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TERROR KNOWS NO GEOGRAPHY. It is t_imr::lcs:-; and it
belongs to every man. It may be a private terror or

it may strike a family, a town, a nation. But whatever
its form the fabric does not change.

That is why this book speaks for all men who
will one day look into the face of terror, as the author
tells of what happened in a small corner

of Angola,
in West Africa.
It all began on the mist

1961. The place was Quitexe, a slumbrous Angolan
village. As the church bells tolled eight o’clock the
massacre began. Bands of terrorists disguised as early
shoppers had the little town at their mercy. Accord-
ing to the village butcher, who with his wife and
daughter were the sole survivors, “all of a sudden it
is like a hurricane in hel] . . the screams became
fewer am_i. fewer because the dead do not complain
anymore.

The butcher
hunters, "_Iheir acc

=

y morning of March 15,

and his daughter were experienced
urat

give to Teixeira, a visiting
reporter, the account of what happened on that
March morning.

. _In vignettes of a3 Go ark im-
pPlicity, the author follows the terror ar;ﬁii ?t?'ﬂclsc]?n
@ carefully synchronized series of assaults, There were
1 ;.u dpparently “free lance” terrorist operations and

=S¢ are perhaps the most unforgettable of th
eleven: “The Execution” and “The Avenger.” .
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Introduction

BY ROBERT RUARK

TI{E author of this book comes from an old Portuguese

family, and he knows the jungles of Georgetown in Wash-
ington, D.C. and the halls of the United Nations in New
York and the horse country of Virginia as well as he knows
Lisbon and Estoril in his homeland.

But Bernardo (“Tony”) Teixeira knows other things as
well. He knows the backbush of Portuguese Angola, and
he is no stranger to Mozambique. I know he is no stranger
to those countries because I was out there with him.

I am no stranger to violence in Africa, either, since I was
in Kenya from the start of the Mau Mau almost until the
time that the Mau Mau wound up in the cabinet of the
freshly Uhuru-ed Kenya. In point of fact I became €x-
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pert on violence, it you will admit two books of mine,
Something of Value and Uhuruinto evidence.
But nothing that 1 wrote fictionally can compare to the

stark, horrid facts of Tony Teixeira’s book, Fabric of Ter.
ror

What has been happening in Angola is a nightmare, 2
terrible perversion of the rights of man, black and white,
The crime has been committed cynically by hired stran-
gers—strangers drunk on the local pombe, strangers fired
by hashish, strangers recruited and semitrained across the
northern Angolese border in the Congo, strangers with no
real ax to grind except against an innocent neck, strangers
who have been armed by the terrorists of Algeria, stran-
gers motivated by Russia and China and other Communist
affiliates.

The rapes and tortures and robberies and obscenities
and arsons committed by these strangers were, in one day,
March 15, 1961, worse than the combined atrocities of
the Portuguese in 500 years of colonization—worse than
the Germans in Tanganyika, worse than the Belgians
in the central Congo. I have seen the pictures of just one
day of horror, and they do not bear description, even if
you have a broad knowledge of Mau Mau.

March 15 was planned and expertly executed over 2
500-mile front, and the execution was carried out by 2 col-
 lection of Bakongos from the central Congo and norther”
~ Angola. The troops did not hunger and thirst for freedom
they hungered for rape and thirsted for blood. _

- God knows the Portuguese were toughly dominant 2
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the1; occupancy of the African territories they colonized.
Per' aps they were not so cynical as the Americans, in
their treatment of the Indians,

the British in their administration of the Raj. At least the
Portuguese bedded with the natives and married with

the natives, and never really discriminated racially
against the natives,

I have been four times to Mozambique in the last two
years, and I have walked, driven, or flown over the entire
country. I know Angola from one end to the other. The
most unhappy people in both countries are not the true na-

tives. They are the white newcomers from Portugal who
are either settlers, servants, clerks or soldiers.

Certainly in Mozambique the educational, health and
other facilities in the towns and cities are superior to what

so unproudly we hail in America. There is no problem of
“integration” in Portuguese Africa. Interracially, it has al-
ways been integrated, and the lowliest bush native is a
prince compared to a typical example of Harlem’s ghet-
tos.

The tragedy of the last outposts of what is called “co-
lonialism” by the same people who gutted Hungary and
Poland and the rest of the satellite states is that the so-
called “freedom” movements are directed from outposts
in Russia, China, Algeria, Tanganyika and the Congo.
None of these states can manage its own business. The
“freedom-fighters” never lived in the countries they are
“freeing.”

This “freedom” so far has amounted to horrid massacres

or so stupidly arrogant as
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and razed farms. The weeds have recla:med the ei:rts
that People like Vasco da Gama started. Thli': mnocent . ve
been slaughtered, and certainly the terrorists have killed
more of their own color than of the allegedly hated Wg-

zungu, the white man.

I will not detract from the book’s impact by describing
its contents. But if you can read “The Execution,” the “Re-
turn of the Weeds,” and “The Fabric of Terror™ chapters
in Tony Teixeira's book without questioning what goes on
in&ﬁsdetenninedeﬁurttowreckwhatisreaﬂyﬂ}emt

basically sound relationship between white and black in
Aﬁica,Isha]lbeverymuchmrpﬁsed.

Teixeira is not writing bias nor is he writing justification
Zfap?stﬁm.HeisWﬂﬁngofmday’s cops and robbers, to-

Y’ gangsters and good guys, today’s cowboys in white
hatsandmwlmysh]black hats,

St wilting the trath. And i thess days frath: seems 5
hard : _ Vs seems
Seﬂﬂzetml:lidltymsen ! believe Tony has managed to




Author’s Foreword

T‘HIS is not a book of fiction. It is a dramatized account

of several true episodes, out of many, of the terrorist war
in northern Angola—each one of them being a part of the
record of recent human memory. This book does not at-
tempt to study motivations or to ascribe responsibilities.
It is concerned, primarily, with the palpable nature of the
tragedy which befell so many innocent victims on the fate-

ful morning of March 15, 1961, and, with somewhat less
brutality, for some weeks afterwards.

All the places described in this book are located in the
Uige District of northern Angola, with the exception of
Camabatela, Quitexe and the Fazenda by the Lué River
which are situated a few kilometers south of the Uige bor-
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der. Luvo, $ao Salvador, Madimba, Mavoio and M.afluehl:
do Zombo form a kind of semicircle, the extremities of
der. M'Bridge, Songo, Car-

which touch the Congo bor
mona and Negage are on 2 diagonal westeast, further

south.
Chronologically, terror struck at about the same time in

Luvn, the Primavera plantation (Sao Salvador) agﬂ.
’I Hndge} that is, in the very early hours of the morning
March 15. At Quitexe and the Fazenda by the Ijué;
River, it happened nearly two hours later, at eight ucloﬁé
ammg At Mavoio, judging from a broken alarm
Eanust have been just before seven o’clock of the
g At Carmona, the terrorist assault did,mt:_'
| evenmg of the same day. At Madimbﬁif

ng &ay, March 16. In each assaui - the
istswere different ones, of course, with the
ser, that many of the terrorists w

¥ ._'__ o ‘ o
CTe a -1' navera 3150 t--: efl &

d and disciple of the late Patrice Lumumba, is the ter-
.. organization which claimed credit for the massacres
:'_i‘. northern Angola.

' Fev tunes in the modern history of man have so many

170! and indignities been perpetrated upon the human
Revisiting the places where the stains of Eﬂoﬂd m

ssness, as though all one could do now was to ery
victims and feel shame and pity for the senseless
. But, in the texture of aroused human emotions,
r and revenge are inseparable twins, and the chain
e stopped by merely turning one’s head away
horror. Yet millions, lulled by the UN, did turn
1eads away. Have they again been awakened by
ad lying at the feet of Lumumba’s statue in Stanley-
hey may turn away again, but the fabric of terror
will be with them elsewhere.
To many of us, who still believe that the spiritual values
of our civilization are a worthy heritage for our children,
gift of a pedantic or callous interpretation of the
hi;ﬂm&oftb—ﬂhd; nfpn]itlcnl change is a
or gift indeed to che




s Note: The photog graphs that were tak <
the horrors dealt with by the author of nu .'

m as evidence to the competent committee ﬁ
m'ﬁhﬂl the Angola issue was discussed in ’”
still available for inspection—there and at the pub e :"
.ﬁ.ialaﬁmufp}ﬂtmhﬂsamﬂyhamaddﬁltuﬂw 500]
edition of the book; muwmienbymm jif
that for this rwgrulartradeeditum"thepmf’ howeve
for strong stomachs—would detract from LB
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&
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achieved, and that is why they are niot Pl 18
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ttle, uwum&aﬂfﬂ#"f med to me.
e mmmf
of singing and dancing and M@: mong the !
ut it all changed tﬂm.-lpﬂy on the misty morning
15181——&:1&. this is the reason why, about a year lat 4

d desire to revisit the Fazenda by the Lué

ﬂﬁﬁtﬁ*fm-tﬁa fumﬂy at the Fazenda.

Mtﬁam&phy'tﬁe maﬁurmﬁmﬂ
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iz doctor and T left Quitexe in a caravan going
outh toward the Dange heights along the Catixo road.
- The Dange heights were for the most part in the hands of
terrorists, and the entire road south from Carmona to
0, through Quitexe, was still closed to civilian
¢. Our Land Rover was escorted by two jeeps and a
nored car carrying a detachment of Cagadores
(Special Hunters), or commandos, from the
mpany stationed at Quitexe. The officer in charge of
he detachment was a young lieutenant who had been a
W student in civilian life. He traveled in the Land
over with us, an M-g0 rifle resting on his knees and a
aall gack of hand grenades in a sling,
utsice Quitexe the terrain suddenly became steep
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and the hills farther ahead on the right looked hostile and
watehful,

“I have gone as far as the second of those brown hilly
yonder,” the lieutenant said as ho pointed ahead. “Be.
yond that potnt it fs nearly impassable and sutoldal,”

Wae went on a few more kilometers before the jeep
the lead made a sharp tum to the left into a very narrow
divt road leading downhill to a small green \'nllt-y by the
Lué River. At a turn of the path the Fazenda appeared

"y before our eves in a kind of tranquil splendor and decay.

= 1t was a lovely site, but on the rolling fertile ground
“t.l‘ the colfee was no 'lmt;;l*f growing, The wild weeds were
"fhf; mushrooming so rapidly and vigorously that, from a dis-
R, tance, they assumed the personality of trees. The fields

- and the pastures on the banks of the zigzagging river had

been smothered by the frantically growing elephant
grass, and the branches of the fl't}l}iutil jungle were
:.M,IEH"’.“? their arms across the narrow bed of the river to
join the tall grass. Yet, there was a feeling of tranquil
jl'”r!ml“!“']." about this return of the land to the wild
.:."f‘-:., and jungle trees, Hmu:_{h the dark hills of Dange

B somber shadow —

N " the valley,
.’E..:f f:':tlil';i_l terrace in the center of the plantation, the
B With an aiy of sovereignty despite the scars it
43 1(1 decay. It had been a large, white and
'*it?--hl}l'!i‘ﬁ.‘!':iil.{lt' wings spreading to the east
i _, ;_--_t.‘_l‘:"‘; itdm‘niug the facade. In front
: rﬂlle ll.ﬂll.'iﬂ, the artistical ly dESiEﬂEd
led under the wild weeds, the
~ SONquering jungle. Below the ter

vaee, on the slanted ground leading down to the river,
weore the skeletons of several smaller hovses and barns,
with mutilated wally and broken roofs, doors and win-
dows; these must have been the houses of foremen and
workers,

The tropical splendor of the main house was marred by
deop sears; the fire had burned the rools, windows and
doors, leaving patches of black smokestain on the ma-
sonry and the tiles,

Our military column eame to a stop in front of the
silont burned mansion, The commandos jumped from
their vehicles and deployed themselves in a cirele around
the terrnce on which the house stood, but two soldiers
remained in the armored car with the heavy machine
gun,

We stood there in silence for a minute staring at the
empty hollow which had been the main entrance to the
house.

“Your cousin used to call the Fazenda his Versailles-sur
Lué,” the doctor remarked, to break the silence.

- A mocking yellow bird beat its wings, with a great
clatter, and then glided to the edge of the roof. It
perched on the tip of a beam which had been turned into
Q]lﬂmaa] by the fire, and it seemed to be straining its tiny
Pupils to appraise the strange sight of the human beings
h&lﬂw who stood motionless in their imitation leopard
uniforms. Then, the bird began to sing or laugh, irritably.

"-"?l_[_-']_l_fﬂ?'_'gl'aves are at the back of the house,” the doctor
M"ler cousin’s will specified that he and his family
Mﬂbe buried in the Fazenda.”

RETURN OF THE WEEDS §




We walked asound the skeleton of the mansion 5y

came to three lonely 8at graves, protected by a low i,
gate. A tz1l. mutilated wooden cross stood at the head ;
the graves. [ became keenly aware of the silent backs of
the soldiers watching the somber hills of Dange.
“Nobody really knows for certain what happened here.
but & must have happened at about the same time the
aftack was made at Quitexe and many other places. No-
body got to the Fazenda until a week later.” the doctor

m was s2ving. “For some weird reason the vultures slmed
ii-_?-, &F}rm Perhaps the smoke from the fire
™ ot the bomses, barns an
-:-i' oaly known smvivor wijmaijt;nﬁﬂrmm aw:y .
il": white man who manased & grab a lead mm
s 1 :EZ:-‘:E"'-" e Hae :__-_-.“?.-,_. -:_J plmasn
ol 2 * % 2tiackers and evade his pursuers, Three
:E'-.f terr “_‘ were found here on this terrace with their
.‘:I:;_,_:. cracked. and the L_P avy pipe with blood stains on it

:
e __ T 3 q
E i T - -
JLIN S 1"\- T e
—. ek

ung man has been more or less
since a:;& hi:t stories get all mixed up. It
nat ¢ voung son had some warning
his ‘aLHErs room to grab an auto-
*. The mother, the son and &
f in the lady s room with the
fists whic 1 had revolver bullets it
e w ;:'.:a;- oreman with his wi&.nd
el as g tive 1‘:11[‘.1&1‘311&”#
e _J : d on t_hf Emnnd‘hﬁmt
*T_ Gough tut\ EHH been caught h’ ool
i ﬁ Was another tateful twist to s
St \ COusin hiEld arrived

e s ~

u“"l"i;_ T ._-'_

| the day before from his prep school in Luanda to be with
his mother for her birthday which would have been
March16...7

The doctor was interrupted by the sound of four shots
in the distance.

“Steady!” the lieutenant shouted at his soldiers. And he

added, addressing us, “A handful of those clowns on the
-Hmﬂﬂabeymdtheﬁﬂevmnﬂhnmmm
mm::emthﬂedmﬂlthmnewnﬂesdo-
ﬂﬂﬁqmmﬂnﬁmﬁmﬂﬂeandtheymﬂy
- “Yes, sir,” the sergeant said, coming to attention.
"ﬁhmyh&d{,wl}mmm&ﬁmm&ﬂm
1 1, you will take half of our men on foot along that
%ﬂ&hﬂw left,” the lieutenant instructed. “We will
U )miﬁheen minute advantage. Then we will start
- r toward the Caxito road where we will meet vou.
' ﬁm patrol should carry submachine guns and
other half rifles. Take a few hand grenades, for an
emergency. Catch one fellow alive, if you can. Crawl as

L' ible once you locate them. If vou do locate

5 push them toward the Caxito road. Use your

sparmﬂh

g to plan, when the column reached the gates
da the sergeant and his detail dropped si-
ent &lmr vehicles and crawled away through the
eleph 'i"i-’- w The column continued its march very
| : %HIE soldiers kept their eyes on the fringes of the

fass and their fingers on the triggers

1,_
I.'
.,_
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“Was it very bad, doctor?” 1 asked.

“You mean the bodies at the Fazenda? . . . No worg,
than usual,” the doctor answered vaguely, turning hjg
head away. Then, on an impulse, he took a paper from his
pocket and handed it to me.

“This is a copy of the transcript of the questioning of
the assistant foreman,” the doctor explained. “The young
man had been found and brought to the Carmona hospi-

tal, suffering from shock. It is coherent in spots and in-
coherent in others.”

“Where is he now?” 1 asked.

“Tﬂtell}'ﬂuﬂleh'uth,ldunutkuow,”ﬂmdootnran-
swered,

Tlmh‘ansc:ﬂ}nread:

Q. Would you tell us in your own words what ha
pened at the Fazenda? | =

A. Tand the foreman come up from our quarters at

e .‘L'.l with the boss in front of the house
n at the outdoor table under the ﬂﬂgﬂ

| !Iﬁ: d‘i“c““"'ﬁ the work Plans for the day. The morning
i very f”ﬁh’}'- The Cassimbo is 50 low that we can hardly
1:'.r H} r;; Athe terrace, Ty of the housemaids come out
' 'j l'}:rlr;i“,].]f ‘:”"I "iisage for us, The foreman’s wife
* * Children also “ome out from their qua]'tEI'ﬁ
e | :f::;-,- American t:nw]m}’ﬂ mu‘ﬂd
- ; ”‘:”I:F'fri;f we finish our breakfast
A . 9 * 81gn ot tha wurknr.‘:’. ‘Tbﬂ bojr’ﬁ

B long tiry, for breakfast this mom-
W L “:JI‘.r,”;_.l:”. capataz and many

4

OIS uarters But
i

of the workers begin to show up thrnuglt the cassimbo -t::fl
the terrace. The butler comes out with a pitcher

aguardente for them. They like it after breakfast. “‘Where
are the missing ones? And who are these new boys I have
never seen before?” the foreman asks the Bakongo cope-
taz. And the capataz says, ‘Some of the Bailundos are sick
in bed, boss, very sick, and T hired some of these volun-
teers yesterday.” The boss becomes suspicious and tells
the butler, ‘Run down to the workers” quarters and find
out what happened to the missing Bailundos.” Then I see
the foreman’s wife give a little cry, as though something
scares her, and she runs to her children still playing cow-
boys. Then I do not remember very well what happens

‘except that I grab a piece of lead pipe, crack a couple of

skulls of those jumping me, and manage to run away into
the fog and hide in a hole in the bush. And T cover the
hole with leaves. They are looking for me but they cannot
find me,

“Q.  When the gang came up from the workers” quar-
ters, did they have weapons in their hands?

“A. Some of them carried their catanas which they
use for cutting bhranches. Others had their heavy coats
011: I think. I do not know if they are hiding weapons.

"Qr Who was the person they attacked first?

A. The butler, I think, when he starts for the work-
I am not sure,

as .-'m;,r?;«r:ﬂ-fn;_{ when you grabbed the
defend yvourself?
I think some of them are

.{rjr Whut w

:;f;ltiug fire to the huusa

HETURN OF THE WEEDS 11
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honsemaids I 2 bappens very fast and there s 2 1 ;

WIEHTWNS.

Q. Acthat poist, &id you see the foreman’s wife 2,
Ber three chiidren” [

“4 1 do not recall, sir. Bat I think T bear g
WTERIRS.

“Q. Whese was the Lady and the Master's son wher
this wzs kappening on the terrace?

“A They are in the house. Somebody locks the from
door. The young master runs to his father’s room, gets an
amtomatic and goes into his mother's room. The capata:
and the others are chopping at the door and they break it
du:gndgoafmtheladyandhﬁm

- How could you see all this happening inside the
il::ﬁﬁihnyml:nirmmth the bush?

A 1donot recall sir.

'}}- Were you hiding inside the house when the ter-
rorists broke in?

A Mﬁﬁ,?ﬁ,hutld&nntr@]}.mﬂlmm
:g::;:am hiding in a hole in the ground with leaves
..:Q' Are you sure of that?
ithml 50, sir. But I am not sure.

