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n movement. It isa
straight-forward account, with
small planes of light and shadow
but no touching-up.

This is a brutally sincere and
honest work. Its author says he
jotted down these tales in the
heat of battle, with bullets flying
all around, and revised them
when he could in the pauses
between skirmishes. It is the
book of a journalist, not a fiction
writer. But it is worth pointing
out that journalism — although
we understand it to be one as-
pect of literature — has its own
rules of style. One of these, and
this is especially true for a war
correspondent — is its sense of
urgency, rapidity, the direct
tone, the short phrase, like a
point-blank shot. Hemingway
could be cited as a master of this
style.

Truthfulness is another cardi-
nal rule for the war correspon-

ciple in his book. He says what
he sees. He says it simply, al-
most coloquially, with veracity
— with that unretouched veracity
of one who is telling a story right
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Jose M. Ortiz\w/

L i ‘ommunj-
cate, simply and fern(‘inusly_
Communicate in order to be, at
worst, quicker than the bullet
which can impose silence through
death. ‘
JOSé M. Ortiz Garcia i}’(’p]n;
fought at Playa Giron (the Bay
of Pigs) in 1961 when Cuba
repulsed the US-backed merw»‘
naries and at the same time
covered the historic battle as a
war correspondent, ‘
In 1967 he went to Vietnam
to gain experience in wartime
writing. He was a war correspon-
dent in Angola in 1975, and was
present from the first battles |
until the South African defeat. |
In 1976 the 8th Congress of |
the International Organization of \
Journalists awarded him the |
OlJ’s International Prize for his ‘
distinguished work in

interna- |
tionalist reporting. He is a jour- |
nalist and holds a degree in So-
cial Sciences. Currently he is

editor-in-chief of our magazine. |
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help to expel the
ountry’s integrity,

happened was just the opposite.

mperialist “divide and con " poli

at into effect once again in tg:frcogggcyy
fich and dissident province of Katanga'.
netrated by imperialism, received mllitary:
| support under the very nose of the UN.

By the time Lumumba turned to Guinea
Ghana, Mali and other countries for aid it was
too late.

US imperialism and NATO had been quick to
take open advantage of the conjuncture. On
January 17, 1961, with the complicity of troops
bearing the blue flags of the UN, they deposed,
arrested and murdered Patrice Lumumba. At
that time the young Cuban Revolution was
defending itself with arms against the direct
attacks of the yankee imperialists.

Lumumba left a letter, which was published
posthumously. The letter was written to his wife,
Pauline. But in light of the events in Angola, it
takes on new relevance. The letter states:

3 1 KATANGA, Congolese province nearly 500,000 sq. kms, in

size. It makes up one-fourth of the territory of the Congo, nov:

rice i i ‘s production of

Fat, Lumumba was the unquesuonable known as Zan;:. It :eoss'zs:eersv;O'moéslh:e:t:r:: Zf(';ac:jlgyionuu
E 1 radium, enough copper ) %

l@d?r Of the Congolesg people' ,Whe.n‘ ASHDLINE of the world’s cobalt reserves and most of its ggrrpamums P‘I:s

‘minister, he formed his country’s first govern- g0, sver,inc and cadmum mies. 1t s iministred by the

ment, he was forced to make concessions to Union Miniére company, which has US, French, Eng

people without scruples, to people who were Belgian interests.
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My dear comrade: I'm writing you these
words without even knowing when they will
reach you or whether I will be alive when they
do. During my entire struggle for our country'’s
independence, I have never for one moment
doubted the final victory of the sacred cause for
which my comrades and I have dedicated our
lives. But the Belgian colonialists and their
Western allies, who have found direct and
indirect, declared and undeclared support among
high officials of the UN {(that body in which we
placed our ‘trust when we asked for its as-
sistance), never wanted what we did for our coun-
try: its right to an honorable life, unblemished
dignity, unrestricted independence.

