firm and authoritative. Commissar Mwale stuttered, trying to explain himself. But Masanga was having none of it. He knew that Commissar Mwale was trying to usurp his power, and he was determined to put a stop to it.






 Kanyama's frail body lay on the hospital bed, his eyes sunken but still shining with a hint of strength. Masanga stood beside him, holding his hand as Kanyama spoke in a weak but determined tone. "You've inherited a jewel Masanga. Do not destroy it. The people look to you for help, for comfort. What you've done is good, but the journey is just about to begin."

As Kanyama finished speaking, he asked to be with his wife, Nala. Masanga kissed his hands, thanking him for having faith in him, and left the room. His eyes welled up with tears as he walked out, and Nala followed, her face etched with grief.

The news of Kanyama's passing spread quickly, and the nation mourned the loss of a great hero. Just hours later, the British Commonwealth Broadcaster announced the election results, declaring the Revolutionary Party as the winners. Masanga stood tall, dressed in a sharp suit, as he prepared to address the nation. Nala stood beside him, her hand on his shoulder, offering comfort and strength. With a deep breath, Masanga began to speak.

"My fellow citizens, today we mark a new chapter in our nation's history. We have emerged victorious in the elections, and we pledge to work tirelessly for the betterment of our great nation. We will uphold the principles of democracy, justice, and equality, and we will ensure that the sacrifices of our heroes, like Chairman Kanyama, are not in vain.

"We will work to rebuild our economy, to create jobs and opportunities for all, and to ensure that our nation is a beacon of hope and prosperity for generations to come.

"We will not forget the struggles of our past, but we will use them as a foundation to build a brighter future. We will work to heal the wounds of our nation, to bring together those who were once divided, and to forge a new path forward, together.

"Let us honor the memory of Chairman Kanyama by continuing his work, by fighting for justice and equality, and by building a nation that is worthy of his sacrifice.
Thank you, and may God bless our great nation." As Masanga's words echoed across the nation, a sense of inspiration, hope, and reconciliation filled the air. His fiery rhetoric and passionate delivery inspired even the most skeptical of whites to see the light in his words. For the first time in years, the country felt a sense of unity and purpose. Masanga's message of reconciliation and peace resonated deeply with the people. He spoke of a future where all citizens, regardless of race, could live together in harmony. His words were a balm to the wounds of a nation torn apart by conflict and oppression.

But, as the saying goes, "the road to hell is paved with good intentions." Little did the people know, Masanga's promise of a brighter future would eventually fade into disaster. The seeds of discord and destruction were already being sown, waiting to sprout and bring chaos to the nation.

For now, though, the people basked in the warmth of Masanga's words, hopeful that a new era of peace and prosperity was dawning on their beloved country.




Chapter 3
November 2020
President Masanga sat behind his desk, his eyes fixed on the awkwardly shaped table that had been donated by British Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher thirty-eight years ago. The table was a reminder of the long and winding road that had led him to this moment, as the President of his beloved country. As he pondered the weight of his responsibilities, the door to his office opened, and Vice President Kashirai walked in. "Mr. President," Kashirai said, his voice low and measured. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything important."Masanga waved his hand, inviting Kashirai to take a seat. As Kashila entered the office, Masanga looked up from the documents he was signing. The requisitions from various ministries were piled high on his desk, and Masanga knew that many of them were inflated. However, he chose not to antagonize his comrades, aware that politics was a delicate and often treacherous game. "Ah, Kashila, come in," Masanga said, setting down his pen. "I trust your trip to Nombia was enlightening?" Kashila took a seat, his expression serious. "Indeed, Mr. President. I'm afraid the situation in Nombia is not as rosy as it seems. The new, President Mwamba, is a puppet of the United States. He's a figurehead, nothing more. "What was your impression of the man" Kashirai leaned forward, his voice taking on a conspiratorial tone. "To be honest, Mr. President, I was not impressed. The new president seems more interested in lining of the west pockets than in serving the people." Masanga's expression turned thoughtful, his mind racing with the implications of Kashirai's words. He knew that the situation in Nombia was delicate, and that the wrong move could have far-reaching consequences. As he pondered his next move, Masanga's gaze wandered around the room, taking in the opulent decorations and the stunning view of the palace gardens. The presidential palace was a grand structure, built to resemble an observatory. At night, the roof of the dome could be opened, allowing the president and his family to gaze up at the stars. The palace was a symbol of the country's rich history and culture, and Masanga felt a deep sense of pride and responsibility as he sat in his office, surrounded by the trappings of power. He knew that he had a difficult road ahead of him, but he was determined to do what was best to protect his position, no matter the cost. 

The presidential palace, built by the British as an observatory, stood majestically on Mount Huton, its grandeur a testament to the country's rich history. President Masanga had always admired the structure, with its sleek, modern design and intricate details. He had transformed it into his palace, a symbol of his power and prestige. The palace was divided into two wings: the West Wing, which housed Masanga's offices, and the East Wing, which served as his residence. A glass corridor connected the West Wing to the main observatory hall, now used as the state reception hall. It was here that Masanga would host the four heads of state from North Korea, Russia, China, and Venezuela, a gathering that would solidify his country's position as a key player in global politics.

The East Wing, a two-story building, was a tranquil oasis, complete with a tennis court, an indoor pool, and an underground bunker. The residence was surrounded by beautifully manicured rose gardens, which filled the air with their sweet fragrance. Mount Huton, where the palace was situated, was a secluded hill, detached from the rest of the country. However, the surrounding Northgate suburbs were home to some of the most beautiful houses in the country, where Masanga's fellow ministers and friends resided. Vice President Jacob Kashila was one of Masanga's closest friends, a bond forged during their escape from boarding school. Kashila had been a long-time ally, and Masanga had assigned him to visit the Republic of Nombia, a trip that had yielded valuable insights into the country's politics. Kashila's visit had been a strategic move, as Masanga had been vocal in his criticism of the victorious Freedom Front Movement Party in Nombia. By sending Kashila instead, Masanga had avoided antagonizing the new government, while still maintaining a presence in the region. As Kashila sat in Masanga's office, discussing the intricacies of Nombian politics, the President listened intently, his mind racing with the implications of Kashila's words. The game of politics was complex, and Masanga knew that every move had to be carefully calculated. Masanga's eyes narrowed. "Go on."

"I believe there are many dignitaries from the US State Department in Nombia, and some of them are CIA agents masquerading as investors and businessmen. Mark my words, Mr. President, in a few months, we'll see US military bases sprouting up all over Nombia. This is not good for us." Masanga's face darkened. "I agree. And what about the IMF representatives? What's their role in all this?" Kashila shook his head. "They're pushing for Nombia to take a deal, a debt package that will supposedly rescue them from the economic mess left behind by President Banda. But I fear it's just a ruse to gain control over Nombia's resources." Masanga sighed, rubbing his temples. "This is indeed a worrying development. It makes our notion of 'brotherhood business' with Nombia seem like a farce." Kashila nodded. "Quiet diplomacy, Mr. President. We praise each other's efforts while secretly undermining each other's progress. It's a game we must play carefully." Masanga leaned back in his chair, his eyes fixed on Kashila. "I agree. We must tread carefully, indeed." Kashila stood up, his eyes locked on Masanga's. "We must do something, Mr. President. The situation in Nombia is a wake-up call for us. We need to show strength, and we need to do it now." Masanga nodded, his mind racing. "I agree. Hopefully, the visit by the four nations will be a deterrent to our enemies. We will show them that we are not alone."

Kashila moved closer to Masanga, his voice taking on a more serious tone. "Mr. President, are you ready for the Congress? The African Revolutionary Party's Congress is just around the corner, and it seems you might not have the support you need to win the chairmanship." Masanga's expression turned thoughtful. "I've been thinking about that, Kashila. I've decided that I will not be running in 2025. I'll be stepping down." Kashila's eyes widened in surprise. "But, Mr. President, who will take your place?" Masanga's smile was enigmatic. "My son, Temba. He's the perfect candidate to take over as president of Samunda." Kashila's face fell, and he knew that he couldn't agree with Masanga's decision. Temba was a playboy, and the party delegates would never accept him as their leader. The Youth League and the Women's League, who had grown disillusioned with Masanga's wife, Nala, and her lavish lifestyle, would see this as an opportunity to rebel against Masanga's rule. "Mr. President, I think we should discuss this further," Kashila said, trying to stall for time.  Masanga's expression turned stern. "There's nothing to discuss, Kashila. I've made up my mind. Go and call our comrades, the ones we escaped with from boarding school. Tell them that I'm stepping down and that Temba will be taking my place. The ground must be prepared for him" Kashila nodded reluctantly, knowing that he had no choice but to obey Masanga's orders. Kashira left the office to carry out Masanga's instructions, Masanga couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. He had made up his mind, and now it was time to put his plan into action.


Meanwhile, Kashila made his way to General Kennedy's office, located at the military barracks on the outskirts of the Mount Huton. When he arrived, he found Kennedy sitting behind his desk, a look of concentration on his face.
"General Kennedy," Kashila said, "I have a message from the President." With a hint of sarcasm. Kennedy looked up, his eyes narrowing slightly. "What is it?" "The President has decided to step down in 2025," Kashila said. "And he wants Temba to take his place." Kennedy's expression didn't change, but Kashila could sense a flicker of interest behind his eyes. "I see," Kennedy said. "And what does the President want me to do?" "He wants you to begin preparing Temba for the role," Kashira said. "He wants you to teach him everything he needs to know."
Kennedy nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "I'll take care of it," he said. He knew that the President meant that he should silence anyone who dared oppose this decision. But what Kashila didn't know was that Kennedy had his own plans for Temba. As the head of the gold cartel, Kennedy had been using Temba to smuggle gold out of the country. And now, with Temba poised to become the next President, Kennedy saw an opportunity to expand his operations even further. He imagined himself as the de facto president.

"Temba, my boy," Kennedy said, as he picked up the phone to call Temba. "We need to talk." The meeting between General Kennedy, also known as General Ken, and Temba took place at an exotic private club in the suburbs of the capital city, now called Zenith. Temba arrived at the club in his sleek Lamborghini, a habit of his that often disturbed the residents of Northgate. He was known for his love of sports cars and his tendency to chase after women of all races and types. As he stepped out of the car, Temba greeted General Ken with a wide grin. "My man General Ken, you have another consignment for me? We're killing it like we're chopping grass!" General Ken's expression turned serious. "Temba, you need to sober up. You're about to become the next president, and I'm supposed to secure that position for you. I need you to put a sober mind and be vigilant. You can't keep sleeping around with all these women. You need to be patient, and disciplined." Temba's grin faltered, but he knew better than to argue with General Ken. He nodded, taking a seat next to General Ken. "I'll try, General. But it's not easy. My father's always avoided me, and I don't know how to be a president." General Ken's eyes narrowed. "Your father may have avoided you, Temba, but he sees the thug in you. And that's exactly what he needs to maintain his grip on power. You'll make a perfect president, Temba. Now let's discuss the details of your campaign."
General Ken leaned forward, his eyes locked on Temba's. "Listen, Temba, your campaign is going to be a smooth sail. We've got everything under control. But you need to be disciplined, focused. You can't keep sleeping around with all these women and getting intoxicated You need to be patient."

