Mwadimu inthe Squared circle

_Whilethis effort was being made, Amin postured:

"| chdlenge President Nyerere in the boxing ring to

fight it out there rather than that soldierslose

their liveson thefield of bettle...Mohammed Ali

would be an idedl refereefor the bout.”

-- George lvan Smith

GHOSTS OF KAMPALA (1980)

Asthe Tanzanians began to counterattack, Amin

suggested a crazy solution to the dispute. He declared

that the matter should be settled in the boxing ring.

"l am keeping fit so that | can chalenge President

Nyererein the boxing ring and fight it out there,

rather than having the soldierslose their liveson

thefield of battle” Amin added that Mohammed Al

would be an ided refereefor the bout, and that he,

Amin, asthe former Uganda heavyweight champ, would
givethe smal, white-haired Nyerere a sporting chance

by fighting with one arm tied behind hisback, and his

legs shackled with weights.

-- Dan Wooding and Ray Barnett

UGANDA HOLOCAUST (1980)_

#

Nyerere looks up through the haze of blood masking hisvision
and sees the huge man standing over him, laughing. He looksinto
the man's eyes and seems to see the dark heart of Africa, savage
and untamed.

He cannot remember quite what heis doing here. Nothing

hurts, but as he tries to move, nothing works, either. A black man



inawhite shirt, aman with afamiliar face, ssemsto be pushing
the huge man away, maneuvering himinto acorner. Chuckling and
posturing to people that Nyerere cannot see, the huge man backs
away, and now the man in the white shirt returns and begins
shouting.

"Four!”

Nyerere blinks and triesto clear hismind. Who is he, and

why is he on his back, half-naked, and who are these other two
men?

_"Hve"_

"Stay down, Mwaimu!" yells avoice from behind him, and now
it beginsto come back tohim. _He isMwaimu.

_"SxIt

He blinks again and sees the huge dectronic clock above him.

It is one minute and 58 seconds into the first round. Heis
Mwaimu, and if he doesn't get up, his bankrupt country has lost
thewar.

"Seven!”

He cannot recall the last minute and 58 seconds. Infact, he
cannot recall anything since he entered thering. He can taste his
blood, can fed it running down over his eyes and cheeks, but he
cannot remember how he came to be bleeding, or laying on his back.
Itisamygery.

gt

Finaly hislegsare working again, and he gathersthem

beneath him. He does not know if they will bear hisweight, but
they must be doing so, for Mohammed Ali -- that ishisname! Ali
-- iscleaning hisgloves off and staring into hiseyes.

"Y ou should have stayed down," whispers Ali.



Nyerere grunts an answer. He is glad that the mouthpiece
isimpeding his speech, for he has no ideawhat heistrying to

sy.

"l canstop it if youwant," saysAli.

Nyerere grunts again, and Ali shrugs and stands aside asthe

huge man shuffles across the ring toward him, still chuckling.

#

It began as ajoke. Nobody ever took anything Amin said
serioudy, except for hisvictims.

He had launched a surprise bombing raid in the north of

Tanzania. No one knew why, for despite what they did in their own
countries, despite what genocide they might commit, the one thing
al African leaders had adhered to since Independence wasthe
sanctity of national borders.

So Julius Nyerere, the Mwalimu, the Teacher, the President of
Tanzania, had mobilized hisforces and pushed Amin'sarmy back
into Uganda. Not asingle African nation had offered military
assstance; not asingle Western nation had offered to underwrite
so much asthe cost of abullet. Amin had expediently converted to
Idam, and now Libyas crazed but opportunistic Quaddafi was
pouring money and weaponsinto Uganda.

Still, Nyerereés soldiers, with their tattered uniforms and

ancient rifles, were marching toward Kampala, and it seemed only a
matter of time before Amin was overthrown and the war would be
ended, and Milton Obote would be restored to the Presidency of
Uganda. It wasamora crusade, and Nyerere was convinced that
Amin's soldiers were throwing down their weapons and fleeing
because they, too, know that Right was on Tanzanias Sde.