They corrupted some of our compatriots and
bought others, distarted the truth and be-
smirched our independence. What e!se can I say?
Dead or alive, free or imprisoned under the
orders of colonialism, it’s not my person that
counts. What counts is the Congo and our poor
people, with _their independence transformed
into a cage where they look in at us from
outside with a certain benevolent compassion,
with joy and pleasure. But my faith will remain
unshaken. :

1 know, and I feel it from the bottom of my
soul, that sooner or later my people will free
themselves from their enemies, domestic and

foreign; that they will rise up as one to say No |

to degrading and shameful colonialism, and to
reconquer their dignity under a pure sun.

We are not alone. Africa, Asia and the free
and. liberated. peoples in every corner of the

world are always at the side of the Milliop o
Congolese who will not stop fighting “,,,[-ISIO
day when there are no more colonizers = 1111'6
mercenaries in our country. tewr

I want you to tell my children, whom |
never see again, that the Congo has a be,
future. The Congo expects them,
Congolese, - to carry out the sacred
rebuilding our independence and oy Sovereignty.
because without dignity there is ) free}io,'\'
without justice there is no dignity, and wilhoz’:;
independence no one is free. - R

may
Qutify)
like oy
task of

the torture have

The brutality, the ferocity,
never led me to ask for clemency, because |
would rather die with my head held high, wih
my faith unswerving and with profound 'conﬁ.
dence in our country's destiny, than live n
submission - and in disdain of the principles
which I hold sacred. 3 :

One day history will have its say, but it won't
be the history that is taught in Brussels, Paris,
Washington or the United Nations. It will be
the history that is taught in the countries freed
from colonialism and its puppets. Africa will
write its own history, of glory and dignity, north
and south of the Sahara. ;

Don't cry for me, comrade. I know - that my
country, which suffers so much, will know how
to defend its independence and its freedom.
Long live the Congo!

Long live Africa!




over the country and destroy the revolutionary
movement. Some of the events tied to this plan
~were closely linked to Nixon's June 19, 1974
| meeting with [Portuguese General Antonio]
Spinola, in which they spoke of the situation in
Angola and the rest of the Portuguese colonies
. | that were fighting for their independence. Months
- | later, on September 14, Mobutu and Spinola met
" | on Salt Island, Cape Verde.

They agreed that Zaire would annex the
wealthy enclave of Cabinda, to allow the foreign
| capitalist consortia 1o continue their exploita-
tion of the natural gas reserves in that Angolan
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"1 arrived in Luan

irst contingents
of special troops which had been sent urgently
from Havana to contain the multiple aggression

by the South African racists, Zairians and the
UNITA and FNLA bands. The Angolan capital
was extremely tense.

FAPLA troop trucks were passing through the
streets on the way to the garrisons. Few vehicles
besides military ones travelled on the broad
avenues going in and out of this African capital

The spacious palm-lined sea road, which leads
to the port, appeared completedly deserted. Only
a few curious onlookers ventured out at night.
The only indication that the country was at war
was an occasional accidental burst from the
modern G-3 rifles wielded by the improvised
soldiers of the homeland, or real
with members of the FNLA or Zairian troops,
who were still hiding out in various spots,

The businesses that opened their doors
announced liquidation sales at rock-bottom
prices, as though the world were coming to an
end. Many of these belonged to Por-
tuguese who, upon witnessing the events, ac-

stores
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The military airport was a boiling pot. People
arrived, were immediately given their supplies,
and departed for various fronts. There were long,
strong hugs as those who'd made th long
journey from the Caribbean together said
good-bys and took off in different
Many would never see each other again
were, of course, different kinds of missions This
produced envy — in the positive sense of the
word — for those who had the honor of he ading
toward the front lines. But, in the final S
all were here to complete the mission entru
to them with a great sense of duty. And they
fulfilled their duty.

In this whirlpool, without any time to lose —
because every minute was decisive in those times
— the MPLA military and people were
basic training in the use of infantry arms
was Luanda in November 1975. The
thundered as their shells landed nearby at the
entrances to the capital. The FNLA and Zairian
mercenaries were only 25 kilometers away but
they were driven back. @
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