Temba nodded, a hint of a smile on his face. "I'll try, General. But it's not easy. I'm young, I'm rich, and I'm powerful. What's the fun in being disciplined?" General Ken's expression turned stern. "The fun is in becoming the next President of Samunda. Now, go and see your father tonight. He needs to know that you're committed to this campaign." Temba nodded and stood up, adjusting his leopard shirt. "I'll go, General. But can I ask you something?" General Ken raised an eyebrow. "What is it?" Temba grinned. "Can I still have some fun on the side? Just a little bit?" General Ken's face turned red with anger, but he controlled himself. "Just go, Temba. And don't forget what I told you." Temba nodded and walked out of the room, leaving General Ken to wonder if he had made a mistake by supporting Temba's candidacy and whether Temba would be the architect of the downfall of everything that Kennedy and his comrades had built.

Meanwhile, President Masanga was on his way home, escorted by his bodyguards. He walked through the glass corridors, admiring the gardeners as they trimmed the edges of the lawn. He held his old briefcase tightly, a habit he had developed over the years. As he entered the reception hall, he saw the decorations being prepared for the four nations' leaders. He nodded in approval, shaking hands with the staff and workers. His bodyguards told him it was time to move, and he nodded, walking towards the door. The two strong bodyguards saluted him, and he walked into his residence, where his wife, Nala, was waiting for him.

They hugged and kissed, exchanging general couple talk. Their daughter, who had completed law school, was having problems deciding whether to pursue articles or become a judge. Masanga wanted her to become a judge, so he could use her for his own purposes. As they sat down for dinner later that evening, the servants waited behind the dining table, ready to serve them. Masanga's favourite child arrived, followed by Temba, who arrived moments later wearing a leopard shirt. Masanga shook his head, "How do you expect to become president when you dress like a clown?" Temba remained silent and moved past his father without saying a word. 

President Masanga walked into the dining room, where his family was already seated. His wife, Nala, smiled warmly at him, while his daughter, Mbali, looked up from her phone. Temba, his son, was characteristically late, burst in a few minutes later, but wearing the flashy leopard shirt that infuriated his father. As they sat down to eat, their lavish dinner prepared by the family’s executive chefs Nala mentioned that she was looking forward to the congress and the four nations visit being over. "I've already bought a summer costume for our holiday to the Maldives," she said, smiling at Masanga. "Remember how the Maldives always soothe your hair?" Masanga shook his head, his expression serious. "We can't think about vacations right now, Nala. If we're not careful, we'll lose everything we've worked for."

Mbali, who had been quietly observing the conversation, spoke up. "But funny enough you've got the time to decide my future, Father. I don't want to become a judge, a corrupt judge. I want to become a lawyer with a conscience, an environmental lawyer."

Temba, who had been busy serving himself food, looked up at Mbali. "You want to become an environmental lawyer and save rhinos? What a joke, Mbali. You've got an opportunity to become a judge and defend our family's heritage. Our father fought for thirty years in the bush, starving and being abused by the white slavers. We can't just let it all go. This thing, this country is ours." Masanga looked at Temba, a mixture of pride and concern on his face. He knew that Temba was ruthless and power-hungry, but he also knew that he was the only one who could secure their family's future.

"Mbali, my dear," Masanga said, turning to his daughter. "You need to understand that our family's position is not secure. We need to do everything we can to protect it. Becoming a judge would be a good way for you to contribute to our family's future." Mbali looked at her father, her eyes flashing with anger. "But Father, I don't want to be a judge. I want to make a difference in the world, and not just defend our family's interests." The conversation continued, with Temba and Masanga trying to persuade Mbali to see things their way. But Mbali remained stubborn, determined to follow her own path.
The argument escalated, with Mbali’s voice rising in anger. "You've always controlled my life, Father! You won't let me work for any law firm because you're afraid I'll expose your corrupt regime!" Masanga slammed his fist on the table. "How dare you! I've given you everything, and this is how you repay me?" Temba, who had been quietly observing the argument, suddenly spoke up. "Yeah, Mbali, you're so ungrateful. Father's just trying to protect you." Mbali's eyes flashed with rage. "Protect me? You mean control me! You're just a puppet, Temba, Father's little puppet!" Nala tried to intervene, but Mbali was beyond reason. She stood up, her chair scraping against the floor, and stormed out of the room. "Come back here!" Masanga shouted, but Mbali was already gone. Nala sighed and stood up. "Let's calm down, everyone. She'll be okay." Temba stood up and followed Mbali, but by the time he reached the front lobby, she was already driving away. Temba shrugged and lit a cigarette, despite Nala's strict no-smoking rule.

"Ey Guard!" he shouted, summoning one of the guards who was watching the post by the lawn. The guard hurried over, and Temba began to talk to him in a rude tone. Meanwhile, Nala turned to Masanga and asked, "Are they safe? Should I be worried?" Masanga's expression was calm, but his eyes were worried. "We'll be vigilant, my dear. We need to be watchful. And I think it's time I announced Temba as my successor. That should distract the people and give us some breathing room."
Nala nodded, but her eyes were filled with concern. She knew that Masanga's plan was risky, and that it could backfire at any moment. Mbali, still fuming from the argument with her father, drove to her boyfriend Joseph's house. Joseph, a banker and son of the deputy governor of the Reserve Bank, listened intently as Mbali poured out her heart. "I don't know what to do, Joseph," she said, tears streaming down her face. "My father is so controlling. He won't let me live my own life." Joseph held her close, trying to comfort her. "Don't worry, my love. I'll talk to my father. He's a senior member of the party. Maybe he can help us figure out what to do."

Meanwhile, Temba was being driven back to his residence in the Northgate suburbs by the guard, Craig. As they reached the gate, Temba suddenly said, "No, wait. I forgot something. Take me to town." Craig raised an eyebrow but said nothing. He drove Temba to the avenues, where Temba picked up a prostitute. They drove back to Temba's house, where Temba did his business with the prostitute. Afterwards, Temba asked Craig to pay the prostitute and take her home. But as Craig tried to comfort the lady, whilst he was driving her home he realized that Temba had abused her as she was visibly bruised and shaky. The young lady spat out dirty words about the regime and how they would one day burn in hell. She opened the door and threw herself out of the car, leaving Craig shocked and confused. He drove away, his anger and frustration boiling over for he knew he couldn’t stop the car and risk being spotted by the public that a person threw themselves out of a sleek government SUV.
When he got home, his wife Rosy asked him what was wrong, but Craig just shook his head. "This government is becoming brutal," he said. "I don't know how much more of this I can take." His wife looked at him worriedly, but Craig just stormed out of the room, leaving her to wonder what had happened.

The next day General Ken walked into Temba's room, his eyes scanning the space. Temba was lying on the bed, naked and fast asleep. General Ken's face twisted in disgust as he kicked Temba with his polished shoe. Temba snapped out of his sleep, his eyes wide with anger. "What the hell, General? What's going on here?" General Ken's expression was stern. "We've got no time to sleep, Temba. We've got to prepare you for the presidency. The party's wings are coming up with a plan, and we need to be ahead." Temba rubbed his temples, trying to compose himself. "Coffee," he muttered. "I need coffee."  One of the guards moved to get the coffee, but General Ken stopped him. "Temba, focus. Did you get any inspiration last night on how we can structure your campaign?" Temba shook his head, still trying to wake up. General Ken handed him a newspaper, his eyes scanning the headlines. The front page showed a covered body of a dead girl in the Avenue Streets. Eyewitnesses claimed to have seen a black Toyota Land Cruiser SUV speeding past the scene, with someone jumping out of the car without stopping to help.

General Ken's eyes narrowed. "Do you know anything about this, Temba?" Temba's eyes widened in innocence. "No, I came straight home to sleep." General Ken's expression turned skeptical. "You've got to tell me if you know anything about this, Temba. My men tell me you were driven home in a similar vehicle, we can't afford to have this blow back in our faces." Temba shrugged, still trying to appear innocent. "I don't know anything about it, General. Craig just drove me here, I was too tired to drive myself." General Ken's face turned red with anger, he had been briefed of everything by the intelligence but he controlled himself. "Think of something fast, Temba. We need to come up with a plan to make the youth like you." Temba's eyes lit up with a sudden idea. "I've got it, General. Let's take me to a youth concert where I'll be a guest appearance together with Young Butterfly." General Ken's expression turned thoughtful. "That's not a bad idea, Temba. Young Butterfly is liked by the people, and artists are starving. Make a cash donation to her, and this will help." Temba nodded, a plan forming in his mind. "Okay, fine. I agree." General Ken nodded, his expression serious. "Get a bath, Temba. See you in the afternoon."

