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Mrval imu in the Squared circle

_Wiile this effort was bei ng nade, Am n postured:
"l chall enge President Nyerere in the boxing ring to
fight it out there rather than that sol diers |ose
their lives on the field of battle...Mhanmed A
woul d be an ideal referee for the bout."

-- Ceorge lvan Smith
GHOSTS OF KAMPALA (1980)

As the Tanzani ans began to counterattack, Amn
suggested a crazy solution to the dispute. He decl ared
that the matter should be settled in the boxing ring.
"I am keeping fit so that | can chall enge President
Nyerere in the boxing ring and fight it out there,
rat her than having the soldiers lose their lives on
the field of battle.” Amn added that Mhanmred Al
woul d be an ideal referee for the bout, and that he,
Am n, as the forner Uganda heavywei ght chanp, woul d
give the small, white-haired Nyerere a sporting chance
by fighting with one armtied behind his back, and his
| egs shackled with wei ghts.

-- Dan Wbodi ng and Ray Barnett
UGANDA HOLOCAUST (1980) _

#

Nyerere | ooks up through the haze of bl ood masking his vision
and sees the huge man standing over him | aughing. He | ooks into
the man's eyes and seems to see the dark heart of Africa, savage
and unt aned.

He cannot renmenber quite what he is doing here. Nothing
hurts, but as he tries to nove, nothing works, either. A black man
in a white shirt, a man with a famliar face, seens to be pushing
the huge man away, maneuvering himinto a corner. Chuckling and
posturing to people that Nyerere cannot see, the huge nman backs
away, and now the man in the white shirt returns and begins
shout i ng.

_"Four!"

Nyerere blinks and tries to clear his mnd. Wwo is he, and
why is he on his back, half-naked, and who are these other two
men?

_"Fivel"_

"Stay down, Mwaalinmu!" yells a voice frombehind him and now
it begins to cone back to him _He_ is Mnalimnu.

_"Sixtt_

He blinks again and sees the huge el ectronic clock above him
It is one mnute and 58 seconds into the first round. He is
Mnal i mu, and if he doesn't get up, his bankrupt country has | ost
t he war.

_"Seven!" _

He cannot recall the last minute and 58 seconds. In fact, he
cannot recall anything since he entered the ring. He can taste his
bl ood, can feel it running down over his eyes and cheeks, but he
cannot renenber how he cane to be bl eeding, or laying on his back
It is a nystery.
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_"Eight!"_

Finally his legs are working again, and he gathers them
beneath him He does not know if they will bear his weight, but
they nust be doing so, for Mohammed Ali -- that is his nanme! A
-- is cleaning his gloves off and staring into his eyes.

"You shoul d have stayed down," whispers Ali.

Nyerere grunts an answer. He is glad that the nouthpiece
i s inmpeding his speech, for he has no idea what he is trying to

say.
"I can stop it if you want," says Ali
Nyerere grunts again, and Ali shrugs and stands aside as the
huge man shuffles across the ring toward him still chuckling.

#

It began as a j oke. Nobody ever took anything Am n said
seriously, except for his victins.

He had | aunched a surprise bonbing raid in the north of
Tanzani a. No one knew why, for despite what they did in their own
countries, despite what genocide they mght conmit, the one thing
all African | eaders had adhered to since |Independence was the
sanctity of national borders.

So Julius Nyerere, the Mmalinu, the Teacher, the President of
Tanzani a, had nobilized his forces and pushed Amin's arny back
into Uganda. Not a single African nation had offered mlitary
assi stance; not a single Western nation had offered to underwite
so nmuch as the cost of a bullet. Amn had expediently converted to
Islam and now Libya's crazed but opportunistic Quaddafi was
pouring nmoney and weapons into Uganda.

Still, Nyerere's soldiers, with their tattered uniforns and
ancient rifles, were marching toward Kanpala, and it seened only a
matter of time before Am n was overthrown and the war woul d be
ended, and MIton Ghote would be restored to the Presidency of
Uganda. It was a noral crusade, and Nyerere was convinced that
Amn's soldiers were throwi ng down their weapons and fl eeing
because they, too, know that Ri ght was on Tanzani a's side.