- Were you very f rightened when you were hiding

.'.. a h':iUEu' nd # -
& € and the terrorists were murdering the

Bkbe young master?
% 'n‘- I do not recall hiding in the ho ] 15 5
You say :xthr: Young master getting his fa ;

| __"

S IO.Lis mother's room?

rmzimam el

Al

T T — S RSN ——

=A_ 1think I did. sir. But I am not sure.

Q. Huwmy&n}ﬁm}mnn&ﬂhgmuﬂ’m

"A Mmg:hys,l&:hxk,sinhﬂmndm.’

I returned the paper to the doctor.

'Fmﬂﬂqneﬂimi!g&ﬂ:ehn}*dﬂmtuﬂmy&m
mlisuigi!ﬂlmt,'ﬂ:eﬂmﬁphineﬂ.

On the next bend of the narrow road, in 2 spot which
wm&ﬂgﬁﬁmt&hﬂﬂnaﬁmmlﬂt
ﬂ@.‘iﬁiﬁhﬁfﬂ&ﬁngutuhﬂmﬂmhenmntmdl—
cated to us that he wanted absolute silence. He counted
ﬂ:eﬁmemhisslnpwatd;ashekepthismtnthnsﬁﬂ
silent walkie-talkie. Fifteen minutes later he gave a sign
mﬂwﬁ:ﬂjeepand&esbwmchwnsmmed.whm
we reached the Caxito road the column again came to &
stop. No word had been heard yet from the sergeant.

“Let us meditate and smoke,” the lieutenant whis-
pered, as he offered us his package of cigarettes.

The minutes went by very slowly and chainsmoking
went on very fast. But minutes later the dialogue of the
birds in the wood to our left was rudely interrupted by
the nervous staccato of submachine guns and rifle fire.
The birds beat their wings madly and flew in disorder in
all directions, but the rattling of the guns continued at
the same frenzied rate for the next thirty seconds, then
became sporadic, at last died away completely.

“All right, all right,” the lieutenant was saying in the
walkie-talkie. “1 can hardly hear you . . . No, no, do not
follow them. God knows where it will lead. Come back.
We are at the intersection.”

RETURN OF THE WEEDS 13
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The lientenant removed his helmet, pulled , hand.
kerchief from his pocket and wiped his forehead,

“The patrol Lilled four of the clowns, but three Others 2
got away with the rifles of their dead. One of oyr boys
was hurt” the lieutenant said, laconically.

Fifteen or twenty minutes later the commando detyj)
returned, carrying a bleeding soldier on an improvised
stretcher,

“Bring him here in the Land Rover. Lay him gently on
the floor,” the lieutenant instructed. “Doctor, would you
take a look at this boy?”

The doctor was already leaning over the soldier, but
when he lifted his head again his face was sad.

“This boy is dead,” the doctor said.

The sergeant and his companions came quietly to at-
tention. The officer pansed for a few moments to take 2
close look at the dead soldier’s face, and then he gently
crossed the soldier’s hands over his chest. He seemed 10
be searching for something to say.

“Iwill be missing this soldier. We get very used to e

*;*]::Er's faces,” the lieutenant said. “It is quite lonely P |
.

The Fabric of Terror

. The civilian pilot who took me from Luanda, capital of Angola,

'| to Maquela do Zombo in the vicinity of the Congo border—the
so-called “terrorist triangle”—was a pleasant and loquacious

| young man, born and raised in southern Angola among the
Ganguela tribes whose virtues and whose skill at soccer he
exalted, Although both his parents were European Portuguese,
Vicente had never been out of Africa. His attitude towards the
terrorist attacks of the previous year and the guerrilla warfare still
going on was clinical rather than emotional. “It nAp to happen,
and yet it couLn have been avoided,” he told me once.




#‘ v FATHER used to say that there are more ways
of dying than ways of living, and snmehmt.r one gets men-
tally conditioned to the variety of possibilities . . . in
 Alrica, at least,” said the pilot of the small monoplane
- which was taking me to Maquela do Zombo, a Portu-
- guese outpost located less than twenty miles from the
-~ Congo border. “Yet, no one can get used to the idea of
Upin a grotesque fashion after death. That's
Why I think all these people who stayed in the northern
-,-,,‘h 1 after the massacres and atrocities of last year are
-[_-.“I"'-'-- brava."

Hying at 1ow altitude over the warm greenery

the mﬂihg hills northeast of Luanda, The dr;*

as
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woivaen Bl Do, (v morning st was bidght gy, "
Coniling, nivel thn .lulnl poninlryalide ﬂlll'ilt“ﬂﬂ oy Iy
pveg exded |q||~|lu:|ll il comlont,

“Down there " e pllat ealled my attention |, .

sl ol posceluldooking village by the divt von, o1
Vil te Ui On that Fatelul morning of Muyol I
Uonn, Hhe mnny other places, wis i'lllll|1|[1l'l“|_'_-,* cnight 1y
anpise, Two settlore and thete Tamiles managed
eavipe the terorists and they tried to make thelr Wity
towards Caxdto, the small town 1 polited out to you
while ngo, They walked throngh the elephant gras,
keeping the road as point of reference. But the WOnen
and the childien hecame utterly exhausted, and they
were loft hiding fn o spot by the ereck, with two rifles and
ammunition, and one of the two men on guard, The other
man went on to Caxito for help,”

The sleepy village of Ucua was rapidly disappearing
from view, the monoplane began to elimb sharply to fly
B i b i

“When the may ﬁ:-:l';:{l l[m s nf‘t}m R Cax-
ito,” he continyed “l.;\‘ . I‘E R s el ‘frm'ﬂ -ﬂh-

» everybody had been slain and be

irocities, T, man wh was one of their favorite
Nind. He trieg w_ﬂ returned with help went out of

10 be 1 to kil every black person in sight. He
" Sthait jacket i the hﬂspital at Luanda.
P out of 4 hnspital window and

presently the clenr skies hecame cloudier and eloudier,
and the pilot gained further altitude to avold the cas-
st shronding the helghts of Dange,

“I'he casstmbo has a particular predilection for this re-
glon,” he explained. “We may not be able to enjoy the
view until we elear the Mucaba mountain,”

Indeed, when we flew over Carmona, the capital of
northern Angola, the town was completely invisible be-
neath o thick veil of mist,

“To your lelt, if you could see it, is the village of
Songo, the pilot said, a few minutes later. “One of the
most bizarre atrocities to my knowledge took place on a
plantation somewhere down there. A former classmate of
mine used to run the small coffee plantation. He lived
there with an African girl, his mistress. It wasn’t until
four or five days after the fifteenth of March that a group
of vigilantes and soldiers managed to make their way to
the plantation. They did find the body of the girl, be-
headed and raped, as usual. But they could find no trace

of my classmate or of any part of his body.”

[ turned my head away to stare at the cassimbo which
E:E;ﬂressing the tips of our wings with its misty grey
. It will settle your stomach,”
: an open box of white pills.
B r:ﬂ:z;lp E of we_tzks later Somebn-d:!r found my class-
isolated f, n}; }; accident, me know, in some of these

P ﬂ?’JES they don’t have deep freezers be-
ey haven’t got any electricity. So, they keep cer-
3“}" the pork meat, in a Iarge salt
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box. You can guess what happened. The jcerrnrists stole
the pork and put mY classmate, ?11 cut up, in the sat box.
Funny thing is, whenever foreign newspapermen sh,
up here and you Uy to tell them ECEne of Fhese: true hay,
penings, they usually stare at you with dlsl?allef and in.
digna;inn, as thﬂllgh }ruu havent gﬂt the rlght to SPE'&I:
evil of these sadistic murderers. Of course, there is i,
the language barrier. Few of us speak enough English ¢
French to describe these things clearly. We are by now so
used to the tales of these horrors that we hardly bother to
tell them to strangers.”

“Down below under the thick cloud is the village of
Mucaba,” the pilot said, interrupting a long silence, |
“You must have heard of it. That is the village where 2
handful of people held on for hours and hours in the

church against hundreds of terrorists, sending SOS mes
sages by an amateur shortwave transmitter. A few plane |
came up from the Negage air base, but the clouds wer
like today, low and thick, and they had to turn back. Al II
but one. The people in the church had just about €
| haiusted their ammunition and begun their prayers wher
. this one fighter plane took a long chance through a hol
'TI‘. &‘3 low clouds and came upon the scene just fn to
s small village g only one street, with the chure
" ’-'_-.: end of it. The pilot made a couple of runs fr?ﬂ: |
PPosite end of the street to the church, dropP””
“Paim bombys a5 he passed. The flames fro™ ':I]f.
s o5t teached his wings, and he )
e ein one of his passes, At any rate: "
"“j.u terrorists were I:il.ll"lflﬁ-l o

crisp and the others fled to the Mucaba mnuﬂt'ailf Wl'l:}l;i-
many of them still are. The Mucal_}a mountﬂam is ri :
helow us now. What would happen if my engine went %
and I had to crash land on some clearing below? I give
one guess.

yo'lll"he ségs began to clear up again on the other side of
Mucaba and within an hour we made our approach for
the landing at the makeshift airstrip at Maquela do
Zombo.

The desolate-looking little town had an air of fatalism
about it, as though it fully expected to be unloved by the
visitor on first sight—as though the only memorable thing
it could offer was its long and impressive name. However,
militarily speaking, it is but a stone’s throw from the
Congo border, close to the heart of terrorism land.

A young and tall officer, wearing the inevitable camou-
flage uniform and carrying a submachine gun under his
arm and a bush knife in his belt, met us as we landed and
examined our papers perfunctorily,
h:WeImme to the _Paris of northern Angola,” he said, as

gave us a rather ironic military salute, “Unf. ortunately,
th;r}llntel accommodations are not too satisfactnry, partic-
:m};:;ei:s; no hotel has been built yet, and the same

ghtclubs and the movie houses. The local

talent is mostly Bakon go and hidden somewhere

beyond the trees. But there are plenty of willing snakes in

the“J‘E'I’lfﬁmt grass, if you are a charmer.”




rests precisely on what you so flatteringly cq]jeq -
cense of humor,” the lieutenant said, bowing hig hﬂaé
slightl}r.

Presently he guided me to the house of the civil ady;,
istrator where T was to have dinner and stay overnigh
while my pilot stayed in the officers” quarters at the mi]j!.
tary barracks.

The house, located a few yards away from the end
the runway, was a rather large but unimaginative twg. |
story stone structure with a small terrace facing the side
of the bush. That side of the property was protected bya |
strong barbed wire fence. Beyond the fence, toward the \II

bush, the tall grass had been cut for about two hundred |
yards to afford some warning in case of terrorist attack T
On the small garden in front of the house wild flowers 4
and cabbage grew in separate beds. Two neatly unk "

formed African sentries stood by the barbed wire, keep-
ing their eyes on the bush ahead. |

::R-nt explained, “They hate Bakongos even more than !
do, if that is possible. But we use them for guard dut

i 3

] -

e L]
' B

T.. I‘ "

-hmtelss was waiting for us at the door. She was !

- © Woman in her early thirties whom I ha
% hxm- blended harmoniously with the rem*”
but her deliberately chic appearan®®
Ita]hn shoes and elegant cocktail 4r¢
~ “UWSy manicured fingernails, seemed & Jittle
8 Maguela do Zombo, And the look it '

“They are Ganguelas from southern Angola,” the lie

eyes was not the same as I remembered fl'f'}m our first
meeting—it was as though she was attempting to over-
come the constant expectancy of danger by concentrating
on her physical appearance. I noticed that the handsome
lieutenant had taken longer than necessary to kiss her
hand.

“It is so wonderful to see an old friend again,” she said,
addressing me. And she added, with a melancholy smile,
“It was most gracious of you to come all the way from
America to dine with us. Let me show you to your room.
Then, we shall have a cocktail.”

The living room, where I presently joined her for a
cocktail. was an oasis of delicate femininity within the
cold house and the rugged and dreary landscape. From
the shade and texture of the window curtains to the small
pieces of bric-a-brac casually disposed on the lamp tables
and mantlepiece, one saw the loving effort of a lonely
woman trying to build something permanent and beau-
tiful in an ugly and temporary spot.

A tall Bakongo servant, impeccably dressed in white,
passed the drinks on a silver tray.

“We use only Bakongo servants on purpose, to give an
example of normality so to speak,” she said, after the but-
ler had left the room. “Still, since the terror, we lock the
doors of our bedrooms and keep guns under the pillow.
I::ﬂ“ other Europeans in the district prefer to use reliable

undo servants from the south. But I am fatalistic. As
you know, we were sent up here after the fifteenth of

E;Tﬂh- ?ﬂ. in a sense, I was spared the first great shock.
W, it is the waiting that is so nervewrecking.”
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Darkness descended rapidly over the countryside The
strong searchlight at the airstrip roamed along
barbed wire fence and beyond it to the edges of the bush
occasionally striking the windows of the living room, thy,
adding a kind of sinister warning to the quiet indogrs
She rose to her feet to draw the window blinds and close
the curtains.

“Once, by mistake, the siren went off as the light bean
hit the windows,” she said, as she returned to the sofa. |
was alone in the house, sitting right here on this sofa |
tried to get up, but I couldn't. I tried to reach for my
glass, but I couldn't. I just sat here, half paralyzed, until
the butler came in to ask me what time dinner should
served.”

Presently her husband walked in with two other dinner
guests. One of them was a brigadier-general, the opera-
tons commander in the northern sector, on an inspection
visit to the Angola-Congo border. The other one was 2
youthful major, the C. O, of the special infantry battalion
stationed at Maquela, The general was a dark, wiry man
with a strong face and intense brown eyes, and the major,

despite his youth, appeared competent and hardened by

€xpenence. But the host looked tired and disenchanted-

Berise €T, “as vultures always are when they
HE stench of ]]]-Uﬂd Yﬁsterda}.r? the vultures were
___I _ z , hllt ﬂ]E:}i' Sars et here whel
s 2ath came. Today, the vultures appear unﬂ&f
_ tical idealists, United Natio™
like. They 4] share something in ¢

L .

mon: they hope to gain from the misery and blood which
befell this land on the morning of March the fifteenth.
Who will pay the penalty? All of us here: the hard-work-
ing settler, the often insulted public servant in the bush,
the unknown infantry soldier forgotten in the jungle, and
the masses of poor Africans who were once exploited by
our kin, and are now being exploited, used and abused, in

the name of black nationalism. But whatever your

philosophy or your feelings, vou have got to fight eye for

eye, nose for nose, when the murderer knocks at the

door. That is why we are staying here.”

The Bakongo butler, assisted by two Bakongo servants
also dressed in white and wearing clean white gloves,
began to carve the roast beef methodically, with a long,
sharp knife, on a carving table which he had brought
close to the hostess” chair.

“This is a crazy world,” the young major was saying.
“In this last truckload of U.P.A. terrorists caught near
Dembe, twenty-six of them, by their own admission, had
been persuaded to join the U.P.A. by the offer of cabinet
posts and ambassadorships to the United Nations. Two-
thirds of them were completely illiterate and half of them
were Congolese Bakongos who came across the border to
claim their new posts! Among them was a boy, only fif-
teen, who was persuaded by the U.P.A. to murder his
foster father, a white doctor, with the promise that he

e the doctor’s shining instruments and his

diploma to Practice medicine,”

Tﬂrhaps if we had given them more education, most of
these ho

7rors wouldn't have happened,” the hostess put
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o “Flsewhere in Angola I have always felt safer )
fhe bl than walking the streets of New York or IJ’;T,TE,-;.
after dark”

“Yom 2re contradicting yourself, my dear,” her by,
reclied. “If education alone were the answer, the ]jg.i.‘,,,{__;

threzt bp your security. As for incentives to becom. a
terronist, Wdﬂﬂw.lkﬁiﬂvﬁthﬂtﬂﬁjrrﬁpyiu
disessboweling 2 man with 2 sharp knife and then 1o,
ing znd beheading his wife is a much greater attractis,
to most of these terrorists . . .~

The Bakongo butler stepped forward to the hostess
side, with 2 lighted match in his white-gloved hand.

“Thank you,” she said, after he lit her cigarette,

',..Tﬁ,ﬂﬂmdﬁmﬂt%gtnmmwelwndisﬂw
horrible atrocities they practiced on small children,” the
”ﬁi’l‘*ﬂﬂfiﬂg.ﬂrmedtheyuung Bakongo waiten
F’“’““hﬂpmtwm,"ltmm:mpoinﬂeu...even&m
a terrorist's point of view.”
| milﬂpﬁ:unarw’ indeed,” the general put in
forcefully changing the tone of the conversation. “I
this operation in northern Angola the war of the captais
44 by captaing 1 mean the subaltern officers, the ¥
ij:__"‘dﬁe_uﬂﬂenants.lnthebusharmremﬂtﬂw
M;’:M or the platoon operates almost indepent
g ! 'm“ﬂl}' complete in itself. So the ¢4

Aot .. oWnstatesman and judge.”
"hiw“wm}*-fﬂom I noticed through the wind*"

L

nightprowiers of New York and London should be 5o |

;EqJT]E}'ﬂUﬂg lieutenant was still there, mhng
mﬂmm;}rm,on]yhjsheadmed once in a
while. turned to a window upstairs, it seemed to me, be-
hind which the lovely hostess was undoubtedly preparing
for bed.

At eleven o’clock the following momning, after bidding
farewell to my hostess, I walked out to my plane which
the pilot had readied for the take-off. The host accom-
pﬂ!ﬂ&dme_'lhegeneralwasa]matﬂneaﬁ'sh'ip. His mili-
tary monoplane was about to take him to Sdo Salvador,
another key town in the northern sector.

“The cassimbo has lifted inh:ur honor,” the general

added, pointing at hi
*nihugﬂna]lphne,“rheﬂnly rﬂsﬂﬂliﬂﬁthsinf::




“One of my morning patmls hit a land mine right "
the main road at Banza S0sso, less t}13n a mile frop, he |
border post,” the major said, addressing the genera]

“Anv casualties?” the general asked, as he lit Ciga,
rette for himself and offered his package around.
“The lead jeep was blown to bits,” the major answered
accepting a light from the general. “The lieutenant
the driver in it were killed instantly. The other thy
jeeps of the patrol escaped. My boys caught and oy !
down four of the terrorists, as they crossed the border

Presumably thev were the ones who set up the land mine

But two others Escaped to the sanctuary. I wish, sir, vou

would allow me once in a while to pay a visit to the

terrorist sanctuary across the border.”

“Major, vou must resist temptation,” the general sail
“But if you cannot resist it, don't ever ask me in advanr:e;
... I must get you a replacement for the poor lieutenant
“I feel particulary bad, sir. because this officer was not

supposed to lead the patrol,” the major said. "He was®
duty yesterday afternoon and evening here at the airstrip
gsh,d him to take the place of another officer whi
: -.-.:- = down with a fE\’EI‘,“

Instinctively I turned my head to the house. The I
ght green dress, was waving at us fro” t

cent hea;:a“
it

they came to stiff attention in front of the two officers.
Fach soldier carried a submachine gun, a long bush
Inife, two belts of ammunition and a canteen, but the
sergeant in command of the detail and the corporal also
carried precision rifles, to pick up snipers at a distance.
Two prisoners, barefooted and wearing dirty shorts,
walked dejectedly between two soldiers, their hands tied.

“This is the detail I sent out three days ago to pick up
and bring back a stubborn farmer who insisted on going
back to his farm in a danger zone near Beu,” the major
explained to the general. And turning to the sergeant he
asked, “You haven’t found the farmer?”

“We found only his head stuck on a pole in front of his
house, sir. We buried it. We could not find the rest of his
body,” the sergeant replied.

“Who are these two clowns?” the major asked, pointing
at the prisoners.

“One of our informants at Cuilo Futa put the finger on
them. He had seen these two coming from the farm with
bags of stolen goods,” the sergeant said. “I persuaded the
prisoners to talk, Each one of them claims he is innocent
and accuses the other of murdering the farmer.”

u}w‘at would you do in a case like this, general?” the
major asked.

“Do not ask me, major. You are in command here,” the

general said.