Tatenda, the president's aide, stood in the grand hall, overseeing the workers as they installed the trusses and decorations for the upcoming four nations visit. The Samundan flag an opulent tricolour of red green and black with an eagle cluthing grenade on its left claws and a bundle of wheat straws on its right, symbolizing the African Revolutionary Party ideals would take center stage, surrounded by the flags of the other visiting nations. With only a week to go, the atmosphere was tense, and Tatenda was determined to ensure everything was perfect. Just then, Minister Yvonne Masimba arrived, her bodyguards fanning out across the room. Tatenda's eyes narrowed slightly as she greeted the minister. "Honorable Minister, you're welcome. However, your guards are supposed to stay outside. This is the home of the president, after all." Yvonne's response was curt and rude. "I'm not pleased with the progress here. It's too slow, and the delegates are waiting." The tension between Tatenda and Yvonne was palpable, fuelled by the unconfirmed rumours of their alleged extramarital affairs with President Masanga. Yvonne's youthful appearance belied her powerful connections. As the daughter of John Masimba, a wealthy real estate mogul and influential party member, Yvonne had been groomed for greatness. Her position in the cabinet was strategic, and many believed she was being primed for the vice presidency. As the argument between Tatenda and Yvonne escalated, Yvonne dropped a bombshell. "I have some news from the embassy. The heads of state have expressed a desire for a specialized menu, one that requires delicate preparation." Tatenda's eyes widened slightly, intrigued by the challenge. "I see. Well, we'll need to discuss the details immediately. Let's get to work, Minister." As she walked away leaving the Minister standing idly with her aides.
As Temba's convoy made its way to Ndare, the once-thriving hub of revolutionary activity, the stark reality of the area's decline hit them like a ton of bricks. The streets were lined with overflowing sewer pipes, children crying, and smoke billowing into the air, a stark reminder of the lack of electricity. The dry, cracked grass and uncollected garbage littering the streets painted a bleak picture of a community struggling to survive. Women queued up with buckets on their heads, a testament to the water shortages that plagued the area. Taverns and bottle stores lined the streets, with men huddled around draft boards and snooker tables, drinking local brew. Young people played with makeshift soccer balls, their laughter and shouts a brief respite from the desperation that hung in the air. As Temba's convoy approached the stadium, the youth wings of the party had already gathered, eagerly awaiting Temba's address. The team had been carefully handpicked by Kashila and General Ken to ensure Temba's success. As Temba stepped out of his vehicle, clad in a parade outfit and overall adorned with the party colours, the crowd erupted into cheers. Temba grasped the microphone, his voice booming across the stadium as he began to speak. The crowd's enthusiasm was palpable, but Temba knew the truth – this crowd had been paid to be here, bussed in from all over the town and surrounding villages to create the illusion of popular support. Young Butterfly's music pulsed through the stadium, energizing the crowd as Temba continued to speak. But amidst the pomp and circumstance, Temba couldn't shake the feeling that this was all just a carefully constructed facade, a thin veil hiding the rot and decay that lay beneath. Temba turned to Young Butterfly and asked, "What happened to this stadium? Why is it so run down?" Ngwani, the disc jockey and friend of Young Butterfly, spoke up. "It's the opposition party, the National Democratic Front. They're the ones who have destroyed everything. They are in charge of the Municipality" Temba's eyes narrowed he knew  that Ngwani was just anything that would please the party officials standing close by. “The National Democratic Front? I've heard of them. They're a troublemaker's party, always causing chaos and destruction” said Temba. Young Butterfly stepped forward, her voice firm. "If you want me to help you, Temba, you need to support this community. They need to see that you care, that you're not just using them for your own gain." Temba's expression turned thoughtful. He knew that Young Butterfly was right. He needed to win over the hearts and minds of the people, to show them that he was a leader who truly cared. "I'll do it," Temba said finally. "I'll support this community, and I'll make sure that they know I care." Young Butterfly nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. "I'll hold you to that, Temba. And I'll make sure that the people of this community hold you to that too." As they spoke, the campaign manager, General Ken's secret military agent, handed out bricks of cash to the party members, thanking them for their services and promising them more if they continued to rally behind Temba and President Masanga.

The scene was one of chaos and corruption, but Temba was determined to rise above it, to prove himself as a leader who truly cared about the people. But as he looked around at the run-down stadium, the desperate faces of the party members, and the calculating gaze of the campaign manager, he couldn't shake the feeling that he was in over his head. Temba's true intentions are revealed in his heart he doesn't care about the people, only his own popularity and his determination to prove that he can succeed outside his father’s shadow. Temba smiled, his eyes gleaming with insincerity. "I promise to make you rich, Young Butterfly. You'll be set for life if you help me win this election." Young Butterfly's face lit up with hope, unaware of Temba's true intentions. "Really? You'd do that for me?" Temba nodded, his smile widening. "Of course, I would. We'll make a great team, Young Butterfly. Together, we'll win this election and make all your dreams come true." But as Temba turned to leave, his smile faltered, revealing a glimpse of his true nature. He had no intention of keeping his promise to Young Butterfly. He would use her for his own gain, and then discard her like trash. As Temba’s convoy drove away from the stadium he waved at Young Butterfly, who smiled shyly and he felt a sense of satisfaction. He had played her perfectly, using his charm to get what he wanted. 

The next day, the newspaper headlines screamed with excitement. "Temba Vows to Restore Community Stadium!" the front page read. The article went on to praise President Masanga’s vision for the country, quoting from one of his sovereignty speeches from some 20 years ago contrary to the reality on the ground. The article took a predictable turn, blaming the opposition for the community's downfall. "Opposition Party Betrays Hopes of the People," the subheading read. The article ignored the African Revolutionary Party's own broken promises, instead heaping praise on President Masanga's vision for the country.
It was clear that the article was nothing more than propaganda, paid for by General Ken to boost Temba's image. But for now, it seemed to be working. The people were eating it up, and Temba's popularity was on the rise.

















Chapter 4
December 2020

The dimly lit room was abuzz with hushed conversations as the National Democratic Front gathered for an emergency meeting. The air was thick with tension, the weight of their discussion palpable. They spoke of Temba's party, of the bribes and empty promises made to the youth in Ndare and other low-income areas. "It's a clever tactic," one of the members said, his voice laced with frustration. "They're using the people's desperation against them." The room fell silent, the only sound the soft scratching of pens on paper as they brainstormed a plan to counter Temba's strategy. Finally, a decision was made.
"We'll organize a demonstration," their leader declared, Dr Simon Manyanga an academic of political sciences who had been expelled from the University of Samunda because of his persistent criticism of the government, his voice firm and resolute. "We'll stop the launch of that stadium, show Masanga and his party that we won't be silenced." The room erupted into a flurry of activity, members scrambling to make phone calls, send messages, and spread the word. The opposition was striking back, and they would not be ignored.

Meanwhile, in a different part of town, Young Butterfly's star continued to rise. She had been tasked with performing at a state reception dinner for four heads of state, and she was determined to make it a night to remember. She had composed a song especially for the occasion, one that she hoped would impress President Masanga and his guests. As she rehearsed in her small apartment, her voice soared and dipped, the melody haunting and beautiful. She was lost in the music, her heart and soul pouring into every note.

Back across town, in the grandeur of President Masanga's office, a different kind of meeting was taking place. The cabinet was gathered around the large mahogany table, discussing the upcoming state visit. General Ken, Vice President Kashila, and the other high-ranking officials were all present, their faces serious and intent. "We need to make sure everything is perfect," President Masanga said, his voice firm and commanding. "Security, protocol, the works. We can't afford any mistakes." The room nodded in agreement, the officials scrambling to make notes and assign tasks. It was going to be a big day, one that would showcase President Masanga's power and influence to the world. Young Butterfly's performance would be the icing on the cake, a sweet and melodic reminder of the president's greatness. As she rehearsed at the President’s Observatory House that same night her voice ringing out across the crowded room, of state military intelligence officials she couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. That beneath the glittering facade, a darker truth lurked, waiting to be revealed.

On the night of the State Reception Dinner there was power in Ndare as well as the rest of the country so that the nation could see the rigour of their President rubbing shoulders with some of the world’s most powerful Heads of State Zandi sat amidst the worn out furniture of her small apartment, Zandi's eyes wandered to the faded photograph on the wall. It was a picture of her, her three-year-old son, and her mother, taken on a happier day. But life had taken a cruel turn since then. Her mother was now battling a rare cancer, and the state of the public hospitals was dire. Zandi's own struggles were no less daunting. A thirty-year-old graduate with a degree in economics, she had been unemployed for seven long years. Her baby's father had abandoned them, leaving for South Africa without so much as a backward glance. Just as Zandi was starting to lose hope, her phone rang. It was her cousin Craig, a bodyguard at the state offices. "Hey, cuz, I need a favor," he said, his voice low and urgent. "I've got a job for you. It's catering work, but you need to be discreet. Can I trust you to keep this on the down low?" Zandi's curiosity was piqued. What kind of catering job required secrecy? But she pushed the thought aside. She needed the work, and Craig was family. "I'm in," she said, already scrambling to her feet. Craig gave her the address, and Zandi made her way to the state offices. As she arrived, she was struck by the opulence of the surroundings. The roads were blocked, and the security was tight. Craig sent a car to pick her up, and she was whisked away to the Observatory House. As she stepped out of the car, Craig was waiting for her, an apron and shirt in hand. "Quick, put these on," he said, his eyes darting around the lawn. "No time to explain. Just get to the kitchen tent and start working." Zandi's heart was racing as she slipped into the apron and shirt. What had she gotten herself into? But she pushed the doubts aside and followed Craig's instructions. She made her way to the kitchen tent, the sounds of clinking dishes and muted conversations enveloping her. Little did she know, her life was about to take a dramatic turn.

The state reception dinner was a grand affair, with the four heads of state in attendance. North Korea's President Kim Jong-un, Venezuela's President Nicolás Maduro, China's President Xi Jinping, and Russia's Vice President Dmitry Medvedev, representing President Vladimir Putin, who was absent due to the ongoing conflict with Ukraine and Poland. As President Masanga and his wife, Nala, approached the stage, they were greeted with applause. The president, dressed impeccably, made his way to the first row, where he greeted each of the presidents with a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek for their wives, First Lady Ri Sol-ju of North Korea, First Lady Cilia Flores of Venezuela, First Lady Peng Liyuan of China, and Vice President Medvedev's wife, Svetlana Medvedeva. The master of ceremonies took the stage, praising President Masanga and the visiting heads of state. The MC's poem was a boutique of eloquent phrases, praising the presidents' commitment to their people and their nations.

"As we gather tonight, we honor the bonds of friendship and solidarity,
Between our nations, a testament to our shared humanity.
We celebrate the visionaries, who lead with courage and might,
President Masanga, President Kim, President Maduro, President Xi, and Vice President Medvedev, we salute you tonight."

As the MC concluded, the lights dimmed, and the stage lights shone bright. Young Butterfly, resplendent in a stunning gown designed by Nala and crafted in France, took the stage. Her song was a tribute to the revolution and its fathers, praising those who defied the Western World Order.

The lyrics echoed through the hall, mesmerizing the audience:

"We stand tall, united and strong
Our revolution, a beacon of hope, all day long
We defy the odds, we challenge the norm
Our freedom, our future, we'll forever transform"

As Young Butterfly finished her song, the room erupted into applause. The heads of state and dignitaries rose to their feet, clapping in appreciation of the powerful performance.

President Kim Jong-un of North Korea spoke first, his voice firm and resolute. "We stand united in our pursuit of sovereignty and self-determination," he declared.

Next, Vice President Dmitry Medvedev of Russia took the stage, his words dripping with diplomatic flair. "We reaffirm our commitment to strengthening bilateral ties and promoting regional stability," he said.

President Maduro of Venezuela followed, his passion and charisma electrifying the room. "We will continue to resist imperialism and defend our right to self-determination," he thundered.

President Xi Jinping of China spoke last among the visiting heads of state, his words measured and deliberate. "We will deepen our cooperation and work together to build a brighter future for our nations," he said.

Finally, President Masanga took the stage, his eyes twinkling with warmth and wisdom. "We must invest in the next generation of leaders who will pioneer our country into greatness," he said, his voice filled with conviction. "Just as the ants protect the queen to ensure the life of the colony, we must protect and nurture our young people to ensure the future of our nation."

As President Masanga concluded his speech, the room erupted into applause. The heads of state and dignitaries rose to their feet, clapping and cheering. President Masanga invited everyone to dine and wine, and the room was filled with laughter and conversation.
After the speeches, the atmosphere shifted to a more celebratory tone. President Masanga and his wife, Nala, took to the stage, dancing to the music as the crowd applauded. They danced for a few minutes, holding hands and lifting them to the sky, before making their way to the first table to congratulate the other heads of state. As the presidents enjoyed their dinner, each with their personal preferences catered to by different chefs, the first ladies, led by Nala, moved to a separate table to enjoy their meal. The room was filled with the sound of laughter and conversation, with journalists snapping photos to capture the moment.   