But while Right may have favored Nyerere, Tine did not. He
knew what the Western press and even the Tanzanian arny did not
know. that within three weeks, not only could his bankrupt nation
no longer supply its men with weapons, it could not even afford to
bring them back out of Uganda.

#

"I chall enge President Nyerere in the boxing ring to fight it
out there rather than that soldiers lose their lives on the field
of battle..."

The chal | enge nade every newspaper in the western world, as
col umi st after colummist |aughed over the i mage of the 330-pound
Am n, former heavywei ght chanpi on of the Kenyan arny, 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 |augh: Mnaalinu.

#

"You're crazy, you know that?"

Nyerere stares calmy at the tall, well-built man standing
before his desk. It is a hot, hunmid day, typical of Dar es Sal aam
and the man is already sweating profusely.

"I did not ask you here to judge my sanity," answers Nyerere.
"But to tell nme howto defeat him"
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"It can't be done. You're spotting himtw hundred pounds and
twenty years. My job as referee is to keep himfrom out-and- out
killing you."

"You frequently defeated men who were bigger and stronger
than you,"” notes Nyerere gently. "And, in the latter portion of
your career, younger than you as well."

"You float like a butterfly and sting |ike a bee," answers
Ali. "But 57-year-old presidents don't float, and little bitty
guys don't sting. |'ve been a boxer all ny life. Have you ever
f ought anyone?"

"When | was younger," says Nyerere

"How nmuch younger?"

Nyerere thinks back to the sunlit day, sonme 48 years ago,
when he pumel ed his brother, though he can no | onger renmenber the
reason for it. In his mnd s eye, both of themare snall and thin
and ill-nourished, and the beating ambunted to two punches,
delivered with barely enough force to stun a fly. The next week he
acquired the gift of literacy, and he has never raised a hand in
anger again. Wrds are far nore powerful.

Nyerere sighs. " _Mich_ younger," he adnmits.

"Ain't no way," says Ali, and then repeats, "Ain't no way.
This guy is not just a boxer, he's crazy, and crazy people don't
feel no pain.”

"How woul d _you_ fight hin?" asks Nyerere.

"Me?" says Ali. He starts jabbing the air with his left fist.
"Stick and run, stick and run. Take himdancing til he drops.
Man's got a | ot of blubber on that franme." He holds his arns up

before his face. "He catches up with ne, | go into the rope-a-
dope. | lean back, | take his punches on ny forearnms, | let him
wear hinself out." Suddenly he straightens up and turns back to
Nyerere. "But it won't work for you. He'll break your arnms if you
try to protect yourself with them"

"He'll only have one armfree," Nyerere points out.

"That's all he'll need,"” answers Ali. "Your only shot is to
keep noving, to tire himout." He frowns. "But..."

" But ?"

"But | ain't never seen a 57-year-old man that could tire out
a man in his thirties."

"Well," says Nyerere with an unhappy shrug, "I'll have to
think of sonething."

"Think of letting your soldiers beat the shit out of _his_
soldiers," says Ali.

"That is inpossible."

"I thought they were winning," said Ali.

"In fourteen days they will be out of ammunition and
gasoline," answers Nyerere. "They will be unable to defend
t hensel ves and unable to retreat."

"Then gi ve them what they need."

Nyerere shakes his head. "You do not understand. My nation
is bankrupt. There is no noney to pay for amunition."

"Hell, 1'll loan it to you nyself," says Ali. "This Amin is a
crazy man. He's giving blacks all over the world a bad nane."

"That is out of the question," says Nyerere.

"You think | ain't got it?" says Ali pugnaciously.

"I amsure you are a very wealthy man, and that your offer is
sincere," answers Nyerere. "But even if you gave us the nobney, by
the time we converted it and purchased what we needed it woul d be
too late. This is the only way to save ny arny."

"By letting a crazy man tear you apart?"

