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Deep individual determination and collective action for the common good which  

characterised the essential core of the liberation struggle, and which are so 

necessary in the Zimbabwe of  today  and tomorrow, lie at the heart of this story. 

It is the story of how Andrew Nyathi and other members of Simukai Co-

operative Participated in that struggle and captured their right to work the land 

– the land for which the war was fought. 

The story of Simukai is the story in miniature of Zimbabwe-the sacrifice 

through war for freedom and the continuing struggle for democracy and 

development, for joy, for peace and for fun. 

Here, for you, is the story. 
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John Hoffman Introduces Andrew Nyathi and Simukai 

     
I stand with the children as they watch attentively, their faces creased with 

excitement and anticipation. Perched precariously on the edge of a sorting table 

in large tobacco barn, they applaud and shout as the drama unfolds in front of 

them. 

„Now as the comrades come to hit you, you must keep an eye contact, keep eye 

contact, and then throw your head like this!‟ Chris Hurts, their enthusiastic 

instructor, gestures vigorously to emphasise the point. The actors standing 

beneath the thermometers and production schedules nod in agreement. This is 

one of the high points of the play. Conflict has broken out in the co-operative by 

making accusations about the misappropriation of the funds. 

It is one of the many episodes of the play which have to be perfected b the time 

the anniversary celebrations takes place – when the Simukai Collective Farming 

Co-operative will mark eight years of existence. 

                              __________________________________ 

Anyone who knows anything about co-operatives in Zimbabwe will have heard 

Simukai. Read any report or article about co-ops in this country and Simukai 

will be mentioned. It is one of Zimbabwe „s success stories, but it is impossible 

to grasp Simukai‟s achievements  merely from the statistics its hectares of 

irrigated wheat, export quality cattle, pigs maize, soya and sugar beans or its 

tobacco-impressive as these are. For Simukai is not simply about cattle and 

mealies, wheat and tobacco .Simukai is about people and the drama which is 

being re-enacted in the barn is the drama of its people and their determination to 

succeed. 

Visit Simukai and the experience will stay with you for the rest of your life. The 

co-op certainly made an indelible impression upon me as my partner and I were 

driven through its dusty entrance with its message of welcome and its striking 

emblem–a ram‟s head encased within a machine cog and flanked by sheaves of 

wheat and maize cobs. It was a crisp winter‟s day in 1986 and I had returned to 

my native Zimbabwe after an absence of almost twenty years. My English born-

wife, Rowan Roenish, was keen to visit the country which had so obviously 

shaped my own beliefs and personality. The Zimbabwe Project Trust, the 

energetic and dedicated welfare organization which features so prominently in 

this book, had invited us to see their training centre at the Adelaide Acres, not 

far from Harare, before taking us on to Simukai- about another twenty 

kilometres away. At Adelaide Acres we had sat in on a training session on co-

operative management. Taking the class was a small man, with a soft but intense 

voice which would rise sharply every time his finger poked the blackboard to 

reinforce a point. Although we could not understand his words spoken in both 

Shona and Ndebele he seemed to be speaking with great coherence and clarity. 

It was my first encounter with Andrew Nyathi. I had no idea that this intense 

instructor with the furrowed brow was linked to Simukai. All we knew as we 

drove through the entrance that there was something special about this co-
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operative – an electricity and excitement was pulsing through the place which no 

visitor could ignore. This was the home of freedom fighters who had sacrificed 

so much for Zimbabwe and who were now building a new life on a farm on 

which livestock and crops matched the best in the land . A brisk walks through 

the piggery and the curing barns–in those days filled with groundnuts rather than 

tobacco-led us onto a site where a building was under construction. This were  

told proudly, was to be  the crèche and infant school which today caters for some 

40 children, ten hours a day, seven days a week. It provided even then a 

revealing glimpse into the future of a community determined to manage its 

affairs in a spirit of comradeship and equality. 

                                                   ________________________ 

 

The visit to Simukai and the trip to Adelaide Acre aroused my interest in 

Zimbabwean co-ops.  When I returned to Zimbabwe in 1988- this time to show 

our two children something of the country about which their father spoke so 

incessantly- a novel proposition was put to me. 

Would I be willing to work on a manuscript by Andrew Nyathi? Everyone who 

had read the work was convinced that here was a book of great power and 

potential, but someone was needed to spend time working through its material 

with the author. I was delighted to assist. During my trip in 1988 I was handed 

the manuscript by the publishers, and a meeting was arranged with Andrew and 

Simukai. 

It was to be the most memorable day of my stay. Andrew was, I think curious, 

perhaps even anxious, to meet a strange academic from abroad whose 

knowledge of co-operatives was, he rightly suspected, of a wholly bookish kind. 

For my part, it took quite some time to communicate comfortably with a soft–

spoken man whose sentences were often cryptic and always pithy, and whose 

short stature seemed to concentrate all the more forcefully his commitment to 

co-operatives. After a statistical briefing in the office and lunch with his wife 

Talent, the two of us retreated to the bottom of a newly-excavated earthen dam 

which is today periodically harvested for its bream. For over three hours in the 

blazing winter sunshine, the tape-recorder ran as Andrew began to tell his story. 

This is Andrew‟s book. My role has simply been to help with drafting and 

structuring a work, the soul and content of which drives from Andrew‟s own 

writing and testimony-along with the testimony of members of Simukai. Andrew 

wrote the original manuscript in the evenings after a hard day‟s work or during 

brief rest periods on the occasional free Sunday. He then had to put up with long 

hours of interrogation from an interviewer who often had great difficulty in 

absorbing unfamiliar facts and figures no matter how many times they were 

patiently explained. 

                       ______________________________________ 

The book is a remarkable feat of endurance and enterprise on the part of an 

extremely busy co-operator. When Andrew is not working on the farm or in the 

office, you can be sure that he will be attending to the business of the Collective 

Self Finance Scheme which he recently helped to create. This commitment alone 

involves travelling around the country to speak to other co-operatives, meeting 
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donor agencies, officials from the government ministries and visitors abroad. 

But then as the book reveals, co-operators like Andrew Nyathi are tough and 

tenacious freedom fighters. 

As I see it one of the great strengths of the co-operative movement, in 

Zimbabwe as elsewhere is that it seeks to weave together those strands of our 

social fabric which class and race divisions artificially splice apart: theory and 

practice; government and society; society and the individual; external assistance, 

on the one hand, and internal self development on the other. As Andrew will 

frequently point out democracy is something which by definition can not be 

imposed. People must do things for themselves. And yet, as he also makes clear 

democratic organizations need allies and friends. To help others govern their 

own lives is the only way to govern your own. 

Hence my own role with the book. Helping to write the real- life drama of 

Andrew Nyathi and Simukai has immeasurably extended my own understanding 

of Zimbabwean society and its co-operative movement I have learned so much 

not only about Andrew but about the community of which he such a vital part. 

For this is also a book about Talent Nyathi, Dumisani Dube, Richman and Zenzo 

Nkoloni, Christopher Munhungepari, Nkosana Mavule, Kennias Maplanka, 

Chris Moyo, Tymon Moyo ,Otress Moyo, and many more, too numerous to 

individually mention. The story of Andrew Nyathi and Simukai is their story as 

well. 

What makes Andrew Nyathi outstanding is his capacity to sustain the aspirations 

of his collective. His courage and determination represent the spirit of Simukai 

as whole. All the members at Simukai have sacrificed so much to make the farm 

what it is today-not so much „a showpiece co-operative‟ as the media like to 

blandly call it as a co-operative of Freedom fighters. 

Simukai is a collective co-operative which embodies in the determination of its 

chairperson, and in the toil and aspirations of its courageous men and women, 

the wider drama of Zimbabwe‟s ongoing struggle for liberation .In the year in 

which young nation celebrates its tenth year of freedom. Simukai is an 

inspiration everywhere. 

      

            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                    1 
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„You‟re on your own‟ 

 
Tsholotsho lies some 150 kilometres north-west of Bulawayo and is still 

regarded by many Zimbabweans as a „remote‟ part of the country. It is sparsely 

populated and even today Tsholotsho doesn‟t have electricity. To find 

Emlotheni, the village where I was born, you need to travel further  fifteen  

kilometers past Tsholostho itself on a dusty and rattled road, before turning off 

onto a narrow cattle tracks through the Mopane scrub which grows everywhere 

in the area. 

There are no signs to Emlotheni. If you are brave enough to take a car onto the 

cattle tracks through the Mopane scrub, you will need one of the locals to guide 

you through the maze of criss-crossing paths which open up onto the occasional 

„umuzi‟ or family homestead. These consist of a cluster of „izindlu‟or house s 

fenced in with mopane stakes  and surrounded by cattle or goat kraals, with 

adjoining enclosures where pumpkins and melons are stored and the mealies are 

ground with large  wooden  pestles and mortars. 

Each umuzi has its own character. Some of the izindlu have beautifully 

decorated walls with modern doors and windows fitted into the traditional pole 

and „dhaka‟ or mud structures. Where some of my family lives today, for 

example, even the house which stores grain (and is raised off the ground to keep 

the mealies dry and safe from rats) has been decorated in triangular brown, black 

and white patters. 

In other homesteads, like the one where I was born and grew up the houses are 

rougher and undecorated. The Dhaka has cracked leaving some of poles 

exposed, but the basic structures are the same. Chickens and goats wonder 

through the „amaguma‟ –the dusty yards which are daily swept to keep them 

clean and tidy. It is true that the district administration has recently erected a 

whitewashed blair toilet in the corner of each homestead but in most other 

respects the scattered imizi which make up Emlotheni today have changed little 

since 1953, the year which I was born. The women still carry „amagabha‟ or tins 

expertly balanced on their heads. As they have walk (sometimes hundreds of 

meters) to the nearest pump to get water.  The boys still  herd the cattle as l did, 

chewing the „xaku xaku‟ pods as  a kind of local gum, and its depressing to see 

the  unemployed young  men still making their way to the border town Plumtree 

en route to apartheid South Africa to look for work. Tsholotsho remains a 

neglected and „remote‟ part of Zimbabwe. Those too old to seek work in South 

Africa tend, I am sorry to say, to take refuge in the fundamentalist religious 

sects. These are bound to flourish whenever people who are poor and deprived 

seek imaginary solutions to the problems of real life. 

Despite the rather depressed state of my area the people of Tsholotsho can be 

proud of the fact that this is a part of the country famous of the warrior traditions 

associated with Lobengula and the Ndebele people. This ethic group played a 

heroic role, together with the Shona people, during the First Chimurenga of the 

1890 when thy fiercely resisted the colonial occupation of Zimbabwe. It was 
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only many years later – in fact on my wedding day –that I was told  that my 

great-grand father, a man by the name Magwamba had been one of Lobengula „s 

warrior chiefs. Indeed I like to think that this distinguished ancestor of mine was 

able to demonstrate the spirit of a true African patriot in at least two ways. 

The Story is told  that along with a number of fellow warriors he found himself a 

Shona wife in the Zvishavane area .This area  lie about abut 100kilometers from 

what is Bulawayo today and it also happens to be the part of the country from 

which  my own wife, Talent, comes. On his returning to his homestead, 

Magwamba was summoned by an angry Lobengula who wanted to know why he 

had taken a Shona wife. At that time the Shona were  thought of as people with 

„green intestines‟ because  they had less meat in their diet than  did Ndebele 

people- meat –eating being a sign of status in a society where wealth was 

measured interns of ownership of cattle. Why Lobengula demanded to know, 

was my great-grand father not content to choose a woman from Ndebele stock? 

Magwamba and his colleagues, so the story continues, stood their ground despite 

this wrathful summons, and told Lobengula in no uncertain terms that they 

intend to keep their wives. lf their chief wanted to count upon their continued 

loyalty, and then they declared he would have to accept their choice of wives. 

Love and personal attraction, l like to think, rose above regional divisions even 

then. 

    Apparently the great chief was impressed by this defiant stand. Colonial writers 

have usually depicted African chiefs as autocrats able to do as they pleased, but 

in fact our traditional leaders generally governed through consensus. Certainly it 

is revealing that in this instance, Lobengula decided that rather than punish the 

warriors for disobedience, he would honour them instead. 

They were given the job of tending his cattle and protecting the people at a place 

called Gagwini, an area just north -west of Bulawayo where the mountains part. 

This was a place of great strategic and military significance during the First 

Chimurenga and it is precisely the spot through which many ZIPRA guerrillas 

passed during our Second Chimurenga against the Smith regime. 

So if this story is true can claim to be descended from a Nyathi who not only 

married „out‟ of his ethnic group, but who played an important role in our first 

war o resistance. I like to think that my own commitment to a united Zimbabwe 

– a Zimbabwe that transcends all ethnic and regional divisions- has its roots in 

the attitudes and actions of at least one of my ancestors. 

 

                                        --------------------------------------------- 

 My great grand father Magwamba, son of Mnamati, had originally come from 

the Maphaneni area. After Lobengula had posted him to Gagwini, the family 

moved to Dliwampondo, and it was my grand father Mbengela who settled in 

Emlotheni, the village where I was born. Indeed, Emlotheni also bears the name 

Kombengela-the place of Mbengela. My step- father Mbulali Nyathi can still 

remember stories about Emlotheni, before the whites came. There were many 

cattle, abundance of food and in particular plenty of water.  ‟ It was when the 

settlers sank their boreholes‟, Mbulali was told,‟ that the water became scarce ad 
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we suffered with droughts‟. This, along with the theft of the people‟s cattle, was 

to be deep source of resentment. 

It was a t Emlotheni that my father Peter Sidubi was brought up. He had three 

wives and my mother, Simbani Gebha Guduza, was the youngest of these. For a 

long while it seemed as if she would be unable to have children. She had no 

fewer than six miscarriages and she was already 39 when I was born. My birth 

day is, I was happy to learn later also international women‟s day- a day on which 

men are supposed to demonstrate solidarity and support for the other half of the 

human race. But March 8 1953 could not have been an easy day for my poor 

mother. 

The birth, I am told, was a difficult one. I was a very sickly baby and my eyes 

remained so resolutely shut that at first everyone thought l was blind. Moreover 

my mother was convinced that she would never have another child so it was 

probably for both these reasons I was given rather unhappy name Mabubu which 

means sterile or lifeless. I was like a bald mealie cob - the kind which fails to 

develop grains. At some stage I decided the time had come to open my eyes 

(without, as far as I know, any specialized medical intervention being 

necessary), but I remained a rather „mabubu‟ child, weak and feeble, until I was 

about eight or nine. 

Three years after I was born my father died. He is buried in Bulawayo rather 

than in Tsholostho because my family had no money to bring the body back to 

his home. To her surprise, my mother found that she was pregnant at that time. 

When my sister was born she was called Sikhangezile to indicate that the child 

was who had been „gratefully received‟. My mother was the kind of person who 

never asked others for help no matter how much she was suffering, and the 

family decided that although she had only two children, she would not be able to 

cope. As a result, my sister and l were separated.  

I stayed with my with my mother and my step father, who was in fact my own 

father‟s young brother. My step–father already had wife of his own although 

 As yet no children and he followed tradition by inviting my mother as his 

brother‟s widow to become his wife as well. Meanwhile my sister went to live 

with my mother‟s brother. As you can see, our family relationships can become 

a bit complicated! 

One of the earliest memories I have is of my mother saying to me: ‟Listen here 

Mabubu you have to look after yourself. There is no-one around to look after 

you. Since your sister has gone to stay with your uncle, you are really on your 

own.‟ I was a very quite and self contained child, and when l was old enough, l 

had the job to look after the family cattle. 

My favourite time of the year was just before winter when the leaves of the 

Mopane scrub are covered in a thin film  of parasites we call „amabodi‟ Sucking 

the amabodi off the leaves would occupy me for hours on and it meant that  an 

almost infinite source of nutrition was close at hand. Certainly consuming the 

amabodi was   a more constructive activity than stripping “imbabazane‟- the 

notorious „itchy leaves‟ of the creepers which wind themselves round the 

Mopane branches. The older herd- boys would often ambush the younger ones 
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and vigorously rub the imbabazane into the arms and legs, leaving their 

unfortunate victims to scratch for the rest of the day. 