However, amidst the luxury and extravagance, it was hard to ignore the stark contrast between the lives of the elite and the struggles of the common people. Almost 90% of the country lacked access to electricity, yet the house was ablaze with lights, every inch of the yard illuminated.

As Zandi, Craig's cousin and a last-minute waiter, rushed to serve the guests, she accidentally spilled wine on one of the guests, a bourgeoisie lady who was the wife one of the senior party officials. The lady's rude response left Zandi flustered, and she quickly retreated to the nearest bathroom, unaware that President Masanga was already inside, struggling with sudden hypertension.

Zandi entered the bathroom, she was startled to see President Masanga standing by the sink, his face pale and sweaty. She quickly composed herself and rushed to his side, grabbing a napkin and some ice blocks from the trash can.

"Mr. President, sir!" she exclaimed, concern etched on her face. "Are you okay?" President Masanga looked up at her, his eyes unfocused. "Who are you?" he asked, his voice weak. Zandi quickly introduced herself, explaining that she was a last-minute waiter. President Masanga's eyes narrowed, and he apologized for not being more composed. "There was no guard on the door," he said, his voice low. "No one saw me come in. I couldn't risk being seen, but since you've seen me...my mind is not right." He paused, collecting himself. "No one knows that I'm suffering from hypertension." Zandi's eyes widened in surprise, but she quickly reassured the president that she would keep his secret. President Masanga nodded, then walked over to the door and locked it. "How did you get in here?" he asked, his eyes narrowing. Zandi explained that she had come in through the front door, she didn’t have time to think or recollect that the restroom in that floor was unavailable to the general class of guests. She just wanted to get away cry for the insulting words the lady had said to her. President Masanga's face darkened, and he muttered to himself about the incompetence of his staff. As they stood there, President Masanga suddenly looked at Zandi with newfound interest. "Please, sit," he said, gesturing to a nearby chair. "Thank you for helping me. Are you a doctor?" Zandi laughed, shaking her head. "No, I'm an economist," she said. "But my mother...I learned how to do first aid because of her. Also I wanted to go to the UK and be a care assistant, that’s how I learnt first aide."

President Masanga's eyes lit up with curiosity. "Tell me more, about your mother" he said, leaning forward in his chair. As they talked, Zandi found herself opening up to the president in ways she never thought possible. She told him about her mother's illness, about her struggles to find work, and about her dreams for the future. President Masanga listened intently, his eyes never leaving hers. He asked her questions, probing deeper into her thoughts and feelings. Just as it seemed like they were getting to know each other, a knock at the back door broke the spell. President Masanga's face darkened, and he stood up, gesturing for Zandi to leave. "It was nice talking to you," he said, his voice low. "But please, don't tell anyone about this. I'll...I'll find a way to repay you." Zandi nodded, feeling a sense of wonder and awe at the unexpected turn of events. She quickly made her way out of the bathroom from the main door, leaving President Masanga to his secrets.
 A few evenings after the State Dinner President Masanga sat by the pool, surrounded by the lavish decor of his residence at the Observatory House. The warm glow of the evening lights reflected off the rippling water, creating a sense of serenity that belied the turmoil brewing within him. He wore an expensive silk gown and morning shoes, sipping a glass of fine whiskey given to him by President Vladimir Putin of Russia. As he flipped through a photo album of his family's early days, memories of happier times flooded his mind.

His daughter arrived, her footsteps quiet on the marble floor. She sat beside him on the bench, her eyes cast downward in a gesture of apology. "I'm sorry, Father," she said, her voice filled with regret. "I know I shouldn't have spoken out against you like that." Masanga closed the album and sat up straight, looking at his daughter with warmth. "Come, let me show you something," he said, opening the album to a page with photos of her learning to ride a bicycle. They both laughed, and Masanga's expression turned serious. "I care about you, dear. It's just that there are people trying to tear our family apart. Forgers and liars, trying to destroy everything we've built." He apologized for his outburst a few days earlier, and his daughter forgave him, acknowledging that they were living in treacherous times. As they talked, Masanga's daughter revealed that she had decided to leave for China to become an environmental lawyer, for the Global Environmental Fund specializing in panda conservation. She couldn't go to Europe due to the sanctions against her father, but Masanga didn't disagree with her decision. Instead, he asked when she would be leaving, and she replied that she would depart the next morning. "I understand, my child," Masanga said, his voice tinged with sadness. "You must follow your heart and pursue your dreams. But remember, no matter where you go, you will always be my daughter, and I will always be here for you." As they parted ways, Masanga kissed his daughter on the forehead, and she left. He put on his glasses and began to think about the upcoming congress and Temba's launch of the stadium, his mind already shifting back to the demands of being a president. The whiskey in his glass seemed to have lost its appeal, and he set it aside, his thoughts consumed by the challenges ahead.
 

























Chapter  5
February 2021

The Tactical Command Centre TCC, located within the National Military Headquarters, was abuzz with activity. The National Joint Security Command meeting was underway, with General Kennedy, commander of the National Security Forces, presiding over the gathering. The forces under his command included the Air Force, the Army, the Police Services, and the Intelligence Services. General Kennedy was also the director of the National Intelligence Agency. As the meeting commenced, Vice President Kashila and the Minister of Defence, Rtd Major William Mutanga a longtime friend and comrade-in-arms of President Masanga, walked into the Tactical Command Centre, exchanging warm greetings with the General Kennedy and other officials. General Kennedy and the two men nodded to each an acknowledgement of the bond they shared having escaped from St Andrew’s boarding school alongside President Masanga. These men had fought side by side during the armed struggle, forging a bond that went beyond mere politics.

As the meeting commenced, it became apparent that this gathering was more akin to a corrupt bar meeting than a serious intelligence briefing. The officials spent more time boasting about their farms and business ventures, laughing and joking, than discussing actual security concerns.

However, the mood shifted when the topic of the mysterious package arose. The opposition's moves were usually predictable, but this time they had deviated from the script. No application had been submitted to the police for permission to hold a demonstration, and this unexpected twist had the officials on edge. "What's in that package?" Vice President Kashila wondered aloud, his brow furrowed in concern. General Kennedy, commander of the National Security Forces, leaned forward, his eyes locked on the minister. "We need to find out. And fast."
The discussion turned to plans for raids and a show of force, the officials determined to quash any potential uprising. But beneath the surface, a sense of unease lingered. The package had unsettled them, and they couldn't shake the feeling that they were missing something.

Later in the afternoon the Minister of Finance, Simba Mandire sat in his office, phone pressed to his ear. He was in a heated conversation with the Reserve Bank governor.
"Dr Mandire, my friend, I'm telling you, we can't keep printing money," the governor said, his voice laced with concern. "It's going to devalue our currency even further."
"I understand your concerns, but the president and the party has its hopes on you. Are you going to be the one who’s going to fail the nation? You do know what happened to your predecessor right?" Mandire replied, his tone firm but measured. The previous central bank governor Dr Nesbeth Madiro had suddenly died of a heart attack in his Northgate home days after he had delivered a controversial speech at the World Economic Forum condemning his own government for failing to take heed of his advice on combating money laundering and racketeering which had plagued the nations economy "We need to keep the economy afloat, and if that means printing more money, then so be it." Added Minister Mandire. The governor sighed audibly. "I hope you know what you're doing, Mandire. This could have disastrous consequences." Mandire chuckled, a cold, calculated sound. "Don't worry, my friend. I know exactly what I'm doing. And besides, the president and the partywill back us up. We're all in this together, after all." The governor's voice turned icy. "I hope you're not forgetting that I'm the one who has to deal with the fallout of your decisions, Mandire. I'm the one who has to explain to the IMF and the World Bank why our economy is in shambles." Mandire laughter was dismissive. "Don't worry about that, my friend. I'll take care of it. Just make sure you do your part and keep the money flowing." As the conversation came to a close, Mandire leaned back in his chair, a self-satisfied smile spreading across his face. He was a man who knew how to get things done, and he would stop at nothing to achieve his goals. He was the chief kingpin of the money laundering cartel that would get local currency notes from the central bank at cheaper rates using bogus shell companies through exemption papers signed by Masanga himself. The cartel would in turn exchange these notes to the public at exorbitant rates and hoard all the foreign currency for themselves, this deprived banks of cash which in turn starved the public of money driving them to Mandire’s black market. This process made Mandire and his party friends extremely rich. The relationship between Mandire and the other comrades was one of mutual benefit. They all worked together to achieve their goals, and they all profited from their actions. Mandire was particularly close to the president and the Minister of Defence, with whom he had fought in the armed struggle. They were a formidable team, and they would do whatever it took to maintain their power and control.  The Reserve Bank Governor, Dr Nkosi sat behind his desk, phone pressed to his ear. He was in a heated conversation with the Minister of Finance, Mandire. As soon as he hung up the phone, his son Joseph spoke up from the couch. "Dad, these guys are running rogue. We've got to cut our losses while we still can." The governor looked at his son, a mixture of concern and frustration on his face. "I know, Joseph. But what can we do? We're in too deep." Joseph leaned forward, his eyes locked on his father's. "Mbali told me something interesting the other day. She said the president is planning to appoint Temba as the new president." The governor's eyes widened in surprise. "What? That's impossible. Temba doesn't have the experience or the support." Joseph shrugged. "I don't know, Dad. But Mbali seems to think it's a done deal." The governor's face turned thoughtful as he stood up and walked over to his desk. He picked up a mysterious package and placed it on the table. "This is about to change everything," he said, his voice low and serious. Joseph's eyes were drawn to the package. "What's in it, Dad?" he asked, his curiosity piqued. As the governor's words hung in the air, the sound of shattering glass and screams echoed through the night air, several kilometres away. The headquarters of the local opposition newspaper, "The Voice of the People," was under attack.
The Special Task Force, a secret police unit notorious for its brutal suppression of dissent, had descended upon the newspaper's offices. The unit's members, clad in black uniforms and masks, stormed the building, smashing windows and doors. The newspaper's staff, caught off guard, scrambled to escape the chaos. Some were beaten and harassed, while others were dragged away in handcuffs. The Special Task Force ransacked the offices, destroying equipment and confiscating documents. As the attack reached its climax, the assailants set the building ablaze, the flames engulfing the newspaper's archives and offices. The once-vibrant hub of dissenting voices was reduced to smouldering ruins.