"By defeating himin the ring before he realizes that he can
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defeat my men in the field."

"I'"ve seen a lot of things go down in the squared circle,"
says Ali, shaking his head in disbelief, "but this is the
strangest."”

#

"You cannot do this," says Maria when she finally finds out.

"It is done," answers Nyerere.

They are in their bedroom and he is staring out at the
reflection of the nmoon on the Indian Ccean. As the |ight dances on
the water, he tries to forget the darkness to the west.

"You are not a prizefighter," she says. "You are Maalinmu. No
one expects you to neet this madman. The press treats it as a
j oke. "

"I woul d be happy to exchange doctoral theses with him but
he insists on exchanging blows," says Nyerere wyly.

"He is illiterate," said Maria. "And the people will not
allowit. You are the man who brought us independence and who has
| ed us ever since. The people look to you for wi sdom not
pugilism"

"l have never sought to live any life but that of the
intellect,"” he admts. "And what has it brought us? Wile Kenyatta
and Mobutu and even Kaunda have stol en hundreds of millions of
dollars, we are as poor now as the day we were wed." He shakes his
head sadly. "I stand up to oppose Amin, and only Sir Seretse Khama
of Botswana, secure in his British knighthood, stands with nme."

He pauses again, trying to sort it out. "Perhaps the old nree_ of
Kenya was right. Grab what you can while you can. Could our arny

be any nore ill-equipped if | had funneled aid into a Sw ss
account? Could | be any worse off than now, as | prepare to face
this madman in" -- he cannot hide his distaste -- "a boxing ring?"

"You nust not_ face him" insists Maria.

"I must, or the arnmy will perish."

"Do you think he will let the arny live after he has beaten
you?" she asks.

Nyerere has not thought that far ahead, and now a troubl ed
frowm crosses his face.

#

He had conme to the office with such high hopes, such dreans
and anbitions. Let Kenyatta play |ackey to the capitalist West.
Let Machal sell his country to the Russians. Tanzani a woul d be
different, a proving ground for African socialism

It was a dry, barren country wi thout nmuch 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 mnerals beneath the surface, Nairob
was already the capital city of East Africa and no anmount of
nmoderni zati on to Dar es Sal aam coul d make it competitive. There
was precious little grazing land and even | ess water. None of this
fazed Nyerere; they were just nmore chall enges to overcone, and he
had no doubt that he could shape themto his vision

But before industrialization, before prosperity, before
anything el se, cane education. He had gone fromthe bush to the
presidency in a single lifetime, had translated the entire body of
Shakespeare's work into Swahili, had given formand structure to
his country's constitution, and he knew that before everything
came literacy. Wiile his people lived in grass huts, other nen
had harnessed the atom had reached the Mon, had obliterated
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hundreds of diseases, all because of the witten word. And so
whi |l e Kenyatta becane the Mee , the Wse A d Man, he hinself
becane Mnalimu_. Not the President, not the Leader, not the Chief
of Chiefs, but the Teacher

He woul d teach themto turn away fromthe dark heart and
reach for the sunlight. He created the _ujanma_ vill ages, based on
the Israeli _kibbutzim, and issued the Arusha Declaration, and
channel ed nore than half his country's aid noney into the schools.
H s people's bellies nmight not be filled, their bodies m ght not
be covered, but they could read, and everything would follow from
t hat .

But what followed was drought, and fam ne, and di sease, and
nmore drought, and nore fam ne, and nore di sease. He went abroad
and described his vision and pl eaded for noney; what he got were
ten thousand students who arrived overflowing with idealism but
devoid of funds. They neant well and they worked hard, but they
had to be fed, and housed, and nedi cated, and when they coul d not
mold the country into his utopia in the space of a year or two,

t hey depart ed.

And then cane the madnman, the final nail in Tanzania's
financial coffin. Nyerere |abeled himfor what he was, and found
hi msel f conspi cuously al one on the continent. African |eaders
sinply didn't criticize one another, and suddenly it was the
Mnaal i mu who was the pariah, not the bl oodthirsty butcher of
Uganda. The East African Union, a fragile thing at best, fel
apart, and while Nyerere was trying to save it, Kenyatta, the true
capitalist, appropriated all three countries' funds and began
printing his own noney. Tanzania, already near bankruptcy, was
left with noney that was not honored anywhere beyond its borders.