But while Right may have favored Nyerere, Timedid not. He



knew what the Western press and even the Tanzanian army did not
know: that within three weeks, not only could his bankrupt nation
no longer supply its men with wegpons, it could not even afford to
bring them back out of Uganda.

#

"| chdlenge President Nyererein the boxing ring to fight it

out there rather than that soldierslosetheir lives on thefield

of baitle..."

The chalenge made every newspaper in the western world, as
columnigt after columnist laughed over the image of the 330-pound
Amin, former heavyweight champion of the Kenyan army, stepping
into the ring to duke it out with the five-foot one-inch, 112-

pound, 57-year-old Nyerere.

Only one man did not laugh: Mwaimu.

#

"Y ou're crazy, you know that?"

Nyerere sarescamly at thetal, well-built man standing

before hisdesk. It isahot, humid day, typical of Dar es Sdaam,
and the man isaready swesting profusdly.

"| did not ask you hereto judge my sanity,” answers Nyerere.
"But to tell me how to defeat him."

"It can't be done. Y ou're spotting him two hundred pounds and
twenty years. My job asrefereeisto keep him from out-and-out
killing you."

"Y ou frequently defeated men who were bigger and stronger

than you," notes Nyerere gently. "And, in the latter portion of

your career, younger than you aswell.”

"You float like abutterfly and sting like abee," answers

Ali. "But 57-year-old presdents don't float, and little bitty



guysdont sting. I've been aboxer al my life. Have you ever
fought anyone?'

"When | wasyounger,” says Nyerere.

"How much younger?'

Nyerere thinks back to the sunlit day, some 48 years ago,

when he pummeled his brother, though he can no longer remember the
reason for it. In hismind's eye, both of them are smal and thin
and ill-nourished, and the beating amounted to two punches,
delivered with barely enough force to sun afly. The next week he
acquired the gift of literacy, and he has never raised ahand in
anger again. Words are far more powerful.

Nyereresighs. " Much_younger," he admits.

"Aint noway," saysAli, and then repests, "Ain't no way.
Thisguy isnot just aboxer, he's crazy, and crazy people don't
fed nopan."

"How would _you_fight him?' asks Nyerere.

"Me?" saysAli. He startsjabbing the air with hisleft fig.

"Stick and run, stick and run. Take him dancing til he drops.
Man'sgot alot of blubber on that frame." He holds hisarms up
before hisface. "He catches up with me, | go into the rope-a
dope. | lean back, | take his punches on my forearms, | let him
wear himsdf out." Suddenly he straightens up and turns back to
Nyerere. "But it won't work for you. Hell break your armsif you
try to protect yoursdf with them."

"Hell only have onearm free," Nyerere points out.

"That'sdl hell need,” answers Ali. ™Y our only shot isto

keep moving, to tirehim out." Hefrowns. "But..."

"BUt?"

"But | ain't never seen a57-year-old man that could tire out



amanin histhirties”

"Well," says Nyerere with an unhappy shrug, "I'll haveto
think of something.”

"Think of letting your soldiers beet the shit out of _his
soldiers"” saysAli.

"Thet isimpossble”

"I thought they werewinning,” said Ali.

"In fourteen daysthey will be out of ammunition and
gasoline,” answers Nyerere. "They will be unable to defend
themselves and unable to retrest.”

"Then give them what they need.”

Nyerere shakes his head. "Y ou do not understand. My nation
isbankrupt. Thereisno money to pay for anmunition.”

"Hel, I'll loan it to you mysdlf," saysAli. "ThisAminisa
crazy man. He'sgiving blacks al over the world abad name.”
"That isout of the question,” says Nyerere.

"Youthink I ain't got it?" saysAli pugnacioudy.

"l am sureyou are avery wedthy man, and that your offer is
sncere" answers Nyerere. "But even if you gave usthe money, by
the time we converted it and purchased what we needed it would be
too late. Thisisthe only way to save my army."

"By letting acrazy man tear you gpart?’

"By defeating him in thering before he redlizes that he can
defeat my meninthefield.”

"I've seen alot of things go down in the squared circle,”
saysAli, shaking hishead in disbelief, "but thisisthe
Sranges.”