The leader of the opposition Dr Simon Manyanga watched in horror as the events unfolded. He had been warned about the impending attack, but he had not expected it to be so brutal. "This is a dark day for our nation," Manyanga said, in a video posted on his social media account, his voice shaking with rage. "The government's desperation is palpable. But we will not be silenced. We will not be intimidated. We will continue to speak truth to power, no matter the cost." As the flames died down, the Special Task Force vanished into the night, leaving behind a trail of destruction and a chilling message: dissent would not be tolerated.
The scene unfolded like a well-rehearsed play. Opposition leaders, including the charismatic Amos Chakawa, were arrested in a dawn raid. But Manyanga, ever the elusive one, managed to slip through the net, escaping into the night. He resurfaced days later in neighbouring Nombia, where he granted an exclusive interview to a BBC journalist. With a fierce determination burning in his eyes, Manyanga exposed the brutal regime's atrocities, revealing the dark underbelly of their so-called "democracy".
 The interview, which aired just hours after Manyanga’s escape, sent shockwaves throughout the region. "I'm speaking out today because I have to," Manyanga said, his voice firm and resolute. "The Samundian government's brutality must be exposed. They're using torture, intimidation, and violence to silence us, but we won't be silenced." Reggie Masanga watched the footage from a tablet handed over to him by one of his intelligence goons dressed in a black suit at t. Reggie bit his lips now even more determined to do all he can to crash dissent. The international community was quick to condemn the Samundian government's actions. The United Nations, Human Rights Commission, European Union, Amnesty International, and the US State Department all issued statements within days denouncing the government's brutality. However, the Nombian government's response was more nuanced. While they didn't explicitly condemn the Samundian government, they issued a statement calling for "restraint and dialogue" in the region. Meanwhile, opposition leaders from other Southern African countries were vocal in their criticism of the Samundian government. They took to social media and news outlets to condemn the regime's actions and express solidarity with the people of Samundia.

Back in Samundia, the editor-in-chief of the local newspaper, James Moyo, was being held in the notorious Dark Room or Iron House. Reggie Masanga, the president's nephew, was leading the interrogation, using brutal tactics to try and extract information from James.
Reggie's methods were ruthless. He used physical torture, including beatings and electric shocks, to try and break James’ spirit. But James refused to give in, despite the pain and suffering he endured. After hours of interrogation, Reggie emerged from the Dark Room, his face twisted in a scowl. He walked into a situation room filled with computers and surveillance screens, where young and women were typing away, monitoring the movements of Samundian citizens. The room was a testament to the government's extensive surveillance network, which had been acquired from China. The technology allowed them to listen to conversations, tap phones, and monitor people's movements in real-time. Reggie's eyes scanned the screens, homing in on a particular car registered in James’ name. The car had been driven by a young woman, who had been spotted parking at the Reserve Bank. Reggie's interest was piqued, and he decided to investigate further, driving off in a government-issued military SUV.
The cabinet briefing meeting was in full swing, with the General, Minister of Defence, Kashila the vice president, and the Minister of Finance Mandire all in attendance. They were discussing the recent incidents and the need to issue a statement condemning Nombia for harbouring a terrorist and a traitor. "We need to make it clear that we will not tolerate such actions," said Genral Kennedy. "We must appear strong and united in the face of this betrayal."
"I agree," Kashila said. "We must also make sure that our message is clear and concise. We cannot afford to have any mixed signals." Masanga, who had been quiet until then, spoke up. "I think I can help with that. Let's write a message that we can broadcast on television. Something that will make it clear where we stand." Just as Masanga finished speaking, Reggie Masanga burst into the room, followed by the president's aide. "Mr. President, I apologize for interrupting," Reggie said, "but I have some urgent news." The president nodded for Reggie to continue. "What is it, Reggie?" he asked. Reggie took a deep breath before speaking. "I've uncovered a mole within the government, sir. It's the Reserve Bank Governor Nkosi. He has been working with the enemy, and they're hiding a package at the house of the Minister of International Relations." The room fell silent, with all eyes on Reggie. The general was the first to speak up. "What are you talking about, young man? What's going on?" the General was startled he didn’t know of this intelligence Reggie explained his findings, revealing that the minister of International Relations being the daughter of wealthy real estate businessman who had been involved in shady dealings and had made his fortunes as a crony of the African Revolutionary party. The room was filled with a mix of shock, anger, and disbelief. "We need to take action," the president said, his voice firm. "Reggie, I want you to investigate further and get to the bottom of this. We cannot let traitors run rampant in our government." The cabinet meeting had just concluded, a task force was dispatched to Mister Masimba's father's farm. Unbeknownst to them, a secret meeting was underway, discussing the contents of the mysterious package. The package contained classified information, including blueprints of government military facilities and secret codes from illicit discussions between global arms and gold dealers. The package also contained a software code embedded on a flash drive that would launch a cyber-attack on the government of Samunda.

Just as the meeting was wrapping up, the task force arrived, shooting and killing the guards. John Masimba, the Reserve Bank Governor Dr Nkosi, his son Joseph Nkosi, and everyone connected to the governor were arrested and thrown into jail. Minister Yvonne Masimba was also arrested for high treason. The scene was chaotic, with the task force members rounding up everyone in sight. The arrests were reminiscent of other high-profile cases, such as the arrest of former Minister Agriculture Milton Mhene on allegations of criminal abuse of office.

As the dust settled, the true extent of the arrests became clear. The regime had struck back, determined to crush any opposition. But the question on everyone's mind was what would happen next?

President Masanga sat confidently in his office, watching the news report on the state-run television station. The General stood beside him, a smirk on his face. The news anchor was speaking about the discovery of arms at John Masimba's farm, implying that the opposition was planning a violent coup.  What the public didn't know was that the task force had planted AK-47 rifles to frame the opposition. The president and the general exchanged a knowing glance, satisfied with the way events were unfolding. As the news report continued, footage of the governor, the businessman, and their associates kneeling with their hands behind their backs flashed on the screen. The president nodded in approval. Just then, his aide opened the door and announced the arrival of Reggie, also known as ‘Chibhemba’ his Nom de guerre. The president's face lit up with a warm smile as Reggie walked in, dressed in a military jacket, and saluted the general. The president praised Reggie for his loyalty and dedication to the revolution. "You've done well, young Shumba," he said addressing Reggie by his totem the lion "We shall reward you diligently." The general interrupted, suggesting that Reggie would be better suited as the Minister of Agriculture and Land Development indicating that Reggie was a loyal hard worker who could multitask and could handle both the mines and agricultural ministries without any problems. The president agreed enthusiastically, unaware of the general's ulterior motives. The general’s was targeting minerals recently prospected by a Chinese consortium in lands which was now currently occupied by resettled subsistence farmers. So having Reggie in control of that corner meant his gold cartel would run smoothly and entrench its grip on the nation’s mineral resources. "I will announce my decision to the nation," the president declared, a sense of triumph in his voice. Little did he know that this move would have far-reaching consequences, entangling him deeper in the web of corruption and deceit. Two days later, President Masanga appeared before the central parliament. As he entered, all the members of the house stood and applauded. He was escorted by General Kennedy, the Minister of Defence,Mutanga the Vice President Kashila, as well as his bodyguards. The Minister of Finance was also following behind. As he approached the bench, the Speaker of Parliament was told by the Vice President to move, and he did. The President occupied the seat of the Speaker, and members could see that he was a little frail in health. The air conditioner in the parliament had broken down and was no longer in service it was stark reminder of how the government’s priorities were misplaced considering the top of the range SUVs parked outside the parliament building. At that moment, President Masanga began coughing, and his assistants offered help, which he rejected. The General, the Vice President and the two Ministers, was standing beside him flanking him on both sides, and at that moment, he pulled out a paper from his suit pocket and began to speak, "Who amongst you thinks that I've destroyed this country and am a bad leader?" There was stone silence. They said, "This is a democratic country. We encourage people to say what they want, but we protect our sovereignty. We'll not allow people to damage our sovereignty." So, is there anyone who thinks they are better than me or thinks that I've destroyed this country? If there’s anybody, can they come forward? There was no response, and the President said, "Very well." He began reading out names one by one, and as those names were being read, members of the Special Tasks force came in and snatched the member who was called. About sixteen people were arrested and taken out these people had been linked to the recent arrests of the John Masimba and the Central bank Governor Dr Nkosi. President Masanga concluded calling out the names, put the paper back in his pocket, and then said, "Very well. Are there any more traitors amongst you?" The members of parliament stood up and began to applaud heavily. The president beamed with satisfaction, convinced that he had crushed the opposition. "Now we're geared up for the congress," he declared in his private parliamentary office to fellow comrade the General "The delegates won't be able to oppose us." The general nodded in agreement. "We've solidified our position, Mr. President. Our grip on power is tighter than ever." The president chuckled, a menacing glint in his eye. "They don't know is what's going to hit them. I'm going to stamp my authority, and we'll have Temba in place. The opposition will be crushed, and our control will be absolute."

The general laughed, his eyes gleaming with amusement. "Indeed, Mr. President. You've played your cards perfectly. The opposition even traitors within the party don't stand a chance." As the two men shared a laugh, the fate of the opposition, and the future of the country, hung precariously in the balance. The stage was set for a dramatic showdown, one that would determine the course of history.






















Chapter 6
April 2021

The St Eric’s mission hospital was a beacon of hope in a country ravaged by public health disasters. Despite being overwhelmed, it remained the only functioning hospital with a cancer treatment machine, dialysis facilities, and operational maternity and surgical theatres. Zandi, the young waitress, sat on the waiting benches with her ailing mother and young son. Her mother winced in pain, clutching her side. Zandi stood up, approaching a nurse who rushed past them. "How much longer until we see the doctor?" Zandi asked. The nurse, visibly frustrated, replied curtly, "Soon enough, just wait your turn."Zandi returned to her mother, who offered a reassuring smile. "It's okay my child, do not worry. God is in control." As they waited, a television mounted on the wall caught their attention. It broadcasted the Congress of the African Revolutionary Party, held at the luxurious Paradise Hotel near the breath taking Queen-Falls tourist resort. The resort, once a popular destination for European tourists, now catered primarily to the political elite and all sorts of cartel cronies. President Masanga sat at the centre of the high table, flanked by senior party members. Delegates sang praises to the revolution, their voices echoing through the lavish hotel. Zandi wondered if President Masanga still remembered their encounter at the state reception dinner. She brushed off the thought, focusing on her mother's well-being.

As the broadcast continued, Zandi' thoughts drifted back to the president. She couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions: anger, frustration, and a hint of curiosity. Little did she know, their paths would cross again soon.

The Congress of the African Revolutionary Party was in full swing, with the Women's League singing a hero worship song that sent shivers down the spines of the delegates. Everyone was afraid, knowing about the recent arrests of senior party members who had planned to overthrow President Masanga. In a desperate bid to save their own skins, the delegates were overdoing the praise, calling President Masanga the "son of God" and other grand titles. The president smiled inwardly, clearly enjoying the admiration. Meanwhile, the first lady, Nala, sat on the first row, waving as people called her the "mother of the nation," despite her unpopularity. General Kennedy and President Kashila were also seated at the high table, applauding along with the others. As the president introduced Reggie Masanga as the newest member of the political bureau, the atmosphere became even tenser. Reggie Masanga was invited to sit at the high table, where he bowed to the president, kneeling down and greeting him and the other leaders. President Masanga began his speech, announcing that he had always been a democratic president who gave his all to the people. He claimed that he had never lived for himself, having escaped from boarding school to serve the country. However, he noted that some people had chosen to overthrow him, and he asked if anyone still opposed him.