So looking after the cattle had its moments of distraction. Sometimes the cattle 

would stray and I would be unable to bring them home. My mother was very 

strict with me and I knew that whenever this happened, I would be given a good 

thrashing. But my mother was strict with herself as well. She was very a diligent 

woman who would make sure that when there was work to be done it was done 

immediately-not put off for another day. My mother‟s own father had fought in 

the First World War and had greatly embittered by the way he was treated on his 

return. Her family the Guduzas had originally lived in the Bulawayo area and 

her own father, Madiwa, had been one of Lobengula‟s headmen. After the 

uprising was crushed her family ere forced to settle in Fig tree area but when this 

area was wanted for white farms, they had to move again, this time to near 

Marula. Fanethola, my sister‟s young brother was the first Guduza to be born in 

Tsholotsho. My mother therefore came from a family which had experienced 

colonial oppression in a particularly acute way. Some of her Brothers were to 

become active in nationalist politics as we will see, and my mother grew up as 

independent person with a mind of her own. When she was a young woman her 

father had arranged her marriage to a man called Bango who was the son of a 

local chief.  The „lobola „or bride price and already been paid by her father when 

my mother rebelled and refused to accept her husband. The lobola cattle had to 

be returned. 

Although she never went to school, my mother was highly intelligent woman. 

She was very concerned that I should do well at school in our area was some 

seven kilometers away and my family felt that I was too „short‟ –too small and 

weak- to walk the distance. So instead of going to school l spent my first ten 

years of my life looking after our cattle. 

                                             

                              ------------------------------------ 

                  In 1963 the local authorities established Dinyane, a school nearer to my home, 

and I became one of its first pupils. Going to school was a real land mark in my 

life, not least because my family felt that they should no longer continue calling 

me Mabubu. 

 Acquiring knowledge, it would seem, involves opening your eyes and 

developing ‟grains on your husk‟, and I think that it was one of my step- 

brothers , Elliot Qinda, who gave me the name Kevin.  At first there was only 

one teacher at Dinyane and no buildings- we had to have lessons under the 

generous branches of a large Mdlawuzo tree. Still, I did well. In fact one day the 

teacher, Jeremiah Sebele, took me aside and told me that I was the best in the 

class. “If it will help your family „, he said‟ you are welcome to stay with me.‟ 

 My family declined the offer but schooling was something I took really 

seriously and I never missed a day. Sadly the school records which would have 

noted my progress no longer exist. They were destroyed during the war when the 

school offices at Dinyane were raided by the Rhodesian army in 1977. 

Nevertheless the teacher remembers me as a student who was „above all 

inquisitive.‟  My step father was not religious man and he would tell me that he 
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didn‟t believe in anything, not even in our traditional customs. Like my mother, 

he impressed upon me the fact that I was on my own in the world that l must 

look after myself curious about what people saw in religion, and attending 

church on Sundays was compulsory for children at school. At the age of 

fourteen, l was baptised   and I decided to adopt a new name signal this change 

of status. I now called myself Andrew under the impression that the name 

conveyed a sense of „fatherliness‟. Indeed, I was probably attracted to this name 

to make up for the fact that I remember nothing at all about my own father. My 

mother, who had some religious beliefs, basically wanted me baptised as a way 

of helping me with my education.  In fact no help from the church ever 

materialized. After I had reached standard five, I moved from Dinyane school to 

school called Mhlabangubo still in the Tsholotsho area. One of my teachers at 

Dinyane, BHA Ndebele, was transferred and so accompanied me to my new 

school. I remember that he was particularly hostile to the Rhodesian authorities 

who rightly suspected him of propagating anti-colonial views. Certainly he made 

quite an impact on my development. 

Education was the most important thing in, my life. It gave me a strict sense of 

discipline. Then, as later, I was a rather isolated person. When one of my uncles, 

Fanethola Guduza, a warm hearted jovial man, visited the family, I would refuse 

to come near him. I did not have any friends and preferred to on my own. But 

loneliness never worried me. On the contrary, I felt this was the best way to live. 

l didn‟t like playing or watching football and I didn‟t care much for going 

around with girls. The only thong which brought me into contact with the others 

was school... and later, politics.  These were the only activities I really enjoyed. 

 

                             ---------------------------------------------------------     

Another of my uncles is Makhathini Guduza. He was later to become an 

important political figure and he has spent much of his adult life in prison. When 

he was barely nineteen, Makhathini had gone to South Africa to look for work 

and was frequently arrested for pass offences. On one occasion he was digging 

up potatoes   by hand  on one of South Africa‟s notorious prison farms when he 

was visited by Reverend Michael Scott, the Anglican priest who attracted 

international attention at the time by  exposing the atrocious conditions which 

farm workers had to endure. 

In 1950 Makhathini joined the African National Congress. As a leading figure in 

the politics of Alexandra township (which lies just outside Johannesburg), 

Makhathini came to know the whole generation of ANC leaders, including 

Nelson Mandela, Oliver Tambo, Alfred Nzo (today the ANC Secretary –

General) and Thomas Nkobi ( the ANC Treasure-General and himself born in 

Zimbabwe). My uncle was one of the ANC volunteers who helped to gather up 

the popular demands upon which the Freedom Charter is based and he attended 

the famous Congress of the people in   1955 when the charter was adopted. Four 

years later now when he was arrested on yet another pass offence, he was 

defended in court by Nelson Mandela. Even today Makhathini, a veteran 

Zimbabwean politician, regards himself as honorary member of SOUTH African 

ANC. 
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Like most migrant workers, Makhathini returned home regularly where he 

would speak to his family and friends about his experiences in South Africa. 

Teachers at the local school became alarmed when he began teaching the pupils 

the latest South African freedom songs adapted to Zimbabwean conditions Many 

of these songs are still sung today. „The children should be doing their 

homework!‟ the staff complained. „if they don‟t stop this singing they will all be 

expelled!‟ 

In the early 1950s there had been a considerable unrest in the rural areas of 

Zimbabwe. in 1951 the settler government passed the explosively un popular 

Land Husbandry Act which restricted people to   no more than eight head of 

cattle and the people were then supposed toe cattle to „sale pens‟ where they 

would receive a derisory 1 pound a beast in compensation. Not surprisingly, the 

peasants would hide their cattle and refuse to hand them over. 

In 1964 Robert Resha, one of the more flamboyant Southern Rhodesian ANC 

(He died in exile in 1973), persuaded Makhathini to return home. Makhathini 

immediately threw himself into the mass protest against the enforced sale of 

cattle, and it was not long before he found himself in Tsholotsho police cells. 

Along with some 600 other demonstrators, he was sentenced three months 

imprisonment after refusing to pay fine. However, when he term expired he was 

promptly served with a detention order and then, after being shunted from one 

camp to another, received seven-year prison sentence for subversion. This was at 

the end of 1965, just after Ian Smith had illegally announced UDI- the „unilateral 

independence‟ of Rhodesia. Lam sure that Makhathini was disappointed to have 

a nephew who was so quite and uncommunicative. „I never thought for a 

moment that you were going to do anything with your life,‟ he later told me. 

Nevertheless it was Makhathini Guduza, more than any other person I can think 

of, who aroused my interest in politics and shaped my beliefs. Whenever he 

visited our family, I would listen with intense fascination as he described his 

experiences in South Africa, and I was very upset when I heard that he had been 

imprisoned after his return to Zimbabwe.  

Politics has always attracted me. On one occasion, I think it was after I had been 

baptised, I remember coming across some people who were recruiting for ZAPU 

and selling party cards. I was quite a long way from home and since I had some 

money in my pocket, I thought it‟s a good investment to buy one of these cards. 

I probably didn‟t grasp the full significance of what I had done was simply being 

inquisitive. On the other hand, I must have realized having a ZAPU card was 

something which might get me into trouble with my parents and the authorities, 

because I kept the card hidden in one of my reading books. 

It was only discovered two years later when my step- sister picked the book and 

the card fell out. It created quite a stir among my relatives!  I seldom talked to 

anyone about what I thought, but my family had already guessed that I was 

beginning to develop some very definite ideas of my own. All the same every 

one was mystified as to how the membership card of a banned political 

organization had come into my possession! 

                                      ------------------------------------------------------- 
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At this stage I had never had any social contact with whites. Nevertheless I 

could not regard whites as anything other than oppressors. I remember, for 

example, that when you took your cattle to the dip-tank, the white veterinary 

officials would rudely shout at you as if they thought you were not following 

their instructions properly. And of course I was very angry when l heard that the 

whites were responsible for sending my uncle Makhathini to jail. 

Like most people in Tsholotsho, I became aware of the upsurge of guerilla 

activity in 1967 when a joint force of ZAPU and South African ANC fighters 

crossed the Zambezi and moved towards Hwange. In August and September of 

that year was heavy fighting in the region and engagements took place at 

Esidakeni Sasenemane, only about  20 or 30 kilometers from our village. We 

regarded the liberation fighters as our heroes. Stories soon spread through the 

area about guerrillas who wore iron vests that made them invincible in the face 

of enemy fire and of legendary popular leaders who would simply disappear 

when they were captured in order to continue the fight elsewhere. It was a most 

exciting time. 

 

                             ------------------------------------------------------------- 

I had reached standard six, then the final year primary school, when life took a 

most unhappy turn. My mother and step- father had always had difficulty in 

paying school fess. My mother kept a few chickens to feed the family and 

struggled to make ends meet by selling a little grain or brewing beer to supply to 

the neighbours. As for my step-father, he had virtually no money at all. He 

would mostly sit around at home but occasionally he would round up a few 

goats or cut some fire wood to take to Bulawayo to sell. I often went with him. 

We would travel for up to seven days, sleeping by the road side at night as the 

donkey-drawn scotch card dragged the two of us slowly to the township 

markets. Looking back on this laborious activity (in the light of what I know 

about economics), I can see that we were not putting our energies to particularly 

profitable use. So much hard work with so little to show for it at the end of the 

day. 

Both my parents then were very poor. They had already been paying school fees 

for me since I was ten, although it was an outlay they could scarcely afford. 

School fees had to be found for another four children in the family. For some 

reason they must have felt that when l reached Standard Six, this was a suitable 

moment to review their commitments. They talked things over and came to the 

decision that I would have to leave school and look for work. 

You can imagine how I felt. Although I suspected that this was likely to happen 

was still very bitter when the decision was taken. We were moving home at the 

time. It was December and the term had ended, and as I helped my step- brother 

take down our fence (which was transported   along with the rest of our 

possessions to a new site), I remember thinking that it was not just the family 

homestead which was being relocated. I was also being uprooted. I was being 

forced to enter a new phase in my life even though I had not yet completed the 

previous one. 
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It seemed particularly unjust that this should happen to me when I enjoyed 

school and was progressing well. I knew that my mother and step-father were 

not to blame, given their difficult economic circumstances. So who was? I 

couldn‟t say at the time. It was one of many unanswered questions fuelling my 

bitterness and frustration. 

However, there was one point on which I was very clear. Poverty had driven me 

out of school, but I was determined that my education would not come to an end. 
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                              2 

 

               „I Have Vanished‟ 

 

 
It must have been January 1969 – I remember I was sixteen when I l left 

Tsholotsho to look for work. I was determined to continue my education 

and I hoped to earn enough money to enable me to go back to school. I 

travelled to Bulawayo with my older cousin who had already worked in the 

city and therefore knew his way around. I had been to Bulawayo with my 

step- father (and his scotch cart)   but this was the first time that I had to 

seek paid employment. I had only the haziest idea of what finding a job or 

working in one involved.  We arrived in Bulawayo on a Sunday and my 

cousin and l were able to stay with friends from neighbouring village who 

now lived in Tshabalala Township. The next day my cousin escorted me to 

what I later learnt was the white residential suburb of Morningside, and 

then left me to fend for myself. 

It was all very bewildering. My cousin had mentioned something vaguely 

about „building work‟ and after wandering around for a few hours I came 

across a large construction site where some kind of shopping complex was 

being erected. Nervously I went up to one of the white men who was 

obviously in charge and told him that l wanted a job. I was rather taken 

aback by the way he looked me up and down as though I were somewhat 

unwelcome visitor from another planet. There   was a long silence, and then 

he shrugged his shoulders and said:  „OK boy, if you want something to do, 

you can hold these planks for me and help me with fitting the doors.‟ 

Working on the site, I was surprised to meet up with Keni Ndlovu, a family 

friend who had lived in a neighbouring homestead in Emlotheni. That was 

the only pleasant experience I had on the site. The work was not hard, but it 

was not well paid either. I worked for about a week, only to receive the 

grand sum of 25 cents!  I hadn‟t expected to make my fortune carrying 

planks and holding doorframes, but I had expected something more than a 

tiny pittance. 

„This is hopeless,‟ I thought myself. „How am I going to pay for school fees 

with the kind of money? Keni who was much older than I was earning 

about $4.60 a week- just about enough to convince him that it was worth 

staying on. But I knew that it would take years before I earned anything 

like that amount. There seemed to be no point hanging around, so taking 

my pitiful wage, I walked off the site. But what was I to do? I had neither 

money nor accommodation. Like many of the   other workers, I had spent 

the nights sleeping on the building site since it was far too expensive to get 

backwards and forwards from Tshabalala during the week. Keni was to put 

up with this for two years which included a spell in hospital when he was 
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struck by flying bricks, but I was sure that I could find   a job which was 

less dangerous, earn me some money and solve my accommodation 

problems as well. 

While I was talking things over with friends in Tshabalala (my cousin 

having left in the mean while to find work in South Africa), I had an idea. If 

I could work as a „garden boy‟, I could make some money and at the same 

time have somewhere to stay. That would make it possible for me to resume 

studies. 

About a week later I found myself wandering around the Bellevue area 

which adjoins Morningside, asking each and every white person I came 

across whether they had work for a gardener. It was quite an ordeal. People 

stared at me with stony faces, brushing me aside with gestures of contempt.  

„Listen, boy, don‟t bother me now, I am in a hurry! ‟….  „Ag voetsek, hey, 

I‟ve already got two garden boys and they do an honest day‟s work between 

them.‟ There were curt rejections, even, outright abuse. I spoke to more 

white people that morning than I have ever spoken before in my whole life, 

it was not an encouraging experience. 

Eventually I found a woman who was more sympathetic, and she told me 

that if I came around to her house later that day there might be a job me. 

By   an extraordinary coincidence she turned to be the wife of   David 

Adamson, the man who had employed me on the building site just over a 

week before. I got the job and for the first few months I hardly ever see Mr. 

Adamson. When I did, he showed no indication that he remembered me 

indication that he remembered me. Was simply one of the anonymous black 

faces who passed through his work place, pocketing their handful cents 

before moving on, or was he embarrassed by the fact that I had left the job 

in disgust? 

My contact was basically his wife, and I got on quite well with his two 

children. They were friendly, although I have to say that I often heard them 

making racist remarks when they thought I wasn‟t listening. I lived the 

traditional „khaya‟ at the bottom of the garden and received $3.00a month. 

Mrs. Adamson didn‟t much about the gardening so I was given a free hand 

to do what I wanted. A thoughtful ancestor must have handed must have 

handed down some green fingers to me, because although I had never really 

grown anything before, the garden really flourished and blossomed under 

my care. From being one of the scruffiest gardens in the neighbourhood, it 

was gradually transformed (though I say so myself) into one of the most 

attractive. 

After working for about ten months as a gardener, Mrs. Adamson informed 

me that the position of „house boy‟ had now become vacant. Would I like to 

fill it? She assured me „of course‟ I would get more money. This was not, I 

soon learnt, because cleaning dishes was regarded as a more responsible 

and therefore better paid job than growing flowers. Rather it was because 

the Adam sons wanted to cut back on their domestic labour costs, and I was 

now expected to do both jobs at the same time. Nevertheless more money 
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was more money so l accepted the rather curious „promotion‟ which she 

offered. 