Still, he struggled to neet the challenge. If that was the
way the Mee wanted to play the gane, that was fine with him He
closed the border to Kenya. If tourists wanted to see his gane
parks, they would have to stay in _his_ country; there would be no
more round trips fromMNairobi. If Amn wanted to slaughter his
people, so be it; he would cut off all diplomatic relations, and
to hell with what his neighbors thought. Perhaps it was better
this way; now, with no outside influences, he could concentrate
entirely on creating his utopia. It would be a little nore
difficult, it would take a little longer, but in the end, the
acconpl i shment woul d be that nmuch nore satisfying

And then Amin's air force dropped its bonbs on Tanzani a.

#

_The insanity of it._

Nyerere ducks a roundhouse right, Amn guffaws and wi nks to
the cromd, Ali stands back and w shes he were sonewhere el se

Nyerere's vision has cleared, but bl ood keeps running into
his left eye. The fight is barely two mnutes old, and already he
is gasping for breath. He can feel every beat of his heart, as if
atiny man with a hamrer and chisel is inprisoned inside his
chest, trying to get out.

The wei ghts attached to Anin's ankles should be slowing him
down, but somehow Nyerere finds that he is cornered agai nst the
ropes. Amin fakes a punch, Nyerere ducks, then straightens up just
intime to feel the full power of the madnman's fist as it snashes
into his face.

He is down on one knee again, 57 years old and gasping for
breath. Suddenly he realizes that no air is conming in, that he is
suffocating, and he thinks his heart has stopped...but no, he can
feel it, still pounding. Then he understands: his nose is broken,
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and he is trying to breathe through his nmouth and the nout hpiece
is preventing it. He spits the nmouthpiece out, and is nildly
surprised to see that it is not covered with bl ood.

_"Three!l" _

Am n, who has been standing at the far side of the ring,
approaches, | aughing uproariously, and Ali stops the count and
slowy escorts himback to the neutral corner

_The pen is mightier than the sword. _The words cone,
unbi dden, into Nyerere's nind, and he wants to | augh. A horrible,
retchi ng sound escapes his lips, a sound so alien that he cannot
believe it came from him

Ali slowy returns to himand resumes the count.

_"Four!" Stay down, you old fool, Ali's eyes seemto say.
Nyerere grabs a rope and tries to pull hinmself up
_"Five!"_ | bought you all the time | could, say the eyes,

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

Nyerere gathers hinself for the nost difficult physica
effort of his life.

_"Six!'"_ You're as crazy as _he_ is.

Nyerere stands up. He hopes Maria will be proud of him but
sonmehow he knows that she won't.

Amin, nmugging to the crowd in a grotesque imtation of Ali,
moves in the for kill.

#

When he was a young nman, the president of his class at
Uganda's Makerere University, already tabbed as a future | eader by
his teachers and his classmates, his fraternity entered a track
meet, and he was chosen to run the 400-neter race.

I amno athlete, he said; | ama student. | have exans to
worry about, a scholarship to obtain. I have no tine for such
foolishness. But they entered his name anyway, and the race was
the final event of the day, and just before it began his brothers
came up to himand told himthat if he did not beat at |east one
of his five rivals, his fraternity, which held a narrow | ead after
all the other events, would | ose.

Then you will |ose, said Nyerere with a shrug

If we do, it will be your fault, they told him

It is just a race, he said.

But it is inportant to _us_, they said.

So he allowed hinself to be led to the starting line, and the
pistol was fired, and all six young nmen began runni ng, and he
found hinself trailing the field, and he remained in | ast place
all the way around the track, and when he crossed the finish wre,
he found that his brothers had turned away from hi m

But it was only a gane, he protested |ater. Wat difference
does it make who is the faster? W are here to study | aws and
vectors and constitutions, not to run in circles.