The room fell silent, and General Kennedy stood up, handing the president a paper. The president read out names, and soldiers escorted those individuals out of the hotel, one by one.it was another repeat of the horiffic incident that had occurred a little ago back at the central parliament. As the president concluded his speech, he declared that the future lay with those who understood the revolution. He announced that his son, Temba, would be the next president and chairman of the party. The room erupted in applause, but it was clear that everyone was afraid to oppose the president. Temba, dressed in party regalia, clenched his fist in the air, holding hands with his father. His mother, Nala, joined them, and they all clapped hands. As Temba bowed, showing appreciation to the delegates, it was evident that no one truly supported him they were all just afraid of the consequences of opposing President Masanga. The Congress of the African Revolutionary Party was a spectacle of grandeur, a carefully choreographed display of loyalty and devotion. The Women's League, resplendent in their vibrant attire, sang with fervour, their voices soaring like birds in flight. The lyrics of their song, "Masanga, Masanga, son of the revolution," echoed through the hall, a haunting melody that sent shivers down the spines of the delegates. Everyone was afraid, their faces etched with worry, their eyes darting nervously around the room. They knew about the arrests, the whispers of treason and betrayal that had spread like wildfire through the party ranks. They knew that President Masanga would stop at nothing to maintain his grip on power. As the song reached its crescendo, the delegates erupted into applause, their faces frozen in smiles, their eyes gleaming with a mixture of fear and admiration. President Masanga, resplendent in his tailored suit, smiled inwardly, his eyes gleaming with triumph. The first lady, Nala, sat on the first row, her face a mask of serenity, her eyes flashing with a hint of disdain. She waved regally, her diamonds glinting in the light, as the delegates called her the "mother of the nation." But everyone knew the truth she was hated, reviled for her extravagance and her cruelty. General Kennedy and Vice President Kashila sat at the high table, their faces stern, their eyes watchful. They applauded along with the others, their faces expressionless.  The song, "Masanga, Masanga, son of the revolution," echoed through the hall once more, a haunting reminder of the president's power and his unyielding grip on the party. As the delegates dispersed, the atmosphere was thick with fear and anticipation. What would happen next?

The after-party of the Congress was in full swing, with members indulging in whiskey and expensive liquor at the bar. The new darling of the party, Temba, was getting all the attention from the girls, and he was lapping up the admiration. Everyone was happy relived to have been from the axe that had chopped off the heads of traitors, laughing and chatting, as General Kennedy now sure of his power made more corrupt deals with other business people. President Masanga, however, decided it was time to leave, citing an important call with a foreign head of state the next day. The general agreed, and the first lady opted to stay behind, trying to win over the Women's League. The president's helicopter whisked him away to the Observatory House, where he was alone, surrounded by opulence. The staffers left, and the president was alone, surrounded by opulence and luxury. As the silence enveloped him, the president's hypertension began to act up again, and he collapsed, struggling to breathe. His guards rushed in, pressing the panic button, and soon the president was surrounded by medical staff, their faces etched with concern. He instructed them to call a girl, but didn't provide a name, simply saying she was at the party. The guards eventually found her number, courtesy of the Task Force, and the president's eyes gleamed with anticipation. An hour later, the president was in his kitchen, thinking deeply about his failing heath his mind drifted to Zandi the magnificent kitchen was a marvel of modern design, with sleek marble countertops and expensive appliances that gleamed like gold in the dim light. The room was a testament to the president's wealth and power, a reminder of the vast disparities that existed between the haves and the have-nots in the country was dressed in a sleek tracksuit and Nike T-shirt, looking every bit the composed leader. His guard knocked on the door, holding up a photograph. "Is this the girl you were looking for, Mr. President?" The president nodded, his eyes never leaving the photograph. The guard handed him a phone with the girl's number, and the president made the call, his voice low and smooth, like honey dripping from a spoon. Zandi answered, groggy from sleep, and was shocked to hear the president's voice on the other end. He wanted to see her, to talk, and Zandi agreed, though she seemed hesitant. The president instructed his guards to escort him to Zandi' house, and soon he was on his way, his luxury car gliding through the deserted streets like a ghostly apparition. As the president's car disappeared into the night, the kitchen back at the Observatory house seemed to grow quieter, the shadows deepening and twisting into strange shapes that seemed to writhe and twist on the walls. President Masanga stepped out of his luxury car and onto the dusty driveway of Zandi' humble abode, a small two-roomed coal house in Ndare. The house held a special place in Zandi' heart, as it was where she had grown up, surrounded by memories of her childhood. Her father had been fortunate enough to acquire the house from the colonial government when he worked at the Selus textile factory. As the president approached the house, he couldn't help but notice the stark contrast between Zandi' humble home and his own opulent residence. The president's thoughts were interrupted by Zandi, who emerged from the house, looking a bit dishevelled from being awoken in the middle of the night. "Mr. President," Zandi said, her voice laced with a mix of surprise and curiosity. "Please, call me Henry," he replied, his voice smooth as silk. "I hope I didn't wake you. I needed to see you, to talk to you about something." Zandi nodded, stepping aside to allow the president to enter. As they stepped into the house, the president couldn't help but notice the simplicity of Zandi' life, a far cry from the extravagance he was accustomed to. The furniture was old and outdated, a testament to the struggles of making ends meet. The persistent power cuts had left the house without electricity, and buckets of water lined up outside, a reminder of the scarcity of this precious resource. Zandi had taken it upon herself to go to the market to find merchandise to sell, determined to provide for her family. She slept on the floor, while her mother and son shared the other room. As the president sat on the only sofa in the house that was torn and the soft foam rubber oozing out into a yellow mushroom hill at the centre, Zandi offered the president a drink, her voice laced with apology. "I'm so sorry, Mr. President, I only have water." The president waved his hand, his expression kind. "Please, call me Henry. And don't apologize, water is fine." Zandi smiled, a hint of surprise in her eyes. "Okay, Henry." As they sat in the dimly lit room, the president began to open up about his fears and problems. "I'm telling you, Zandi, it's not easy being the president. There are so many people who want to see me fail."
Zandi listened intently, her expression sympathetic. But as the president continued to talk, she couldn't help but feel that his concerns were petty compared to the struggles of her community. "Six million people can't afford to eat, Henry," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "They can't afford to send their children to school. They can't afford to get medical treatment when they're sick. These are the problems that we're facing, Henry. Not who's trying to overthrow you."

The president looked taken aback, his expression sheepish. "I know, Zandi. I know. It's just...it's hard to see sometimes. When you're in my position, you're surrounded by people who are always telling you what you want to hear. It's hard to know what's real and what's not. You are forced to stay in perennial state of paranoia" Zandi nodded, her expression understanding. "I know what you mean, Henry. But sometimes, you have to listen to the people. You have to listen to their stories, their struggles. That's the only way you'll ever truly understand what's going on." The president sighed, his expression introspective. "You're right, Zandi. You're absolutely right." As they sat in silence for a moment, Zandi' mother called out from the other room, her voice weak but insistent. "Zandi, Zandi, come and help me." Zandi stood up, her expression apologetic. "I'm so sorry, Sir. My mother is not well. I need to go and take care of her." The president nodded, his expression sympathetic. "Of course, Zandi. Please, go and take care of your mother. I'll wait here." As Zandi left the room, the president couldn't help but feel a sense of shame. He had been so caught up in his own problems, his own fears and worries, that he had forgotten about the struggles of the people. He had forgotten about the Zandis’ of the world, who were just trying to survive.  Zandi returned from the other bedroom, carrying a bucket and towel, her expression a mix of sadness and determination. The president's eyes narrowed in concern as he asked, "What's wrong, Zandi?"

Zandi took a deep breath before explaining that her mother had cancer, and the president's expression turned sympathetic. "How can I help?" he asked, his voice laced with genuine concern. Zandi' eyes welled up with tears as she explained the dire situation in the country. "There are no functioning hospitals, Mr. President. My mother needs medical attention, but it's impossible to get." The president's face fell, and he looked embarrassed. He had offered to fly Zandi' mother to China or Russia for treatment, but Zandi' response was a harsh reality check. "What about the other six million people who don't have the opportunity to meet you, Mr. President? What about them?" The president shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his eyes avoiding Zandi'. "Then what would you have me do?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. Zandi' response was firm but respectful. "Show the people who you really are, Mr. President. Listen to what they're saying. You promised to free education, affordable healthcare and jobs to the people; now it's time to deliver." The president felt a surge of embarrassment, his face growing hot. He hadn't expected Zandi to be so composed, so dignified. He had expected her to be like everyone else, always asking for things, always wanting something in return. As he stood up, he slapped his thighs with his hands, a gesture of frustration and embarrassment. "Very well, I'll see what I can do. I'll be in touch, and I promise I'll take care of it." He pulled out an envelope from his jacket and handed it to Zandi. "In the meantime, hopefully, this will help."

Zandi looked hesitant, but the president's insistence won. She nodded, her eyes cast downward, as she accepted the envelope. The president stood up, his movements awkward, and said, "Let me walk myself out. My men outside will escort me back to the Observatory House." 
President Masanga sat at the breakfast table, surrounded by the opulent decor of the Observatory House. His wife, Nala, boasted about her recent encounter with a ‘Sleazy Bitch’, a woman she had publicly humiliated at the congress after event party. "I showed her who's boss," Nala said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "I handled her, and now she knows not to cross me again." Temba, their son, chuckled in agreement, but President Masanga's expression remained serious. He was preoccupied with the press criticisms he was reading on his tablet. Suddenly, he looked up and instructed his aide to summon the Minister of Health to his office immediately. The aide seemed taken aback, reminding the president that the ministers weren't scheduled to meet until the next day's cabinet meeting. But President Masanga was insistent, his tone firm. "I said right now, I want to see him today in my office," he emphasized. Nala noticed the tension and asked her husband if everything was okay. President Masanga reassured her, but explained that they needed to show the people that they cared about their well-being, not just their own wealth. "We can't just sit here and enjoy our wealth while the people suffer," he said. "We need to give them something to talk about, something to show that we care."
Nala scoffed, calling the people ungrateful and suggesting they deserved to suffer. "These people are like rats, they're ungrateful," she said. "They should eat beef, they should eat worms." Temba agreed with his mother, but President Masanga countered, explaining that in politics, goodwill and image were crucial. "If the people perceive us as ruthless and uncaring, it will ultimately harm our own interests," he said. Nala's expression changed, and she began to pay attention to her husband's words. She suggested opening a first lady's trust to renovate a hospital and invest in cancer and maternity care. "We can renovate one of the hospitals, invest in cancer and maternity care," she said. "It's a good way to show the people that we care, and it will also improve our image. "President Masanga was pleased with the idea, and Temba praised his father's cleverness, likening it to dangling a carrot in front of a donkey. As the conversation came to a close, President Masanga kissed his wife and tapped his son, reminding him to be productive and prepare for the upcoming stadium launch. "Let's make this happen, Temba," he said. "Let's show the people that we care, and let's improve our image. It's time for us to take action and make a positive change." 