#

"Y ou cannot do this," says Mariawhen shefindly finds out.



"It isdone," answers Nyerere.

They arein their bedroom, and heis staring out at the

reflection of the moon on the Indian Ocean. Asthe light danceson
the water, he tries to forget the darkness to the west.

"You are not aprizefighter,” she says. "Y ou are Mwaimu. No

one expects you to meet this madman. The presstreatsit asa

joke."

"I would be happy to exchange doctora theseswith him, but
heingsts on exchanging blows" says Nyerere wryly.

"Heisilliterate," said Maria. "And the people will not

alow it. Y ou are the man who brought us independence and who has
led us ever since. The peoplelook to you for wisdom, not

pugilism.”

"l have never sought to live any life but that of the

intdllect,”" he admits. "And what hasit brought us? While Kenyatta
and Mobutu and even Kaunda have stolen hundreds of millions of
dollars, we are as poor now asthe day we were wed." He shakes his
head sadly. "I stand up to oppose Amin, and only Sir Seretse Khama
of Botswana, securein his British knighthood, standswith me."

He pauses again, trying to sort it out. "Perhagpstheold _mzee of
Kenyawasright. Grab what you can while you can. Could our army
be any moreill-equipped if | had funneled aid into a Swiss

account? Could | be any worse off than now, as| prepare to face
thismadman in" -- he cannot hide his distaste -- "aboxing ring?’
"Youmust _not_facehim," indgssMaria

"I mugt, or thearmy will perish.”

"Do you think hewill let the army live after he has beaten

you?' she asks.

Nyerere has not thought that far ahead, and now atroubled



frown crosses hisface.

#

He had come to the office with such high hopes, such dreams

and ambitions. Let Kenyatta play lackey to the capitalist West.

Let Machd sdl his country to the Russians. Tanzaniawould be
different, aproving ground for African socidism.

It was adry, barren country without much to offer. There

were the great game parks, the Serengeti and the Ngorongoro Crater
in the north, but four-fifths of the land was infested with the

tsetse fly, there were no mineras benesth the surface, Nairobi

was adready the capita city of East Africaand no amount of
modernization to Dar es Salaam could make it competitive. There
was precious little grazing land and even lesswater. None of this
fazed Nyerere; they were just more challengesto overcome, and he
had no doubt that he could shape them to hisvision.

But before industrialization, before prosperity, before

anything e se, came education. He had gone from the bush to the
presidency inasinglelifetime, had trand ated the entire body of
Shakespeareswork into Swahili, had given form and structure to
his country's congtitution, and he knew that before everything

came literacy. While his peoplelived in grass huts, other men

had harnessed the atom, had reached the Moon, had obliterated
hundreds of diseases, al because of the written word. And so
while Kenyatta becamethe Mzee , the Wise Old Man, he himself
became Mwaimu_. Not the President, not the Leader, not the Chief
of Chiefs, but the Teacher.

He would teach them to turn away from the dark heart and

reach for the sunlight. He created the _ujamaa_ villages, based on

thelsradli _kibbutzim , and issued the Arusha Declaration, and



channeled more than half his country's aid money into the schools.
His people's bellies might not befilled, their bodies might not

be covered, but they could read, and everything would follow from
that.

But what followed was drought, and famine, and disease, and

more drought, and more famine, and more disease. He went abroad
and described hisvison and pleaded for money; what he got were
ten thousand students who arrived overflowing with idealism but
devoid of funds. They meant well and they worked hard, but they
had to be fed, and housed, and medicated, and when they could not
mold the country into his utopiain the space of ayear or two,

they departed.