During this period, I was mainly concerned with trying to get back into 

studying, but at the back of my mind politics was never very far away. One 

thought in particular often popped into my mind.  „Why is it,‟ I wondered, 

„which these whites live in large houses, and I live in such a small one? How 

is it that they have so mush money and I have so little‟ of course my 

political ideas were so naïve at that time. I was initially convinced that the 

reason why I lived in cramped quarters and was not paid much was because 

I was working for whites who were at the bottom of their own social ladder. 

„If only „,  I thought to myself ,   „ I could  get  a job with a big  white man- 

someone  really important then I too would have  lots of money and a big 

house to live in.‟ l  used to listen to the radio and followed news items with 

particular interest . The name „Ian Smith‟, I concluded must be one of the 

really big shots- Rhodesia‟s rebels Prime Minister kept on cropping up. 

This man Smith,‟ l concluded must be one of the really big shots in the 

country. Now If I could get a job with him, think how much money I would 

then be earning!  Gradually I began to understand that alas, things were 

not so simple. The „big‟ whites were likely to be just as exploitative as the 

„small‟ ones. 

I worked for the Adam sons or nearly two years. I kept very much to myself 

and although this was rather a lonely existence. It gave me time to pursue 

my reading. Generally I read books and magazines which l bought myself, 

but l remember coming across a book on the Adamson‟s‟ shelves which 

stopped me on my tracks.  It had the startling title, „The Man and His 

Ways‟. It was published by the Rhodesian Ministry of the Information as a 

guide to African “psychology” and customs for white employers. Something 

told me that if I was ever to make sense of the whites, then this was a book I 

just had to read. It turned out to be every bit as bad as its title, and then 

more I read of its racist nonsense, the more angry I became. 

For example, the book made it clear why the colonial government did not 

believe Africans had a right to education. Black children, it argued, are 

inferior to whites and should only be given the kind of knowledge which 

enables them to do as they are told. One sentence in particular stands out in 

memory. „God‟, the text read, created the black man for no good reason, for 

he cannot even close a water tap after years of being taught to.‟ 

Naturally, l felt that a book like this was an insult to African people and 

that it was wrong for the Adams‟s to have it on their bookshelves. Perhaps I 

should have buried it in the garden or put it on a bonfire.  I decided to keep 

the book for myself. Like some kind o evil ‟muti‟ or African magic, the 

work fascinated me and l have to confess that I still have the wretched 

volume in my possession. I am sure that Mrs. Adams noticed that the book 

was missing. She was an untidy person, always shouting at the top of her 

voice for this or that mislaid possession. However, on this occasion, not a 

word passed her lips. What I wondered, „did they make of its 

disappearance?‟ 
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One thing certainly was clear. It was time to be moving on. Sometime after 

the incident of the disappearing book- this was 1971 I heard from some 

friends that there was a job going with big Bulawayo bottling firm called 

Monis Wineries. I presented myself at the factory and the personnel 

manager agreed to take me on. This done, I was now ready to leave the 

Adamson‟s. Indeed, it reveals a good deal about my relationship with them 

that I never felt to it necessary to say good bye or formally give notice of my 

intention to quit instead, I simply crept out of my room one Friday evening 

(having received my monthly wage some four days previously) and taking 

my possessions, left in much the same way as l had left the earlier Adamson 

job almost two years before. 

I went to Pumula township in Bulawayo where one of my uncles Fanethola 

Guduza, was living. I persuaded him to let me rent one of the rooms of his 

house. Fanethola had joined the police force after leaving school in 1948 

and by the mid- 1950s he had become involved in nationalist politics. He 

was repeatedly detained from 1964 right through until 1979.  He warned me 

he was very busy but no objection to my staying provided I could fend for 

my self. 

I was really pleased to get a job with the Wineries. Not only was the money 

better- I was to start at $10.00 a week as opposed to my old job of $11.00 a 

month- but I felt that it would give me an opportunity to acquire some new 

skills. Certainly, feeding empty bottles into a large automatic washing 

machine was a novel experience! Overall I viewed my new job as a decisive 

step forward in my life. It meant among other things that I would now be in 

a position to pay for a correspondence course, so virtually one of the first 

things I did on taking my new job was to sign up with the Central African 

Correspondence College in Harare. 

I was having a busy time. I was doing my Junior Certificate in English, 

Book-keeping, History, Geography and Maths and this was hard work in 

itself. In addition however I had decided to enroll at the Species College in 

Bulawayo where I could learn typing, Office Practice, and Book-keeping. 

Every morning I would be up at four- I got an alarm clock to make sure I 

woke up- and worked solidly on my correspondence course. By seven I had 

to be t the factory where I would knock off at five in the afternoon, a d 

make my way to the college. By the time I got myself home it was already 

ten o‟clock, and there were only six hours to go before I had to be up again 

and studying! An exhausting but enjoyable routine and I soon became used 

to it. I was determined to improve myself. No matter how busy I was with 

other commitments, I tried never to miss any of the evening classes. I even 

make sure that I sat my exams before leaving the country to join the 

liberation struggling I was awarded all my certificates. Indeed, about, five 

years later l dropped into the Bulawayo College to collect them. „Why 

didn‟t you fetch your certificates before now?‟ one of the secretaries asked 

peevishly as she fumbled the records. „Oh,‟ I replied „I wanted to wait until 

the war was over and Zimbabwe was free. Otherwise I certainly would have 

lost tem.‟  One day I was waiting for a bus in the township when I heard a 
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conversation which interested me. „Ever since we got the union in,‟ a man 

was saying, „the boss has had to watch him!‟ He rubbed his hands together 

appreciatively. „He also pays a bit more!‟ Trade unions sounded like a good 

idea.  I asked around and discovered that the relevant union n for our kind 

of job was the Food and Allied Workers Union.  I popped into their offices 

in Railway Avenue after work one afternoon and they agreed to come 

around to Monis and talk to the workers. 

It was delicate business. The union officials warned us that we would have 

to keep our membership secret until we had persuaded a reasonable 

number of the workers in the plant to join. Otherwise there was a real 

danger that the management would simply sack us on the spot. After we 

had got about 15 of the firm‟s 40 workers to become members, I was given 

the job of approaching the personnel manager with the news. 

At first he simply burst out laughing. He was a white man of Italian origin 

and I was on reasonably good terms with him. „What do you want a union 

for, hmm?‟ He raised his eye brows. „Every body here is quite happy with 

things as they are.‟ But I persisted. I told him that we had been dues paying 

members for over six months and he ought to recognize our existence. He 

agreed to take our case to the higher management. A couple of days later he 

called me in. „This union of yours,‟ he said, „you say that It‟s the Food and 

Allied Workers Union. It‟s no good at all.‟ His boss had found out that in 

fact the union was not registered under the government„s restrictive 

Industrial Relations Act and the company was therefore prepared to 

recognize it. It was bad news and I was just wondering  how we were going 

to respond when to my surprise, the personnel manager leaned over  to me  

and said in a conspiratorial whisper: All this legal  stuff is  a lot of nonsense. 

You come and see me about union matters and I will see what I can do.‟ 

Whether the man had had some sympathy for unions in his native Italy and 

had perhaps even been a union member himself, I don‟t know. But despite 

the problem over registration, our branch of the union was, in an informal 

kind of way, given recognition from the personnel manager, if not from the 

other bosses. As a result, we were able to bargain for more money from 

time to time. 

We used to hold meetings during our lunch break, and although I was 

conscious of the fact that I was the youngest and the smallest person 

around, my fellow-workers approached me and insisted that I become the 

shop steward. I was even more astonished when I was asked to stand for the 

national committee of the union. “The big names want you to look after our 

interests,‟ I was told. „But why is this?‟ I protested. „I am only a small man 

here. I am young and all of you are old.‟ Eventually I agreed to represent 

them. It was through my work as a trade unionist that I really began to 

understand what politics was all about. In 1971 my uncle Makhathini 

Guduza was released from prison and had become ZAPU‟s Deputy 

National Secretary for Youth Affairs. I often went to his house which, like 

my Uncle Fanethola was in Pumula township. I was now a very different 
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kind of person to than rather withdrawn youngster ha had last seen in 

Tsholotsho in the mid –sixties. 

In the 1972 the British Government sent Lord Pearce to Rhodesia to sound 

out African opinion about the settlement which Sir Alec Douglas home, 

then the British Foreign Secretary, had negotiated with Ian Smith. Africans 

everywhere were fiercely opposed to any agreement which fell short of 

majority rule and Lord Pearce‟s visit gave them the opportunity to say so I 

was soon caught up in the movement to prevent a Smith- Home sell out. 

Nationally the trade union movement was split over the question of how to 

respond to the Pearce Commission, but my union, the Food and Allied 

Workers Union, was solidly opposed to any such deal. Increasingly our 

trade union meetings became concerned with [political rather than 

economic questions, and often the key item on the agenda for the discussion 

was a forthcoming demonstration or rally in the townships. 

One of the early meetings I helped to organize in Mzilikazi Township, 

involved, if I remember rightly, Edison Sithole, Josiah Chinamano and 

Willie Musarurwa. Not all the members of the union were keen on high 

political profile our union branch adopted, and news leaked back to the 

personnel manager that our meetings were about more than factory 

matters. Again his background must have weighed in our favour, for 

despite a sarcastic comment from time to time- „Hey‟Nyathi, when are you 

going to have the revolution?‟-he basically turned a blind eye to our 

activities. This was the first time I had been involved in political 

campaigning. I joined the Youth League of the African National Council- 

the movement which had come together under the nominal leadership of 

Bishop Abel Muzorewa to mobilize opposition to the Smith proposals. In 

fact in our area the ANC was simply a clock for the banned ZAPU. 

Perhaps the liveliest meeting I can recall at that time was the one in which I 

was elected chair of the local branch of the ANC‟s Youth League in 

Matshobana township. Argument raged as to how we should best organize 

ourselves, and there was some doubt expressed as to whether I was really 

experienced enough for the job. „Let‟s give Nyathi a go,‟ said one comrade. 

„He is already working hard through his union…….let‟s see what he can do. 

Soon I was the chairperson for the whole district, organizing meetings, 

putting out leaflets, and supporting demonstrations. Not surprisingly we 

came into conflict with authorities. As chair at both local and district levels, 

I was an obvious target and was frequently picked up by the police warned 

about activities and then released. Then the inevitable happened. I was still 

staying with my uncle Fanethola- this was around 1974- when there was 

loud knock on the door. „Andrew Nyathi,‟ snapped a police officer, patting 

his revolver, „will you come with us please! I was charged with subversion 

under the notorious Law and Order Maintenance Act. 

I was brought to trial and sent to Khami prison.  I found prison very 

depressing. It was bad enough to be locked   up but what made it worse was 

the way people were continuously humiliated inside- particularly the old 

and the disabled who were mimicked and mocked by the prison warders. 
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Some of these warders were especially brutal. I remembered one character 

by the name Tongai who would beat the prisoners for no reason at all. 

When ever you crossed his path, you had to steel yourself for the inevitable 

shower of blows which followed. We became so used to this behaviour that 

we regarded to it as part of our daily routine. We would only really 

complain to the prison officials if we thought that he was beating us rather 

longer than we had anticipated! 

The other warders were less hostile. I think that they respected the fact that 

we were not thugs, but were in prison because of our political activities. „We 

don‟t want ZAPU here‟, they would say to us „go to the bush if you want o 

make the trouble.‟ They were also aware that we organized ourselves into 

groups to talk about politics. I became a secretary to one of these groups 

and it was here that I got to know comrade Lunga who later joined the 

flourishing All Are One Co-operative supermarket in Entumbane 

Township in Bulawayo. Occasionally the black warders thought that we 

were becoming too „subversive‟ and they would then break up our 

discussions, beating us with their sticks. But   in general they left us alone 

and we were never reported to the white authorities. 

The nine moths inside Khami passed quite quickly, and on my release in 

1975 I returned to my old employers at Moni Wineries. This time the 

personnel manager was in no mood for „informal deals‟. Whether he had 

got into trouble for tolerating union and political activities don‟t know, but 

his face dropped as l walked through the door. I explained that my absence 

from work had been brought about by circumstances beyond my control. 

The response was hostile. „Don‟t you try and be clever with me, hey,‟ he 

said grumpily. „We know all about your subversive activities, Mr. Nyathi, 

and we don‟t want you back!‟ then came a veritable hoping list of my 

„crimes‟. You caused us nothing but trouble,‟ he complained. Before you 

came we had no trade unions here. So you formed a trade union. Then your 

union doesn‟t attend to its proper business but gets involved in politics‟-he 

spat the word out as though of it was a strand of stray tobacco. „You decide 

to become an agitator and you get yourself arrested for subversion. So you 

what good is this to us? Just hamba, man, we are not having you back!‟ I 

was more or less physically pushed off the firm‟s premises. I now had no 

job as a marked man; I had no real prospect of getting one. What was I to 

do? For as long as l had been politically conscious, I had supported ZAPU-

indeed most of the activists in the ANC in our region would have shared my 

loyalties. But that didn‟t mean that I was uncritical of what I took to be 

ZAPU‟s strategy and tactics. ZAPU like ZANU had been for over half a 

decade but didn‟t prevent me from talking to people whom we still 

recognized as the party‟s office-holders. 

I remember on one occasion (before I went to prison) complaining to the 

late Ndziramasanga, then ZAPU‟s DEPUTY Publicity Officer, that the 

organization was not militant enough. You are not really serious about 

liberating the country,‟ I told him. „If we are going to get rid of Smith, then 

we really need some strong action! He listened to my outburst and then 
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laughed. „So, young man, you want action. Haven‟t you heard about army 

and the training we are giving to young people like yourself? Some of the 

comrades are already fighting.‟ My face brightened. That was the kind of 

the thing I wanted to hear. I discussed the matter with other political 

leaders and they were prepared to help me go to East Germany for 

Training. 

It was all very tempting, but as long as I had the job at Monis and was busy 

with ANC activities, the time didn‟t seem right to go. However, now things 

were different, I continued to be active in the ANC, but as so- called „hard –

liner‟ I had begun to help people leave the country. If I was picked up by 

the police this tie, it would no be just a question of a few months at Khami. 

The authorities could and indeed did hang people for „aiding and abetting 

terrorists‟. The risks were high. 

I was working closely with two men who had become good friends of mine 

in Youth League. One was George Chifamba from Chiredzi, and the other 

was Ishmail Kabira from Murewa, an area just north-east of Harare. 

Kabira had been politically active since 1962 when he was Organizing 

Secretary of what was then known as „Salisbury district of ZAPU. Officially 

the tree of us met to discus ANC matters- but unofficially our business was 

rather more dramatic. For three months, we arranged for our most 

committed comrades to leave the country. 

It was a dangerous game. At the time I felt sure that we would have been 

able to weed out informers in our ranks, and yet my uncle Makhathini 

Guduza later told me that the house in which I had been staying was raided 

and demolished by the army soon after l left. One of the people living with 

us at the time was a man called Musumba. When this Musumba fled to 

Zambia, ZIPRA‟s intelligence department investigated his background and 

arrested him as an agent of the regime. 

So even if we were unaware of the precise dangers facing us, we all knew 

that it would be a matter of time before we were caught. I was therefore too 

surprised when a friend of mine brushed past me in the street one day and 

said over his shoulder:‟ I think there is a problem. You must get out!‟ as it 

happened l was meeting Ishmail and George to the next day. We discussed 

the situation and we all agreed: if we were to continue the struggle to 

liberate Zimbabwe, we would have to leave the country and join the fight 

from abroad. Two days later my poor mother was startled to receive a letter 

from me, postmarked Bulawayo, which simply read:‟ Ngihambile‟ or I have 

vanished. 
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Into Exile 
    

 

In September 1976 I left Zimbabwe.  George Chifamba, Ishmail Kabaira 

and I caught a bus to Plum tree and ten walked across the Botswana 

Boarder into Francis town. For some three months we lived as refugees, 

receiving first -rate political training through a daily diet of argument and 

discussion. We were then flown to   Zambia where we went straight to a 

ZIPRA CAMP IN Lusaka. 