“I Wﬂu_ld 1 2 . . . £
“ be inclined to believe both prisoners, major,

t said. “Each one of them believes himself inno-
" se the U.P.A. leaders have convinced him that
O crime to murder and mutilate a white man. And
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they are also right when they accuse each other ;;;.ﬂtm.m2
the farmer.” :

“I would go along with that reasoning, t00,” the g,

eral said, as he put on his dark glasses and stepped rely,,
tantly into the cabin of the monoplane.

“Lock them up at the barracks.” the major said to 4,
sergeant. “Oh, by the way, sergeant, do not hesitate ,
shoot them down if they attempt to escape.”

“You may rest assured, sir,” the sergeant said.

“Any other encounters?

“Yes, sir, we established contact with a small gang of
terrorists in a jungle between Beu and Cuilo Futa. We

killed a few. I do not know how many because the others
fled taking the bodies and weapons with them. One of my
men was killed and buried on the spot. I left another one
behind at Cuilo Futa, suffering from dystentery.”

“Very well, sergeant. Write a report. Now, take thest

boys to the barracks and give them some brandy aud
00d,” the major said. The sergeant gave his commanding
ofiicer a military salute and wheeled around.

hope to see you 'agaiu,” my host said as we M

\fter our small plane was airborne I asked the pilot”
s wing in a salute to the charming hostess Who ™
as. A sh '_ d, to protect her eyes from the sun 8
'us with her left hand.

The Massacre at Quitexe

Quitexe is a village and small commercial center located about
forty h:u'ﬁmefm south of Carmona, the capital of the coffee-rich
Uige district of northern Angola. On the morning of March 15,
mﬁ;?@emm#tﬁe@gﬂa#ﬁan&s of terrorists who

sguised as early shoppers. The massacre, which began
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nom these two windows in this room I can see
most of the houses in the village,” the butcher began,
pointing to specific places as he spoke, “I can see the
doors of the two grocery stores, the clothing store, the
pharmacy, the hardware and farming store, the gas and
oil station, the trading post, the post office. We open our
doors for business at eight o'clock sharp, but I get up at
six every morning to feed the animals, cut the meat,
sort out the fish. I always eat a heavy breakfast at seven-
thirty—at least a bowl of soup, eggs and sausage, bread
and coffee. I always eat well in the morning, But that
morning, when my wife Maria, my daughter Lourdes and
Lsit down at the table for breakfast, I cannot even eat my
soupl My stomach feels funny, nervous. I say to myself, ‘1
am not sick, why do I not eat?” My wife turns to me and
says, “Why do you not eat, man, are you sick? . .. 1 am
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ot sick but something isr wr,nng. My daughte, Loud,
says, ‘It is so quict outside!” and that is indeq ey
because at seven-thirty the natives and fary,,, w
come up from the sanzalas and farms to do the, Hh“:
ping or trade are usually talking loud and IH“L’,ilih:{:E |
groups outside while waiting for the stores to open, | 4
h the window to see. There ﬂ'lﬂjf are, as ussual, the nu!i*.-;_.c,
and a few white farmers in front of the doors of the st |
But the funny l]‘ling is that the natives are not lill]{ing |
loud or joking or laughing, They are kind of huddled
groups, looking sullen or talking low. Even funnier, mos |
of them are wearing their heavy coats although the mon: |
Ing is warm, ‘

"My daughter turns to me and says, ‘Do you think |
Papa, that they are hiding something under their coats’ |
<+« Itis now less than a quarter to eight. There is a grov
of eight natives in front of my door, so 1 stick my ficad
outside the window and gI'EEl' them. ‘Good morning |I
boys!" and three of them raise their heads and greet ™ |
back, ‘Good morning, boss!” . , , But the other five ar¢ Jike
statues, I do not gee their faces, I do not know who they B
. _Irn. But [ fee| mmt:thlug is wrong, We have no telephot?

l'lﬂlllﬂr to huuﬂﬂ hem, s0 | cannot warn the others
ay he.hl“ : gﬂu and warn the other stores that somethioé |
& oo ::g; my daughter agks, and I whisper h“:;:‘{:::

¥ 1l

L
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OUrda & to open my door. 1

* I o, o

you, sir, both Lourdes and Illyﬂ“ii;; |

my wife stands behind us to hold

third rifle and reload ours. 1 feel now that something
. happen and I am ready. The church

tower strikes eight oclock and the doors of rthe stores
start to open and all the natives and the‘ few white farmers
walk in. My head is still ou tside the window but I do not
show my rifle. One of the natives below rais;’es his heal:’li
grins at me and says, ‘Open the door, boss!” and T grin
back and tell him, “In a minute, boy, in a minute.’

“It is only a few minutes after eight o’clock, and all of a
sudden it is like a hurricane in hell. The most awful
screams from everywhere in the villagel Horrible screams
mostly from women and children! I figure that the terror-
ists started the slaughter inside the stores and in the other
houses EIEEHJF at the same time, The SCreams are so
piercing that for a moment Lourdes” and my fingers are
fir“c:zen on the triggers. The natives under my window
i o et o e

g Matal UPA! Matal UPAI" and

the open window, while

terrible is about to

X © SCreamy beco
ead dg not com

ly
I all oy therm






the bandits go after them, yelling like i
them off, cutting off their arms or Iegg m.};; q fg
horrible to see this from my own ‘Vi.l'ld[rw ]_‘(]'I;‘m;l5 I‘ti
are finished with the eight bandits under my wi “ ag
now we shoot at the ones chasing our Pﬂﬂpl:: N
street. My old friend Carvalho, the farmer fmmm b
Vigosa, runs out of the hardware store, He i bleedhmﬁ
has no weapon, and two terrorists close in on b, &E:
kill. I aim my rifle and shoot, but I miss the two bandy
and hit my old friend who drops dead. 1 ery, ‘God forgh,
mel” but Lourdes quickly kills both terrorists i, be
repeating rifle, Then I see this child, the little dangherd
the clothing store, running into the street, with a by
black after her, My wife cries, ‘Oh, Lord, have meref
And then I see the Land Rover of Dr. Sousa from Ca
mona wheeling down the road and almost hitting the
child, The doctor steps on the brakes when he sees t
child, but the terrorist pays no attention to the doctor d
“Plits open the head of the child with his machete. )
wile beging o scream and my daughter is sobbing b
8t holding on to her rifle, The doc his autom*
- for gets s M-
m the glove compartment and shoots the band

%’ ’the doctor jumps out of the Land Rover MIE
= 8 Broup of yelling terrorists coming out o
ey. Lyell at him, ‘Doctor, gt the hell out o

M€ Warning at Carmonal” The doctor ‘T;,&
LPERP blﬂk into the Land Rover, turm®

@y fast before the terrorists can ¢! Hmu,hu

house, so we load our guns and

Now everything fs ‘-’:g
g _There are only piece
dﬁ'& £ g oo ﬂ"ﬂﬂ’i‘] doorways of the stores,
- e e r 3}’: v wife and Lourdes
ere. vl
- Evm big glasses of brandy to
ts are about to storm my

prepare to make them
yvily. T swear T'll kill my wife and my daughter

beh:ﬂd the houses.

and pools :
are sobbing and I give

steady them. I fear the terroris

pay hea

before the beasts get their hands on them. But everything
stays very quiet.

I wait, Maria and Lourdes are now say-

ing the rosary and weeping while I keep my watch by the
window. Nine o’clock comes and the church bell does not

toll. The big birds are flying overhead and T shoot at

them to scatter them away. I wait. The terrorists do not

come back to my house. Around noon a platoon of sol-
diers arrives from Carmona. It is much too late for the

dead.”



The Battle of Carmona

Oh, evil night,

For whom lie you in wait?

For the poor soldiers

And the shepherds of flocks

And the men of the sea,

What will you grant them?
CAMOENS (1524-158)
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CAEMUNA, the capital of the Uige District in nt:-rlth-
em Angola, is a modern and well-planned town which
could be found in the American southwest or in southern
Europe. It is forty-odd kilometers north of Quitexe and
rests comfortably on a small and fertile plateau, sur-
rounded by the greenery of a pleasant valley and the
rolling hills beyond. It was practically born with the
coffee boom in northern Angola, and it nearly faced ex-
tinction on that fateful day of March 1 5, 1961.

It was nearly ten o'clock in the morning of that day
1:3:11 & dozen customers, enjoying their morning coffee
Eha](; ‘-’Emnda of the Gra_nde Hotel do Uige, were rudely
which, Y the stormy arrival of 4 careening Land Rover

the Quitexe Road. The driver

v shot intg town from
§ Dr, rt
Sousa, g civic leader of Carmona, a normally
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calm person, sixty years of a
orderly grey hair and p
slammed on the brakes 4
Hotel and shouted at the
“To your guns! And lock
broken out! I'm goin % to the governor|” "y

Before those on the veranda had 4 cha
warning, Dr, Sousa was off to the sic
up the main avenue,

“To your guns! Terrorists are coming!” he shout 4
the perplexed patrons at the sidewalk tables, He did
stop again until he reached the governor's mansion att

Bailundos. They hate

akongos and
hetween B 8 the café customers.

t

was @ figh ” d one of
| s guts,” venture : :

each other’s gu? Maybe the United Nations has invaded

knows .
“W}l:i :nﬂfhﬂl' bystander speculated, ha]f-sermuﬂl}:'-
e’ rs laughed, but others made gri-

e of the S[JECtatﬂ
St:;s‘ no one seemed particularly alarmed. The crowd
e attracting newCcomers, and some

i« gered about the gate, )
GHF:g;:m speculated wildy on the reasons for the doctors

panic.
[ Presently, a military jeep, traveling even faster than Dr.

Sousa’s Land Rover, rounded the big post office building,
shot through the crowd and came to a stop at the gate.

nee ty digﬂ‘iﬁt
ewalk cafe furty

end of the avenue.

“Is the doctor out of his mind?” asked one man.

“I'have no gun. What is he talking about?” asel:
second,

“He said terrorists. Where? What terrorists’” &
claimed a third. |

“We may as well find out what is going on,” 8
Airst one, and the group from the sidewalk café begt? |I:
walk in the direction of the gnvernﬂr’s mansion- & |

“What is going on, captain?” several voices shouted.

“Idon’t know,” the officer replied as he dashed through
the gate,

Hardly a minute elapsed before the governor’s secre-
tary, a pleasant young man with a boyish face, emerged

and climbed to the front seat of the i
i e jeep. Someone

. e country. But
J"i most of the customers from the ._,EI@%aﬂf h11‘311'&114&5tfxl-:il a:k kE: P calm. A few of you run to the
_ e Ho tel began to head slowly :]I: the ts::ﬂ; o 1 bm}?;fhfﬂver_“ Priests to toll the alarm On to the
‘hen the two groups merged at the g2 vd the crowd g; '
1 ere joined by others, mostly misieﬁi:: ﬁﬂh‘”: others |, SPEPSEi qu:Ckll};?, Some going to the
tem cypaio sentries, native 14 ¢ I Blerany, 0 STYINg home t0 their fappyilieg
LY PG | "DD}, “knc{:;’w at arrived a¢ great speed Minutes

y company stationed at G

rossed bayonets. N ked an anxioy 1.
about tert “swered, as he remoyed e



goggles, “an amateur radio op
has been flashing 5 messag
short wave set. There has

erator near Noy, Cai
e and T just caught o

it op
My
been a massacre

“I will take you in” the
: ; corporal of the j
opening the gate. =~
: 'Suddﬁni}r the crowd began to realize that something
rightening was happening around them. Faces becane
tense and eyes somber,
A But .Dr* Sousa was not coming from Nova Caipemba.
¢ arived from the Quitexe road.” said a boy in the
crowd.
.Ma}rhe the doctor saw something toward Quitexe,
said another boy.
“How far is Nova

asked,

“About one hundred
swered,

|lwt:”. thilt gi_'l'les us a 'I -
ittl ) bab!
walking through the bush * ¢ time. They are probably

"What
e Buaranty do you haye that, it will be the same

Caipemba from here?” someon

kilometers,” another one an

Dr. Sousa
e frovernor on, 8
worried look on his face, 5 nor's mansi

:‘li it bad, doctor?” woman asked

- T am afraid it may be very had liu.: 2o oy
I hen, ho raised his voice to reach {:vcr}'m:: i“rt;:mwjvd.
Now, you people, 1 suggest that yoy Lt n the er "
and children locked up at home, get w]m.tui;urm:mu;ﬂmgm

: -
d join me in the gymnasium as soon as PE
and jo : it i
5% organize some kind of civilian briga

=

few soldiers here . . -
s kv quse there aré sO |
e the edge of town had better bring

he ones living o1 + g
':;1; women and children to the gymnasium

a 5 d.r.'l
dio station. Pass the wor _
I‘ﬂ As the doctor headed for his Land Rover the churches

of Carmona began to toll the alarm and the spines of the

people began to shiver.

Dr. Sousa drove now at a mo
paved streets of Carmona, past the cem _ i
their balconies fragrant with vases of sweet basil and vio-
lets. He saw the curious and frightened faces of women
as they began to understand the meaning of the church
bells. Presently the doctor stopped his car in front of the
last house on a dead end street in the eastern part of
town. The house was a comfortable two-story building of
masonry, a mixture of nineteenth-century colonial and
provincial Portuguese which included a wide stone stair-
way from the ground to the veranda on the second floor
and a well-tended garden on the side of the house. The
r0ad east to Negage could be seen from the windows.
ci::_i: :;::;: e:ﬁrk young man of thirty, wearing a physi-

: at, was waiting at the door.
Why are the bells ringing so insistently? A big fire?”
th‘: younger Sousa asked.
Do you still have any patients in the office?” his father

asked.

“No, 1 just got rid of the last one.”

‘l"ﬂ'[l ]‘151"#"3,
<ible. We have t0

derate pace along the well-
ent buildings with
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“They're gone after the bells, I believe.”

“All right, Pedro. Take off your white coat, get your
rifle and ammunition, bring your own car and join me y

the gymmasium.”

“What goes on, father? . . . You were gone to Quitex
early this morning!”

“I was, son. And as I entered the village the terrorist
began slaughtering everybody in sight, including the
children. I barely had time to turn around and drive back
here to give the alarm. I'm going to collect my own rifle

and automatic.” Without a word, Dr. Pedro followed his
father into the house.

Fifteen minutes later the senior doctor joined his son
and a few other men at the door of the radio station
which was located across the street from the Grande
Hotel. The hotel veranda was now empty, as Were fhe
sidewalk tables of the café: several civilians carrylng

weapons were walking rapidly towards the gymﬂﬂﬂ‘-““'
“You go into the station, Pedro,” Dr. Sousa told his sot
“and tell the girl announcer to give periodic warnings -

ask people to lock doors and windows and be on the alert.
Then the doctor drove his Land Rover up the main
avenue past the governor’'s mansion, and came to a stop
in front of the large C.T.T. post, telegraph and telephon®
building, Inside, a few people appeared to be glued t0
the main counter, their anxious eyes on the two employ-
ees who seemed either inscrutable or ignorant of what
was going on. Dr. Sousa walked directly into the office of

the postmaster, a middle-aged man with completely
white hair.
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ar
he postmastet i

bad connection.
he W

ound fog
anda on th i ].Etﬂh' Clﬂsed h}’ gr
. airstrip i COMP 0 - da cannot land
f6 v s Our ‘ £ p‘latﬂﬂu' Luan i
which is coverin if they had them:

v vel fﬂr-::ements £t ane «till here.
anf' re;; they will try tOMOITOW - » * if The S ol
. k Jd them to drop parah‘ﬂﬂPEﬁ K =
We aske

have no
lev where the fog is not so bad. 'I‘he?r ;a}r fﬂlﬂ:};ﬂme‘ X
pjratmnpers; they are going to ask Lisbon

words,
this will take a couple of days, at best. in :;1;{: e
today the only thing we can get from Lu

palh}r.” ' ) : d.
S}TSG, that is it!” Dr. Sousa exclaimed, shaking his hea

“That is it, I am afraid,” the postmaster concurred.

“Any new reports?” the doctor asked. i
“A report of other attacks at Nambl.:‘augm‘fgﬂ a
Buela, but no details,” the postmaster said. “Was it bad at

Quitexe, doctor?”

“Sickening. They must have attacked as the istDI'ES
opened at eight o'clock. When I arrived in the village,
they were dragging the bodies onto the little square and
cutting them to pieces with their machetes. It will be a
miracle if anybody at Quitexe escaped that massacre.

“Oh, God!” cried the postmaster, and crossed himself.

It was noon when the doctor walked into the gymna-
sium which was filled with several hundred men and teen-
age boys armed with an assortment of weapons—from

Modern repeating rifles and automatic pistols to ancient
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huntin
g rifles machet t
. : €S, and left and we mus
S e time
hl;?ﬁe‘;“ - bayonets Some of thev:nt g " for a debate omer L (lllt;lens; There are five thou-
native catangs vy ©Tprisin Ives for our own GETEEEE: i
with €n ey ce ourse ve mpany of soldier
poles, making 4 ;i © to the tipg of e na and only 2 compart) :
nd of lap ; PS Of woqg, d of us in Carmo - vious speaker in-
two or three h ce. Outside the tor. NO more! the pre
undred \ nasi “No more, docto _ » in and the
gered about amiq an arnr:} rﬂfl—“' ]ilﬂ’ stmilarly arpeg ]zu: tElTZI;tEd Joudly, waiving his arms.h Thigcaptaéﬂai:emba
: Of vehicles whj driving north to Nova ;
Open lﬂl'l'les to Y which ran ed from t platoon are nOW 1Ving 8t
theiérernd had EEPE and sma]l Sports cars, Perhaps hylt f:d f lieutenant and a second platoon have ].:)een tihls
other half would be n_{ the improvised Weapons of the patched south towards Quitexe. Only the sentries at the
of their bear T only as effective as the recklessness | governor's mansion are left!”
Dr. Sousa Ellt;ow 2 ' Dr. Sousa was speechless for a few seconds.
was haranguin ed his way to the stage wherea colow | “Itis not possible!” he finally exclaimed.
that the mood ; the ’d. The doctor became aware ‘I saw the lorries and jeeps with my own eyes!” pro-
was directed ﬂf_ his fellow colonos was an angry one. It tested the other man. Several shouts from the audience
the ﬂgal.nst tl}e governor-general in Luanda and confirmed the report.
fense of nort] tn Lisbon for having neglected the de With great difficulty the doctor restored order in the
such a terrori Angola against the possibility of just noisy audience.
what had b::‘t ght, particularly in the light o No matter, we must remain calm and brace ourselves

happening next door in the Congo. There for the attack,” the doctor be

were scattered shouts of “death” and “down” to the rule™ ) gan, as the crowd again de-

am not a general, but I suggest a
e ;il"zonlible for their predicament. i:“"“‘""-’*- + - « The best marksmen with riﬂesgtgake P;Tﬂ:
o mbggwm and again for modern weapons 10 ' the upstairs windows of the stronger house alio
] . hm:&';; b:-j:d of militia—and what hap- Bflgt‘s of town, All women, except the ol 1 oy
Iﬂdpmdigﬁnlmfw; ignored us, We begged timé fifles ang are good shots, and cbf.:] e
pened?’ strong military garrison—and what hap- | P




ley east of the s the tall elephant grass in the val-
along the Qui:a e rﬂadi B, and from the forest to the south

Sinister overture of 5 WI and it reached their ears like the

in the heart of Africa
now silent, hut the »
filled the street, Dy,

; Thefchurch bells of Carmona were
oar of automobile and lorry engines
Sousa headed the Land Rover up the

turned on the mdmﬂ“ of the military barracks, and he

i,

.*.A"}" ﬂhﬂnm thﬂt
; wWe ma .
» 48 he quiotly py 2 Baatd anywhere?” Dr-

olished his rifle with a suede

“Not g chanee
ey radiug of ¢
e : :]" thirty ldlumﬂlm'u. il that ll'luul:'r lr:lwmittﬂr is
1ort wave transmiter,” the Gli:!m-f 11;:: Ewﬂ do not
® um III L

fellows beating the dr}lmf
1 have transistor radios.

f the disc jockey
t the men-

eard by the
Many of the
ferninine voice O .
through like 2 timid solo agains
. hackground of the still distant drums. =
m‘]}g E“I:-:.Iill repeat this warning and other Hashe

' i one.
Liodic intervals,” she was confiding to the 1'.rur.:~1'ur,mp}tl1
4 the inimitable voice of your and my

favorite, the great Amalia, queen of thi fado . ;- But
then she suddenly interrupted herself. “The station has
just learned that practically the entire company of sol-
diers stationed at Carmona has been sent—"

“Christ Almighty!” swore the doctor, as he slammed on
the brakes and turned off the radio. “That girl is telling
the enemy that we are even weaker than they think.
Pedro, you run back to the station and tell her to send out
an immediate flash announcing that a battalion of para-
troopers is on the way from Luanda and is about to be
dropped here, and have her repeat the flash several times.