The sun beat down upon the newly renovated Ngarava stadium, casting a golden glow upon the sea of ruling party supporters that had gathered to witness Temba's latest spectacle. The air was alive with the rhythmic chanting of slogans, the voices of the crowd rising and falling in a hypnotic cadence that seemed to reverberate deep within the soul. Amidst the fervour and excitement, a sense of unease hung in the air, a palpable tension that seemed to simmer just beneath the surface. It was as if the crowd was waiting with bated breath for something to happen, their eyes with a knowing glint fixed intently upon the stage where Temba and Young Butterfly stood poised, ready to unleash their latest performance upon the world. Then, in an instant, the mood shifted. Young Butterfly's eyes scanned the crowd, her gaze faltering as she seemed to sense the weight of their collective stare. It was as if she had been pierced by a thousand daggers, her very soul laid bare before the crowd. The reason for their fascination soon became apparent. A video had surfaced, a grainy, intimate recording that seemed to capture the essence of a moment that was never meant to be shared. Temba had enticed Young Butterfly into sleeping with him at the Queen-Falls Paradise Hotel. They had recorded each other, and Young Butterfly had been too intoxicated to make a proper recollection of the events that took place that night. Now, the video had surfaced on the internet, Temba's face was not visible, but Young Butterfly's was, her eyes glassy and unfocused as she seemed to surrender to the moment. The crowd's reaction was immediate, their chanting and cheering giving way to a cacophony of jeers they began chanting derogatory slurs, calling her a slut and other insulting catcalls. Temba's face darkened with anger, his eyes blazing with a fierce intensity knowing his grand plan was falling apart as he seemed to will the crowd into submission. But it was too late. The damage had been done, the crowd's mood having shifted from one of adoration to outright hostility. Young Butterfly stormed off the stage, her dignity in tatters, while Temba was left to face the music alone. The soldiers pushed and brushed off the people, their attempts to restore order only seeming to inflame the situation further. The scene was one of utter chaos, the crowd surging forward like a wild beast as Temba beat a hasty retreat, his car speeding away from the stadium like a fleeing animal. As the dust settled, the true extent of the damage became clear. Temba's reputation had taken a hit, his carefully crafted image lying in tatters. The crowd's anger and humiliation still lingered in the air, a palpable reminder of the dangers of playing with fire. 

General Kennedy and Minister of Mines, Reggie Masanga, stood amidst the chaotic landscape of the mining site. The once-thriving mining town of Serungwe, established by colonial whites, had devolved into an illegal and dangerous operation. Holes dug by artisanal miners pockmarked the terrain, and the air was thick with the smell of dust and desperation. As they surveyed the scene, General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga discussed their mining prospects, their voices laced with excitement and greed. They were eager to increase their volumes, driven by the demand from buyers in Dubai and China.
"We need to ramp up production," General Kennedy said, his eyes scanning the site. "We can't let these Korokoza miners get in the way of our profits."

Reggie Masanga nodded in agreement. "I'll speak to the local authorities, make sure they know who's in charge. We'll get the production levels up, and our bank accounts will thank us." But their conversation soon turned to Temba, who had embarrassed himself with the scandal involving Young Butterfly. The two men shared a laugh at Temba's expense, and then their expressions turned serious. "We need to discredit Young Butterfly," General Kennedy said, his voice low and menacing. "We can't let her tarnish Temba's reputation." Reggie Masanga nodded in agreement. "I'll instruct the State Newspaper editor to publish an article discrediting her. We'll make her out to be a slut, only interested in money and fame." General Kennedy smiled, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. "That's the spirit. We'll destroy her reputation, and Temba will come out of this smelling like roses." As they finalized their plan, the sounds of the mining site provided a stark contrast to their sinister conversation. The young men, toiling in the dust and dirt, were mere pawns in the game of power and greed played by General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga. The two men walked through the site, their boots kicking up clouds of dust. They passed by groups of young men, their faces gaunt and exhausted, their eyes sunken from lack of sleep. The men were armed with pickaxes and shovels, their movements slow and laborious as they dug for gold in the dusty earth. General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga ignored the men, their focus solely on their own interests. They stopped at a makeshift office, a ramshackle structure built from corrugated iron and wooden planks. Inside, a group of rough-looking men sat around a table, their faces lit by the glow of a laptop screen. "Ah, gentlemen," General Kennedy said, his voice booming through the small space. "I see you're hard at work. Keep up the good work, and we'll make sure you're well rewarded." The men nodded, their faces expressionless. They knew better than to cross General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga. The two men were notorious for their ruthlessness, and anyone who stood in their way would be dealt with swiftly and mercilessly. As General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga left the office, they were met with the sound of gunfire echoing through the valley. The young men were fighting over a claim, their tempers flaring in the heat of the sun. General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga watched the scene unfold, their faces impassive. They knew that this was just the beginning that the chaos and violence would only escalate as the stakes grew higher. But they didn't care. They were only interested in one thing: making money. And if that meant exploiting the young men and destroying the environment, then so be it. The artisanal miners, unaware of the sinister forces controlling their fate, toiled in the dusty earth, their sweat and labour fuelling the lucrative gold smuggling operation. General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga, the masterminds behind the scheme, had cleverly manipulated the system to their advantage. Reggie, in his capacity as Minister of Mines, and recently as Minister of Agriculture had denied licenses to legitimate mining enterprises and expropriated farming land from authentic farmers, instead awarding the licenses and land to ghost and shell companies belonging to General Kennedy, himself, and other corrupt party comrades. This clever ruse allowed them to maintain a stranglehold on the gold mining industry, exploiting the artisanal miners and amassing enormous wealth. Temba, the president's son, was deeply embroiled in the smuggling operation, serving as the key conduit for transporting the gold to Dubai. His involvement ensured that the operation remained shielded from scrutiny, with the corrupt elite reaping the benefits while the artisanal miners struggled to eke out a meagre existence. As the sun beat down on the mining site, the artisanal miners continued to dig, unaware of the complex web of corruption and deceit that ensnared them. General Kennedy and Reggie Masanga watched from the shadows, their faces hidden behind masks of deceit, as they orchestrated the smuggling operation with ruthless efficiency.

Young Butterfly's apartment, once a symbol of her success and fame, now felt like a prison. The neat and well-decorated space, complete with a balcony and expensive furniture, seemed hollow and empty. The Toyota Land Cruiser, a gift from the ruling party, sat in the parking lot, a reminder of the fleeting nature of fame and fortune. As she stood on the balcony, the wind whipped her hair into a frenzy, the strands dancing like a thousand serpents in the fading light of day. The city skyline stretched out before her, a canvas of twinkling lights and steel skyscrapers that seemed to mock her with their indifference. The air was heavy with the scent of blooming flowers and the distant hum of traffic, a cacophony of sounds that seemed to echo the turmoil in her mind. Her eyes, once bright and full of life, now seemed dull and lifeless, like two stars that had burned out in the vast expanse of the universe. Her skin, once smooth and unblemished, now seemed pale and clammy, like the belly of a fish that had been left to rot in the sun. Her lips, once full and inviting, now seemed thin and pressed together, like the petals of a flower that had been crushed by the heel of a careless boot. As she stood there, the wind buffeting her like a physical force, Young Butterfly felt the weight of her mistakes bearing down on her like a physical force. She thought of Temba, the man who had promised her the world and delivered nothing but heartache and pain. She thought of the ruling party, which had used her and discarded her like a used tissue. She thought of the fans who had once adored her, but now taunted her with cruel messages and hateful tweets. The task force men had given her seven days to leave the apartment and figure out her next move. They had left an envelope with $500 USD, a paltry sum compared to the wealth she had once enjoyed. The car keys, which had once symbolized her freedom and success had to be returned, now sat on the table, a reminder of the life she had lost. As she stood there, the wind whipping her hair into a frenzy, Young Butterfly felt a sense of despair wash over her. She thought of the drugs that had become her solace, her escape from the pain and the heartache. She thought of the balcony, and the long, long drop to the ground below.

And then, with a sense of detachment, she stepped forward, her eyes closed, her hands held out. The world seemed to slow down as she fell, her body crashing onto the street with a sickening thud. The sound echoed through the city, a stark reminder of the tragic end to a life that had once held so much promise. As the sound of Young Butterfly's body hitting the ground echoed through the skyscrapers, the city seemed to come to a standstill. The wind died down, the traffic ceased, and the stars in the sky seemed to twinkle with a mournful sigh. In that moment, it was as if the very fabric of society had been torn apart, revealing the dark underbelly of corruption and deceit that lay beneath. The Task Force men, who had been waiting in their vehicle following her every move, stepped forward to survey the damage. Their faces were impassive, their eyes cold and calculating. "It's done," one of them said, his voice devoid of emotion. The other nodded, his eyes scanning the street. "Let's get out of here. We have a job to do." As they turned to leave, the sound of sirens echoed through the night air, growing louder with each passing moment. As Young Butterfly's body hit the ground, the sound of the impact echoed through the night air, a sickening thud that seemed to shake the very foundations of the earth. The pavement beneath her seemed to shudder and tremble, as if it too felt the weight of her despair. Her body lay there, broken and still, a tragic testament to the devastating consequences of corruption and deceit. The wind whispered through her hair, a mournful sigh that seemed to carry the whispers of the city itself. The stars above seemed to twinkle with a cold, unforgiving light, as if they too had witnessed the tragedy that had unfolded. The city, once a vibrant and pulsating entity, seemed to have come to a standstill, as if it too was mourning the loss of a life that had once held so much promise. The sound of sirens grew louder, a cacophony of noise that seemed to shatter the stillness of the night. The lights of the ambulances and police cars cast an eerie glow over the scene, illuminating the tragic aftermath of Young Butterfly's desperate leap. As the paramedics rushed to her side, their faces were etched with concern and sadness. They worked quickly and efficiently, but it was clear that their efforts were in vain. Young Butterfly's body was broken, her spirit crushed by the weight of corruption and deceit. The city seemed to hold its breath, waiting for the inevitable announcement that would confirm the worst. And as the paramedics finally stood up, their faces sombre and grave, the city seemed to let out a collective sigh, a mournful whisper that seemed to carry the weight of a thousand sorrows.