This was a route which so many refugees from our part of the world 

followed. Speak to those co-operators who are ex-fighters at Simukai today 

and most of them will tell you that thy left the country in this way. 

Take the case of Otress Moyo who currently runs the shop at Simukai, and 

who was deputy secretary of the co-op in the early days. educated at 

Manomano school at Nkayi, about 120 kilometers due north of Bulawayo, 

Otress was ten when her father  received a seven year  prison sentence for 

destroying  dip tanks during the wide spread resistance to the Land 

Husbandry Act in the 1950s.She had to leave school at standard Sven when 

her parents could not afford to continue paying school fees  and she became 

active in the ANC‟s Youth League. 

The night on Friday April 19 1977 stands out sharply in the memory of 

Otress Moyo. She had been involved in helping comrades leave the country 

and came to conclusion that it was time to go. She took the night bus to 

Bulawayo and the train to Plumtree. She dropped in to see an astonished 

grandfather who tried to talk her out of leaving the country, and then 

entered Botswana unaware of the fact it was illegal to simply walk across 

the border without travel documents. The immigration officials drove her 

to Tshesebe where she was handed over the police. It took several days‟ 

days before ZAPU organizers managed to get her to the refugee camp at 

Francistown where she camped for a week before flying to Lusaka. 

My partner Talent had an even more dramatic experience. Born in the 

Masvingo area   Talent attended Manama secondary school in Gwanda at 

her uncle‟s Lutheran mission. It was here in February 1977 that 500 

students at the school were allegedly „rounded up‟ by ZIPRA guerrillas and 

forcibly taken to Botswana.  An almighty row erupted, and the Smith 

regime insisted that the pupils had been „abducted by terrorist‟. 

Negotiations followed between the Rhodesians, the UN and ZAPU and 

eventually it was agreed that those who wanted to return to Zimbabwe 

could do so. So „ruthless‟ had the „terrorists‟ been in their plot to kidnap 

„innocent schoolchildren,‟ that only 51 of the 500 chose to go home. The 
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rest, including the seventeen-year-old Talent insisted on staying with their 

„captors‟ and proceeded to Zambia to join the struggle. 

I know I felt a great sense of elation and relief as I stepped onto Zambian 

soil Kennias Maplanka and Tymon Moyo, both long-standing members of 

Simukai‟s irrigation team. They came to Zambia at a time when relation 

between the different wigs of the liberation movement were a far from clear 

and this made things extremely difficult for new arrivals. 

After the collapse   of Portuguese rule in Africa, the Smith regime was being 

was being pushed to some kind of deal with the Zimbabwean parties by 

South African Prime Minister, Vortser. Smith proved to be totally 

intransigent and had wrecked the attempt to hammer out settlement at the 

Victoria Falls conference in late 1075. To facilitate these negotiations, the 

Front line States put strong pressure on ZANU and ZAPU to work 

together. An agreement to unite the various strands of our movement had 

been signed in Lusaka in 1974, but it never got off ground. 

David Ndlovu, Kenias Maplanka and Tymon Moyo found themselves 

caught up in this complicated web of events. Initially unity with Zanu 

seemed to be proceeding smoothly. On reaching Zambia, Kenias, David and 

Tymon spent around three months in the Nampundu Transit Camp. Here 

they were joined by ZANLA forces that then proceeded to Mozambique. 

Tymon, Kenias and their comrades moved onto Membesh Camp, but after 

only three weeks of training, they were told that they had to go up to 

Mgagao Camp in Tanzania. Here they were to be amalgamated with 

ZANLA soldiers into a single military structure. The idea was popular 

among the comrades, but we were unsure about how it would work out. 

It was at Mgagao that things went disastrously wrong. The camp had been 

a ZANLA camp and it was not clear whether the ZANLA guerrillas 

supported the Lusaka agreement. As the ZIPRA contingent entered the 

camp, they were greeted with suspicion and the camp commanders 

searched their bags. Much of their property-including blankets, shoes and 

clothes- were confiscated and apparently shared among the ZANLA forces 

in the camp, which seemed to be without such basic requirements. 

Inevitably fighting broke out. There were around 800 ZIPRA and about 

1,000 ZANLA fighters at Mgagao at the time. The ZIPRA cadres were not 

armed and had no yet completed their training. Thirty- seven of them were 

shot dead in fray, including one of my cousins, Gudanga Ngwenya. David, 

Tymon and Kenias witnessed this tragic spectacle of Zimbabwean freedom 

fighters turning their guns on one another.  Naturally the ZIPRA fighters 

insisted on moving out, and after protesting to the Liberation Committee 

and the ZIPRA Command, they were taken to a training camp in Morogo - 

a camp which had seen an even bloodier confrontation when 100 ZIPRA 

fighters died. The integration program was abandoned, but it took months 

of argument between the ZIPRA High Command, the OAU‟s Liberation 

Committee and the Tanzanians before our three „Simukai fighters‟ , David, 

Kenias and Tymon, were  able to leave the country in order to return to 

Zimbabwe to fight. 
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The „official‟ histories of the war and the journalistic accounts hardly 

mention these tragedies, and if they do it is from a very partisan and point 

of view. The full history of our struggle from the point of view of the 

guerrillas themselves and the ordinary people who supported them has still 

to be written. 

Things were much easier when I reached Zambia in 1977. With Ishmail 

Kabira I spent my first two months at Mine Camp at Nampundu where I 

was placed in „C‟ company for recruits. This camp contained a fair number 

of refugees but its basic task was to train guerrillas- ideologically as well as 

militarily. Many of the comrades had been abroad for some years and were 

youngsters, ZAPU was concerned that these young people should complete 

the schooling which had been interrupted but their decision to leave the 

country. John Tshabangu, for example, another Simukai veteran, was only 

sixteen when he left Bulawayo to go to Botswana and then to Zambia. He 

was sent to teach forms two and three at a party school at Mahea. I fond the 

discussions I had with comrades in this camp immensely stimulating. I 

began to acquire the reputation of being a good debater. When an 

argument developed, I noticed that word would get around and people from 

all over the camp would come along to listen and participate. When I was 

transferred with Ishmail Kabaira for further training to a camp called 

CGT 1 at Kaunga, I was made a commissar or political instructor in my 

company. This meant that I was now formally responsible for briefing 

guerrillas about the Zimbabwean and International political situations. I 

had never actually taught anyone before, but by now I had become so used 

to political discussions that I took the job in my stride. I found instructing 

others both enjoyable and rewarding, and of course I learned a lot myself in 

the process. 

 

                                     ------------------------------------------------------ 

I particularly remember the discussions we used to have about our 

programme for a future Zimbabwe. What was our ideological outlook? 

What kind of policies would we adopt? How would our future society 

govern its affairs? 

Invariably during a discussion of this kind someone would raise the issue of 

communism.  This was a question which fascinated everybody. We had 

been taught by the regime(and some of our own more conservative people 

at home went along with this) that  communism was the work of the devil- 

that the system was a monster which ruthlessly devoured people and 

destroyed their property. The „victims‟ of this „communism‟ then became 

slaves who worked for an all powerful state. 

Few of us at the camp were convinced by this absurd fairy tale. After all, if 

communism was such a bad thing, why were the regime always calling our 

nationalist movements „communist inspired‟ and our armed struggle 

„communist terrorism‟? Communism, we were told, is the enemy of 

civilization and freedom. But by civilisation the whites simply meant the 

protection of their privileges, and they regarded freedom as little more than 
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the right to live a life of luxury at our expense. If communism really was, as 

the whites seemed to suggest, a movement that would really eliminate 

privilege and exploitation, then we were interested! 

It had become clear to me that enemies in ZIMBABWE were not just the 

settlers. Our struggle, as „I saw it, was also against imperialist system- the 

bankers and industrialists who exploited people in the so called third world. 

This is why we believed for example that the British government had done 

nothing to crush Smith‟s illegal rebellion. It was only really concerned 

about the well- being of its kith and kin, even when these settlers were 

rebels and murders.  As one of the comrades put it to me at the time: We 

can hardly expect the evil wizard who has bewitched us to then provide the 

„muti‟ or medicine four our cure „I agreed. „The British won‟t help us,‟ I 

said. „Instead we should strengthen our lines with the socialist world.‟ 

One day towards the end of 1977 I was called in to see the camp 

commander, and he told me that l was to be sent abroad for further 

training. Where will I be going?‟ I asked. He simply shrugged his shoulders. 

„You‟ll find out.‟ You can imagine how excited I was to discover that I was 

going to be sent to German Democratic Republic. The colonial authorities 

had gone to great lengths to make sure that we learned nothing at school 

about socialist countries.‟ Now I had the opportunity to see for my self. 

Before we left for the GDR, I remember standing in queue at the Freedom 

Camp waiting to be vaccinated. As I looked up I saw one of the young 

women who were coming with us. We were party 22: 14 men   and 8 

women. What particularly struck me about her was the way she dressed. 

She was wearing a trouser s and a rather fashionable shirt that exposed her 

stomach for all to see. I clicked my tongue in irritation. „ We are supposed 

to be ZIPRA combatants going to a socialist country for training,‟ I  

thought to myself, „ and this comrade dresses like this!,‟ Not the sort of 

person I want to associate with when we reach the school.‟ 

We travelled to Berlin via Algeria and Bulgaria. We spent a few weeks at a 

youth school just outside the city and then travelled to Dresden to attend a 

nine- month course for members of liberation movements at a high school 

run by the GDR‟s Socialist Unity Party. 

To my surprise, I discovered that    the person who showed most interest in 

our classroom discussions- and who was always challenging me in 

arguments –was the young woman who had impressed me so unfavourably 

in the vacation queue. Her name I now learned was Talent, and I had to 

admit the name suited her.  I began to look forward to our arguments, but 

as I was getting to know Talent, something happened which was to seriously 

disrupt my studies. We were having a routine medical check up when one of 

the doctors called me aside in a rather worried voice: „Comrade. We are 

concerned about the state of your lungs. There is something about your 

chest which isn‟t right.‟ „But I felt fine,‟ I retorted.  „I haven‟t had any 

trouble with my lungs before.‟ „Well, he said frowning, „we are not happy 

with the X-rays and we would like to take you into hospital and see if we 

can get to the bottom of the problem.‟ To my dismay, I was taken to a 
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hospital some miles from Dresden at Goswich and kept there under 

observation. After a day or two I became restless, „Now look here, „I said to 

one of the doctors, I feel OK. In fact.‟ I added, although he didn‟t 

appreciate the joke, „l am sure I am stronger than you are.‟ „No,‟ he 

insisted, „you must stay where you are until we have found out why your 

lungs seem abnormal.‟ 

My comrades at the school naturally felt sorry for me and the person who 

visited me most frequently, bringing me books, notes and sweets, and still 

arguing about the issue raised in the course ….was Talent. A strong feeling 

grew inside me then that here was someone who would be an excellent 

partner with whom to share my life. 

I saw a lot of Talent that year, even though the doctors kept me in hospital 

for almost three months. After a while I was allowed to return to the school 

at Dresden for week-ends, but I had to be back in hospital during the week. 

Eventually I got fed up.‟ What ever the doctors say my lungs seem to think 

that they are in good working order,‟ I grumbled to my self, „ and until thy 

tell me otherwise, I‟m not staying here any longer.‟ So one week-end I 

discreetly gathered up all my possessions and never returned. Nothing was 

ever said to me about my departure. I can only suppose that the hospital 

authorities at Goswich are still waiting for one of their patients from the 

party high school in Dresden to be formally discharged… 

                                                 ----------------------------- 

Despite the unwelcome (and I think necessary) stay in hospital, I must say 

that I did like the GDR. For someone like myself brought up   in the rural 

areas, life in a developed socialist country was an eye- opener. I was 

particularly fascinated to see how a society could benefit from having a 

strong and dynamic state sector, something which seemed essential to the 

whole planning process. We were not subject to any restrictions- at least 

none that I was aware of-„and were free to look around ourselves. 

I learned enough German to speak to local people. They often invited 

students from the school into their houses, and while consuming a good deal 

of food and drink, we would talk about our common struggles, and teach 

each other political songs.  I even composed a few songs in German myself. 

The one that we would sing with particular gusto contained the lines:‟ Die 

Solidaritat ist die Grundlage fur die Sicherung und Existenz‟ (solidarity is 

the basis for security and survival), after which there followed the rousing 

lines (as we all raised our fists in the air) - Kampft gemeinsam fur den 

Frieden! (Struggle together for peace) 

Every one was very friendly. It was common, for example to hear comrades 

say they had found themselves a „GDR father‟ or a GDR mother‟ and that 

they would be spending the week-end away with their newly adopted 

„parents‟. In fact, one comrade got so carried away with his „family 

responsibities‟ that he disappeared for the whole fortnight and the police 

had to be informed. He was found staying with his new- found „mother and 

father‟, expressing innocent surprise that the rest of us should have become 

so concerned. 
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The school itself was also very enjoyable. In addition to the 30 or so 

Zimbabweans attending, there were, for, example, Palestinians, South 

Africans and comrades fro Guinea Bissau. We were taught separately, but 

the instructors were East Germans and all of these classes I attended, I 

found the lessons on political economy the most absorbing. I think that I 

must have impressed my teachers because one day I received a message 

saying that the principal of the school wanted to see me. Somewhat 

nervously I knocked on his door at the appointed time, and found to my 

surprise that he was flanked at his desk three of my instructors. 

„Comrade,‟ he said to me, putting his spectacles down on the table, „we have 

decided that you should not return to Africa with your comrades, but stay 

in our country for a while.‟ I gasped in astonishment. „You are a most 

promising student and we have fixed a place up for you at the Karl Marx 

University in Berlin.Ganz gut, ja?‟ Then my teachers began to chip in.‟ you 

showed a particular interest in political economy, comrade,‟ said one.‟ 

There is a course in Berlin which is, how do you say, just your cup of tea,‟ 

said another. 

I am sure that the offer was well-intended, but I was not pleased. In a voice 

which must have been scarcely audible, I said that the offer had come as a 

complete surprise and that I need time to think about it. They all shook 

their heads in disappointment at my obvious lack of enthusiasm but agreed 

that I could give them an answer within three days It was a painful time.  It 

is true that I had enjoyed my stay in Dresden and had learned a good deal. 

Certainly I would have benefited enormously from a chance to study 

economics at the University in Berlin. But there was one overwhelming 

factor which I had to weigh in the balance. 

While I was abroad, my fellow Zimbabweans were sacrificing everything, 

including their lives, in the struggle at home. I simply couldn‟t leave the 

struggle to others: I had to make my own contribution. Every time we 

received news about the war, I felt frustrated and guilty that I was not 

personally doing mote to help. I had made up my mind. It was time to 

return. The principal was very upset when I told him. „But comrade,‟ he 

kept saying, you must stay, you really must.‟ L explained my position. I 

want to return with the others,‟ I insisted. After his protest had subsided, I 

came straight to the point. „When do we leave?‟ 

There was silence. Then the principal cleared his throat. Your comrade‟s 

leave in three weeks‟ time,‟ he said, but you can‟t go with them.‟ No return 

ticket had been obtained for me since the principal had simply assumed 

that I would be staying to take up a scholarship in Berlin. 

Now it was my turn to be upset. How ever well-intended the offer of a place 

in Berlin I was angry that my wishes had not been taken into account. It 

would not do! I decided to withdraw all co-operation with the GDR 

Comrades in order to bring home to them just how strongly I felt. I did not 

refuse to talk to them, nor would I take further classes in the school in the 

normal way.  Even when one of the teachers politely greeted me in the 

corridor, I would glare back in total silence. 
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Not surprisingly, the matter was brought to the attention of Comrade 

Ndindah. Albert Ndindah, whom everyone calls „ Sekuru‟ a term of respect 

reserved for an elder, meaning literally „uncle‟), is  today widely respected 

chairperson of the Memorial Co-operative Society. In 1978 he was the 

official ZAPU representative in the GDR where he had been living for 

almost twenty years. Albert Ndindah and I later came  to know each  other 

very well when we worked together on the first executive of OCCZIM (the 

Organization of Collective Co-operatives in Zimbabwe),but at that stage I 

was simply one of the many students who caused his problems from time to 

time. 