It is not that you cane in |last, answered one of them but
that you represented us and you did not try.

It was many days before they spoke to himagain. He took to
running a mle every norning and every evening, and when the next
track neet took place, he volunteered for the 400-neter race
again. He was beaten by al nost 30 neters, but he cane in fourth,
and col | apsed of exhaustion ten neters past the finish line, and
the follow ng norning he was re-el ected president of his
fraternity by accl amation
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There are 43 seconds left in the first round, and his arns
are too heavy to lift. Amin swings a roundhouse that he ducks, but
it catches himon the shoul der and knocks hi m hal fway across the
ring. The shoul der goes nunmb, but it has bought him another ten
seconds, for the madman cannot nmove fast with the weights on his
ankl es, probably could not nmove fast even wi thout them Besides,
he is enjoying himself, joking with the crowd, talking to Ali,
muggi ng for all the caneras at ringside.

Al'i finds hinmself between the two nmen, takes an extra few
seconds awkwardly extricating hinself -- Ai, who has never taken
a false or awkward step in his life -- and buys Nyerere al nost
five nore seconds. Nyerere | ooks up at the clock and sees there is
just under half a minute renaining.

Amin bellows and swings a blow that will crush his skull if
it lands, but it doesn't; the huge Ugandan cannot bal ance properly
with one hand tied behind his back, and he nisses and alnost falls
t hrough the ropes.

"Ht himnow" cone the yells from Nyerere's corner

"Kill him Mnalinmnm!"

But Nyerere can barely catch his breath, can no longer lift
his arms. He blinks to clear the blood fromhis eyes, then
staggers to the far side of the ring. Maybe it will take Amn 12
or 13 seconds to 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's all very
intriguing, but it won't help himbecone a | eader. He opts for
law, for history, for philosophy.

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

#

He sits in his corner, his nostrils propped open, his cut man
working on his eye. Ali comes over and peers intently at him

"He knocks you down once nore, | gotta stop it," he says.

Nyerere tries to answer through battered lips. It is
unintelligible. Just as well; for all he knows, he was trying to
say, "Please do."

Al'i leans closer and |owers his voice.

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

Nyerere utters a questioning croak

"You run, he's gonna catch you," continues Ali. "Aring ain't
a big enough place to hide in."

Nyerere stares at himdully. Wat is the man trying to say?

"You gotta close with him grab him Don't give himroomto
swing. You do that, maybe | won't have to go to your funera
t onmorr ow. "

Vectors, angles, philosophy, all the sane when you're the
Mnal i mu and you're fighting for your life.

#

The lion, sone 400 pounds of tawny fury, pulls down the one-
ton buffal o.

The 100- pound hyena runs himoff his kill

The 20-pound jackal winds up eating it.

And Nyerere clinches with the madman, hangs on for dear life,
feels the heavy blows raining down on his back and shoul ders,
grabs tighter. Ali separates them positions hinself near Anin's
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right hand so that he can't rel ease the roundhouse, and Nyerere
grabs the giant again.

#
H's head is finally clear. The fourth round is com ng up, and
he hasn't been down since the first. He still can't catch his
breath, his legs will barely carry himto the center of the ring,

and the blood is once again trickling into his eye. He | ooks at
the madman, who is screanming inprecations to his seconds, his
chest and belly rising and falling.

Is Amin tiring? Does it matter? Nyerere still hasn't |anded a
single blow. Could even a hundred blows bring the Ugandan to his
knees? He doubts it.

Per haps he shoul d have bet on the fight. The odds were
thousands to one that he wouldn't make it this far. He coul d have
supplied his army with the wi nnings, and di ed honorably.

#

It is not the sane, he decides, as they rub his shoul ders,
grease his cheeks, apply ice to the swelling beneath his eye. He
has survived the fourth round, has done his best, but it is not
the sane. He could finish fourth out of six in a foot race and be
re-elected, but if he finishes second tonight, he will not have a
country left to re-elect him This is the real world, and
surviving, it seens, is not as inportant as w nning.