And then came the madman, thefina nall in Tanzaniads

financia coffin. Nyererelabeled him for what he was, and found
himself conspicuoudy alone on the continent. African leaders
amply didn' criticize one another, and suddenly it wasthe
Mwalimu who was the pariah, not the bloodthirsty butcher of
Uganda. The East African Union, afragilething at best, fell

gpart, and while Nyerere was trying to save it, Kenyatta, the true
capitalist, appropriated dl three countries funds and began

printing his own money. Tanzania, aready near bankruptcy, was
left with money that was not honored anywhere beyond its borders.
Still, he struggled to meet the chdlenge. If that wasthe

way the_Mzee wanted to play the game, that wasfinewith him. He
closed the border to Kenya. If tourists wanted to see hisgame
parks, they would haveto stay in _his_ country; there would be no
more round trips from Nairobi. If Amin wanted to daughter his
people, so beit; hewould cut off dl diplomatic relations, and

to hell with what his neighbors thought. Perhaps it was better



thisway; now, with no outsde influences, he could concentrate
entirely on creating his utopia. It would be alittle more

difficult, it would take alittle longer, but in the end, the
accomplishment would be that much more satisfying.

And then Amin'sair force dropped its bombs on Tanzania

#

_Theinsanity of it._

Nyerere ducks aroundhouse right, Amin guffaws and winks to
the crowd, Ali stands back and wishes he were somewhere else.
Nyereresvision has cleared, but blood keegps running into
hisleft eye. Thefight isbardy two minutes old, and dready he
isgasping for breath. He can fed every beat of his heart, asif
atiny man with ahammer and chisd isimprisoned ingde his
chest, trying to get out.

Theweights attached to Amin's ankles should be dowing him
down, but somehow Nyererefindsthat heis cornered againgt the
ropes. Amin fakes a punch, Nyerere ducks, then straightens up just
intimeto fed the full power of the madman'sfist asit smashes
into hisface.

Heisdown on one knee again, 57 years old and gasping for
breath. Suddenly heredizesthat no ar iscomingin, that heis
suffocating, and he thinks his heart has stopped...but no, he can
fed it, still pounding. Then he understands: his noseis broken,
and heistrying to breathe through his mouth and the mouthpiece
ispreventing it. He spits the mouthpiece out, and ismildly
surprised to seethat it is not covered with blood.

"Threg" _

Amin, who has been standing at the far Sde of thering,

approaches, laughing uproarioudy, and Ali stops the count and



dowly escorts him back to the neutra corner.
_Thepenismightier than the sword._ The words come,
unbidden, into Nyerere's mind, and he wantsto laugh. A horrible,
retching sound escapes hislips, asound so dien that he cannot
believeit camefrom him.

Ali dowly returnsto him and resumes the count.

_"Four!"_Stay down, you old fool, Ali's eyes seem to say.
Nyerere grabs arope and triesto pull himself up.

_"Fivel"_ | bought you dl thetimel could, say the eyes,

but | can't protect you if you get up again.

Nyerere gathers himsdlf for the most difficult physica

effort of hislife.

_"Sx!I" _Youreascrazy as_he is.

Nyerere stands up. He hopes Mariawill be proud of him, but
somehow he knows that she won't.

Amin, mugging to the crowd in agrotesque imitation of Ali,
movesin thefor kill.

#

When he was a young man, the president of hisclassat
Ugandas Makerere University, aready tabbed as afuture leader by
his teachers and his classmates, hisfraternity entered atrack
meet, and he was chosen to run the 400-meter race.

| am no athlete, he said; | am astudent. | have examsto

worry about, a scholarship to obtain. | have no time for such
foolishness. But they entered his name anyway, and the race was
thefind event of the day, and just before it began his brothers
came up to him and told him that if he did not beet at least one
of hisfiverivas, hisfraternity, which held anarrow lead after

al the other events, would lose.



Then you will lose, said Nyerere with ashrug.

If wedo, it will beyour fault, they told him.

Itisjust arace, he said.

Butitisimportantto _us , they said.

So he dlowed himsdf to beled to the starting line, and the

pistol wasfired, and dl sx young men began running, and he
found himsdlf trailing thefield, and heremained in last place

al theway around the track, and when he crossed the finish wire,
he found that his brothers had turned away from him.

But it was only agame, he protested later. What difference
doesit make who isthe faster? We are here to study laws and
vectors and congtitutions, not to runin circles.

It isnot that you came in last, answered one of them, but

that you represented us and you did not try.