'tI}'h{:n_ pass the word quietly that it is not true, otherwise
e vigilantes may become overconfident ” :

opat we will be I

was coming

“Next, you will hear

Sergeant said,
iy,
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LTI iy

i t:fm”.m“"‘:‘::':” Wn Iull(tu];:".‘ ::”"; 'h"*lkrh’ hoy, | \
. b oy o - “lﬂ If iy ””mh”:””””” ] I,L,;I:‘_"' |

intg or HTT Yo "“““ll‘ll'ﬁr i ““r”' t i) HMFW "
" : YOS 1t ),

and ef v ' ' ;'

The d Ehteen gol g il

o ers,

ctor whistled iy, ﬂpj:mlmz:.-ih:f g
. 1,

re
Quito rﬁlfﬂhl I Your ten Africn“ soldiers T I
& I belieye,* the firet « s

Irst sergeant said. “Not

A single one of
tl
1em js 5 Bﬂkﬂhgth Four of them. withou

0 I hay
: @ sent
Thfy shoul] e W:E'i'-*lll.‘ ﬂ;{fl;; ]Tsiljiz ;ﬂut the enemy,

Antonio . :
wrinkled his forehead, scratched his chin.

; "ghﬁ““’*m“*ﬂmmpnt.mbbedmemﬂf

his boot :
_— unﬂnsahva,andﬁmﬂylmkadsmightatme

“Nil.‘hempuedmﬂy
h'lhthctmhadhmﬂnwm[,&fmhe

e

wrhat 18 encouraging,” he said finally, “But you ought
you mind letting me in on your reasoning?”
sergeant cleared his throat again and

awitched the strap of his submachine gun from the right

to know. 1Jo
'[‘Iu! first

to the left shoulder.
“I estimate the Bakongo mob over the hills, in the

capim of the valley, and in the bush,” Antonio began, his
outstretched hand pointing successively to three cardinal
points, “I estimate them as close to twenty thousand,
maybe more, Most of them are not worth much as fight-
ers, but by the time they attack they will be doped up,
drunk with aguardente, or their bodies rubbed with
milongo by the witch doctors to make them believe they
are immune to our bullets. So, no matter how many we
kill, they will keep on coming until they overrun us by
sheer numbers.”

“And nobody will live to tell the talel” Dr. Sousa re-
marked, lighting another cigarette with a hand which
Was no longer steady.

Eﬂ;i]’;:m have i‘t about right, doctor,” the soldier said,
Y, accepting another cigarette. “But I hope T am
“’T.?ng And we have to go on from there.”
_What about your soldiers, Antonio?”
. That is what I wanted to see you about, doctor. I
mglu;rtﬁ ;;:E ﬂlil‘:lg this way, doctor. The U.P.A. organization
xl Ve given a great deal of thought to this thing.
ter all, Carmona is the capital of the district. If the
take it, the rest of northern Angola will crumble Ca:
"ona has probably the brightest street lights of an}; Afri-
Can town. These neon lights on the streets make the night
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The doctor alighted from th. 57 2"© Cowardly—"

grou Om
thﬂ"'['hﬁ-s the Land Rover and joined
] are thre
}'- nddremng rm‘ls Gl.ll’ nf Carm A

«we know that the road south to Quitexe

a roached. * i
]1’5(]1;}[:9 road northwest to Songo and Nova Calpemb ‘
. rorists. As yet, W€ do not know whether

sied by ter '
Eﬁ:lhm-e cut off the road east to Negage. But if they
: hen your driver came through, they may

were not there W
Listen to the drums, they are all around

he there already-
us. . . . You are leading your families into a sure slaugh-

ter. You are being stupid, if not cowardly. Stay with your
neighbors. That is the only thing you have left.”

Some of the women were weeping, but the children
were playing with each other and seemed quite uncon-
cerned.

“Let us stay!” some of the women cried out from the
truck. The three men were still hesitant. Impulsively, Dr.
Sousa drew his automatic from the holster and pointed
l‘hfi muzzle straight at the men.

If you want to leave, by God, you leave,” he said
sternly. “But those women and children are staying. The :
would not have a chance on the road.” : 3

: Have we got any chance here, doctor?” the most stub-
orn of the three men asked in return.

p]i:f:]}:f have, for as long as we fight,” the doctor re-
- Y- Deep in his heart he could not bring himself
g ]g‘rheedmm the first sergeant’s verdict.
€ doctor is absolutely right,” the tavern i
l':u;-?; ﬂm: men shook their heads in doubt bﬁem
< :ﬂ Tb cles and ordered the drivers to turn around
et Lhe: up there on the roof, with my brother El;ld
i , the culorw_sald to the doctor, as he pointed
rrace roof of his establishment. “We all have nﬂest’?

LTHE BATTLE OF CARMONA 59




of reinforcements.
- a whole re

reached the skies of the Uige, and those brave

Bére. about to he dropped from the skies into the

valley of

armona to punish the terrorists. But, in the meantimi, it

is important to keep our alert in town, for the terrorists
may strike at any moment. . .

Dr. Sousa turned off the radio. The vehicles of the vigi-

lantes were now patrolling every street, driving along

very slmvly, the faces of the men and boys very tense and

grim. As he looked at the upper windows and roofs of
some of the houses, the doctor saw the muzzles of waiting
rifles, The drumming in the hills and in the valley had nol

changed ity monotone, but it sounded closer to the out:
skirts of town,

The doctor stopped his Land Rover at the door of the
Grande Hotel, and hix son, who was talking to a group ol
vigllantes nerosy the streot, came over (o joln him,

'l’h: hﬂ'll:::mllu‘:m tuke my own car with four other men.

Pody s quite sturdy and I oan use it as a tank,”
hily 'lill:l";::l'.i:‘:Iir s he roadjustod the winmunition balt around

:'ﬂnﬂd Iden, Podro,” the senlor dootor said,
Fhoy wont i togather and found 1he
White Dumiter wid hiy wile

professional
fromn Uiy Bumitlng gony,

bustly vomoving the proms

giment of paratroopers has yqy

soldiers

B0 i vanin or TR

N

. disgust. :
markildi;\jck:lged the waiter to bring

e, He looked up at the wall
as five minutes past three

ing,” g cnmp]ained.
mething,” Dr. Sousa * -
th;];:: very ninrnus myself. I am $0 relieved that

i i t takin
children are in Luanda,” the woman said, withou g

wasing the guns.
he: ee Do e Paec ugglt;f:ﬁ%nlndghﬂﬂer than any-

Jacinto, you know the Ba g h rnfessiﬂnﬂl
body else,” Pedro said, kf;ldm”'ﬁi"g 8P
hunter. “What do you think?”

“About what? l:: you mean, who are they, the answer
fs, many of them are from the District, and perhaps just
as many are Congolese from across the border. It is the
tame tribe, as you know. The U.P.A, fellows from Leo
must have organized this thing carefully, but I believe
that only a minority of the mob will have firearms. Most
of them will attack with catanas, By the way, my own
funbearer has joined them, Ho is a rat and always plays
the winning side, e thinks we are done for.”

“When will they attack?” Podro insisted.

“They are working themselves up to it, slowly, as the
Bakongo mind goes,” the hunter answered. “Then, they

Ko wild and blind, so to speak. T would say that they will
ot approach the town until sunset.”

“There s no sun today,” the dootor commented,
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-{i\"l{- Vl‘gi]

nded in the valley and is now progressing

s has la
o hills. More battalions are ErpE{:tEd shﬂrtly.

toward the

The governor-
the defense of Carmona . . . -
] ative soldier

The first sergeant, with a n

was coming down the street and he stopped his jeep to
palaver with the doctor. He also had his radio on.

“Doctor, I am afraid the radio announcer may have to
go to purgatory for lying so much,” the sergeant re-

s flying in from Luanda to direct

F

gﬁm:m] i

at the wheel,

marked.

“Any news from your scouts, Antonio?”

“Yes, doctor. Three of them have just returned. They
estimate the Bakongo mob at thirty thousand or more,
poorly armed, thank God. Many of them, my scouts say,
are already drunk and doped, and that is bad, because
then they will not care. My fourth scout is missing. He
Was either caught or has joined the terrorists Anythin
¢an happen, Good-bye, doctor. T am goi ' :
o AR . going to round up

}w ]T}.‘a and take up positions at the power station.”

e ;:::E:lnfz::-ul:;c:::';ed to thtf gymnasium to enlist
patrol, it was four o'clock in

lhe ﬂflt‘.]‘]
100n. Some of tha
with ahg me




the hearts of
was d ot the trapped colonos, It
eafenmg. Suddenly, the hills to the Efrﬂl and north-

west of

large, s;?r::n:::lime f"?sﬁve with hundreds of fires, some

orange an( vedt dWhlEh cast a macabre semicircle of

in mockery of >13dows across the low clouds, as though
Iy of the white neop glow over the buildings

. It was eight o’clock in the eve-

madde on, incessantly, the
ning cry, “Matal Up Al Matal Upas This wis the

g of the terro is .
-+ « and the chant went on E:idti;l‘ KL UPALKil UPA!

of their headlights
ghts pointing through th
i H
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At the power station the first sergeernt
L d tensely, fingers on trig-
left hand on a switch

terrorists. !
yandful of soldiers waite

jnvisﬂﬂﬂ

and his | -
. himself rested his
. Antonio IHI]‘ESE] .
i turn on the spotlights as soon as the attack

which would

cubmachine guns and rifles. He had also placed boxes of
dynamite in the control room, with the purpose of blow-
ing up a sizable number of attackers, the defenders and
the building itself, should the terrorists break through

into the station.
In the center of town, in the gymnasium and ware-

house, the women prayed, some weeping, some with dry
eyes. The older children sat tensely by their mothers, but
the Very young ones pIayEd uncﬂHEEmEdl}’ with each
other. Some of the women, with stouter hearts, were on
the roofs and at the windows with their men.
thri Sousa and his patrol were now waiting, with many
°F cars, at the south end of town where the Quitexe
road he gan,
ﬂt:l::]l}"; minute now,” said one of Dr, Sousa’s vigilantes
. It a o = ¥ 1 1 1 1 )
s igarette and rested his rifle temporarily on his
..II\ &
Tatal UPAI Matal UPAJ hummed, unconsciously, a

*econd vigil
gllante, as though he could not resi
: resist g
'om the trees below, pagiey

“Shut y hird
P and watch your aim.” sna i '
the Land Rover., : l e As -
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1Ssue was as

dispatch 5
Maker

fundamental as thi
800d handfy] of Bak

S! E oy
.;m ach Vigilante ,,

C et |,

inI]_}P' ]]']in‘ute llﬂ‘w,”
Quitexe road ahead.

The first Sergeant was right. The first

from .
he s night, entered the orbit

turned on whep the first line
away, and tried to storm the

Were

Chi“;guzflﬂt?li Ear: bmm.i' The deadly fire from the ma-

teen suldit;rs {5:: ]-_J.m achine guns and rifles of the sever
5 them down in droves as they advanced.

wave emerged
of the spotlights, which

s were but thirty yards
station as though its walls

retreated into the elephant
first sergeant turned off the

‘ Wiped his forehead with a red
%Ay

¥ hurt?” he agked
N o .
ﬂhﬂdy' answered the native

corporal, a Bailundo.

-

5

moke, while the other half
s.” he ordered, as he
his wrist watch.

d and clumsy as it was, lasted
heen well over two hun-

w battlefield.

take a s

k, disorganizé

first attac
The there must have

inutes,

twenty minutes,

hodi ' ross the narro

dred bodies lying ac . =
“Sergeant,” said a European cnrpnraL my F.B.P. wi

g0 had after three hundred shots. What do I use then?
“1 lied to Dr. Sousa,” said the sergeant. I have tour
more subs in reserve in that crate. Take one when yours

burns out.”

Dr. Sousa’s eyes were beginning to hurt from watching
the narrow line of the Quitexe road, and his throat was
drying up from chain smoking.

:ﬁny minute now,” Dr. Sousa said again.

['wish the bastards would come. This waiting drives
iy mad,” said one of the vigilantes.

' PErh&ps"thE}r will not dare,” another vigilante said,
'f’PEflﬂl}’- The lights are still on. Antonio and his sol-
°rs must have beaten them at the power station.”

Eufrzdth?ih moment, the yells and screams and stacatto

ﬁgﬂﬂn?&g ii g]juns ;ame,frmm the north end of town. The

vtk dr. ousa’s L%nd Rover sat tensely, some

o g E‘ ark countryside ahead, the others watch-
5 the neon lights of Carmona. Five, ten, fifteeen minutes

drums, the chorus of “Matal! UPA! Matal

s and the guns at the power station,

armoniously into a '
s pattern of m
adness, Then, as suddenly as it had started, the ETI.::;

S¢emed to blend h
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- ble
“'hlﬂh resem
fl'ﬂm ‘t_he . df-a{“}’ catanas he ones
POWer station halteg again. The | ostly the sharP: ¢ was made up of t o
mona were stil] on. The vio: ghts of ols, but must. qve in fron ones marche
relief e vigilantes took 4 deep breathz; pattle sabres T:E . drunk; the moTe sober
e E dﬂp‘e or ;
. werc ] f hls
: An}f,mmute oW, * said one of the vigilantes E:];u J the cannon fgd;llﬂ ‘od Dr. Sousa at the top ©
Can’t you say something else?” snapped the 4 “Drive into them!™ shou hed the open g ound
The vigilante stared at him_ in perplexity © Goctor, lyngs as 500D S the wave rERCand the guns blazing, the
’ AlLY. una: : TelLd -
The uproar of batile suddenly reached their eas i with the engines rﬂﬂiﬂsiﬂ ve into the mass of the at
E-Iiﬂﬂler direction—the east end of town. They heard dis. vehicles of the defendi?rsth bk ers blocked by the
tlﬂﬂ'ﬂ}’ the shouts of the '*'igﬂantes,, “Mata! M: atal” which tackers, but 1.1.;]1-5'111‘ﬁ'lflﬂil]:l}r ﬁeﬂ'ﬂaﬂ tes i mﬂpﬂd out from the
in their anger they borrowed from the attackers, as they piles of dead bodies, : e vig calling Mata! Matal” and

few of the lights were smashed,

There was a wide

UPA! Matq! UPAL”
rifles, homemade

of terrorists emerging from the night, carrying
bags full of rocks which they threw at the street lights. A

dows and on the roofs and from the speeding cars, were
mﬂwlnth' g down the carriers of the hand artillery as quickly
as they moved into : : ‘
3 thn;:;h:: ;Eg :ll:e uth end of town, grass, still crying “Matal UPA!” but with less vigor, less
d dozens of nth: vehicles of vigi- conviction, and, above all, with many voices lost, for they

The human wave surged from the ta]]
“pPen ground and up the Quitexe

charged upon them. Dr. Sousa and his ions heard open trucks, jeeps an i trollable ferocity
the bla.zi_ng of the guns from the roofs ET:E;:HE they killed right and e th? utEECEIH fell dead in the
yells of fury and the screams of pain, and they saw smaller of angry trapped men. Many ©

barbarous hand-to-hand combat, but the dmagekth;y
caused to the surging wave was such that the attat_: -
came completely disorganized less than fifteen minutes
after it started. For a moment, the attack seemed to teeter
idiotically, then it crumbled like a deck of cards. The
femnants of the wave retreated back to the elephant

but the guns in the win-

had left hundreds of dead or dying on the open ground.
The vigilantes regrouped and backed the undamaged

“Here they are! May the Lord have mer . soul vehicles to their original position.
1 : cy on my Dr. § Lk : e 5
| » next to Dr. Sousa, as he crossed + Sousa, who had been fighting and killing, with an
I = l[ ]

Automatic in his right hand and a butcher knife in the
left, returned to his Land Rover and wiped away the
blood which had sprinkled on his hands and face. Then,

he looked around for his team—three were back with
canhangulos, a few pis- him, two were gone,

grass onto the
Iﬂﬂd. }'E”jng, “M{ﬂmr
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jeep said. “and @
'*“rm‘:ii:_m are so many dead piled up that

“So -
W:E:L&ewﬁﬂnwhm
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P their :
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thE‘ nddﬁ were

y and disnrganized. Only

But it was clums
frichtening. Again, the vigilante:
tead of waiting for their onslau ght and,

Ic resumed their desperate tolling, the
elessly and the trapped colonos
becam going after the routed terrorists

into the tall grass and the nlght, crying, “Mata! Matal”
and killing with renewed ferocity until they became lost
themselves, or recovered their senses in time to return.

The church bells halted their tolling. The town became
a]mn.st silent. Only the chorus from the trees was still
sending its sinister message to the tired vigilantes.

Then, a torrential rain—quite unusual in March—
began to pour over Carmona and the countryside, a tor-
:;ﬂtl]:t poured incessantly until dawn, wiping the blood
. e ground and from the grass, and transforming the
e 1“—“‘511 the fields into pools of mud, and drowning

pletely the chorus from th =y
Carmona was over. Uit Themea e for =

When the rain sto

o pped and the sun rose sleepless
;anm collected the bodies of their fa]]E; thﬁ: o
] them proper burial in the cemetry, and pen:i

ong and deep trenches in the capi same Py

bury the piles capim outside of town to
; of dead bodies left by the attack

one bothered to count them. Y a ers. No

the attackers, ins
as the church bel
last attack crumbled hop

e then the chasers,




The Sawmill at Luvo

The macabre story of Luvo—a village border post between
%ﬁgﬂfﬂ and the Republic of the Congo, not far from the Congolese
river port of Matadi—was heard but not really publicized im-
mediately after that morning of horrors. It came to outside
attention for the first time through a front page story in the
F rench newspaper, Le Monde, on July 5, 1961, in the form of an
interview by a journalist, Pierre de Vos, with leaders of the U.P.A.
organization in Leopoldville.

Less than a year later, when 1 visited the diamond mining ter-
ritory of Lunda, near the Katanga border, I met by accident the
weather-bitten truck driver who had arrived at Luvo at dawn on
the fifteenth of March.

As we sipped mugs of beer at the bar of a tavern in Saurimo,
the gateway to the huge mining concession of Diamang, he told

me, with great emotion and sweeping gestures, of his adventures.

The story that follows was reconstructed from the notes 1 made

he time, as well as from reports of other men who had not
lly seen the slaughter themselves.

b




IN THE afternoon of March 14, 1961, Zacharias and
his Kimbundo helper, Inhaca, arrived in the small town
of Sdo Salvador with a truckload of canned foodstuffs
which they had brought from the costal town of Ambri-
zete, a small port more than halfway between Luanda
and the estuary of the Congo River. After they had un-
loaded the shipment at the warehouse, Zacharias was
told that there would be a cargo of empty wood crates for
his truck to take on the return trip to Ambrizete—that is,
if he cared to pick up the freight at the sawmill of Luvo
which is a border village nearly forty miles to the north
of Sdo Salvador. Zacharias was pleased with the news.
“Boy, let us get on the road again, and we will get to
Luvo in time for supper,” the driver said, turning to his

# us not, boss. We will never make it in daylight,
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Let ys toss a coin ™

“All right, hoss ™ Inh
Zacharigs tossed the

S Very bad »

¥ bad beep on the roaq  Sugges

ted
] Ilr\:r |
I ten ]m]g hoy oy

2Ca agreed.

v i i¢ Zacharia

- mgo, to
into the Cong
{ le l'nm([ wml]t] gn on
int.
checkpo!