Ali tells himto hold on, his corner tells himto retreat,
the cut man tells himto protect his eye, but no one tells himhow
to _win_, and he realizes that he will have to find out on his
own.

Coliath fell to a child. Even Achilles had his weakness. Wat
must he do to bring the madman down?

#

He is crazy, this AmMn. He revels in torture. He nurders his
wives. Runor has it that he has even killed and eaten his infant
son. How do you find weakness in a barbarian like that?

And suddenly, Nyerere understands, you do it by realizing
that he _is_a barbarian -- ignorant, illiterate, superstitious.

There is no tine now, but he will hold that thought, he wll
survive one nore round of clinching and grabbing, of stifling
cl oseness to the giant whose very presence he finds degrading.

Three nore mnutes of the sword, and then he will apply the
pen.

#

He al nost doesn't nmake it. Hal fway through the round Anmin
shakes himoff like a fly, then lands a right to the head as he
tries to clinch again.

Consci ousness begins to ebb fromhim but by sheer force of

will he refuses to relinquish it. He shakes his head, spits bl ood
on the floor of the ring, and stands up once nore. Anmin |unges at
him and once again he waps his small, spindly arns around the
gi ant.

#

"A snake," he nmunbles, barely able to nake hinself
under st ood.
"A snake?" asks the cornernan.
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"Draw it on ny glove," he says, forcing the words out with an
excruciating effort.

n l\b\,\/?ll

"Now, " mutters Nyerere.

#

He comes out for the seventh round, his face a mask of raw,
bl eeding tissue. As Am n approaches him he spits out his
nmout hpi ece.

"As | strike, so strikes this snake," he whispers. "Protect
your heart, nmadman." He repeats it in his native Zanake dial ect,
which the giant thinks is a curse.

Amin's eyes go wide with terror, and he hits the giant on the
| eft breast.

It is the first punch he has thrown in the entire fight, and
Amn drops to his knees, screaning.

"One! "
Am n | ooks down at his unbl em shed chest and pendul ous belly,
and seens surprised to find hinself still alive and breat hing.
_"Two! " _
Am n blinks once, then chuckl es.
_"Three!" _

The giant gets to his feet, and approaches Nyerere.

"Try again," he says, |oud enough for ringside to hear. "Your
snake has no fangs."

He puts his hand on his hips, braces his | egs, and waits.

Nyerere stares at himfor an instant. So the pen is _not _

m ghtier than the sword. Shakespeare m ght have told him so.

"I"'mwaiting!" bellows the giant, mugging once nore for the
crowd.

Nyerere realizes that it is over, that he will die in the
ring this night, that he can no nore save his arny with his fists
than with his depleted treasury. He has fought the good fight, has
fought it |longer than anyone thought he could. At |east, before
it is over, he will have one snmall satisfaction. He feints with
his left shoulder, then puts all of his strength into one fina
effort, and delivers a right to the madnman's groin.

The air rushes out of Amin's mouth with a _woosh! _ and he
doubl es over, then drops to his knees.

Al'i pushes Nyerere into a neutral corner, then instructs the
judges to take away a point fromhimon their scorecards.

They can take away a point, Nyerere thinks, but they can't
take away the fact that | net himon the field of battle, that |
| asted nore than six rounds, that the giant went down tw ce. Once
before the pen, once before the sword.

And both were ineffective.

Even a Mwvalinu can |learn one | ast |esson, he decides, and it
is that sonetinmes even vectors and phil osophy aren't enough. W
must find another way to conquer Africa's dark heart, the madness
that pervades this troubled land. | have shown those who will
follow ne the first step; | have stood up to it, faced it without
flinching. It will be up to soneone else, a wiser Mwvalinu than
myself, to learn how to overcone it. | have done ny best, | have
given ny all, | have made the first dent in its arnor. Rationality
cannot always triunph over nmadness, but it nust stand up and be
counted, as | have stood up. They cannot ask any nore of ne.

Finally at peace with hinself, he prepares for the giant's
final assault.

- end-
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