Chapter 7
August 2021

Temba's private party was in full swing at his Northgate mansion, the sound of laughter and music filling the air as he tried to drown out the guilt that had been gnawing at him since Young Butterfly's tragic fall. The prostitutes, hired for the night, danced and flirted with him, their eyes gleaming with a false intensity as they tried to keep up the charade. Temba, fuelled by expensive liquor and drugs, laughed and joked with the women and his friends, trying to convince himself that he was still in control. But the guilt lingered, a constant reminder of the devastating consequences of his actions. Just as the party was reaching its crescendo, Temba's phone rang, shrill and insistent. He answered, his voice slurred from the liquor, and listened as his mother's voice cut through the haze. "Temba, you need to be ready for tomorrow morning," she said, her voice firm and commanding. "Your father will be launching the new Mary's Hospital, and you need to be there. It's a major project for the First Lady's Health Trust, and we can't afford to have you embarrass us. "Temba groggily agreed, still trying to shake off the effects of the liquor and drugs. He handed the phone to Craig, his guard, and instructed him dismiss his friends and to take the prostitutes away. As Craig ushered the women out, he couldn't help but glance at Temba with a mixture of concern and disgust. "You need to consider the weight of your responsibilities, Temba," he said quietly. "Indulging in drugs and sex parties is not the way to lead."

Temba's response was immediate and venomous. "I know what I'm doing," he snarled, his eyes flashing with anger. "I don't pay you to talk. Just shut the hell up."Craig's expression remained neutral, but his eyes betrayed a deep sadness. He knew that Temba was headed for a crash, and he couldn't do anything to stop it. As Temba brushed his teeth and splashed water on his face, Craig couldn't help but wonder what the future held for the young man. Would he continue down the path of destruction, or would he somehow manage to turn his life around?

The following morning the sound of the car engine starting outside broke the silence, and Craig knew it was time to take Temba to the hospital. He helped Temba into the car, trying to ignore the smell of liquor and drugs that clung to him like a shroud. As they drove through the streets, Temba's eyes gazed out the window, his expression a mask of indifference. But Craig knew better. He knew that Temba was hiding a deep pain, a pain that would eventually consume him if he didn't find a way to confront it. 

Zandi carefully helped her mother very in the morning to get ready for the trip to the new hospital, watching as the special news broadcast the renovations of Mary's hospital. The speech news broadcast had been airing the President’s prolific speeches two days prior to the launch. The president’s words filled the room, and Zandi couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and excitement. The president had finally listened to her, and the renovated hospital was a testament to that. As she watched the president on TV, Zandi wondered if the president's reputation could be salvaged by rebuilding hospitals like Mary's. Her mother, however, had been receiving treatment from a private oncologist at Northgate Heights Medical Centre, courtesy of the president himself. The first lady had gotten wind of this, but the president had brushed it off, saying Zandi's mother was the mother of an old friend. Zandi's mother, though, was not fooled. She asked Zandi where all the money and food were coming from, and Zandi lied, saying she had gotten a job with at a rich guy’s shop. Her mother didn't believe her, but she remained silent a plague that haunted many parents in Samunda who knew their children were doing terrible to survive but really couldn’t say anything.

Meanwhile later in the day, at the hospital, the president was gave a speech to mark the launch of the new facility. Temba, as usual, arrived late, wearing shades and reeking of liquor. He apologized to his mother, who sat next to him, looking disapproving. "Compose yourself," she whispered sternly. The president's speech was a lengthy one, detailing the hospital's state-of-the-art facilities and the government's efforts to combat the public health pandemic. He praised the healthcare workers and the citizens who had come together to support each other during these difficult times.

As the president spoke, the crowd listened intently, nodding along to his words. Temba, though, looked uninterested, his eyes scanning the room with a mixture of boredom and disdain. The president stepped up to the microphone, a self-satisfied smile spreading across his face. "Ladies and gentlemen, esteemed guests, and fellow citizens," he began, his voice dripping with pomp and circumstance. "Today, we gather to mark a momentous occasion in our nation's history. The launch of this new hospital is a testament to our unwavering commitment to the health and wellbeing of our people." The crowd applauded politely, their faces a mixture of appreciation and scepticism. They knew that the president's words were laced with empty promises, but they were willing to give him the benefit of the doubt. The president continued, his speech meandering through a laundry list of accomplishments and statistics. "We have increased our healthcare budget by 20%," he boasted. "We have built 10 new hospitals and renovated 20 more. We have trained 500 new doctors and nurses, and we have implemented a comprehensive healthcare reform program." The crowd listened attentively, their eyes glazing over as the president droned on. They knew that the numbers were impressive, but they also knew that the reality on the ground was far from perfect. As the president spoke, Temba, seated in the front row, struggled to keep his eyes open. He had been out late the night before, and the president's speech was not helping to keep him awake.

The president finally wrapped up his speech, his voice hoarse from talking. The crowd applauded again, this time with a bit more enthusiasm. They knew that the president's speech had been a bit of a snooze-fest, but they also knew that he had done something worthwhile. As the crowd began to disperse, Zandi, watching from the sidelines, couldn't help but feel a sense of scepticism. She knew that the president's speech had been full of empty promises, and she wondered how much of what he had said would actually come to fruition deep inside however she was willing to believe him. The president's speech had been a classic example of self-praise, with a healthy dose of revolution thrown in for good measure. But as Zandi watched him shake hands and kiss babies, she couldn't help but wonder if this man whom she now called her friend had changed, the President’s visits to Zandi’s home were now becoming more and more frequent they would talk for hour share an ordinary meal that Zandi would have prepared, they would argue and debate openly the president would sometimes meet Zandi’s son Nelson whom he would play board games with and help with homework. Zandi was the only person who the president found to speak openly to him.

 The president's motorcade pulled up to the hospital to whisk him back to the Observatory House, but he stepped away, greet and interact with a sea of cancer patients in some in wheelchairs. He made his way down the line, shaking hands and offering words of encouragement. When he reached Zandi' mother, he crouched down, taking a keen interest in her treatment. "Thank you, Mr President," she replied, "but we're just taking it one day at a time. The doctors are doing their best, but God is the healer." The president nodded, his eyes locking onto Zandi, who stood behind her mother. They exchanged a brief, glance, and the president's eyes seemed to hold a deep sadness. The first lady, standing beside him, noticed the exchange and raised an eyebrow. As the president continued down the line, the first lady's eyes lingered on Zandi, her expression a mixture of curiosity and suspicion. When the president finally finished greeting the patients, he was escorted away by his guards, leaving the first lady to wonder about the strange encounter.

Back at the observatory house after the successful hospital launch, the president and his guests sat down to a lavish lunch in the garden. Vice President Kashila and his wife chatted with the health minister, Doctor Trevor Ndlovu a senior party official who was at the helm of public health procurement process he had made it difficult for private medical entities to procure medicines and equipment from anywhere except from the shell companies created by his comrades, while the president smiled and laughed, playing the role of gracious host. But when his aide approached him with a satellite phone, the president's demeanour changed. "It's the Botswana president," his aide whispered. "He wants to discuss something urgent with you."

The president's expression turned serious, and he excused himself, taking the phone and walking away. The vice president and his wife took their leave, thanking the first lady for the lunch. Doctor Ndlovu lingered, discussing the first lady's healthcare trust and their plans to give women maternity hampers across the country. "It's a cost-effective way to enhance your public image," he said, smiling knowing that he would inflate prices to fatten his pockets. The first lady nodded, impressed. "Make a note of that," she instructed her aide. As Doctor Ndlovu excused himself, the first lady was left alone at the table, her mind whirling with thoughts of the president's strange encounter with Zandi. The first lady's eyes narrowed as she thought about the encounter between Zandi and the president. She turned to one of her aides, a member of the secret service, and instructed him to investigate the nature of their relationship. "I want to know everything," she said. "But keep it discreet, I don't want anyone to know about this." The aide nodded and said, "I'll take care of it, ma'am. You can count on me." The first lady thanked him and then asked him to find her spare phone.

Meanwhile, President Masanga walked into his private study, an extension of his office, to take a call from the Botswana president, David Selibe. "My old comrade, what's the matter?" President Masanga asked, his voice laced with concern. President Selibe voice was laced with desperation. "We're facing a crisis here. The Botswana revolutionary party is on the brink of collapse. The impending elections are showing that we're going to lose remarkably, and the new opposition Coalition Front party is gaining momentum." President Masanga listened intently, his mind racing with thoughts of how to help his old friend. The two presidents had developed a close relationship over the years, bonding over their shared revolutionary ideals. The Samundan government had supported the Botswana Revolutionary Party in their fight against the white minority government, and President Masanga felt a sense of responsibility to help his friend in his time of need. "Don't worry, we'll take care of it," President Masanga said, trying to reassure President Selibe. But deep down, he was worried. Botswana was on the verge of falling to the opposition, just like Nombia had. He knew that he had to act fast to prevent this from happening. President Masanga cut the phone call short, his stress evident. He turned to his aide and asked to be taken to Zandi's house. Upon arrival, he was greeted with a warm meal of indigenous chicken, okra, and sorgham porridge, a delicacy he had longed for.

As they sat down to eat, the president couldn't help but reminisce about his childhood. "I used to eat this as a village boy," he said, a hint of nostalgia in his voice. Zandi listened intently, her eyes filled with compassion. After lunch, the president engaged in a conversation with Zandi' son about climate change. As they spoke, Zandi asked her son to leave them alone, “he’s very smart this boy a practical idealist like his mother” Zandi smiled silently clearly showing that she had been flattered by the president’s words the president cleared his throat to break the silence and began to open up about his fears. "I'm feeling paranoid, Zandi," he said. "The political change in the region is a threat to everything we've built. "Zandi offered words of comfort, suggesting that it might be time to implement reforms. The president nodded, but his expression remained grim. "I know, but it's not easy. We're in deep, and the bridge has been broken. There's no longer trust between the party and the citizens." As the president prepared to leave, Zandi walked him to the door. They shared a hug, and for a moment, it seemed like this might be the last time they would see each other. The president's relationship with Zandi seemed to be deepening, and the air was thick with emotion.

[bookmark: _GoBack]When the president returned home that evening, the first lady was waiting for him in their opulent bedroom. The room was a masterpiece of luxury, with imported furniture from top brands like Nitori Philippines. The super king sized bed, adorned with intricate carvings, was a centrepiece of the room. The first lady, briefed by her aide on the president's visit to Zandi, looked up at him with a mixture of curiosity and rage. The confrontation between the first lady and the president was intense. The first lady demanded to know who Zandi was, and the president tried to downplay their relationship, saying she was just a friend. However, the first lady was having none of it, accusing the president of cheating on her and being more concerned with power and wealth than with their relationship.

The argument escalated, with the first lady's words cutting deep into the president's conscience. He tried to defend himself, but the first lady's anger and hurt were palpable. The president's health began to deteriorate, and he eventually collapsed, suffering from hypertension. As the presidential doctor tended to the president, Temba, the president's son, came to his bedside, offering support and comfort. However, the president waved him off, insisting that he was fine and needed to get back to work.

Meanwhile, the first lady retreated to the kitchen, where she was joined by Temba and his uncle Reggie. They shared a video call with Mbali who had been in China, discussing environmental issues and the Mbali recent award as a top environmental lawyer in China under the Global Environmental Fund for protecting the endangered habitats panda species. 
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