Thysville anc
'hh;* night W
although the sun W |
stretched his arms sleepi

OO Ll\'i”l"-
I l-.:t:-?l:in!nn at the sawmill wa |
‘ as rising, and he y
Iv when the truck came to a sth:;
s and this is my helper, Inhaca..
d for Ambrizete,” Zacharias said,

s still on duty,
awned and

mnderstand there is a loa

to the

be ¥ between Sjo Salvador ang Luvo, Zachari as he alighted from the cab and {}EEI‘E];i i as?:;il]‘usted
o gal; to regé'ret his v Ictory. The narrow dirt road wasiy night watchman who accepted it after he

Imble condition du-E to the ] the sline of his rifle. -
Was nightfall and Zacharias kjc;nezzta;? Zidﬁ;t;\? *The crates are at the end of the ?e‘ardi You can fﬂt}"-l’:
up and he stopped the truck on a clearing by the road your trailer around and park it behind the cratesd, e

“Well, Inhaca, I guess you should have won the tos. watchman said. “The boys should ]:f: here soon and they
he admitted. will load your trailer the first thing.

"I guess I should have, boss,” the Kimbundo agreed. “How are things up here?” the driver asked, to make

“We will

stretch his legs.
“T guess we will, boss,”
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sleep here and get back on the road before
the dawn breaks,” the driver said, as he left the cab to

the helper agreed.
They shared a modest supper of bread and cheese and

wine, supplies which the normally cautious Zacharias a-
ways carried in a tin box, after which they “’TﬂPPed
themselves in their respective blankets and went to sleep
in the now empty trailer. Sometime before dawn they
awakened and continued the journey. N :

Dawn was breaking when they arrived at Luvo, the swer, so he
village border post. They saw the two
guards, in their khaki uniform

they turned off to the sawmill before they reached the

sleepy border
s, and waved to them, hut

idle conversation.

‘I do not like it, but there is nothing I can do,” the

Watchman sajd.

“What do vou mean? Zacharias asked, sincerely puz-
zled.

usﬂmething fl.mn}r is going on, but I do not know what
5. Nobody in the village does,” the watchman an-
SWered, “Yesterday, a few of us went to the chief of post

it

‘Well, what is this funny thing tha
here?” Zacharias insisted, his curiosity ;
“Driver, I do not know,” the wa

tchman sajd, wrinkling




ng—"7
achariac cot
den co E?larmh said, but he w;
mmotion in s
rifle shots.

“Something f .
watchman Sﬂ.igd ::Sf’ i llappf*“ing in the village," the
removed the riéﬂ frnn‘slﬂli?: l;umﬂ. BLPIR b s oy
han B hh twands the vﬂl: E}ulder and, carrying it in his

“I do not like it, boss,” Etham said, “Let us hide th
truck in ha Vel of e yard - id, “Let us de e
b“?l:]ﬂ}:l:daiih;ltt;?dj but he decided to follow the Kir

e ;:: lﬂhﬂme without tossing a coin.
Fadits robbery. None of our business, a1y

er said, as he climbed back in the cab.

As they parked the truck in the back of the stordg
yard, behind the piles of wood crates, the gounds 1
the village reached their ears—frightful and pie
screams. Zacharias began to feel, with a prcmmliliﬂ" o
horror, that this might be more than a case of robber}’
perilous climb to the top of a pile of erdt®
from which they could see part of the village as well ®

the rest of the yard and the open side of the mill.
Their eyes could not helieve what they saw. A crowd

of yelling, shouting and laughing blacks were dragging
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interrupted by 4 g,

the vi
e w]lagc—-—yel[s, sereams and a for

how,

reing

bodies, in-

i1l dozens of
¢ the bor-

een a

, village. As it turned out,

| into the sawmill
few of them boys

. teens—the entire white population of
ust have numbered between
of them wearing gleaming
wckets and neckties, others
hirts; still others bare-

and
Luvo. The terrorist band m

two and three hundred, some
patent leather shoes, sports |

wearing khaki trousers and sport s
foot, in dirty shorts. But they were all laughing and

.';lulmting as they flogged, with their catanas, the bodies
wing dragged through the dirt. The better-dressed ter-
orists carried rifles, but the majority h
S, ad only the sharp-
edged catanas. i A
hm:’*;_lii:;lr; lh{; name of God are they bringing the bodies
‘acharias — '
B ins heard himself ask, as he felt a shiver

“Merciful God '
‘ sod, merciful God!” whi Inha
l'll.'j'::;'ﬁ!iﬂﬂd himself repeatedly o ey
ey hid the best th |
s l st they could behind th
the ;ul::i]:'“- .E“l‘ they could see the entireﬂﬁec;:testh{:'n -
ol ﬂm:;h :I:Jhﬂ.ﬂnﬁ made a silent prayer tuethe ;“5:
ervorists would not s D
pot the truck.

One of the b
tury, and, obviously a
ed on the mechanical ami, n:lﬂi:rb: tsthﬂ ;ﬂwmﬂl_
and blades

e : ias and Inh i
they saw that many of the whit::l:::?ﬂi[d:ll;e&
Ve




. J to discarded
inflicted by ¢y, e had been reduce 4
na e ha : ists
necks and Ehests Somie of the tmhhfws on th hea(& = windows Th F:E?at s e il and the terror
wildly around ¢, Orists begy, & aments of humanit

re. But the chickens were

L. he
sone to ce .+ closer and closer to t
d ey B had 5" . were strolling ¢
only laughter They were botl, n;;j heﬂ:ﬂ}ﬂﬂvw il ahmhandlih:i:sf;e]]ing the dirt, attracted more goad
fright, and Zachayi Y Paralyzed yig B gymill, their beaks
3 S fE]t th.at }].is ﬁ]‘_] Emaﬂs th ﬂd{}]‘ ﬂi: t-he dead- d
_ i . ard,
Ing and buried in the stil] green WODﬂgﬂf a El'ﬂi:em = mﬁﬁr; and Inhaca crawled back to thfl slzﬂrig‘: ; .
The terrorists began to strip the clothes off the dey got into the truck, and started on the roa : -afV{JUId be
$5 off the ones sill iving, Then, they stiapped iyt B et They had little choice; the alternative
les, the dead ones

to cross the border into the Congo, but the dan ger tl;;re
might be even greater. Zacharias was fully conscious that
the terrorists might jump his truck at any IHDITl-Eﬂt, but
his only choice was to drive on. In his dire predicament,
he had one small consolation: he had enough gasoline if
he were allowed to drive on, for he always carried several
éxtra cans for emergencies. But he had no firearms, so he

kept an iron bar by his side, to give himself an illusory

sense of security.
dd Eﬂ}r!

and the still living ones, to the moving
plank, lengthwise

» as though they were logs. Thej
pressed down the levers and the plank began to push the
bodies into the buzz saw, feet first. A few piercing, dying
screams reached Zacharias’ ears, and he had to take 2
[ deep breath not to faint. Inhaca had covered his eyes

with the palm of his hand and he was swallowing hard.

| Soon it was all over, and the terrorists left the sawmil,

Inughi.ng ll:rudiy and waving their arms, like drunks re-

. turning from a gay party. They left nothing behind the?

. I but pitiful bits and pieces of human flesh strewn all ove!

the place, and the blood still warm on the mechanical

plane and buzz saw. The sun was now shining directly

over the horror, but Zacharias and Inhaca kept their eye*

[ shut and their bodies motionless, hoping foolishly that
the nightmare would go away

They stayed there a very long time, until there was not

' a single sound coming from the village. Then, they de-

scended from the pile of crates and crawled through the

grass to the first houses of the village. They found noth-

ing but dead silence, empty houses with broken doors

if those savages catch us, you run like hell one
28y, and I run like hell the other way,” Zacharias said.
«.) ™ay go after me and leave you alone.”

| _Thﬂ}f will not leave me alone, boss,” the Kimbundo
said, gh aking his head.

n they reached the vicinity of
H arias and Inhaca had exhausted their
UPply of bread and cheese, and they were famished.

grlﬂy‘ had hoped, with misgivings, to fetch some food at
40 Salvador. But, at this point, a native in rags jumped

f"ffn the bush into their path, waving his arms,
May God have merey on

my soull” Zachariag cried,
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€ngine ;] ‘hat the eng had oo
“Stop bsimngd 84 to run gyey gy " D iy
> 58! cried Inh € map
. ac
gE;:} hhrake‘ “That i no Ba;;nas FE went for g,
Charigg £0:
native a I)gvbr?uiht the ruck ¢o an El.bﬂ.lpt
> Y O@ about twenty .
hame was Ulambo, ang he w ag, mSh.Ed *0 the cabip,

of the Bailundo
few others hagd managed to
“Hop in, boy,”
were the terrorisgs?™
“The Balcﬂngn workers at Primavera, and others
know not. All speak R'iknngn language,” Ulambo said.

workers, but Ulambo and
escape.

Can I go through the town?” Zacharias asked, as be

started down the road again.

“Boss cannot. Sio Salvador full of terrorists,” the Bai-
lundo said. “Ulambo know trail wide enough for wheels

that take us to Madimba road past Sdo Salvador.”

The trailer was empty, so Zacharias took the chance of
driving through muddy paths. He drove in the dark, with
the lights off, Inhaca and Ulambo walking ahead of the
vehicle to show the way. Finally they reached the dirt
road on the other side of Sdo Salvador. From there to

Bembe was approximately a hundred miles and the road
was in very bad shape. Still, it would be some kind of
road, rather than this muddy path. Andfrom Bembe—if
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b ol SN

Plantation in the early morning, and

said Zacharias to the Bailundo. “Whe

ing through
or make it—t0 Carmona, going throug
ev -

Ired miles.
he another hunc . '
erv slowly, ctill with the lights off,

that the engine would not heat up
for he had to keep it most of the time 1n low

Ulambo moaned and complained about
lain but he was as hungry

thev should
"im;gn_ wﬂnm
7acharias drove 3

hoping and praying

too much,

sear. Inhaca and
hunger. Zacharias did not comp

as they were. : £

They passed cautiously through the small village o
Madimba. Nothing stirred. It would be difficult to tell
whether E‘\F{'I}'hﬂd}' was dead or ES]EE'IJ'- Not a Iight, not a
soul, not even a stray chicken they could grab for food.
Later on, they found here and there trunks of small trees
blocking the road. They removed them with their hands,
but they saw no one. The hour was late and the bush was
asleep. Two hours later they went through the small vil-
lage of Lucunga. Again, not a light, not a soul, not even a
chicken or g goat. They drove on towards Bembe.

They arrived in the vicinity of Bembe at dawn and
they decided to hide the truck in a small bush by the
road and cover it with tree branches. They hid there all
day. Inhaca and Ulambo collected coconuts and edible
?E‘:S and a couple of tender snakes which they boiled.
[ '¢ was a small creek nearby and they got some water
rom jt,
tuif:;rﬂ Ei:;rl';ltfal] they took off again, the lights still

- They had to go through Bembe. There was no
other way,

“Brace yourselves, boys!” Zacharias said to his com-
Panions. “I am going to step on it.”

I
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; eapons and two containers of gasahne to us
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have lived to t

ark. But as they reached the

» NOL g Noise, Wa
found the road abso-

another silen
bettey

o - “

t village T

Aok age, ']mu]mu;-m and the 1o |

. Ot good, Past Tomboe L
on WE" I'tllﬂwll to Zac

decision.

The ren
o © road west lod to Ambrizete and the
passed through the hills of Bessa
terrorists were there

mlﬂt’
as an iniwﬂm

he had to make 4

[j'l tllt‘r[‘ ‘.'l‘_!

harias, and here heen thrown ACTOSS

sea, but i
: Mﬂllh‘rim, and if the
they would not have the prave
ohan ) © the prayer of a
fs EE The road southeast led to Nova Caipemba, Songo
n : :
armona, but it would pass by the hills of Mucabs,

which would also be the end of the world for them if the
terrorists were around.

“What do you say, boys?” Zacharias asked, his mind
vacillating.

U]nmh: the Baﬂundﬂ, was for Ambrizete and the sed.
He was probably eager to find his way by freighter t©
southern Angola. Inhaca, the Kimbundo, was for inland
and Carmona, which would bring him closer to his home
grounds, Malange. Zacharias pondered briefly on the
choice, but he decided for Carmona. He figured that the
path inland might be safer than the coast because, with 3
terrorist war on, the terrorist leaders would expect people
to be running toward the coast, thus, they may be cutting
off the roads in that direction. As the events were subse-

quently known, it turned out that Zacharias’ choice was
matter of life or death. Had he attempted to make the

tools as w

bombs, if necessary. e
Daylight was breaking. They bumped here an

into groups of refugees, natives. Some of them WE{'E also
trying to reach Carmona, others were making their way
northward toward the Congo. They told them of the mas-
sacre at Nova Caipemba and of the killings at Songo. The
ones trying to reach Carmona were running away from
the terrorists, but the majority, making their way north-
ward, said that they had heard that the Portuguese para-
froopers were coming and that they would kill all the
blacks, Still others were running away without any PIEEE
Or aim in mind. There was great confusion, but Zacharias
nd his two companions kept on aiming for Carmona,
}EPﬂﬂing Songo, and eating coconuts as they found
them,

That night, the evening of the seventeenth of March,
Zﬂﬂhﬂfiﬂ.ﬁ, Inhaca and Ulambo reached Carmona. On the
edge of town, they were greeted by a sudden yellow spot-
light and the muzzles of vigilantes’ rifles.

“Who goes there?” shouted the leader of the vigilante
patrol.
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“What was so special about this prisoner?®” 1 asked the pofit::
sergeant at the Uige headquarters. He was showing me phot
oraphs of a tall Bakongo with a coarse and cruel face but, P""’E
doxically enough, with a remarkable expression of dignity @
an almost poetic fervor in his eijes.

"He r]'nif;md to be the leader of the band which attacked the
M'Bridge experimental farm,” the sergeant explained.

“Was heP” I asked. .
“I am not sure. One is not too sure about anything these days,
he said. Then he added, shrugging his shoulders, “Since he
wanted to take credit for the massacre at M Bridgﬂ, we had no

choice but to believe him.”

- “ri:.! ow was he captured?” I asked. “The band got away, I under-
&1 5

“Yes” said the police sergeant, “I think he wanted to be cap-

tured, to brag about having been the leader. . . . Well, we know
exactly what happened at M'Bridge from a few surviving wit-
nesses, but we will never know for sure about this fellow. He did
talk q lot, though. He talked and talked about himself, in the
Kikongo language, to one of my cypaio corporals who acted as
interpreter. . . . Would you like to see the cypaio’s report and the
testimony by one of the witnesses?”
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H:-: nan arrived from I.ﬂn;mltlvﬂ]ﬂ a few weeks be-

lore to organize the assault on the nximrimﬂntnl farm at
M'Bridge. In Im::-pulﬂvillu he had had the honor of shak-
ing hands with the great Holden Roberto, the leader of
the U.P.A., who in turn had shaken hands many times
with the great Lumumbn and wi th many of the world’s
great leaders in the hall of the United Nations. He felt a
communion of ideals with all those great leaders, and a
sense of brotherhood with them-—a feeling which, in

o sense of security and destiny. He hoped
future he would stand side by

leaders in the forum of the
might even be chosen to

turn, gave him
that some day in the near
side with the other groat
United Nations—perhaps he
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his determination tO

= I

upi t his
confidence, he was somewhat prencwpledd ahoult -
friend Losso. the one in charge of the planned assau :
the big Primavera plantation. Losso would try to ou

shine him, no doubt. Losso was very tough, knew how l:n
hate and also had useful experiences with the Lumumba
organization. Nevertheless, he was determined to out-

shine Losso. He was now a leader on his own.

Alter his great triumph at M’Bridge he learned of
Losso’s victory at Primavera, but from what he heard—
and from the pictures which were later shown to him
when he was captured—he was sure that Losso did not
Outshine him. It is true that Losso and his group had
slaughtered with great violence all the European person-
nel at the vast Primavera plantation—all but a woman, a
Mis, Reis, who had been erroneously left for dead, after
having bheen tortured and raped many times. It is true
that Losso and his boys had mutilated the women in the
Mmost unforgettable way and hacked the children to
Pieces and hung their remains from the branches of trees.
It is also true that some of the stomachs had been cut

ese two word

cent, e
nt, ag Holden, 1, id ¢ which he wou

futuru |

i '

g plomat ic n:rmlh,-nguuﬂ at the Uniteq
POOr y m]uunmcl Iuhurm' from the

I ] IJH(-‘EJ I - 0 g "] b = L [: i

He shared
“& many things in e
{ ‘ommon with the
leader Holder, Roberto, Like Holde e

h = ¢
H:::'::ﬂlrl ;l;; }LH.‘:: ;:it of Sdo Salvador do Congo, in Portu:
Holden'y L'ﬂ'it.; IHLT Il]ﬂ;,g from the Congo border, As in
when he wu;q ‘; | § tamily had emigrated to the Cong
had raver haid nly a child of two. But, unlike Holden. e
ad a chance for much schooling and he spoke
only two or three words of Portuguese, In fact, he did not
particularly hate the Portuguese, He had never had any
dealings with them, and he had not returned to Angola
sinee his doparture ag a child, But Holden had explained
to him L"IIIHIIIHINHHL‘IIH}" what the great cause was all
aubout and the rewards that would come from it, and he
was determined to do a good job, as good or better than
any of Holden's other Heutenants. He knew that Holden
would appreciate it and subsequently promaote him to the

top echelon of the organization,

Now he was a leader on his own, his feet planted on
this strange soil of Angola from which his forefathers had
come, He decided then that he would not allow himself
to become an ordinary terrorist leader—he would be sy-

Nationg that 5

wrong side of the g, his possibility onl
t 15 P = b

n, he too had heen
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oPen and the jngiq o5, Thereupon, the
wood whiah >1AEs stuffed g, dr ccept his apologies. E od skt
brough 1t were then ge afire Sy f?rm% d bifg ader would 2" E]i ohen knife from the farme
fought gver : S ol \ P8 d a kite
t inkgth by his APLOrS to see thege, thi N o Jeader bOTO™™" ’s head and
at Lﬂ‘hn hﬂd do ] : Hﬂgs, he di[] ... throat with 1t. ff the old man s hea
had d ‘ e better g¢ Pri Mot his .. followers tO cut 0 her
o Bridge. Hig only mi vera thy he He told his 0 :+h his wife, but they must Spare ==
m
and allow h]l'nself to he earitiod] € carelegg aftEmErds for she must be able Aftor ey finished the aguar-
gusse Y the vengefy Porty. been in her house m}lfe.ded for the large experimental
: left and hea
He had ng illusiong about what the l}lm}dthirsty Porty f . hant
¢ 0 j 2=
g“ﬁ:; TGUJ(; do to him He told his captors about the "‘1‘1 half-past five. they ‘wese lurking in thn:: fjﬂp =
£ 315 es o hunfan rights, which the United Nations grass in the vicinity of M’Bridge which slept in ee‘?hls
pheld, rights which Holden had expla; d 4o hi -t broke at six o’clock. The leader raise
he asked that his xplained to him, and lence. Daylight bro L
TR case !)E brought before the United Na- machete, and shouted, “Mata! Mata! Matal” Wi
’ ® Was a political refugee defending the cause hour his triumph was complete.
of freedom, as fi] & P few
hateful po ; Dﬁden had explained to him, But the Days later, from a hospital bed, one of the very
s th rh.]guesﬂ Just stared at him, unbelievingly. Per- survivors, a subforeman named Manuel Lourenco Neves
mﬂﬂn:ffdld b understand the French language. It Alves, related what he saw.
triumph 7 him, before his doom, to recall proudly his “... At six o’clock that morning I woke up with the
At th- noise and when I came to the window of my room I saw
March ‘131 ver}:i ﬁa-ﬂy hours of dawn on the fifteenth of the house of the manager of the Fazenda being attacked
upon th Lﬂﬂ pis group began to converge cautiously by hundreds of blacks, maybe four hundred of them.
passed : mmﬁf 8 Sxperimental farm. On the way they Most of those blacks I had never seen around M’Bridge.
They knocked dﬂrm oDy an elderly European couple Almost at the same time the terrorists began to attack the
his wife, and thﬂ“lra;he door awakening the farmer and other houses and installations. I grabbed my hunting rifle
homemade branily aﬁr :: ed them for aguardente the and started to shoot at them from my window, but I was
frightened farmer slhuwad m;gmrdﬂ"tjl they had, The funning short of ammunition and my African houseboy,

Joio, made a dash for the house next door to collect more
Ammunition. He never made it. A band of terrorists
Caught him, killed him with catena blows and then cuat
Off his head and sexual organs. Then the crazy savages
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orrible ways

t - ﬂ

what thev J; e
1[10 ;3 vi:.dﬁtﬂ Il'i}' old fi"iﬂ"]'lt]. Juy.;é' truly
el ved. The terrorists skinned

ams of my old friEI][! 35

nnibals, they abused the body of
w1 and then thr‘-}’ tied her to a
or hreasts and put one in each

died. Almost like ct
hite girl of eighte
fied her, cut off h

otched hands . . .
my last cartridge on myself when

and captured me alive. By this
blood, I guess, because they

they
i ]‘Jl‘l.‘ll_'l.' W
tree, Crucl
of her outstr

“I was about to use

the terrorists jumprd me

time they were fed up with
were going to give me a longer torture. They put pepper

in my eyes, tied my hands and feet, and dragged me on
the ground in a kind of a race.