He travelled from Berlin to Dresden to try and resolve my differences with 

the principal at the school. „There is no way I am prepared to stay here 

while my comrades are going back.‟ I told him. He tried to get me change 

my mind, pointing out how embarrassing the whole episode was and how I 

was foolishly passing up a chance of a life time. But I dug my heels in. After 

hours of fierce argument, he reluctantly agreed to intercede with the school 

and ask for my release. Strings were pulled and a return ticket was secured 

for me. 

l was  so happy! It wasn‟t that I wanted to leave the GDR. It was simply 

that I wanted to return home.        
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4 
 

                                      To the Front 
 

 

On landing in Zambia, I was taken to the JZ camp, named after JZ Moyo, 

the first ZIPRA Commander-in-Chief who was killed by a parcel bomb in 

1977. This was the same camp in which Zenzo Nkolomi first stayed when he 

left his home in the Midlands to join the struggle. Zenzo, who is today in 

charge of Simukai‟s thriving piggery, was only sixteen when he came to JZ 

before going onto CGT 1 Camp for his training. 

I had returned from the GDR in the belief that I could now join my 

comrades in battle. Unfortunately, my problems were not yet over. I was 

told that I was to work as a political instructor in Zambia. I was not to go 

and fight at the front. Well, I had not fought tooth and nail to leave the 

GDR Just to stay at the rear in Lusaka! I had my training. Now it was time 

to put this training to good use. 

I immediately protested. „I have returned to fight. That is why I left 

Zimbabwe in the first place and that is why I received my training.‟ But the 

comrades stood firm. „No,‟ they said „you are to stay in Zambia and help 

with the training in the camps. That is an order, and as a soldier you surely 

understand the need to obey military orders.‟ So what was I to do? 

Not the least of my problems was the fact that I  had been appointed  a 

deputy camp commander which meant that I was basically responsible for 

running the camp to which I had been assigned as political commissar, and 

the Zambians in the neighbourhood. If I decided o leave my assignment and 

go to the front, my presence would soon be missed. Reluctantly therefore I 

stayed, continuing to work as a political instructor, and helping with the 

many difficulties which daily confronted us. 

                             

                 ------------------------------------------------- 

 

  The worst problem we had to face was the bombing raids from the 

Rhodesians. These caused the most terrible devastation and disruption. 

Otress Moyo recalls these bombings with the particular bitterness. She had 

spent three months as a refugee in Zambia between April and October 1977 

before moving to a military camp where she underwent a six month 

training course in the use of AK47s and LMGs (Light Machine Guns). In 

this she was not unusual. Many of the women ex-fighters at Simukai will tell 

you in great detail about the weapons they were trained to use. Mavis Ntini, 

currently working with Simukai‟s kitchen team, was only fourteen when 

she left Zimbabwe in 1976, and she can still remember how to launch an 

RFPK bazooka. 
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Otress had already gone through her passing-out parade as a battle-ready 

guerilla. She had been temporarily transferred to Mkushi which was 

primarily a civilian camp for refugees when Rhodesian paratroopers 

surrounded the area and thirteen of the regime‟s helicopters dropped their 

deadly cargo. The camp‟s kitchen was situated near a river and as the 

bombs exploded in their midst, many people were drowned while trying to 

escape. Otress was one of the lucky ones who managed to get away, but her 

sister Sibongile Moyo was not so fortunate. She was one of many young 

refugees who were killed. 

Barbra Phiri now works in Simukai‟s cropping department and helped to 

set up our women‟s club. She also has reason to remember the bombing at 

Mkushi that day.  She injured by flying fragments and scorched by the heat 

of the blast. Tsibo Dengu, the wife of Kennias Maplanka was another of 

those killed in the raid. So many of our brave Zimbabweans, men as well as 

women, civilian refugees along with the trained freedom fighters perished 

in these aerial raids as the victims of a regime which was trying to convince 

the world that it was fighting terrorism. 

Atrocities like these occurred frequently and they meant that there was 

always plenty to keep me busy in Zambia. Nevertheless I was determined to 

go home and fight. One advantage of my position as a political commissar 

was that I had to travel to other camps co-coordinating our training 

programme and it was during one of these trips that I met up with an old 

friend of mine Emanuel Siziba Neshamba.  Siziba was then a senior figure 

within ZIPRA‟s Military High Command. We had worked together at 

different times in the camps in Zambia before had left for the GDR, and I 

felt that I could speak to him frankly about my problem. I stressed just how 

desperate I was to take my place as a freedom fighter at the front. 

He nodded sympathetically as he listened to my tale of woe, and then after a 

long pause, he said:‟ OK, this is what we‟ll do. There‟s an active unit 

situated in the Zambezi valley about 70 kilometers from here. I have to visit 

them soon to see how they are getting on‟. He lowered his voice.‟ You come 

with me. Officially we will simply say that I want you to help me with a 

problem there. Your camp commander won‟t know the real reason for our 

trip.‟ 

Emanuel Siziba‟s idea was this: after dropping me in the Zambezi valley 

where the unit was based, he would return to the High Commander where 

doubtless he would be told that a certain deputy commander by the name of 

„Tommy Dube‟- like most freedom fighters I had adopted a war name in 

order to conceal my real identity-. Had been assigned to some other duties 

and needed to be replaced. Siziba would then inform his superiors that it 

had come to his notice that l had left to join up with a guerilla unit under 

the mistaken impression that my services were no longer required at the 

camp. If the military authorities were prepared to accept this explanation, 

Siziba would then return to the unit and give me a go ahead.  lt was an 

ingenious plan and it worked. After months of frustrations and delay, I was 

at last ready for the front. 
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It was a warm, cloudless night towards the end of 1978. It must have been 

midnight by the time I paddled across the Zambezi in a small boat at a 

point called Risitu or BL2. Our unit was to fight in an operational area 

which extended from Binga on the Zambezi river right through to the 

Mount Darwin in the north- east. It included Harare; however, is a very 

long trek. The prospect of walking almost three hundred kilometers 

through the bush and away from the main roads was extremely daunting. I 

was not as strong as some of my comrades and yet I was confident that I 

would manage. My commitment to the freedom struggle kept me going as 

we trekked from the Zambezi on our long journey south-eastward. We 

moved only at night and regularly encountered rhino and other wild 

animals. When our rations run out, we had to find food ourselves. The 

commander of our unit was Richard Mataure and his deputy was James 

Savanhu. I was deputy political commissar, and the political commissar was 

my very good friend, Ishmail Kabaira. Ishmail and I had been together in 

the camps but when I went to the GDR, Ishmail was sent to the Soviet 

Union. both military and ideologically, Ishmail was and still is a real fighter 

tough and determined- and he was one of the most respected comrades 

within our 80-strong unit. One day we were moving through the bush, 

about 30 kilometers outside Chinhoyi, when the regime‟s helicopter spotted 

us. 

They offloaded all the bombs they could and then sent their troops into 

battle. It was a bitter confrontation and continued for the whole day. We 

were unable to get any food or water and we took a real mauling. Two 

comrades in our unit were killed and Ishmail was badly injured. 

Like all ZIPRA units we had medically trained people in our ranks, and as 

these comrades rolled up lshmail‟s blood soaked trouser legs to examine his 

wounds, they shook their heads. He was too weak to continue with the unit. 

We would have to find somewhere for him to stay in the immediate area. 

With one or two others, I persuaded an old man we knew in the area to lend 

us his bicycle. With great difficulty, we managed to transport the injured 

Cabaret a village called Kunene where we knew he would be able to rest 

and receive medical attention from the unit medical man Majoni. Majoni, 

or „Xamu‟ as we nicknamed him, was known as „Doctor‟ by the villagers 

who often came to him with their ailments. 

We were all very concerned about Ishmail. We would visit him as often as 

we could and our medical orderlies found that his leg wounds were not 

healing properly, they wanted to send him back to Lusaka, Ishmail refused. 

„I am better off where I am,‟ he insisted. Eventually he rejoined the unit 

and told us that he had been cured by n‟anga or traditional doctor who had 

taken some leaves from a forest, burned them in a smoky fire, and then 

wrapped them around Ishmail‟s wounds until they healed. 

We suffered serious loses, but we also gave as well as we got. I shall never 

forget the day on which we ambushed one of the prize fighting units of the 

racist regime- a group of seven Grey‟s Scouts. The Scouts were a division 

notorious for their racist thuggery and colonial arrogance, and they fought 
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on horseback as self –styled „Wild West‟ cowboys fighting Indian savages.‟ 

Well, on this day it was the turn of the „Red Indians‟ to rout the cowboys! 

We wiped them out to a man and took their uniforms and weapons. 

Unfortunately, all their horses were also killed in the fighting, but even if 

some of the horses had survived we would not have been able to make use of 

them. None of us had been trained to ride, and it was the kind of skill that 

was far top dangerous to try to learn in the middle of a guerilla war. 

                                              

                                                --------------------------- 

Tymon Moyo and Kenias Maplanka, two of our comrades on Simukai 

today, trained as medical orderlies in Zambia and spent three years in the 

field in the Hurungwe area. They not only encountered Grey Scouts: they 

fought mercenaries as well, both black and white. To us, black mercenaries 

had placed themselves firmly in the enemy camp. 

Terrible ironies emerged. On one occasion they came across papers on a 

dead soldier indicating that he was an Israeli- a man fighting for a racist 

colonial regime hose own parents or grand parents might well have 

perished in a Nazi concentration camp during the Second World War. On 

another occasion, Tymon and Kenias found mercenaries with ring holes in 

their noses, black men who, presumably desperate for some kind of 

employment, had tragically sacrificed their lives for white Rhodesia. 

So much blood was shed during our liberation war. Tymon can still 

remember in graphic detail the very first battle in which he fought. In April 

1977 his unit placed landmines on the road from Mana Pools to Harare one 

night, at a point not far from the Zambezi river, and then waited until the 

next day when Rhodesian land rover was hit by a bazooka. Tymon‟s unit 

then opened up with machine guns and all eighteen Rhodesian soldiers were 

killed. 

It was not long before the regime‟s spotter planes were out in force combing 

the area. Tymon and his comrades headed for the Zambezi. They reached 

the river at about four o‟clock the following afternoon and were just 

making their way across in a dingy, when Rhodesian troops alighted from 

helicopters and opened fire. Tymon was one of the five who managed to get 

safely into Zambia. Three of his comrades were stranded on the 

Zimbabwean side. Two were drowned as they tried to swim across, and the 

third was shot as he fell off make shift raft. The unit had paid a high price 

for their earlier price success. 

Chris Moyo is a cousin of mine who came to Tsholotsho when he was twelve 

now works in our irrigation team at Simukai. When Chris left the country 

to fight, he was sent to Angola for military training. He was one of the first 

batches of 200 ZIPRA fighters who received their training at a new camp 

called Mboma. There he was joined by Star Ncube who now runs the 

horticulture department at Simukai and Sydney Malinga who manages 

Simukai‟s livestock. 

Chris has a particularly distinguished war record. He was involved in so 

many memorable incidents that it would take a separate book to recall 
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them in the detail they deserve. On his very first mission in November1977, 

he was a member of a three- man assault team sent to destroy a Rhodesian 

camp at Kanyemba near the Zambian border. On this occasional group of 

Rhodesian Das (District Assistants as they were called) were killed, and all 

their weapons taken back to Zambia. 

When Chris was in Angola with Sydney and Star he was trained in 

advanced guerilla warfare. This involved assaulting and capturing enemy 

positions with sophisticarted weapons and not simply taking part in hit and 

run encounters. Chris is fond of recalling how he got into trouble with 

Nikita Mangena, the ZIPRA Chief-of-Staff in an incident which occurred, 

not long before Mangena died. 

Chris‟s unit had SAM7 anti-aircraft missiles at their disposal. ZIPRA was 

not prepared at that time to publicly admit that it had such advanced 

weaponry in its possession and the Zambian government feared that the use 

of such weapons would escalate conflict to uncontrollable levels. The regime 

however came to know of their existence, and before they could be used, 

number of SAM7s was destroyed in a bombing raid. Nikita Mangena called 

all units to see him. „Moyo,‟ Mangena said sharply,‟ whatever you do with 

these weapons, don‟t keep them in military camps on Zambian soil. Get 

them out of here!‟ They were in fact to be put to deadly use later in the war. 

Between April and May 1978 Chris was part of a group of nine fighters who 

travelled through the Raffingora area in the north of the country near the 

Mvurwi mountains. Their mission was to attack the Rhodesian 

soldier/farmers living and operating in the Tengwe farming area. Chris and 

his comrades located the house of one such soldier/farmer. As they entered 

through the back door, they were seen by the farmer‟s wife who screamed 

out warning to her husband. He reached for his pistol and was shot dead. 

The ZIPRA unit did not harm his wife but told her why they ere fighting.  

„Your husband‟, they said to the sobbing woman,‟ has been shot  not as a 

civilian but as a soldier- a soldier who was fighting to defend illegal racist 

regime.‟ They then took his pistol along with the other weapons they found 

in his house. 

The incident was reported on the BBC. THE Rhodesians arrived in 

strengthen following day to collect the body and to try and catch the 

guerrillas. By then Chris‟s unit had moved away, but it was an extremely 

dangerous business. A few days later one of the groups of fighters who 

worked closely with Chris approached a farm and finding no-one there, had 

gone to the local shop to get food. Here they were ambushed by Rhodesian 

troops. A member of the unit was killed and the commander of the unit, 

Ford Nzara, was badly injured. Ford was not only one of the early members 

of Simukai after war, but it was he who persuaded Chris Moyo to join the 

co-op as well. 

Chris or Spikili Nyembezi to give him his war name whish means literally 

„nails and tears‟, was asked to transport the injured Ford Nzara back to 

Zambia. A car was borrowed from the local villagers but hen the group 

reached the BL2 crossing point on the Zambezi, it was clear that Rhodesian 
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forces were in the area. Chris and two others went to inspect some fresh 

footprints as he did so, Rhodesian paratroopers hidden in the undergrowth 

fired on them. The injured commander was captured and takenoff by the 

helicopter. It was a serious loss, particularly as Ford was carrying reports 

about their recent mission and had even had in his possession the very piton 

which had been taken from the dead farmer. Ford was indeed lucky to 

survive the war. Chris and his comrades managed to escape. They went 

back into the Zimbabwean bush and spent a difficult six days hiding in the 

communal lands around Karoi, about 100kilomters away, shooting impala 

in order to stay alive. 

In July 1978, Chris‟s unit ambushed a convoy at Makuti near the Kariba 

dam, and killed no fewer than 75 enemy troops. The incident illustrates 

only too well how far generates a sickening spiral of violence. In retaliation 

Rhodesian jets bombed FC (Freedom Camp) just north of Lusaka, although 

this was a camp specifically for refugees. 

Shortly after the Makuti ambush, Chris received ZIPRA intelligence 

reports from Harare saying the General Peter Walls, the Rhodesian army 

commander, would be traveling to Kariba on board on a civilian Viscount 

air liner in order to address the pass out parade. Walls were seen on the 

plane as it landed at Hwange and again when it reached Kariba. It was here 

the ZIPRA intelligence faltered. 

After the parade, Walls changed planes. When the plane in which he had 

been traveling took off again, Chris and his comrades received orders to 

shoot it down. As it passed over the SAM emplacement on a nearby hill, 

Chris gave the command and the missile was fired. The plane was brought 

down and there were no survivors. The Viscount which Walls had in fact 

boarded proceeded to fly unhindered over the SAM missile site. 

Once again the Rhodesian reprisals were indiscriminate and jets bombed 

the refugee camp at Mkushi. This was the raid in which Otress Moyo‟s 

sister Sibongile and Kennias Maplanka‟s wife were killed. Such is the way 

in which the war experiences of Simukai‟s ex-fighters have intermeshed. 