It was many days before they spoke to him again. He took to
running amile every morning and every evening, and when the next
track meet took place, he volunteered for the 400-meter race
again. He was beaten by dmost 30 meters, but he came in fourth,
and collapsed of exhaustion ten meters past the finish line, and

the following morning he was re-elected president of his

fraternity by acclamation.

#

There are 43 seconds |eft in the first round, and hisarms

aretoo heavy to lift. Amin swings aroundhouse that he ducks, but
it catches him on the shoulder and knocks him halfway acrossthe
ring. The shoulder goes numb, but it has bought him another ten
seconds, for the madman cannot move fast with the weightson his
ankles, probably could not move fast even without them. Besides,

heisenjoying himsdf, joking with the crowd, talking to Ali,



mugging for al the camerasat ringsde.

Ali finds himsdlf between the two men, takes an extrafew
seconds awvkwardly extricating himsdlf -- Ali, who has never taken
afdse or awkward step in hislife -- and buys Nyerere almost
five more seconds. Nyerere looks up at the clock and seesthereis
just under half aminute remaining.

Amin bellows and swings ablow that will crush hisskull if

it lands, but it doesn't; the huge Ugandan cannot baance properly
with one hand tied behind his back, and he missesand dmost fdls
through the ropes.

"Hit him now!" come the yellsfrom Nyerere's corner.

"Kill him, Mwdimu!"

But Nyerere can barely catch his breath, can no longer lift
hisarms. He blinksto clear the blood from his eyes, then
saggersto thefar sde of thering. Maybeit will take Amin 12

or 13 secondsto get up, spot him, reach him. If he goes down
again then, he can be saved by the bell. He will have survived the
round. He will have run the race.

#

Vectors. Angles. The square of the hypotenuse. It'sall very
intriguing, but it won't help him become aleader. He optsfor

law, for history, for philosophy.

How was he to know that in the long run they were the same?

#

Hegtsin hiscorner, his nostrils propped open, his cut man
working on hiseye. Ali comes over and peersintently at him.

"He knocks you down once more, | gottastop it,” he says.
Nyereretriesto answer through battered lips. It is

unintelligible. Just aswdll; for dl he knows, hewastrying to



say, "Please do.”

Ali leans closer and lowershisvoice,

"It's not just a sport, you know. It's a science, too.”

Nyerere utters aquestioning croak.

"Y ou run, hesgonnacatch you," continues Ali. "A ring ain't
abig enough placeto hidein."

Nyerere stares at him dully. What isthe man trying to say?

"Y ou gotta close with him, grab him. Don't give him room to
swing. Y ou do that, maybe | won't have to go to your funera
tomorrow."

Vectors, angles, philosophy, al the same when you'rethe
Mwadimu and you're fighting for your life.

#

Thelion, some 400 pounds of tawny fury, pulls down the one-
ton buffao.

The 100-pound hyenaruns him off hiskill.

The 20-pound jacka winds up egting it.

And Nyerere clinches with the madman, hangs on for deer life,
fed sthe heavy blowsraining down on his back and shoulders,
grabstighter. Ali separates them, positions himsdlf near Amin's
right hand so that he can't release the roundhouse, and Nyerere
grabsthe giant again.

#

Hishead isfindly clear. Thefourth round is coming up, and

he hasn't been down since the first. He still can't catch his
breath, hislegswill bardly carry him to the center of thering,
and the blood is once again trickling into his eye. Helooks at
the madman, who is screaming imprecationsto his seconds, his

chest and bdlly risng and faling.



IsAmintiring? Doesit matter? Nyerere still hasn't landed a
single blow. Could even a hundred blows bring the Ugandan to his
knees? He doubtsit.

Perhaps he should have bet on the fight. The odds were
thousands to one that he wouldn't make it thisfar. He could have
supplied hisarmy with the winnings, and died honorably.

#

It is not the same, he decides, asthey rub his shoulders,

grease his cheeks, gpply ice to the swelling benesth hiseye. He
has survived the fourth round, has done hisbest, but it is not

the same. He could finish fourth out of six in afoot race and be
re-elected, but if he finishes second tonight, he will not have a
country left to re-elect him. Thisisthered world, and

surviving, it seems, isnot asimportant aswinning.