“I guess I have to believe in miracles because I was
still alive when that air force plane came flying low over
the Fazenda and started machine-gunning the terrorists.
they ran away like rabbits back into the forest . . .”




Tranquility at Mavoio

to someone I am the bud amongst the thorns

to someone I represent the ideal of the Christ child

to someone I am the life and the light in the eyes
that someone lived only to give me life

A. C. GONSALVES CRESPO (1846-1883)




WHAT can I tell you, sir? I had never heard of
Mavoio before, and I have tried to put that memory
away,” the lieutenant said, as we sipped a cognac at the
bar of the officers” club at the air force base of Negage.
Unlike most other officers walking in and out of the club
that “vening, the slim lieutenant, who had made his way
Up from the ranks, was a member of the small military
54rtison in northayn Angola at the time of the initial ter-
forist onslaught,

It wag my first war experience, so to speak,” he con-
linued thoughtfully. His infantry fatigues were worn-out
nd soiled. and once in a while he glanced with a touch

% envy at the fur-lined leather jackets of three air force
Pﬂﬂts sitting at a table nearby.

delieve it or not, it was my first war experience, after
lany years overseas,” he went on, “but I found no one

.
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Dnth::;l:, ﬂ:fn, but you want to hear about Mavoio, sir.
oy g of that day, I mean, of course, the fif-
e March; first there were the rumors, then reports
i ere and ﬂ:len:?:. All around us, practically. In the
iy oon the captain called me into his office and said,
oy tEnant,that . g;uﬂ ﬁe a Patf'ﬂl and set out for Mavoio. We
P terrorists is headed for that village,

him, “Where is Mavoio?’ He

i- &
tion Dfa;:lﬂp he had on his desk, which showed a tiny
mmkbetw ta I;iuzen kilometers from Quibocolo on the
road een Damba and Maquela do Zombo, According

to the map there was some sort of dirt road connecting

Quibocolo with Mavoio, In short, about forty miles from

the Congo border. Th ;
foot and avoid the m:dr:aptmn e h}f

5 4 : ,
He allowed me two do ou should make it by morning.

im:ludiug st zen soldiers, half of them Africans.

otograph d i
went, mostly through the elE €r and two medics, Off we

. Phﬂﬂt gmﬁﬁ ﬂﬂd h [_‘
jungle, never too far f : patches o
said was a road., S8 the maln path which the map

.'Prﬂ.cﬂﬂﬂu}r mbndy Eﬂjd o wm-d
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but it was SO SUCK, =

f w snakes
|d that we preferred to walk. We saw 2 if g
:j i ~d there but we did not touch themt.i‘i e sa .
" ' on me, SiT.
tuman being, friend or foe . . This roun

Thank you.

“There we stood on the crest of the little hill, our heads

dightly above the capim, watching. It all looked v?x;}sr
peaceful and tranquil. ‘Tt looks as though the* terroris
missed this one,” the patrol sergeant whispered in my ear.

And T said, ‘It looks that way. Why are you wh.ispiﬁrifilg,
man? We walked about half a mile farther, still inside

the capim, and then the sergeant pointed his finger ata
small cluster of white houses down below. ‘That must be
the village,” he said. We appruached it cautiously. Nnn".h-
ing stirred. ‘All right, sergeant, I said. ‘You stay here with
the others and T'll go in myself. One long whistle means I
fell into a trap and three short ones mean all clear.’

“So T walked into the village taking along two of my
Bailundo soldiers who can smell Bakongo traps better
than anybody else. There was a slight wind and the un-
locked doors and windows were kind of dancing in the
breeze, but otherwise the tranquility was complete. Even
the gardens and orchards in front of the little white
houses were spotless. I stood there in the middle of the
road, staring at the swinging doors in the wind; Mavoio
was deserted. “The villagers must have fled in a hurry! I
wonder where they went,” I said to my Bailundo corporal.

TRANQUILITY AT MAVOIO 107




cut 1n au.' b
; y the b]
Il‘lﬂchlﬂe guns and wﬂw of a Catang We L:;d }"E”u“
Our gy,

0
}1; . : ;f: ﬂ;ﬂman was a horror to Jook
S § and driven the blades of
! ?es, dmong other things. I
Y Irom my canteen and came

ext
house, More or less the same

thfﬂg exce
’ pt that this oth
€an servants had been €r couple and two of their Afi-

we found them all on the patio
the father, and three chil-
had even cut off

the little baby in the crib. That's
tree in the backyard to vomit.

\fy Bailundo corporal was also rushing but he did not
m;l:e the tree. Funny thing, sir, the only thought occur-
o me then was that this was the first time I had seen
diers vomit from anything other

1 the morning.
. the house: the mother,
e f them still in the crib. They

out early 1

dren, O0€ o
arms and legs of

when I rushed behind a

ring
one of my African sol
than too much aguardente.

“The Army photographer was busy taking pictures all
over the place and the medics began to collect the re-
mains of the people and the other soldiers began to dig
temporary graves for them. There was a handful of Afri-
can servants who had shared the fate of their masters.
Nobody said much, as we went about the grim business
of collecting the remains and burying them. No one in
my patrol touched his rations that day but we exhausted
our supply of brandy and aguardente. I made a short
Prayer over the graves, everybody knelt in silence, and

H‘lit was the end of Mavoio.

A Just before sunset the patrol made a reconnaissance of
Evﬁ ‘m'lﬂlley but we found no traces of terrorists, and in the
ﬂ]:m'ﬂg ﬁ:i"e started back to our base where we arrived in
i morning of the 17th. After the plates were developed

sergeant asked for a print of that picture of the bab

:i:]hmm'ih.ﬂemies it in his wallet and always takesi
kﬂngﬂhim wh_emi::rer he goes in the bush looking for Ba-
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A Prayer for Mﬂdimm

« « « Was it to see these horrors,
oh my child,

that mother nursed you to her breasts,

that God gave you such pretty eyes?
oh my child,

. you had better be blind . . .
) ANTONIO NOBRE (1867-1900)




66
HeN you think of it from the distance of a year

—past the initial shock—you almost feel that each inci-
dent was more horrible than the other,” said the polished
agronomist at Sdo Salvador, as we strolled along the main
Street of town, that is, the unpaved road which runs north
to the Congo border at Luvo, “the sawmill village,” about
forty miles away.

The evening was cool, a hesitant moon greeted us
’Ehruug].': the misty cassimbo which was beginning to
Zather overhead. I heard laughter coming from a tavern
tiearby, but I saw no tropical flowers sprouting from the
Vines caressing my hair as I passed, and the reminis-
tences of the senseless savagery which had befallen many
Places around Sio Salvador was everpresent in my mind.

“Incredible is a word we often use,” the agronomist
Continued. "It can mean everything or nothing. But here
it truly meant incredible . . . I mean, what happened at
imba. It's something that even I refuse to believe, al-
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haps I
who lives now here at Sio Salvador.”

But I thought that everyone—" I began,

o ﬂr‘lﬂ;:nr::: .:;.F]L}; lljlaf;miant interrupted, “not a single one
Ao adimba was killed or hurt, and this some-
iy € story of Madimba even more tragic, Here
— Ouse. He must be in because the lights are on.
ople here save their electricity when they are out.”
_ A Paf“-"l jeep drove by very slowly and the soldiers it
1t, wearing the habitual camouflage uniform, waved at vs
= hufldrEd yards away I saw a fence of barbed wire and
z:a-" ita yellow floodlight passed regularly over the edges
the trees and the capim. The agronomist knocked 8t
the door and a robust man in his late thirties, with al
appearances of a peasant farmer, came to the door.
: ﬂftﬂr:he brief introductions the agronomist said to the
armer, José, I want you to come for a stroll with us. MY
friend here would like to ask you something.” Without

word of pleasure or protest the man went back into the
house, fetched his woolen coat and joined us gn the

' assimbo
, was quite cool and the low ¢

he evening _
streel. The 51}1‘Ead its ﬁﬂgﬂfﬁ of mist th.l'ﬂl.lgh the

was hﬁgimling to
i 1d like to hear about Madimba . . .

“The gentleman wou
: ¥ . 3 2
. vour own words, José, the agronomist said, as we r

sumed our walk.

“Why does the gentleman want to hear
the man asked, as he lit a black cigarette.

“I saw some pictures ... I told him.

“That’s more than I care to look at. I saw it with my
own eyes and that’s enough for a lifetime,” the farmer
said.,

“Go on, Jose,” the agronomist urged him.

“You see, sir, we are very stupid, the men of Ma-
dimba,” the farmer began. “We sit right here in our new
houses in the village and we only think of our crops and
our card game in the evening. A few laughs when we get
together, and a couple of bottles of wine, too. We get
long well with the Bakongos in Madimba, we laugh
With them and sometimes we even drink with them. Now,
Sir, we are not far from the Congo and we know of many
things happening over there. But we say to ourselves, Tt
cannot happen here.” We are stupid and wrong because
that day of March 15 we hear that the Congolese blacks,
some of them Bakongos from around here, some of them
Bakongos from the Congo side, are killing our people

right and left. We hear terrible things happening at
Primavera, M'Bridge and other places, and we feel in a

kind of panic.
“Now, sir, we, the men, are very stupid at Madimba.

about that?”
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the only thing g g OUF friend 1% g W 705 ife there, Thad no children ... Good
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road. This s i, the d help, 2 good eighy IE:;U:::&&W‘ iod the farmer turned his back on us abruptly and

: v the

]

went into his house.

“No one will ever know exactly how the terrorists
found that almost impenetrable spot where the women
ad children were hiding,” the agronomist said, as we
resmmed our walk. “But we can surmise more or less what
kzppened from what we saw. The terrorists went into
!:iadﬁnha which they found deserted. They proceeded to
“stioy everything in sight. But they were bloodthirsty,
 after the destruction of the village they proceeded to
Eﬁl thgpﬂ?im and the woods, yelling, ‘Mata, UPA!
- A" and other cries to intimidate the hidden

gll‘.ﬁzes. Perhaps the frightened children began to cry
Eni this would have given away their hiding place. . . .
drenf?t:{hm:e beasts did to the helpless women and chil-
Worse I-t;:llinbtah;iﬁﬁ any description. It was even

: the horrible atrocities of Luvo,

then the
not alone. We arrive here in :i'fni.%eanduthﬂplae&n.mydim-obaiaﬂthem
children, and after rap;i
: pmgthewamensamgalythey
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The Photographs

-« - and the Vision whispers in my dream:
I have come from afar in search of your heart

to bring it peace and relief, my sleeping friend,

buﬂamreutherﬁzpainﬁd surprise
(the night is arid g5 My own infinite.)

 Lstare at her wigh, darkened, glassy eyes
o ,':I~r_spiy: forgive me, benevolent Death,
":*';"'-‘-'.E;:-.} died and died . .

"0 DE QUENTAL (1842-18g1)




“T
s is the place,” my companion, the photogra-
pher from Luanda, said, as he pointed to the burned-up

h'lﬂdiﬂgs ahead of us. Our Land Rover proceeded slowly,
following the zigzagging path of the military jeep ahead
of us, the driver of which was trying to avoid, by instinct,
any land mines buried in the dusty, narrow road. We
Were coming to a large commercial plantation, called
ﬁl‘hﬂﬂ José,” which is located about thirty kilometers
‘ of Negage, the chief Portuguese air force base in
;:....-_.-'.'u ST Angn]a.
Minutes later as we alighted from our vehicles a vast
Spectacle of desolation and ruin greeted my eyes. All the
' lings—offices, sleeping quarters, dining hall, school,
, chapel and warehouses—had been burned to a

l".. md now, several months after the fire, the Maria
;f;g", sé plantation was still abandoned to its fate, sur-
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o take a look inside of what had

= ing quarters for bachelor workers, a band
away in a clatter from a dark corner of
ormous rat, in panic, dashed past
nto the bright sun outside.

ere? the phﬂtﬂgraphﬂr
g. “A fellow

of black birds flew
the building and an en
the photo grapher’s legs i
“You see that burned beam th
asked, pointing to what was left of the ceilin
was hanging from that beam, completely naked. He ob-
viously had been caught by several shots as he tried to
escape through the high ceiling. The expression of fright
on his face, with his teeth buried in the wood of the
beam, and his big eyes practically leaping out of their
sockets—that’s something I will never forget. His body
:"""'5 hanging from the beam in the most grotesque fash-
:m.‘lt looked as though it was actually suspended by its
;fthtf m;lgarm! Imagine, being in that horrible posture
I w:']ie;}’ﬂa and dead! I took several pictures of him.”
Pt out of the dormitory to catch my breath.
tempfatiiu zt down on a rock by the capim grass, con-
Maria g, e Sﬂﬂﬂf, and I pulled out of my pocket the
i oxé Memoy” copy of which  friend of mine had
r me in Luanda. It was a somewhat ceremoni-

i
h:S:POﬂ a'ddressed to the governor general and written
conscientious Luanda bureaucrat who had accom-

pan;
tied the three photographers to the Maria José planta-

tion, It read-®




three h
N‘Egﬂge, situated tw P ﬂtng.raphers to the town of
th enty-odd kil
e Maria José plantation. U s et
solicited from the local commendans dhe o v
itary detachment to mmandant the support of a mil-
tioned plantation ﬂ;mmpaﬂy us to the above men-
letter of reco i r:hﬂ strength of Your Excellency’s
sleced mmendation, the commandant o
at our disposal ant graciously
the command of a gall Ets:;;u motorized escort, under
an .
e
e dirt "
José Plantaﬁzﬂnad i Negage to the site of the Maria
and quite dan ::E most uncomfortable and hazardous,
grass and ﬂui fﬂus, : i add, due to the tall capim
G e s :Irest flanking our way on hoth sides.
and thus we arri Edertl-less we proceeded on, cautiously,
five kilometers f ved without incident at a point less than
e s from the plantation. Here, the first vehicle
p—a huge hole in the road cleverly covered
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enough, the trap Was
:cle which fell into it,
e three men inside to
in reference had a

a5 and dust. Curiously
{ly the size of the veh
' it impossible for th

escape imme < the vehicle
h;;rd top! We -ealized instantly that we had fallen into an

ambush, and this realization was as instantly confirmed

by volleys of gunfire from the capim on both sides of the
oad. Perhaps we would not have been able to obtain the

photographs, which I have the honor to remit to Your
r the swift and capa-

Excellency herewith, were it not fo
ble reaction of our escort leader, Lieutenant Bruno.
“Within a few brief seconds the lieutenant and his sol-
diers were counterattacking the hidden terrorists, using
for that purpose the machine gun mounted on one of the
jeeps, as well as hand grenades and bazookas. Fortu-
nately, the casualties on our side were negligible, due
principally to the poor aim of the attackers: a corporal
lost two fingers, a soldier had his stomach torn off by
enemy fire, and another soldier found a bullet in his knee
cap. After the barrage of machine gun and bazooka fire,
and the tossing of hand grenades, our gallant lieutenant,
revolver in hand, and his soldiers charged upon the hid-

den enemy position where they found four dead terrorists
and a few others who were too wounded to be carried

away. The remainder of the attackers vanished into the
bush, as usual.

“Due to the state of our wounded, we began to retreat
toward the village of Dimuca, but before we reached that
destination, we had to remove the huge trunk of a tree
blocking the road. Again we were attacked by the

with can¥
gmost €XaC

thus rendering
diately, a
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terrorist d and began low
band. The bandits v&nifhed ﬂ;;::;aﬁlf}gﬂf .
- N our

cegaoe

who came to our resi:thﬂ'e learned from the two pilots

of Dimu at, had we reach I the vi
ca, we might h ed the village
terrorists and thei ave come to a sad end, for the
village in a gi Eu: sympathizers had congregated in that

“After ﬂigﬂﬂﬂc ambush, waiting for us f;h

back toward ﬂtczng;d-aﬁaclf was frustrated, we turned
reached without § o !‘}SE plantation which we finally
e “Dsturther incidents, although the wounded
Maria José o uncomfortable. On our way back to the
i iy thl"ESEIIEd the three men still trapped in their
;Eh“’lﬁum s hﬂ; purpose we had to lift half of the vehi-
ole in the ground. The reason why these

atient thr
Eﬂat of th: Er]:te}: were not rescued before was that in the
they were, a :tflle we had forgotten about them and
"Exce]];nfypf: ntly, too polite to shout for help.
q'Mt
José Pelznﬂ;h o ﬂrdeal? we finally arrived at the Maria
on. The grim spectacle we found is con”

FE}P-E{]’ at I'Eﬂ t 3 ;
submitted heiei t]]?:rh by the collection of glossy prints

tar:ﬂmrdjng to the investigation carried out by the mili-
patrol, and from the interrogation in loco gf the two
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ged to

workers who mand
ce they were able to se€ with-
.o seen), the plantation was assaulted in the very
arly hours of the first of June by 2 large 'band of terror-
helonging to a sect of this region which has connec-
L groups operating from the Congo:
This sect “ncoistas. There were ﬁft;{-th
<orkers, some of them W ilies, at the plantation at

fost of them were voluntary

the time of the assault. M

workers from the Cuale people, a few from the Negage
area, and fewer even were Bailundos from the south.
Still, a number of them were ‘tocoistas,” and these, of
course, made common cause with the terrorists, helping

511"‘]1& slaughter of their fellow workers.

_flcmrﬁjng to the testimony of the two witnesses—)
Jodo Continuo, a Bailundo, 20 years of age, native of
Candande; b) Jurga, of the Cuale people, age undeter-
o _ one hundred terrorists entered
andlf antation unextp-l.actedl}r before the break of dawn
thﬂi::re 'p.rﬁmptly joined by about a dozen workers and
5 amilies who must have been allied to the band.

reupon the terrorists began the mass killing with
great dispatch, using mostly the traditionally long and
5:“3-1‘[1 catanas, although many of the attackers also had
firearms, especially canhangulos. The operation of the
massacre was conducted by a former foreman of the

Maria José, known as Corporal Ramos.