If Chris Moyo‟s war history deserves a book in its own right, so too do the 

war exploits of so many Simukai‟s members. A report in the British 

newspaper The Guardian on June 27 1985 recalled the wartime experiences 

of Richard Nkolomi who like some other Simukai soldiers received his 

military training in the Ukraine in the USSR. Today Richman is widely 

respected for his building skills: in those days it was his expertise with 

mortars which was highly regarded. The report also spoke of the war 

record of Dumisani Dube, who is now authority on tobacco and the deputy 

chair of the co-operative. 

During the war it was my job to plan and co-ordinate the activities of all 

ZIPRA units in the area. Our long –term objectives was clear. It was to take 

Harare. As a political commissar within the unit I also had to convince local 

people to support us in every way they could. We needed intelligence about 

the enemy‟s movements, food and medical supplies. The political 

consciousness of the people in the area was very high, so we had no real 
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problems with informers or with local people who might be opposed to our 

presence. 

This part of my work meant that I spent a good deal of time in discussion. 

The only difference no was that I was no teaching comrades in the camps in 

Lusaka or arguing a case in the classrooms of the party school in the GDR. 

I was trying to further increase consciousness of people who found 

themselves in the middle of a combat zone. Patient discussion was vital for 

we could only expect help from the local inhabitants if we took the trouble 

to explain to them why we were at war and why we deserved their support. 

People did not have to be told that they were oppressed and exploited or 

why we were fighting. The response of the Rhodesian army to the first 

infiltration of guerrillas simply hardened the resolve of the people. 

Homesteads belonging to people suspected of assisting guerrillas were 

burned down, and food stores were destroyed. Schools and clinics were 

closed down. Even rural traders were affected, and it became difficult to 

buy essential goods in many areas. Forced conscription of young men into 

the army and later into the „madzakutsaku‟ or auxiliary forces of 

Muzorewa‟s government was bitterly resented. 

All people needed was the confidence that he could defeat the enemy, and 

that after we had achieved this that they would be able to regain what 

colonialism had taken away: control over their lives, and the freedom and 

means to build a better life for themselves whether  on the land, in 

commerce or in factories. 

I would say to the people:‟ it seems as if the only freedom that has not been 

taken away from you is the freedom to collaborate with the regime.‟ At this 

point one of the locals would interject:‟ and what happens if you do support 

the government? Where does that get you? Amidst much laughter and 

whistling, he and others would point out that the colonial government had 

nothing to offer, even to those gullible enough to collaborate with it. 

An old man once shuffled up to me after one of our meetings and took me 

by the arm. Pointing to the ground he said with great bitterness: „if hell 

exists, then that is the place where Smith and his racist hangmen should 

burn forever.‟ we learned a good deal from our discussions with the locals.  

We used our meetings not to simply denounce the crimes of the Smith 

regime, but to sort out people‟s everyday problems as best as we could. 

People will sometimes say to me today:‟ tell the comrade, during the war 

you ZIPRA guerrillas ere fighting hundreds of kilometers away from 

Matabeleland, and yet this is the area where ZAPU has most of its support. 

How is this possible?‟ I have to laugh every time this question is put to me. 

For at that time the people in Zimbabwe were not worried about who 

belonged to which political grouping. People supported the guerrillas that 

came to fight with them in their own particular and ongoing struggles 

against the colonial government. 

Ishmail Bvunzawabaya, a farmer in the Vuti farming area in Hurungwe 

remembers his first meeting with our unit:‟it was October1977 when I was 

at my parent‟s home helping with the harvest. We were filling cotton bales 
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when 21 guerrillas arrived on the farm. I hah heard of ZANLA guerrillas 

from my wife‟s family in Mount Darwin. When they came we were almost 

expecting them. We did not care that they were ZIPRA. All we wanted was 

to fight against the Rhodesians. It‟s not that we wanted to chase the whites 

out of the  country – this was one of the first things the guerrillas told us 

too- we just wanted freedom and to develop ourselves.‟ 

„Nyathi‟s unit remained in our area until October 1979. They did not hold 

„pungwes‟ or sing songs into the night. In other areas many people got into 

trouble from attending pungwes. The fighters moved in groups of ten. They 

would come to ask for food and information. We would question them and 

discuss things. Then they would disappear again into the bush. Once they 

attacked Lynx mine. It was completely destroyed and many people lost 

their jobs. But they explained there was a military base there .we asked 

them why they had shot the civilian aero plane, and they explained that 

they thought it was on a military mission with General Walls on board. 

Mostly they attacked military targets.‟ 

„They would always tell us which roads to avoid because if mines, in all the 

time they were there only one man from our area told the Rhodesians 

where the mines were and where the fighters were. He was killed but he was 

the only one. The fighters told us how to deal with the army when they 

came. They told us to tell the truth, to say the fighters had been here, and 

that we had been forced to give them food. But still the army would beat us 

and take some people away for beating and questioning at their base.‟ 

About six years later when the war was over and we were having the  

parliamentary elections in 1985, some people in the Chinhoyi area which 

was the nerve centre or our operations, said none too politely to the 

candidates who had come to canvass their vote:‟ Why have the politicians 

sent you to represent us? Where is the man Tommy Dube?‟ I had a popular 

nickname. I was simply called „Short‟-but the local people must have 

thought that I was still enough to represent them. 

Indeed, so insistent did this grumbling become, that ZAPU contacted me 

one day and asked if I would be willing to stand in future as a candidate. It 

was out of the question. By then I had become far too involved in fighting a 

rather different kind of battle   
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                             5 

Ceasefire and the Assembly Points 
 

 

 

I had been fighting in Zimbabwe for about a year when independence came. The 

ceasefire was declared in December 1979, and as freedom fighters we were 

called upon to enter the assembly points designated by the Lancaster House 

agreement. The announcement, though expected still came as something of a 

shock. 

We had been continuously briefed by our commanders about these 

developments. The news that a settlement had finally been reached between our 

Patriotic Front on the one hand and Britain and the Rhodesians on the other, was 

not well received by the members of our unit. As we saw things, our military 

campaign was proceeding well and within a year we believed that Harare would 

be ours. Why should we lose on the negotiating table what we could win on the 

battle field? 

It was a time of great uncertainty. There were still large numbers of guerrillas in 

Zambia and Mozambique. On their return home, the high ranking officers and 

headquarters companies of the liberation armies were confined to the Teachers 

Residence in Mount Pleasant. Lord Soames had been appointed as colonial 

Governor to oversee the whole independence process, and despite his claim to 

be neutral, he did not seem particularly willing to listen to our leaders. 

It appeared to many of us that we were in danger of being reduced from an army 

of liberation to a pack of hunters. The ceasefire monitoring units and the 

Rhodesian police had airborne divisions, and this meant that they were given the 

special responsibility of assisting the guerrillas reach  the assembly points. In 

many cases the monitoring force and the Rhodesian police showed open 

contempt for our liaison officers who were supposed to work with them, and 

comrades reporting to police stations were often verbally and physically 

harassed. 

Some of our liberation soldiers had terrible experiences. Chris Moyo‟s unit had 

made an formidable contribution to the liberation struggle. The day on 

December 29 after ceasefire was declared, they were surrounded by Rhodesian 

troops. Before it was possible to contact Isaac Khumalo, one of the ZIPRA 

representatives on the monitoring unit based at Karoi, seven men from Chris‟s 

unit were shot dead. Fighting continued for several days as the unit withdrew to 

the bush and even after ceasefire was restored with the help of the monitoring 

unit, the ZIPRA soldiers refused to travel to Papa Assembly Point by bus. „The 

Rhodesian will ambush us‟, they protested. „We prefer to walk.‟ A meting with 

the local people was called (many of whom regarded Chris and his comrades as 

their own sons) and they were told that if the unit does not reach Papa, then 

everyone must know who to blame. 
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With breaches of the ceasefire like this taking place, it was hardly surprising that 

the guerrillas were reluctant to enter the designated assembly points. Usually 

units would send scouts to investigate before the rest of the soldiers considered 

that it was safe to come out of the bush. 

These assembly points were dotted all over the country. Tymon Moyo and 

David Ndlovu went to Papa before moving on to Mashumbi Pools Assembly 

Point at Guruve. Richman Nkolomi was at Papa as well. Sydney Malinga the 

commander of ZIPRA tank unit was directed to a Rhodesian army base called 

Battle School at Beightbridge on the South African boarder. I can think of no 

fewer than eleven women comrades, all members of Simukai today, who went 

from Zambia to the Sierra Assembly Point in Gweru. Our unit was virtually in 

control of Chonhoyi and its environs. We had demonstrated this a few days after 

entering the assembly points by commandeering a couple of trucks and driving 

into the Chinhoyi, revving our engines enthusiastically and sounding our horns. 

The local people with whom we had worked for so long lined the streets, 

cheering and ululating as we roared past. For a few blissful hours the town was 

literally ours. Our unit was assigned to Romeo Assembly Point. 

The great question in everyone‟s mind was whether the Rhodesian forces would 

follow suit. I know for a fact that grey‟s scouts continued to patrol the country in 

breach of oath the letter and ceasefire agreement, and I say this because in our 

area we actually stopped them. When we learned that there was a group of 

scouts patrolling   right up to the perimeter of our camp, we apprehended them. 

They were surrounded and without firing a shot, we made it clear that what 

happened to their comrades in the bush (when we last encountered them in 

numbers) would happen again. They would not live to tell the tale. 

These pathetic characters must have complained to the British because the next 

thing we saw was a helicopter full of troops descending into our assembly point. 

Out stepped Major General Auckland, the British officer in overall charge of the 

monitoring process. As brigade commander of our unit, I was summoned by 

Joshua Nkomo to appear before the Major General, and learned that the British 

chief was mightily displeased. „Almost serious breach of the cease fire has 

occurred,‟ he told us icily,‟ and I have come in person to find out what has 

happened.‟ 

We could only agree. Angrily we told him that Grey‟ scouts had no business to 

be wandering around as though the ceasefire had never taken place. We were not 

having it! But you can‟t take matters into your own hands,‟ he spluttered. „This 

is our way of doing things,‟ we replied and after what diplomats call a „full and 

frank exchange of views‟, he agreed to make sure that the scouts did not 

swagger around our area again. 

Henceforth there will be no joint patrols- between us and the Rhodesian police. 

If the Rhodesians didn‟t like taking orders from me as local ZIPRA commander, 

then that was too bad. I think the Major- General realized that if he wanted  the 

ceasefire to hold, then he would have to accept that, at  least  around Chinhoyi, 

we were going to exercise  to the full what little influence we had over the way 

things were going. 
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Despite difficulties and provocations of this kind, the guerrillas were 

successfully brought into the assembly points. We were still worried as to what 

would happen next. The very location of these assembly points gave the 

Rhodesians a decisive military and strategic advantage should they decide to 

suddenly abandon the ceasefire and re-open the war, not that we thought  that 

they would actually be able to defeat us militarily. Moreover there were 

developments taking place among our political leaders which we found deeply 

disturbing. 

I was involved in a ZIPRA unit which drew freedom fighters from every corner 

of Zimbabwe. On the ground we had successfully intergrated people from all 

regions in our military units, and in our operational area, which were 

predominantly Shona speaking people. You can imagine then the dismay we felt 

when we saw that our Patriotic Front leaders seemed to be encouraging division 

and suspicion in pursuit of apparently narrow personal ends, rather than working 

together to help the independence process. These squabbles at leadership level 

culminated in what proved to be particularly savage blow to our cohesion and 

morale- the decision to break up the Patriotic Front alliance and contest the 

elections as separate political parties. We simply couldn‟t understand it. What 

was the reason for undermining our unity and thus weakening our bargaining 

capacity in this way? Perhaps we reflected bitterly, this might help individual 

politicians feather their own nests an further their personal careers, but what did 

the unseemly bickering and mudslinging do for the nation as a whole? I remerge 

some comrades angrily clenching their fists and saying, ‟the enemy must be at 

work. Otherwise why should such a development have occurred?‟ One comrade 

was so bitter that he proposed that we immediately pick up our weapons, march 

into Harare, and bang the politicians‟ heads together until they saw sense his 

proposition was not without support. 

We were just trying to adjust to this painful development when we were 

devasteted to learn that Josiah Tongogara, head of the ZANLA forces had been 

killed in car accident while traveling back to Zimbabwe from Mozambique. We 

felt his loss acutely. As far as we ZIPRA soldiers were concerned, Comrade 

Tongogara was as much our commander as Nikita Mangena, the ZIPRA 

commander who died in 1978, had been. Tongogara   had argued strongly for 

unity between ZIPRA and ZANLA  forces. He was instrumental in organizing 

the highly joint military campaigns in the Zwipani and Zwimba areas which had 

all inspired us. We couldn‟t help wondering whether the unity of the Patriotic 

Front might not have held‟ had Tongogara not died so tragically. Some of the 

comrades were so upset that they were even prepared to speculate as to whether 

Tonogara‟s death had been really an accident. One thing was certain: the 

collapse of the alliance was a great confusion and bitterness in the assembly 

points. 

A significant indication of how an ordinary person felt was the election of 

Ariston Chambati, the ZAPU candidate in Chinhoyi. Clearly most people 

supported the people who had actively fought in their areas and were not 

particularly concerned with the party political rivalry taking place in the capital. 
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My partiner Talent had worked in Bush Camp in Zambia as a section 

Commissar after her return from the GDR. When the ceasefire was declared, she 

came back to Zimbabwe and played an active part in helping with Ariston‟s 

election campaign. At first I was unable to se her as often as I would have liked, 

bur while I was still at the assembly point a local friend found a house to rent so 

that we were able to spend more time together. 

Our first son, Andrew, was born on the night of 17
th
 of April. The next morning 

at Independence Day , the „makorokoto‟s‟ or congratulations echoed for the new 

Zimbabwe-   and a new Nyathi. 

As time passed we found things become increasingly difficult at Romeo. The 

assembly point was based on the site of an old school called Magurekure. 

Richard Mataure was the camp commander, I was his deputy, and Kenias 

Maplanka was quarter master. We had almost 1,000 ZIPRA men, along with30 

members of the Rhodesian army and 3 policemen. Two press reports at the time 

highlighted the way the situation at Romeo-as in the country at large- had begun 

to deteriorate during 1980. 

The Herald of March 31 carried a glowing report about Romeo. The reporter 

was particularly impressed by the fact we did not permit drink on site and that 

both Zimbabweans and Rhodesians, including former Grey‟s scouts, socialized 

well   together, playing darts and cards. There was a popular clinic on the site to 

treat malaria and scabies and we were not, the paper said,‟ involved in politics‟. 

As the divisions between ZANU and ZAPU became more and more bitter, 

ZAPU officials were arrested and detained. Some ZIPRA guerrillas, embittered 

and fearing for the future, left the assembly points returned to the bush to 

continue fighting as „dissidents‟. These were largely individual or group acts of 

rebellion and ere specifically contrary to orders. Some felt that the struggle had 

been betrayed by the peace settlement and that by resuming the military actions 

they could regain the advantages they had felt before the cease fire- that an 

ultimate military victory would give the fighters the control over peace process 

that had been taken away from them. They did not consider that the change 

political situation made this impossible dream. Others joined the dissidents 

simply because they feared for their lives an felt extremely vulnerable in the 

assembly points. However mistaken in their motives, the response of the 

government ensured that the decision to return to the bush was irreversible. 

Dissidents were hunted down and turned into „outlaws‟ forced to survive by 

raiding the communities they lived among.  There was no way they could 

surrender and stay alive. 

By the middle of 1980 things had become so tense that the Sunday mail could 

carry a report on 6 July in which Romeo‟s commander  Richard Mataure was 

accused  of „trouble making‟  from Hurungwe to Chinjiri. Prime Minister 

Mugabe spoke of „incipient threats from ZIPRA bands‟. Richard responded to 

these accusations in a very effective and forthright way. We are not he Insisted, 

doing anything to undermine the Zimbabwe„s elected gorvenment. On the 

contrary, any soldiers who left the camp to become „dissidents‟ would be 

rounded up by ZIPRA forces are handed over to the authorities. „We have had 

war,‟ Richard told the press.‟ Now we want peace. We have been in the bush for 
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too long. 'lt was just a few months after this report- I think in October 1980-that 

monitoring officers brought us the news. Romeo, as one of the assembly points 

in the bush, was to be closed. We are angry an upset. „Is this because we enjoy 

such good relations with the local people?' we wondered. „Where are we going 

to be sent?‟ we demanded to know. Some of our comrades were all for staying 

where we were-by force if necessary. Others including myself felt passionately 

that as soldiers we   should at least be sent to barracks. In fact we were taken to 

new assembly points in the urban areas- one in Chitungwiza just outside Harare, 

and the other at Entumbane which adjoins the western township of Bulawayo. 