Ali tellshimto hold on, his corner tellshim to retreet,

the cut man tells him to protect his eye, but no onetells him how
to_win_, and heredizesthat he will haveto find out on his
own.

Goliath fell to achild. Even Achilles had hisweskness. What
must he do to bring the madman down?

#

Heiscrazy, thisAmin. Herevelsin torture. He murders his
wives. Rumor hasit that he has even killed and eaten hisinfant
son. How do you find weakness in abarbarian like that?

And suddenly, Nyerere understands, you do it by redlizing

that he _is abarbarian -- ignorant, illiterate, supertitious.
Thereisno time now, but hewill hold that thought, he will
survive one more round of clinching and grabbing, of tifling

closenessto the giant whose very presence he finds degrading.



Three more minutes of the sword, and then he will gpply the
pen.

#

He amogt doesn't makeit. Hafway through the round Amin
shakes him off like afly, then landsaright to the head ashe
triesto clinch again.

Consciousness begins to ebb from him, but by sheer force of
will herefusesto relinquish it. He shakes his head, spits blood
on thefloor of thering, and stands up once more. Amin lunges at
him, and once again he wraps hissmdll, spindly arms around the
gia.

#

"A snake," he mumbles, barely able to make himself
understood.

"A snake?" asks the cornerman.

"Draw it on my glove," he says, forcing the words out with an
excruciding effort.

"Now?"

"Now," mutters Nyerere.

#

He comes out for the seventh round, hisface amask of raw,
bleeding tissue. As Amin approaches him, he spitsout his
mouthpiece.

"Asl grike, so strikesthis snake," he whispers. "Protect

your heart, madman.” He repeetsit in his native Zanake dialect,
which thegiant thinksisacurse.

Amin's eyes go wide with terror, and he hitsthe giant on the
left breadt.

It isthefirgt punch he hasthrown in the entire fight, and



Amin dropsto hisknees, screaming.

_"Onel”_

Amin looks down at his unblemished chest and pendulous belly,
and seems surprised to find himsdlf il alive and breathing.
"Two!"

Amin blinks once, then chuckles.

"Thredd"

The giant getsto hisfeet, and approaches Nyerere.

"Try again,” he says, loud enough for ringsideto hear. "Y our
snake has no fangs.”

He puts his hand on his hips, braces hislegs, and waits.
Nyerere gares a him for aningtant. Sothe penis_not_
mightier than the sword. Shakespeare might have told him so.
"I'mwaiting!" bellowsthe giant, mugging once morefor the
crowd.

Nyerereredizesthat it isover, that hewill dieinthe

ring this night, that he can no more save hisarmy with hisfists
than with his depleted treasury. He has fought the good fight, has
fought it longer than anyone thought he could. At least, before
itisover, hewill have one amdl satisfaction. Hefeintswith
hisleft shoulder, then putsdl of hisstrength into onefind
effort, and ddiversaright to the madman's groin.

Theair rushes out of Amin's mouth witha_woosh! _and he
doubles over, then dropsto his knees.

Ali pushes Nyerereinto aneutral corner, then indructsthe
judgesto take away a point from him on their scorecards.
They can take away a point, Nyerere thinks, but they can't
take away the fact that | met him on the field of battle, that |

lasted more than six rounds, that the giant went down twice. Once



before the pen, once before the sword.

And both wereineffective.

Even aMwaimu can learn onelast esson, he decides, and it
isthat sometimes even vectors and philosophy aren't enough. We
must find another way to conquer Africa's dark heart, the madness
that pervadesthistroubled land. | have shown those who will
follow methefirst step; | have stood up to it, faced it without
flinching. It will be up to someone dse, awiser Mwaimu than
mysdlf, to learn how to overcomeit. | have done my best, | have
givenmy dl, | have madethefirst dent initsarmor. Rationdity
cannot always triumph over madness, but it must stand up and be
counted, as | have stood up. They cannot ask any more of me.
Findly a peace with himsdlf, he preparesfor the giant's

find assault.

-end-