“The majority of the victims were asleep when the as-
sault took place. On inspecting the photographs here-
with, Your Excellency will verify that many of the vic-

itnes 0 native
gviving witnesses (two D
5t g ‘ T
hide in the grass from when
1 [

qut be

iets be
Hons with terrorist

thd—aP}_}rﬂxhﬂﬂtﬂl}F
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My
R .

ed with catangs, though

| ngulos, and many others
were burned with gasoline (the supply of which was

abundant at the plantation,) judging from the terrifying
appearance of their bodies. In most cases, the terrorists
dedicated themselves to the gruesome task of cutting up
the limbs and heads of the victims. Among the bodies we
found two women, one of them in a state of pregnancy, &
well as a very young boy and two children.

“Excellency:

“The spectacle which we saw, and which I have at
tempted to describe suceinetly to Your Em_ﬂnﬂﬂcy‘;
veals the most evil fury and cannibalistic instincts 00

; |
part of the contemptible terrorists with t00
“As I do not wish to burden Your Excellency ¥ many

- t
many details of this pifol rmgedy. L2 L
terrible aspects Df e, ant ordered his sol

to cover the

ssary
to destroy the ve

rmin,

Jine and set fire to it, I Erder
i be effected.
Jest pubhﬂ: health ' - = hﬂtﬂgraphs
“As Your Excellency will verlfy from P S o5

tken during the mass burial, the tragic scene

cent of some of the most horrible scenes prevalﬂnt -k
wrtain concentration camps during the last world war,
but the spirit with which we carried out our grim task
was a much different one. We regretted our inability to
give individual burial to each one of the badly decom-
posed cadavers, but we did place a wooden cross over the
mass graveyard, prayers were said by the lieutenant and
followed by us and, as a finale, a platoon of soldiers in

ilflpﬂﬁcab]e formation gave a military farewell to the vic-
ims and fired several volleys into the air.

HMt 5
B er which, Excellency, we proceeded to our vehi-

“;Inr th:hdange:mus return trip to Negage
: :
; m the records we were able to find in the office of
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Mﬂ.uﬁcm THE BAILUNDG PEOPL R
Andre P‘i_ntn EllgE:nm Eﬂﬁah
Jose Bento aria Beng,
Manuel Bumba aria Bugh,

Bern i

. t:"iii?ﬂugﬂu&nge Jose Cabaca
uange (a child) Cassya Qui

Quﬂuange Uola Faustin =

: 0

]amcinm ?{ﬂ:ﬁgﬂ:ﬁ 2 Manuel Capemba

- E .

Agostinho Bravo Lj:;mﬂllaﬂgiz

Armando Zua e

= Joaquim Ebo

e E:jnn‘;l;nga Joio Curiba

Joaquim Quisanga

Tuntaz Camuege Neves Gonga

Mario Catenda Albino Zua

Samue] Lenga Bernardo (a child)

Ferraz GRIIH.IEE.E

FROM DIMUCA

Quimbuari Luma (foreman) Malau Cambige
Mulaza Mahula (foreman )

“Excellency:

: It was not possible to obtain even tentative identifica-
tion of four of the bodies, due to the insufficiency of the
records and the extremely advanced stage of decomposi-
tion of the corpses. Even amongst the names of the vic-
tims listed above, there is the distinct possibility of an
€rror or two, that is to say that I may have listed as dead

133 THE FABRIC OF TERROR
[ ] L

0 OF three

‘ !1 1 h
E - 3

of course, to two OF thl'EE-! 0
one with the terrorists.
vour Excellency, on

thers who
As T had previously

long,
the excellent corrobo-

having £
]]-ninted out to
wation of the ey

course—ma
“Therefore, Your Excellency, th

. , s
tographs, labelled A and B, appe;ta%n entirely ::1& 5;;13
and deceased persons we found at this unfortun

José plantation.

“The third package of photographs labelledl C, refers
to another and smaller massacre, yet of exﬂeedmgltzl savi-:
age proportions, which took place near_ﬂamﬂba g}
the plantation owned by the German national, Herr

“As the signatory of these lines was 1ot present :'.-I.t that
other location when our photographers took the pictures
herewith, it remains for me to convey to Your Excellency
some of the pertinent details which were .ven.ﬁeﬂ by -Z:
photographers in loco, and which emphasize the nfr:ih -
lar fiendishness of these crimes, faithfully cap y

the cameras of our phntugraphersi For exa.m[ie, t:;l 1?:5
lant native woman appentl;;ﬂgc;?];ﬂ:::j::f &f; o
Sosay prsten e ecifically, the son of the

nati the plantation, sp
Pf::gzisl;mordﬁng to common knowledge at Camaba-

tﬂlﬂ'i‘hﬂ other three mestizo children of the same woman,
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ite man, were g
ava IEI ;
cut up and burned by the crazed terrorists w]mgnrj: i 10
fied with so horrible a deed toss » N0t gay

the children into the buckets w

the hogs being the only living things whicl, escaped fhe
massacre at the Hucking plantation
“Excellency:

ek The Hixectitity
The lines above are a suceinot resume of the tragie

events documented by the photographs contained in the
three packages, labelled A, B and C. The slight delay in
forwarding these photographs to Your Excellency’s office
was due to a clerical error for which I am partly respon-
sible, since it oceurred in my own office: without care-
fully examining the character of the pictures in question,
one of my subaltern clerks shipped them off to the De-
partment of Tourism, Presently, the error was discovered
and corrected,

“I avail myself of this opportunity to present to Your
Excellency the assurances of my highest consideration.

but mmewh:ﬂd aardE;f
e
eyes, streaks of Yero
hair, and a square long jaw—ne @ by the chaplain of Thiag
a J'ﬂt'f_h driven with insane recklessness éFHu il with fright. In fﬁﬂf
battalion, Both the sergeant and I “:;:g them on @ leisurely $0
particular instance 1 was ﬂﬂcﬂmF:; her pa i
clal mission to the barracks of a than the distribution of
engaged in nothing more dangerous

¥ sﬂh'ﬂ{?ﬂ- o
rette and chocolate gifts to the yﬂu:.-';-h voad accidents because f

. ok rly to me

“The priest thinks he is immt ' s Pils .

his .-r;:;mfa.'l deal with God, Thﬁrﬁﬁﬂf}:zﬁ:f “But someday he's
after we arrived trembling at our

If can go on
foing to learn that not even God h:::: {mrruw oads. 1 ET;‘:}{:
ing sharp turns at that speed on ! id. but in the meantim
poseed l:’ he his driver and nursemais
driving me crazy.” ,
“Can’t you ask for another assig

“I could, sir, but this o wants 16"
entire bhattalion and nobody ¢ls
o again, this time

ously, Thiago af
later 1 met h himself. last
A fow o iad and pleased with MASLLL, 4 g i foep |
looked quite 1o broke his Tig wathetic, “So.
“The poor "’"'ﬂ{::lu tryping to gound symy . e
Seenk ” Thingo 10 ; It abou
- ﬁln&gl“dﬂﬁnu#:[f;; that 1 Hﬂ'.ll?ﬂd him ;Iﬂ'll? he fﬂ
It w i during "m:uﬂuﬁm:h he was involved.

The first time I met T hia

nment?” 1 asked him.

in the air. He
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_ ELL, sir, a man reacts to these situations from
his own feelings and experiences,” the young paratroop
sergeant said thoughtfully as he fondled the green ribbon
hmgi“g from his green beret. I was flying with him in an
old Skymaster transport over the terrorist-infested region

of Nuambunangongo.
talk or even think about the

things they have experienced here,” he continued. “I like
to talk about them. But if I should go back home to Lis-
bon and tell my relatives about some of the horrors I
have seen, they would think T was talking for effect. I see

at the newspapers in Lisbon d
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now take almost anything,
It was about a week

after my o
flown up here from po L 1 oocepany had bag

rtugal. We had a re
- ' port that an
isolated plantation near Bembe, which is about a half.

hour flying time northwest of Carmona, was under attack

:]: ; ]]E;Zd];!; terrorists, My own platoon was dispatched
no -3. We spotted the plantation and we were
dropped on a clearing not too far from it. We made our
way through the bush to the plantation but when we
reached it, everything was finished. The houses, the
stores and the crops had been burned to a crisp. The
eleven white people on the plantation, including two
women and four children, had been mutilated and
abused beyond anything you can imagine, sir. We had
heard of the horrible atrocities of the terrorists at the
Primavera plantation, at Buela, at M'Bridge, at Nova
Caipemba, at Quitexe, at Luvo, and elsewhere, but weé
had never seen it. When we faced those incredible sights
—of arms, legs, heads strewn all over the patio of the
main house—some of the boys, including myself, just
threw up. The lieutenant did not, but his face was green
and his hands were shaking. All he could say was, 1 want
to find those animals and cut them to pieces if it is the
last thing I do,” which, of course, is not the proper thing
for an officer in charge of an operation to say, but all of us
felt exactly the same way. Six of the Bailundo workers
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t have gone Very 3
ey had taken. We took the two Bal
ail at once. It was €asy to

ches right and left
chase we felt that

out the direction th
undos along and found the tr
follow because they had broken bl'ﬂl;l
x they fled. After more than an hours

we were getting very close to them. |

“Suddil}r we came to a small sanzala in the woidr;;::
everything was peaceful, and there were no mﬂgﬂ et
branches. A group of Muchicongos, which is a bran <
the Bakongo tribe, were sitting on the ground, smgmgof
kind of landum, one of them beating a low drum, sumkei&
them hanging on to their pipes and all of them looking

sleepy and peaceful. “There they arel’” cried lthethmtn sl:::
lindos, and the boys were about to let go with their

machine guns, but the lieutenant told them to Wait until

We were absolutely sure. The ground was fresh in one

Spot and we found the catanas, still lflﬂ“d}'r h“ﬂﬂd;::::_‘
and alsp a few canhangulos, which is a Bakongo

Made scatter gun.

“The lieutenant ordered us to :
take them back to the plantation. The hands and shirts of

f
many were still bloody. Among them Es h:n :ya:d
kv on iR 1:::1 I;:Tdbd  ined Einselt

: the en
e ?ﬁtfﬁffi ot ihiren at the plantation. When
Carvin

tie up the terrorists and
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;fW'E ]iD.Ed th&m up ag

house, their hands tied
As we were about to

the bloody hands turn
the whole thing were a game. I yelled, ‘Firel’ to my
squad, the guns blazed away and they all fell, except the
boy. Funny thing! We were all supposed to be crack
shots but everyone missed the little monster.

"I stepped forward, drew my revolver to finish the job
but the little terrorist kept on staring at me and I could
not pull the trigger. I lowered the revolver and looked up
at the lieutenant. The lieutenant frowned, stepped for-
ward, pointed his revolver at the head of the boy, and wf:
waited. We waited and waited. Finally, there was 2 53‘;
and the boy fell, but the shot had not come from i
lieutenant’s revolver. We looked around and we and_-a
unshaven white man in rags, holding a rifle in his hﬂ_’:ﬂ};
Nobody said a word, and the man turned around q‘:I this
and disappeared in the bush. We learned later tha]gnta'
man used to live in a small farm not far from th.e 1; o
tion. On March 15 his entire family had been slain D
rorists while he was away. When he came hﬂm:e anfl rﬂiﬂ "
them dead and mutilated he took to the bush with his

ainst the burped side of the
and their faces against the wall
fire, the twelve-year-old boy with
ed around to stare at us, as though
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ALTHDIUGH Malange is situated on a high plateau in

thf’ northeast of Angn::la, nnrmall}r enjoying a pleasaﬂf
climate, it was unbearably hot at noon of the day I
landed there, on my way to the interior. The air force
captain, who had given me a courtesy airplane ride from
Luanda, suggested that we try to get a drink before we

proceeded to the hotel dining room for a meal.

We entered the town’s newest cafe, a small but gleam-
ing room with glass tables and an attractive bar. Two
customers were sitting pensively at the bar, two others
playing dominoes while an idle one smoked in silence and
observed the game. We took the table next to the domino
players. The captain snapped his fingers and the barman
who was watching the two contemplative customers at

the bar raised his eyelids and seemed to notice us.
“Gin and tonic!” the captain shouted across the room.
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cllﬁtﬂﬂ]ﬁr Eﬂterﬁd the (ﬂf .
chested man of about f . T]:us one was a big, barel-
essed. his orty, his clothes soiled and un-
pr fﬁﬂﬁ l.lIlShﬂ_\F.Eﬂ_l The most noti bl :
about him ceable thing
was t]]E ston ﬂhﬂﬂsf d d . :
Thﬁ wa.tc,he;- s ead, lﬂﬂk in his EYes.
T of ﬂl'E domino game raised his eyes from
game, waved his hand and said to the newcomer,
".V"m, h Marqmlﬂ
The newcomer halted briefly, turned his head slowly to
the greeter, waved his hand in return and proceeded to
the bar. Without sitting down he snapped his fingers and
ordered, in a throaty voice, “Aguardente.” The barman
took his eyes away from his two pensive customers, made
a grimace, poured the alcohol from a bottle into 2 small
glass which he pushed reluctantly toward the unkempt
customer who raised the glass to his mouth with his left
hand, while his right hand searced in his pocket, unsuc
cessfully, for the coins to pay for the drink. He drank the
in two long, slow gulps, after which he wiped
his mustache on the dirty sleeve of his coat and stared
blankly at the outstretched hand of the barman.
“No money?” the barman asked, in disgust.
“No money,” the peculiar customer replied, stonily.
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‘man shrugged saap)
£ both irritation and resignation.

rink ” the captain said.

The ba
fingers, in a gesture O
‘?I will pay for his d
shmgged his shoulders again.

customer turned around and

The penniless, unshaven
watcher raised his head

darted for the door. The domino :
again from the game, waved his hand and said, Good-
bye, Ze Marques!” but the man only waved his hand in

return and disappeared through the door.
“Poor Ze Marques!” exclaimed the domino watcher.

“Why?” asked one of the domino players, his voice ré-

vealing little interest in the matter.
“Seventeen,” said the other domino player. “That puts
me up.”
:Ynu are too lucky,” said the first domino player.
Because of what happened to him,” said the domino
watcher.

“What happened to whom?” asked the player.
“To Ze Marques. Did you never hear of Ze Marquﬁ?"

as]f_ed the watcher.

No. Did you?” asked the player.

“That was what I was telling you about . . . about Ze
Marques,” said the watcher.

“What is the matter with everybody!” exclaimed the
Captain, “I guess it must be the heat.”

“I did not know you were telling me about Ze Marques.
I do not know him, anyway,” said the first domino player.

“Ze Marques and his wife used to have a small food

store at Ritondo,” the watcher said.
“That is right,” said one of the melancholy customers
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N, &\l U have bee
Y I »
ﬁﬁm-k He proampiv ka m&ﬁ: h:iw
%\Mﬂe W0 his pensive mood ‘
VR AROre gins and tone!™ e
S eyt vt
a‘h\‘ﬁiﬁﬁt‘“«hh&whﬂmvm e,
Ay in March ™ the watches said. “When hitm .
Ritondo he saw thiee Mmmtdhi:::‘m? .
w arfed the second plaver, h'ﬁmqahmtf\:m
Yo are oo haeky, ™ complained the Brst plaver.
mmw&amwnﬁmwm
R 0 D, the domine watcher moved over to ‘
_ & position
Detween the domino table and ours, and the rest of his
‘WWMMH
Margues recognized one of these Blacks running
gqthm*&mmm&d not know
m-“nﬁhm&m but he had soon haw
sxonend many thwes. Ze Margues rushed into his store and
Foumd his poor wifle in a pool of blood. dving. The savages
bad pushed their cotems knives right through the pox
Tndy’s lower parts. Te Margues almost lost his mind. Sinee
that day be has Bved for ol one thing: to Sad that o
killer be recoguised. Ze Margues could not find him @

Ritoada, so he came down here to Malange, and eveny
be came to the railway station and remained

ERATRARR
there all day walting. 1 saw all this because I work at the

g trip,

SonRversation and

. 1 am @ lliﬂpﬂh‘hﬂ'; ‘ooner or later he will come
' they all do,” Ze Marques told me. Ze Mar-
just stood there, day after day,

saiting quietly. One afternoon last September, T was
wlking to him when he saw his man walking along the

racks toward the platform. “There he is. Excuse me," Ze

Marques said to me, and he stopped toward the creature.
When the creature saw Ze Marques, he tried to run away,
hut Ze Marques is a powerful man and he grabbed the
Lller's neck quickly, Then Ze Marques knocked him
down and beat his head against the rail with such
srength and fury that soon the creature’s brains were
trewn on the tracks. Ze Marques never went back to

Ritondo or to the railway station, but I see him once in a

while coming into a cafe for a spot of aguardente. . . "

ﬂ{“ (0
Hm*ﬂ y,]"l h:‘*-’ﬂ*.

; %
ques nover changed. He
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Afterword: The Context of
the Angolan Revolt

BY JAMES BURNHAM

Aﬂcﬂm covers half a million square miles on the
west coast of Africa, equal in area to France, Germany,

Spain and Portugal combined. Its coastline stretches for a
thousand miles from the mouth of the Congo River, six
degrees south of the Equator, to the mouth of the Kunene
at seventeen degrees south. Landward, it borders the
former Belgian Congo for thirteen hundred miles on the
north and northwest; then Northern Rhodesia (Zambia)
on the west, and Southwest Africa on the south. For the
most part, Angola lies within the zone of what geogra-
phers call “savannah” climate, with a region of drier
“warm steppes” climate in the south. The terrain consists
of a coastal plain eighty to one hundred miles wide,
which rises in a series of terraces to the great African
plateau that in the Angolan sector has an altitude of from
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ds are a Major export prod-
» S0ap, textiles, sugar

ol Z
efining, ining and smallseale metal working

Inwu;x?:l::mns:] : B?km*lgn (500,000), who also inhabit the
skl Ongo region in former Belgian and former French
& ;fuflKlmbundu (1,000,000); Ovimbundu, or Bail-
hioy »500,000); Lunda (400,000); Ganguela (400,

z

The Portuguese were the first Europeans to reach
Angola: the navigator Diogo Cam (or Cio) touched at
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e Congo in 1482. The first settlers arrived

] there have been Portuguese in Angola

the mouth of th
alf a millennium. In the 15th cen-

ext year, an

" o wa—thatis, forh
S area now called Angola was occupied by Hot-

entots and Bushmen. These were subsequently con-
quered and driven out or eaten by the ancestors of the
wibes now in Angola, who belong to the Bantu-Negro
family. (A few Bushmen survive in the south.) Thus,
from a historical standpoint, the Portuguese may more
accurately than the Negro tribes be called the “natives”

the 0

try, I'I'I-E!

of Angola.
The Catholic Church was established—at first as part

of the diocese of Lisbon—in 1491. The ruler of the lower
Congo region (Mwani Congo) was baptized shortly
thereafter, and in 1 534 a cathedral was built at his capi-
tal, Bonza Congo, which was re-named Sdo Salvador—
the same S0 Salvador that figures in Mr. Teixeira’s nar-
fative. When the cannibals of the interior moved into
northern Angola, the Portuguese withdrew further south
for g period, and in 1576 founded Luanda, which became
the home of more persons of European origin than any
Other city on the west coast.

However, the Portuguese did not begin extensive de-
vuinpmenl: of Angola until the latter part of the 1gth cen-
tury. Before that, their settlements were confined for the
Most part to the seacoast. In the early centuries, trade
was limited to diamonds, gold, small quantities of agri-
cultural produce, and slaves purchased, usually, from the
local chiefs for export to the Americas. During the first

half of the 1gth century, the export of slaves was ended,
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anely Organized; hu, Justifiably or pot
frequenﬂy featured ir’:

iEtB;fhﬂ'; Cﬂlﬂgl'&ﬂs ( 1884-5) and the arbitration settle-
; Y the King of Italy (1905) confirmed the bounda-
riag of what are still today the Portuguese territories. The
quickened rate of development in the present century is
suggested by the fact that the white population has in-
creased from 9,000 in 1900 to today’s 250,000, and by the
increase of four thousand per cent (to about $80 million)

in the imports through the port of Luanda.