Having armed soldiers sitting around the building rather than in their tents, in 

cities rather than mountains and valleys, did nothing to ease the morning 

frustration and uncertainty we felt, indeed it actually made things worse for now 

we are mixing socially with ZANLA comrades in a situation in which 

sectarianism and recrimination had become part and parcel of everyday political 

argument. I am convinced that it was a serious mistake no to transfer us to 

barracks. The decision to shunt us from one assembly point to another was 

simply an opportunistic sop to the Rhodesians who naturally could not stomach 

the thought that we were disciplined soldiers and not a rabble of wild terrorists. 

Had Mangena and Tongogara still been alive, I am sure this insulting decision 

would not have been taken. 

I was transferred to Chitungwiza and senior ZIPRA commanders would 

frequently visit us to discuss our problems. As a brigade commissar myself I had 

the difficult job of trying to keep up morale. Kennias Maplanka, who was with 

us at the time, tells how misunderstandings periodically caused fights between 

ZIPRA and ZANLA soldiers in the beer halls, or even when traveling on buses. 

It is true that we were to leave the assembly points to visit parents and other 

relatives, and I was able to see Talent t week-ends. Talent was to work  with the 

Ministry of Youth in Harare for five or six months after Independence, but 

animosity towards her became so intense that she had to leave. Living in 

Chinhoyi and still only nineteen years   old she was attending secretarial college 

and night school. 

In the assembly points uncertainty continued.  The Question kept on coming 

back to us: just what were we going to do now that the war was over?  It was 

really as if there was a deliberate strategy to break down the morale, cohesion 

and spirit of the freedom fighters. Whether deliberate or not, this was the effect. 

The political divisions between the two wings of the Patriotic Front made 

everything worse. I have already referred to Zenzo Nkolomi as our expert on 

pigs at Simukai today. Zenzo had left Zimbabwe and joined the JZ Camp in 

Zambia as a courageous sixteen year old. By the time he had completed his 

military training, ceasefire had been declared. He was seen to Papa assembly 

Point where he met up with his older brother Richman, whom he had not seen 

since 1975. in June 1980, Zenzo was one of our young freedom fighters who 

joined the National Army. For two months he drilled at Llewellyn barracks in 

Bulawayo, and was then transferred   to the 4 Battalion at the Conmara Barracks 

in Gweru for some ten months. It was here that sickening development occurred. 

The barracks housed men for both ZANLA and ZIPRA armies , and one night 
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Zenzo received Information which shocked him to the core. The ZANLA 

soldiers were planning to shoot their ZIPRA comrades on the grounds that they 

were hostile to new Zimbabwe, and were in league with  the „dissidents‟. Of 

course these suspicions were unfounded. Fighting broke out, and the shooting 

between the two sides continued for over week. Over twenty ZIPRA soldiers 

were arrested, Zenzo among them. 

Despite their efforts to explain why they had been forced to defend themselves, 

these comrades were detained without trial for two months and were then 

discharged from the army. 

This happened while I was still in Chitungwiza with me at the assembly point 

was my old friend lshmail Kabaira who had been so badly wounded during the 

war. It was also at Chitungwiza that I met up with my cousin Chris Moyo. 

During the war I had heard a good deal about Spilkili Nyembezi and Chris Moyo 

knew a fair bit about Tommy Dube. Now we discovered amidst much laughter 

and merriment each other‟s real identity! 

Richman Nkolomi, Tymon Moyo and a number of other Simukai comrades had 

moved from Papa to Mashumbi Pool near Guruve. They now joined us at 

Chitungwiza as well. Relations between ZIPRA and ZANLA forces were not 

good at this assembly point, and as a result people were to be evacuated to 

Gwaai. Gwaai River Mine- to give its full name –is a small copper mining town 

near Dete, not far from Hwange; it became the largest of the ZIPRA assembly 

points, and we were under the control f the Rhodesian soldiers When Zenzo 

Nkolomi was  discharged from the army, he was also sent to Gwaai. The 

instruction to go to Gwaai made him very angry. „Why must we go to yet 

another assembly point?‟ he protested.‟ Why can‟t we go to barracks as 

soldiers?‟ 

It was February 1981, I remember the day very well, and I traveled with Ishmail 

Kabaira to Bulawayo where we stopped at the National Army Camp at 

Ntabazinduna then route to Gwaai. At that time soldiers were being paid 

$100.00 a month. On the day that Ishmail and I reached Bulawayo, ZIPRA 

guerrillas were preparing to take three or four days leave so as to be able to send 

money to their parents and relatives. Tensions were high as high as they were 

departing; ZANLA soldiers from the adjacent camp began firing at them. The 

firing spread to Entumbane where there had been conflict the previous 

November. The Fire-fighters swarmed back into the assembly point to join the 

fray.   

The following day Ishmail Kabaira and l left for Gwaai. We heard later that a 

relief column of the ZIPRA soldiers had begun to make its way from Gwaai to 

help their beleaguered comrades at Entumbane. Dumiso Dabengwa, former head 

of ZIPRA‟s security, intercepted the column some 38 kilometers outside 

Bulawayo, and together with Joshua Nkomo spent a whole day arguing with the 

soldiers before they were persuaded to turn back. Meanwhile the police had 

instructions to detain all ex-fighters who were in the area but outside of their 

assembly points, and Ishmail and other comrades were consequently arrested at 

Nyamandhlovu on the road to Gwaai. They were taken to the police station at 

Tsholotsho refused point blank to go into cells. After fierce arguments, the 
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police allowed them to phone Brady barracks in Bulawayo where we able to 

contact senior army commanders. It was a ridiculous situation .here there were 

freedom fighters arrested in a free Zimbabwe by former Rhodesian police who 

had served under the colonial regime. What an irony! Fortunately, as result of 

their phone call, they were released and were able to proceed to Gwaai. 

 

                              ------------------------------------------------------ 

As I reflected on what was happening at that time, certain logic was becoming 

clear to me. We were a radical lot and I am sure that the British, like the 

Rhodesians, felt that we had dangerously „pro-communist‟ ideas about the kind 

of Zimbabwe we wanted to see develop. After all, it was not the British who had 

given us our military training! They would not, I am sure, have been particularly 

overjoyed to see the large banner strung across the parade ground at Gwaai 

Assembly Point which proclaimed defiantly:‟ forward with the Allies of the 

Warsaw Pact!‟  The British had had a lot of experience with handling 

„communist insurgency‟, and I am convinced that  the decision by the Joint 

Military Command, under the influence  of the British and the Rhodesians, to 

push us from one assembly point to another was intended to demoralize and 

divide. By now I had become largely separated from the comrades who had been 

in ZIPRA unit based around Chinhoyi. 

I was camp commissar in Gwaai for about seven months and conditions there 

were atrocious. Food and drink often failed to turn up and the soldiers did not 

receive their pay. At times even the water was turned off. Was this done in the 

hope that some of our ZIPRA people (Gwaai was entirely a ZIPRA camp) would 

desert and act like the „terrorists‟ we were supposed to be? 

An explosive situation developed. We were denounced as „ideological 

malcontents‟ by politicians who were particularly hostile to ZIPRA. The South 

Africans claimed that we were sheltering ANC guerrillas. The Rhodesians were 

itching to look at some of the sophisticated East European military hardware we 

had in the camp, and I am sure that the British officers wanted to undermine our 

political cohesion so as to minimize any wider impact we might make on the 

national political scene. 

There is no doubt that Gwaai was a headache for the authorities. We were 

supposed to be confined to an area of about twenty square kilometers. In fact 

there were times when our comrades were in control of an area of 400 square 

kilometers- twenty times that size. Gwaai acquired such national notoriety that 

towards the end of April 1981 The Herald sent a reporter, Karin Pretoria‟s, to 

write a major feature article about conditions in the camp. 

As commissar, it was my task to liaise with her and takes her around. We were 

very suspicious of outsiders at the time. They might be spies, we thought, trying 

to pick up information that would „prove‟ that we were harbouring dissidents 

and trying to overthrow the government. Nevertheless we agreed to the visit, but 

for some reason she had the impression that we were going to send a land rover-

or even a limousine! - To collect her when she was dropped off at the road 

leading to the camp. Instead I arrived on foot to meet her. I hung back in the 

bush to make sure that she is not being followed or accompanied, and then after 
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introducing myself, explained that it would be safer if walked rather than drove 

in to the camp itself. 

It was, as she later reported, a compulsory 40-minute hike in heat of the day. 

However, I did offer to carry some of her equipment. we passed our excellent 

maize crop of the peasant farmers around here. How can anyone say that the 

ZIPRA soldiers are unproductive people who have time to be aggressively 

attacking Bulawayo?‟ 

Indeed, about a month later The Herald reported me saying that no ZIPRA 

commander had authorized the departure of any troop carrier to join the unrest in 

Bulawayo. The conflict, I added, had really been caused by social problems-

anxiety about the future, boredom with the present-rather than by political 

differences between ZANU and ZAPU. 

As  we approached the camp I told Karin Pretorious that Gwaai contained some 

4,000 soldiers made up four battalions and embracing one quarter of ZIPRA‟ s 

entire army. Of course we had numerous weapons on the site RPG rocket 

launchers, AK 47s, Tokarov pistols Dektarov machine guns; she winced visibly 

as I reeled off the Russian names. „Only three of our Soviet- made troop carriers 

is functional,‟ I told her, „the rest lack spares.‟ The camp I stressed is under very 

strict discipline where the commander‟s word is law. Problems only arose when 

many stayed away from the camp for more than ten days. „We have a roll call 

twice a week,‟ I stressed, „to make sure that we can trace the culprits who try to 

smuggle weapons out of the camp.‟ 

„So why are you all so angry and frustrated?‟ she asked. „We are short of food, 

particularly meat. We have not received our pay for three months and we had to 

send our overall commander to Harare to discuss this with the High Command.‟ 

I continued: „The soldiers are bored. All they do here is drill, combat training, 

and play card games. Basically they are waiting, waiting, waiting.‟  „What are 

they waiting for?‟ She inquired. „We want to be integrated into the National 

Army. we don‟t care what size the army is as long as we are part of it.‟ 

I told her that there was insufficient contact between the authorities and 

ourselves, and that we had a very isolated existence. Nevertheless we are loyal 

Zimbabweans,‟ I said „We accept the leadership of the Prime Minister.‟ 

„But you are all Ndebeles,‟ she replied. „How can you accept the government of 

Shonas?‟ 

I smiled. „Come with me,‟ I said I took her into the officers‟ mess and showed 

her a large poster with portraits of some of our leaders. „Look‟, I pointed with 

my finger. „See for yourself „There is Josiah Chinamano, Joseph Msika, Ariston 

Chimbati, Willie Musarurwa- and you say we are all Ndebeles!‟ 

Trouble arose, I explained, in situations in which without any prior notice the 

police would suddenly pitch up at the camp and try to disarm the men. 

„ZIPRA forces,‟ I pointed out, are trained in both guerilla and conventional 

warfare. A soldier is not a soldier without a weapon.‟ She nodded in agreement. 

„So why,‟ I asked angrily, „must we be disarmed with violence when we armed 

ourselves peacefully in order to bring peace to our country? We are prepared to 

hand over our weapons but we must be fully informed as to hat is going on.‟ 
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She wrote furiously as I spoke and her detailed report appeared on April 26 

1981. Karin Pretoriuos was, I think, rather relieved that she had survived to tell 

the tale of Gwaai with its „small but tough commander‟ (as she described me) 

and its 400 freedom fighters. She was after all, as her report made clear, a white 

South African woman all on her own that had had to endure an enforced route 

march at the start of the day. 

 I left her with this thought: „Our soldiers will hammer anyone who tries to 

hammer them first. A lion is always harmless unless he is disturbed-so why not a 

human being?‟          
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                                                  6 
 

Demobilisation and My Step- father‟s Riddle 

 
 

 

I can still remember the sense of anger and dismay I felt when I learned that 

so many of our freedom fighters were going to be forcibly demobilised after 

independence. There was a feeling of sickness in the pit of my stomach as I 

heard one o our commanders announce that thousands would have to leave 

military life. The new National Army was going to be drawn from the ranks 

of both the liberation forces and those of the old regime. 

Two things concerned us in particular about this process of „integration‟ as 

it is called. Obviously, the first was the fact that we had fought and died for 

a liberated Zimbabwe: the Rhodesians had fought to perpetuate racism and 

privilege-and in support of a regime which the whole world had declared 

illegal. And  yet not only was the Rhodesian army part of this integration 

exercise, but they ere regarded as the established army and we, we 

supposedly victorious freedom fighters, were to be invited to join them- in 

suitably modest numbers. So what kind of justice was this? 

The second problem arose from the fateful decision to break up the Patriotic 

Front alliance. Given the tensions which had resulted-and we have already 

seen how they manifested themselves in the assembly points- it was going 

to be much more difficult to decide in an amicable way who was going to be 

integrated into the new army and who was going to be forcibly demobilized. 

David Ndlovu is one of the older members of Simukai today. He comes 

from my own area- Tsholotsho-and he went to work in South Africa in 1969 

when he was 21. After being imprisoned several times for pass offences by 

the apartheid authorities, he returned to Zimbabwe and then went to Zambia 

for training in 1975. He was trained in weapon maintenance and during the 

war had served with Tymon Moyo on the western front. It had been his task 

to point out to the unit where caches of arms and communication were 

hidden. He was a fine soldier and I know that David was particularly bitter 

about the fact that people like him were simply brushed aside as being too 

old to join the National Army, while others who had not even fought in the 

war were incorporated into the new army structures. What made the 

situation worse was the way in which the decision to integrate some and 

demobilize others had been reached. We were not consulted and there was 

no real discussion about what those fighters compelled to leave the army 

would do in civilian life. I must say that I was bitterly opposed to the whole 

idea. When I was first told about the demobilization my response was: „This 

is something we must resist!‟ 
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We had been fighting for a free Zimbabwe, and we all know that this 

struggle for liberation would have to continue. It was not going to stop at 

independence. On the contrary, major compromises had been forced upon 

us at Lancaster House. Just to mention two of its particularly controversial 

features, this agreement provided for entrenched parliamentary seats for 

whites, and for so called „willing buyer/willing seller‟ policy clearly 

intended to block or at least obstruct the redistribution of land. 

Compromises like these made the need to resist demobilisation all the 

greater. Given the way in which independence had come about, there was 

now a real danger that demobilized comrades would simply return to their 

old life of exploitation and poverty. 

                          

                                           ------------------------------------------- 

The argument used to justify the case for demobilisation was basically an 

economic one. Zimbabwe, we were old, could not afford to sustain the army 

in which all those who had fought in the war continued as professional 

soldiers. It was an argument which failed to impress me. It assumed that 

soldier were always and of necessity a drain on the economic life of the 

nation. But was this so? In assembly points up and down across the country, 

freedom fighters were engaged in discussions about their future. As these 

discussions proceeded, a brilliant and a novel idea took shape. I am still 

convinced to this day that, had this idea officially adopted, it would have 

avoided the bitterness and heartache which the policy of compulsory 

demobilisation brought about. As it was, demobilisation was implemented 

in away which threatened us with defeat instead of victory, and turned 

heroes of the liberation war into victims. 

In essence, this idea was extremely a noble one. It was that our soldiers 

should be directly involved with the economic development of the country. 

„The plan was called „Operation Seed‟ (the operation of Soldiers Employed 

in Economic Development) and it was essentially a strategy of mobilizing 

the military to produce. 