3

In significant respects the overseas policy of Portugal
has differed from that of most other E an powers.

160 THE FABRIC OF TERROR

S

e ——
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se do not go to an overseas territory

ke their fortune or serve
and then return to the
course, and have

PgrtllgueSE 0

ly s
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E-{I"rrfnr or I}LITE

have § een, VETY
2) The Portugu€s

merely as “solonials” out to ma
their tour of administrative duty,

home country. Although there are, of ‘
heen, such entrepreneurial and administrative colonials,

many Portuguese go to the overseas territory as perma-
nent settlers. Angola or Mozambique, or (formerly)

Brazil or Goa, not Iberian Portugal, becomes their home;
and their “homeland” is the global Portugal that includes

both Lisbon and Luanda.

3;1 British colonialism, in theory, has always conceived
!thﬁ: imperial function to involve training the native popu-
ation to a level at which it can take on self-government
iland eventually independence. The Catholic Church in
ﬁ:rﬂpean colonies typically sought to enlighten the na-
lurE [:ipulatmn by raising the level of its indigenous cul-
: € but at the same time preserving the local cultural
I]rimgliits so far as they could be reconciled with the

Ad limits of Christian faith Th

4 ! e Portuges
's different on both counts. A iy
. The Portuguese conceive it to be their task to brin
_Eﬂrtuguese and Western culture to their overseas sulf
f:.-ifit; to n:_rﬂin them, not to be educated Hottentots or

ens ot a severed independ i

citizens of Portugal. (1 reI;Z: hz:'it Isﬂh;:m o P

tice, which in Angel T om0 ol

can territories. h E':"l: 2t Eurnpean-mled Adsl

» has ed i 5
geged much behind theory. Never-
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with Porty = , lJ'fllljf t.m]}r in hi[ingual editi
guese. Juridically, in Consonance il
. with the

theory, Angola .
fined not a:'-. mlt:::;ls Tﬂ;ﬂmmque' like Madeira, are de.
Portugal comparab] At

Thore hmglﬁi:mj tﬂ. t]'le' ilh{%riaﬂ provinces,

! HE Sxiag a juridical rule by which any Ango-
an of African origin who met certain verv « ;
tional and : ol ain very small educa-

and property qualifications could gain all rights of
P :‘.thuguest! citizenship as assimilado. ['N-::st all those eli-
gible applied, because citizenship status carried obliga-
tions along with rights; but there were about 75,000
assimilados in 1960) In September 1961—the intended
date was advanced after the shock of the uprising re-
corded here by Mr, Teixeira—the assimilado status was
superseded in a law granting full Portuguese citizenship
to all Angolans. There is still a small educational and
property qualification for voting, but this applies to
everyone of whatever race or origin.

4) Ttis well known that the Portuguese have less m.ﬂtrf
bias than, perhaps, any other people in the world. This is
the case in Portugal itself—where one legacy of h"?‘ﬂ
Moorish occupation is & wide color slmu.:.-tmm-—us l'f'
Brazil; and it is the case in Angola. :FPHE S S

+ of apartheid in Angola; no civil rights act and no
v s:l:g;ps are necded to open up public accommods-
para
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mulatto are found in

tions £ :on: three-quarters of the jobs N the _M?'
the same 0¢CUP are held by non-whites; 1t1S
jon and _white to be bossing
quent, and

all races. white, black and

bureaucracy
ed, for a non
rriage is fairly fre
or children.

f Portuguese policy that

qinistrat
{ uncommor, or resent

T .
q white. Racial inter-ma

brings no difficulty to spouse

j itics O
It is argued by the crl ortng ‘ o
there is considerable phoneyness I this racial equality,

and that in point of fact the whites of Angola > “ 5?:3}]
privileged class ruling over a large black majority. It 15
true that whites hold most of the important posts a].ld are
on average much better off than the blacks. And it is true
that most of the blacks do not have full political rights
(e.g., the right to vote in general elections). There may
be some concealed color prejudice at work here—it is a
rather widespread human trait—but the direct explana-
tion of the better average position of the whites is educa-
tional and economic, not racial. Moreover, there is an
additional equalizing factor in Angola. Most of the Portu-
guese immigrants in recent decades have been them-
selves poor peasants. They get modest allotments of land
and financial assistance; and they work on their land with
their own hands, as they did in Portugal, and as their
black neighbors do.

4

On the whole the human conditions in Angola, for the
bulk of the population, seem to have been neither the
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best nor th
' € worst in Afyi
until lately most rica, but al

of the inhabj
[ abita
affected very much one way or ay

of white men along the coast. Socf

thing of a backwater,

out AVerage, A
uts of Angoly Weren't

10ther by the Presence
ally, Angola ywas Some-
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fact that even at the beginni

;:: :;}r fcll.rce of {}111}’. 8,000 men (2,000 soldiers plus 6,000
police), of which 5,000 were non-white. This minus.

cule figure indicates, a) that in Angola as a whole the

relations between whites and blacks could not have been

very tense, and b) that Portuguese intelligence must

have been very poor not to have had some prior inkling
of the attack.
During the course of this century, as a larger percen-
tage of the population was drawn from the subsistence
villages and jungle into more active economic and social
life, political activity began to stir. There were small-
scale local uprisings in 1922 and again in 1939. However
until the last decade, most political activity involved not
the blacks but the Portuguese inhabitants, who had their
grievances against Lisbon’s policies, and who were, be-
sides, drawn into the political disputes of metrupulitﬂ"
Portugal. Indeed, Angolan politics have always core
lated with and usually subordinated to Portuguese poli-
tics: and the Angolan revolutionary movement of the
latest period was initiated as an adjunct of the movement
aiming to overthrow the Salazar regime in Lisbon.
The first small Angolan political group, the Liga Afri-

provinee a se-
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founded in 1923 This was fnﬂnweé in 1929 by
Hr ‘-"fﬂS nional Africana and the Gremio Africano
o :onal dos Naturais de

: the Associagdo Regt :
E“'hlﬂhi?‘;aené?nnal Association of the Inhabitants of

Angola”) The active nembers of these organizations
n ’

were mostly Angola-born Portuguese and iassimif::dm;
Their objectives were limited, and their tactics legal an

son-violent; and for more than a decade they were the

vehicles for Angnla’s pﬂliﬁﬂﬂl life.

In the 1950’s the word of revolutionary movements
elsewhere began to permeate in Angola, and for the first
time independence became the explicit aim of some of
the politicalized Angolans. The Partido da Luta Unida
dos Africanos de Angola (“Party of the United Struggle
of the Africans of Angola”) was the first revolutionary
organization based on the goal of independence and com-
mitted to illegal mass tactics. In December 1956 this
sroup formed the Movimento Popular de Libertagao de
Angola (MPLA )—"“Popular Movement for the Libera-
tion of Angola,”

However, political agitation and organization have
never got very far inside Angola. The “mass base” for
Angolan nationalist and revolutionary politics has been
the several hundred thousand Angolans, mostly Bakongo,
who have crossed into the Leopoldville region, looking
for jobs or merely wandering about among their tribal
brothers, In Leopoldville the aspiring politicians have
found recruits and have been able to make contact with

sources of money, arms and guidance. As early as 1954
the Unidio das Populagies do Norte de Angola ("Union

can

Angola

THE CONTEXT OF THE ANGOLAN REVOLT Iﬁﬁ




V

ﬁ11 ]n

were the head
ey Seasiquatiers of two small trade uni

nd a variety of small political Sl
like the ALIAZO (Zomb A
(Mov mbo People’s Alliance), tl

ement for the Defense of A 7o DI
MLEC (Movement for the Liberati e
Gabiideand on of the Enclave of
nd the NTO-Abako—c '

T : onnected with a single
; Pﬂrsl:".lnahty_ Many of these were moderate in pol-
:?r’ fmd willing to collaborate with the Portuguese Ehn

id in fact educate and find posts f i

ST posts for many young people
Endp? ﬁ them. Among this medley, splits, alliances
rapidjrt{;nts ave succeeded each other with bewildering
I t:irhe MPLA E-I"ld t_hE UPA pmved to be the major revo-

u ;Inﬂry organizations. Though the former began on a
sm Eﬂ:ﬂ]ﬂ within Angola, it, like the others, has devel-
oped primarily outside the country. In March 1959, the
Portuguese authorities arrested a pumber of its local
members inside Angola, and thereafter its leadership
shifted altogether abroad. The best known MPLA leader,
Mério Pinto de Andrade, an assimilado of mixed parent-
age, has, in fact, lived abroad most of his life. During the
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¢ studies at Lisbon, Paris and Frankfurt

ioi both the Portuguese ( under-
arties. He con-

coursé of hi

Andrade evidently .
and the French communist P

vnued his pnlitical training in Warsaw and Moscow, and
in 1958 turned up at the Afro-Asian Writers Conference
in Tashkent, Soviet Uzbekistan. He is also known to have
spent some time in Peking. In 1959 Andrade set up

MPLA headquarters in Conakry, Guinea, then the center

of Soviet attempts at African penetration. He entered into

close relations with Soviet Ambassador Solod, who ar-

rived later that year to direct West African operations.

The UPA was based abroad from the beginning. Its
leader, Holden Roberto (also known as José Gilmore,
Roberto Holden, Ruy Ventura, Onofre, efc. ), a Negro,
was born in 1923 in the same north Angolan town of 5ao
Salvador to which several references have already been
made, He was educated in a Baptist mission school. He
speaks French, English and Portuguese, and is married to
Suzana (Susan) Milton, British in origin though born in
Angola,

Holden Roberto belongs to a Sdo Salvador tribe of the
Bakongo people. His founding of the UPA apparently
came about in part as the result of his unsuccessful bid in
1954, backed by the Protestant missionaries against a
Catholic claimant, to become Ntotela (king ). It was then
that he went abroad, where his opinions were progres-
sively radicalized. For a while he settled in Accra, Ghana,
where he became acquainted with Nkrumah and, at the

first (1958) Pan-African Congress, with many of the rev-
olutionary African leaders as well as some of the
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viet Ambassador Solog in Conakry

In August, ,

States. %%IE ir_? StghlchzLdftn i e b
e ‘ ry, he was welcomed by sey.

clegations, and by the State D :
Central Intelli e vasel e

_ gence Agency, the AF L-CIO officials
gemed with international affairs, and Mrs. EIE;:[?;];
- ;;E‘;ngihi“,: bt:;;t;cts ]J{:'i.'I'E fruit; henceforth Roberto
Sl g nancial and political support from
: ¢s sources. He became a well-known figure on

the international radical-revolutionary circuit.

Meanwhile Roberto had become an admirer and friend
of Patrice Lumumba. After the Congo became independ-
ent in July, 1960, Roberto was able to step up UPA prep-
arations in Leopoldville under the benevolent eyes of
Lumumba, the UN, the United States, Soviet and Czech
embassies, and the Belgian communists whom he had
first got to know some years before. Roberto reor Eﬂ"md
the UPA along revolutionary and conspiratorial lines,
built up its military arm, and prepared the ground ft:-r
Der Tag—the day of March, 1961, that is Mr. Teixeira’
subject. Andrade had also returned from Conakry ©
Leopoldville, and directed his MPLA along a parallel

COourse.
The thirteen hundred mile Angolan-Congolese border

—running over mountains and through jungles, swamps

nited
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e to police adequately.

L npﬂﬂﬂibl it the

d clandestine agents

:Lfl ]{:l‘phﬂﬂ 4 S

poberto Was able to S€ Tlages. “Recruits were ob-
golan towns and villages: . di

gorth ADE nist tactic of sending

the traditional commu

lages, killing and UM e
sumber of men pour encourager les fIﬂffEE: and thl:sﬂt'::
ing the remainder of the men with like treatment ; y
didnot join the terrorist advance. Wholesale use has een
made of the influence of witch doctors, fetishism, m.ld
residuary cannibalism.”® Roberto succeeded in organiz-
ing about 5,000 terrorists in the Congo, armed with
machetes and with guns obtained from the old Belgian
Force Publique members or the new UN army. On the
night of 14-15 March, 1961, many of them hopped up
with hemp (which grows wild in the area) and other
drugs, they struck in the ways described by Bernardo
Teixeirg,

It seems to have been the strategic conception of the
fevolutionaries that a ferocious, large-scale terrorist at-
?_Ck would: a) kill enough Portuguese to permit imme-

‘4le conquest of northern Angola; b) paralyze the
Portuguese community as a whole and swamp the
mEf‘EEr security force stationed in Angola; ¢) rouse the
“hlire non-white community, by a combination of terror
And promises, to a mass action that would quickly sweep
the Portuguese of all Angola into the sea.

Nothing of the sort happened; this strategy proved

wined by ‘
leaders into African vil
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From the small reserve of troops, units were flown to the

key p?ints, and within a few days reinforcements began
to arrive from Portugal.

]‘;liﬂ iﬂrl“uguese. far from being intimidated and para-
3 ere stimulated not merely to resistance but to a
more dynamic approach to their African provinces. A
1Dng period of bloody conflict followed in the north. The
nature of the terrain and the fact that the enemy is based
in privileged sanctuary across the border make the prob-
lem of pacification enormously difficult. But by the sum-
mer of 1964, as Holden Roberto’s representative admitted
to the Organization for African Unity, order had been
generally restored, except for sporadic episodes that
under the circumstances could never be altogether elimi-
nated.

Meanwhile the Portuguese, shocked out of their leth-
argy, and determined that their African territories shall
remain part of Western civilization, have stepped up the
rate of political and economic development. I have al-

onal per-

0 wtstitllti
oz to all

ex e §S e ‘ 3
P citizenship

that Lishon

ﬁ"“!ij .ﬂj‘t;:’ extending Portuguest tlv inCrPHSEd immi-
t o 3 the aqubumil of 1gﬁL el » orants {lf ]Elﬂd
"l‘_l-rﬂhutx z P 1'|'tll“111 has bheen fﬁ.‘itE‘TEd hf" ?"T J ; ThE
gretion I.r_frtﬂ L{I [1:: housing and illdusn'iﬂl prn]e'l':t!"--*

and credits, “I:i_ b out by the thousands for military
portuguese soldiers * hain as settlers. The program 1S

- e
ty are fm:ﬂlﬂ‘ﬂf’ed tox .-
. = ortugal’s own limited resources.

<ricted, of course, by P
R it might have happened

It is interesting to speculate what
i the United States, during these years, had allotted to

Angolan development one quarter, say, of the funds that
were poured down the Congolese sewer.

5

n Although the onslaught of March 1061 failed to bring
¢ revolutionaries the quick and total victory they ex-
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in the days immedja
tely follows;
Pf:}rtuguﬂse settlers whose wi g

:i[;rHtI.]Eh Kad}r states in the report which I have cited, “to
good name of the Portuguese army.”

.Gne of the fullest accounts was given in July, 1961, by
Pierre dE.Vﬂs, who had been sent to Africa by the promi-
nent Paris newspaper, Le Monde, strongly anti-Portu-
guese In its editorial position. De Vos quotes at length
from Holden Roberto and several of his associates who
confirmed the atrocities with perfect frankness; indeed,
boasted about them.

““The insurgents are accused of the worst of hor-
rors, ” de Vos said to Roberto, “‘and there is proof of
tortures perpetrated upon Portuguese men, women and
even children, in the areas around Sio Salvador, Do you
deny these massacres? ”

“*No, all that is true.””

After then offering the usual justification by long-
standing grievances, Roberto concluded: “ “This time the
slaves did not cower. They massacred everything (Ils ont

tout massacré),
““Women and children included?”” De Vos inter-

jected.
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iod deny it? ”
« o’ Roberto replied. Why deny |
Tk f Roberto’s men about the sawmill

Vos asked one 0 s
]'inede after recounting that the victims were bound to

ds. “ ‘Then,” said an Angolan [revolutionary]

Jong boar | ‘
witlg1 2 broad smile (avec un large sourire), ‘we sawed

them lengthwise.

6

In relation to Angola during these years, as to Africa
generally, the policy of the United States has been a com-
pound of ignorance, delusion and short-sighted self-in-
terest of which three, delusion has been the principal
ingredient. Our leaders have been maddened by an ideo-
lﬂgiﬂﬂl drug as potent in its effect as the hemp that
helped drive Roberto’s bestialized savages the morning of
March 15, 1961. The abstractions of a debased liberalism,
by which our public opinion, like our ship of state, has
been guided, warp our vision and confound our action.

It is not necessary to romanticize Portuguese rule in
Angola—which has sins enough of commission and omis-
sion against its record over the centuries—to realize that
the proposed alternative would mean Angola’s reduction
to a shambles compared to which post-Belgian Congo
would seem a Switzerland. Apart from Portuguese sov-
ereignty there is simply no basis—political, social or econ-
omic—for the ordered government of Angola. Even at
the most elementary level, there is no evidence that the
movement of revolt has wide support. The conclusion
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the top. Questionin
: ! g of the or-
dinary followers of Roberto and Andrade invariably re-

veals that “independence” means to them merely loot—
getting houses, autos, women and money, and I-:l!] work
for the rest of their lives.

The outlook for Angola is not hopeless. The southern
third of Africa—with vast mineral riches, good harbors,
and a sufficiently humane climate and terrain over much
of its extent—offers the physical potential for a great new
political entity that could develop as an integral part of a
reviving Western civilization; and the example of Angola
gives hope that all races might there be truly at home.
But if the major nations of the West continue to blind
themselves to reality and to yield in practice to the de-
mands of black racism and savagery, manipulated coldly
by the communist enemy, then Africa’s future promises
only catastrophe. The true portrait of the African libera-
tion proposed by Roberto, Khrushchev and Mao, and
hailed by our own ideologues, has been sketched in this

book by Bernardo Teixeira.
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A FRICA

The Author

Bernardo (Tony) Teixeira comes from an old
Portuguese family, and as Robert Ruark says of him,
“he knows the jungles of Georgetown in Washington,
D.C. and the halls of the United Nations in New
York and the horse country of Virginia as well as
he knows Lisbon and Estoril in his homeland. . . .
but he knows . . . as well . . . the backbush of
Portuguese Angola,” the setting for his book.

In 1962, Mr, Teixeira (pr. Te-shéra) revisited
the scenes of the March massacres and at first felt
“as though all one could do was to cry for the
victims and have shame and pity for the senseless
killers.” Then he realized that the story must be told,
through the eyes and words of survivors, because “in
the texture of aroused human emotions, murder and
revenge are inseparable twins, and the chain cannot
be stopped by simply turning one’s head away.”

ROBERT RUARK, a close friend of the author's, is
known to millions through his books on Africa and
his syndicated columns, JAMES BumrnuHAM is the
brilliant analyst of dictatorships and totalitarian
forms of government whose articles and books are
eminent in their field, His Ajfrerword is a concise,
informative “pocket” presentation of Portuguese An-
gola, which sets the scene for the happenings there
in March 1961.

The 24 line drawings by Portugal's distinguished
artist Julio Gil give the book an added dimension of
mood and atmosphere.
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Fabric of Terror

From Robert Ruark’s Introduction

“What has been happening in Angola is a nightmare, a ter-
rible perversion of the rights of man, black and white. The
crime has been committed cynically by hired strangers—strang-
ers drunk on the local pombe, strangers fired by hashish,
strangers recruited and semitrained across the northern Ango-
lese border in the Congo, strangers with no real axe to grind

except against an innocent neck, strangers who have been

armed by the terrorists of Algeria . . . and other Communist
affiliates.

“March 15 was planned and expertly executed over a 500-
mile front, and the execution was carried out by a collection
of Bakongos from the Central Congo and northern Angola.

The troops did not hunger and thirst for freedom; they hungered
for rape and thirsted for blood.

“Teixeira is not writing bias nor is he writing justification of
past sins. He is writing of today’s cops and robbers, today’s

gangsters and good guys, today’s cowboys in white hats and
cowboys in black hats.

“He is writing the truth. And in these days truth seems a hard
commodity to sell. I believe Tony has managed to sell the truth.”
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