The major productive activity envisaged for the army was agricultural. Land 

would be specially put aside for soldiers to cultivate, with Mushumbi Pools 

and on or two other places designated as suitable areas from which 

Operation Seed could takeoff. A promising start was made. We received 

reports, for example, that some 200 ZIPRA soldiers were being settled on a 

large estate at Mushumbi near Kariba where a further 6,300 fighters were 

expected to join them. 100 ZANLA fighters were sent to work at an 

abandoned experimental station at Middle Sabi in the east. They were to be 

joined by 4,000 reservists who would help to repair a damage canal system 

which provided irrigation for maize and cotton. Then there was a plan to 

draft thousands of soldiers to a settlement at Silala Buhwa, some 30 

kilometers south of Filabusi. 
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The country‟s new president Canaan Banana set the ball rolling by 

sponsoring freedom fighters at the government training centre at Kushinga 

Phikelela, where these comrades were busy learning agricultural skills. 

Indeed, Star Ncube was selected to participate in the Operation Seed and 

spent every useful nine months at the training centre. The scheme 

represented a remarkable break with the traditional notion that armies are 

necessarily unproductive. It constituted a most effective counter-argument 

to the claim which the British in particular were making that Zimbabwe 

could not fjord a large military establishment. 

Operation Seed radically challenged the whole idea that the role of the army 

is simply an „authoritarian‟ one of maintaining law and order. It gave a new 

deeper meaning to the concept of a „people‟s army‟- an army that springs 

from and remonstrated among the people. The guerrillas, having fought and 

died to liberate Zimbabwe, would now play a key role in defending and 

extending the gains of the revolution. 

They would be helping to build the kind of socio-economic system the 

people supported. If the Zimbabweans had wanted to see the country 

continue without change, they would have voted for Bishop Abel 

Muzorewa‟s conservative UANC (UNITED African National Council) in 

the independence elections. As it was, the UANC won only three seats in 

the new parliament. By voting overwhelmingly for the parties of the 

Patriotic Front, the people of Zimbabwe expressed their desire in no 

uncertain terms for a totally different kind of social, economic and political 

order. 

Operation Seed embodied this spirit of popular radicalism. It saw the army 

as an institution for peaceful development as well as war- an army dedicated 

not simply to law and order but to social reconstruction. Yet strategically, 

the idea came to nothing. It did not simply die. lt was killed off. 

It seemed as though it was the Rhodesians in collusion with the British who 

strangled Operation Seed, and I believe they did this for three reasons. 

Firstly, because they were appalled at the thought of an army working 

peacefully among the people. We were told at one stage that the Rhodesians 

soldiers would never agree to form part of such an army since it was in 

conflict with the way in which they viewed the role of the military society. 

Precisely the kind of objection one might expect from those who had fought 

to maintain a life of privileged and exploitation! There was a very simple 

solution to this problem. If the soldiers of the racist regime did not want to 

take part in the Operation Seed, then they could return to civilian life. What 

right did they have to form part of the army of a free Zimbabwe anyway? 

Secondly, they felt it necessary to break up the guerilla armies as popular 

organised forces for change in the society. The guerrillas were part of and 

had fought with the people, and they might become a united, organized 

forum expressing the people‟s demands. 
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The third reason why our opponents sought to undermine the scheme was 

even more obvious. They were determined to see the nation‟s economy 

remain mainly in private hands. A public institution plaguing the land and 

growing food: that was a „communist heresy‟! The idea of a productive 

army was, they insisted, wholly impractable and would have to be 

abandoned. The Rhodesians created and spread around the idea that 

Operation Seed would meant that only groups of soldiers would be given 

seed and hoes, dumped in the rural areas and then left on their devices. Not 

surprisingly, when the scheme was presented in this way, it aroused 

suspicion and even hostility in the minds of some of our comrades. As 

Richman Nkolomi will tell you, it was by no means clear as to who would 

really benefit from the Operation Seed, and how. Would the soldiers own 

the land on which they worked? Would they be entitled to keep the fruits of 

their production or would they, as Simukai‟s Nkosana Mavule wondered at 

the time, have to share the profits with the government? There was an even 

more basic problem: would our fighters still remain soldiers once they 

became part of the scheme? 

David Ndlovu was one of those chosen to be part of the Operation Seed. 

However when he learned that it meant that his weapon would b taken away 

from him, he decided not to join up. As a recall, he was keen to remain in 

the army, and he feared that if he became part of the Operation Seed he 

would no longer be soldier. The whole idea was poisoned with 

misinformation and rumour. It became, as Kenias Maplanka later 

commented, „a mockery‟. It could have been a good idea, he told me‟ „but 

the way it was presented made it sound as though we were simply going to 

be used as cheap labour.‟ 

Dumiso Dabengwa, one of ZIPRA‟s foremost commanders during the war, 

saw Operation Seed very differently. He was clear on the point that the 

soldiers who joined the scheme would remain soldiers. They would be 

settled on fertile agricultural land near the communal areas and would 

receive equipment, tractors, and relevant training. This would enable them 

to acquire skills and experience. Once they became well –established and 

had made a success of farming, then they would be permitted, if they 

wished to set up their own and leave the army. 

What in fact happened? Operation Seed was misrepresented, discredited, 

and then allowed to fizzle out. Something like 35,000 freedom fighters were 

pushed out of the army and given demobilization grant instead. This grant 

amounted to $185.00 a month, payable over two years and then…nothing. 

No training accompanied the hand outs, and of course no grantee of a job. Is 

it any wonder that so many of our fighters simply drank their demobilisation 

money away? After two years they then had a choice. They could either join 

the ranks of unemployed, or travel to the apartheid South Africa to look for 

work. 
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                                      --------------------------------------------- 

Jeremy brick hill, a former ZAPU activist, was quoted in the British paper 

The Guardian of 24 May 1984 as saying that the British had prompted the 

programme of demobilisation as a symbol of deeper and wider phenomenon 

„ the demonisation of a whole society‟. This Jeremy argued, involved the 

containment and the dispersal of all the radical energy and social militancy 

which had inspired the liberation war. 

I‟m May 1981, if I remember correctly; I was invited to become a 

professional soldier within the newly organized structures of the National 

Army. I was still young and had been fairly senior regional ZIPAR 

commander. But I was in no doubt as to what to do. „if others are going to 

be demobilized, then I am going to be demobilized as well,‟ I told the 

comrades in the assembly point. „Our freedom fighters must not be allowed 

to drift back into the old life again.‟ 

Something had to be done to ensure that the experiences of the war would 

not be lost. The struggle for liberation had to continue. I simply could not 

accept that all the sacrifice and suffering had been in vain.  My position was 

simple one. „lf one of us was to be demobilized, then all of us must be 

demobilsed.  Let‟s stick together.‟ 

I was summoned to appear in the Military High Command. Why, they 

demanded to know, was I not taking the position in the army which I had 

been offered? Dumiso Dabengwa   was one of those who interviewed me. 

„The army is looking for people like you,‟ he told me. L would be quite 

happy to stay in the army myself,‟ I replied. „That‟s fine for me.  But what 

about my comrades?  If they are going to be demobilized, then I must be 

demobilized as well.‟ So rather reluctantly they had to let me go. 

It was depressing time. I felt that the people who had risked their lives to 

liberate their country were now being thrown onto the scrap heap. I was 

personally involved in supervising the demobilization process and was not 

demobilsed my self until had helped the ZIPRA and ZANLA comrades 

under my charge through the exercise. I felt that I had a special 

responsibility as a political instructor to ensure that all the problems which 

my comrades had with demobilization were tackled before I left. Some were 

problems which affected all of us-like irregular pay. Others were more 

specific. For example, one comrade would come to me and say, „Look, 

comrade Tommy, I am not getting any compensation for the injuries which I 

sustained during the war.‟ Indeed, some years later when I met up again 

with some of those whom I had helped at the assembly point, they still 

remembered me as the political commissar who stayed behind. „Tommy,‟ 

one of them told me, „we used to think of you in those days as a kind of 

shop –steward of the demobilised.‟ 
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               ------------------------------------------ 

Through out my life people have asked me the question: How can we 

succeed? It was a question which was raised when I was talking to local 

people during the war. What did we freedom fighters think ought to be done 

about poverty, bad housing, poor education, unemployment, the lack of 

doctors and hospitals? What steps did we feel should be taken to eliminate 

the kinds of barriers which prevent people from succeeding? 

We had the same kind of questions and the same kind of discussions during 

the long uncertain months we spent bottled up in the assembly points. What 

is going to happen to us?‟ Comrades would ask. No-one seems to have any 

real idea as to what we should do. How do you think we can make a success 

of our lives, comrade commissar?‟ 

This question became particularly pressing once it was clear that Operation 

Seed was not going to germinate- that demobilisation was only a matter of 

time. ‟We can‟t go back to a life in which we have to say „Yes baas, no 

baas, three bags full baas‟ to the very people against whom we have been 

fighting,‟ one comrade would say. Another would add, „These are the very 

people whose racism forced us to take up arms in the first place!‟ How do 

people succeed? l like to think of the question which so many comrades 

have put to me throughout my life as „my step father‟s riddle‟. I say this 

because my step-father was the first person I can remember actually raising 

this question. He would often tell me – even when I was still quite young- 

that there was something about the world which he didn‟t understand. „Look 

around you,‟ he would say, „and what do you see? So many of our men in 

Tsholotsho go to South Africa to work I know what it is like,‟ he would add 

in a quite voice. „When I was young, I had nothing, so I went to South 

Africa as well.‟ 

Then he would explain how after spending some time across the border, he 

would return home no  better off than when he had left. He still had no 

skills, no money, and no social status. „There is something funny here,‟ he 

would say . I can see him even now narrowing his eyes and screwing up his 

face as if to squeeze his brain as hard as he could. „Something strange which 

doesn‟t make sense‟.  When I leave my country to go to work elsewhere, I 

don‟t get anywhere. But when the whites leave their country and come to 

mine, they do well, in fact swell that they can make people like us work for 

them. So why is it that we can‟t provide for ourselves?‟ 

Then my step-father would shake his head sadly. You will soon be finished 

with your Schooling, my boy. I want you to try and find the answer to this 

problem because I have not been able to do so.‟ 

For years afterwards, this problem- the problem of how to succeed-was 

always present in my thoughts. Gradually an answer emerged. Success, I 

began to understand, can; only come through production-and not through 

any kind of production, but through co-operative production. Later I learned 
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that Zimbabwe had had its own marketing and supply co-operatives before 

independence, and that the Smith regime had suppressed the country‟s best-

known producer co-op, Cold Comfort Farm, because of its sympathies with 

the nationalist struggle. Before I left Zambia to go overseas, I had no idea 

about the existence of these or any other co-operatives, or of their 

significance. I had read a little about co-ops while I was in Zambia in 1976, 

but they didn‟t mean very much to me then. It was only when I was 

studying at the party high school in the GDR that the solution to my step-

father‟s riddle finally occurred to me. 

At the school we were not only taught about the central role which 

production has played  in the development of human history, but lessons 

were also devoted to explaining co-operatives as an important form of  

production in a socialist society. I remember these lessons particularly 

because I found them more exciting and useful than anything else which I 

learnt at the school. Moreover, it was not simply a question of learning 

about the co-operatives, in a classroom. We were expected to visit and work 

on co-ops during the vacations. We saw industrial co-ops, retailing co-ops 

and I actually lived and worked on co-operative farm for several weeks. 

Like Talent I was impressed by the efficient organization of these co-

operatives, their use of computers, and their high levels of productivity. I 

know that David Ndlovu and Nkosana Mavule were also very excited when 

they visited co-operatives in the USSR. Certainly visiting co-ops was the 

highlight of my stay in the GDR. 

The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that at last l had 

found the answer to my step- father„s riddle. I tried to find out as much 

about the co-operatives as l could. I was particularly interested in producer 

co-operatives, as I will explaining more detail later, are co-ops in which the 

workers own and control farms, factories or shops collectively, so that it is 

not simply marketing, but production itself which is organized co-

operatively. 

Working on a co-operative in the GDR is an experience which I would like 

to see as many Zimbabweans as possible enjoy. The GDR is after all a 

country one-third of Zimbabwe with nearly three times population, yet there 

the problem is not unemployment but too many jobs for too few people. It is 

a society which has co-ops of every kind –even forestry co-ops can 

specialize for example, in growing a particular kind of vegetable, but it is 

also prosperous. Co-op members earn more than factory workers; most of 

the land is worked co-operatively and hardly anyone wishes to farm outside 

the co-operative sector. Is that not wonderful? 

I learned that co-ops in the GDR are treated as economic units and they are 

not there to service the needs of any particular political party. It would be 

unthinkable for party officials to automatically become co-op leaders or 

even members. People enter co-ops,   because of the contribution which 
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they can make as producers. I discovered quite a lot about co-ops in other 

socialist countries from talking to comrades who had visited or lived in 

these counties. 

For example, I learned that in Bulgaria after the revolution the state sought 

not to take over the co-ops, but rather to work in partnership with them. 

These co-ops are legally and economically independent, and they function 

as enterprises on the basis of democratic principles. In other words, the co-

ops are involved in formulating the country‟s national plan and they   play 

their parting meeting the planned targets which have been collectively 

agreed upon. 

As in the GDR, Bulgarian co-ops make use of advanced machinery and use 

sophisticated technical equipment. This is as true of the agricultural co-ops 

as it is of industrial and consumer co-ops. The state helps the co-operative 

farms by providing tractors and combine harvesters, qualified experts, and 

irrigation systems so that high yields results. This co-op like the other 

producer co-ops, have become financially profitable and contribute 

significantly to the socialist system as whole. I must emphasise here that as 

I write about the GDR and other socialist countries I am drawing a very 

clear distinction between the people and the government. I believe that the 

state can never be equated with the people, and in most of these countries 

the state has cut itself off from the people. What is needed in a democratic 

society is for the instruments of the state to be directly controlled by the 

people at all levels. It is crucial for co-operators to draw this distinction if 

they are not going to be manipulated by and turned into an extension of 

government. 

One can not but conclude that our comrades in the GDR, BULGARIA, and 

other socialist countries which have developed co-operative forms of 

production which have important lessons to teach us in Zimbabwe. 

Certainly it is impossible to visit these co-operatives and not be inspired. As 

far as I was concerned, what I saw in these socialist countries constituted an 

answer to all those problems with which I had been wrestling for so long. 

„To succeed in production you need to form co-ops,‟ I would say to the 

local people in fighting zones, or when we discussed the question of a future 

Zimbabwe together in the assembly points. This idea was also central to the 

noble concept of the productive soldier in Operation Seed. It finally came 

alive at Gwaai. 

It was here that my comrades and I took a decision which was to change our 

lives. We had found the answer to my step-father‟s riddle and the real 

alternative to a demoralizing demobilization. 
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            High Hopes, Harsh Reality 
 

 

 

 

On August 15 1981, eight ZIPRA ex-fighters at Gwaai Assembly Point 

gathered for a meeting. The atmosphere was tense. Each of us knew that we 

were about to take a leap into the unknown. We were excited and nervous; 

enthusiastic and yet unsure. We went through the arguments once again and 

the eight of us nodded in agreement. We would go ahead. Our co-operatives 

were born. 

It was a daunting prospect. Seeing co-operatives at work in the socialist 

countries had aroused our interest but we were basically guerrillas trained to 

fight military battles, not economic ones. We had no real idea of how to 

form a co-op, nor did we have the skills or qualifications which this would 

require. As freedom fighters we knew co-operation only in the sense of 

comradeship- that sense of togetherness which compels you to see that your 

own interests are tied up with well-being of the community as a whole. Of 

course comradeship is important; no-one who has a selfish and 

individualistic mentality can work in a co-op. but comradeship by itself is 

not enough, and we all knew it. 

The records in our files  recall rather formally that when the decision was 

taken, R Nkolomi was acting chair and D. Ndlovu the acting Secretary; also 

present were D.A Mbila, T Moyo, Y Sibanda, A Gumede, J Sibanda and A 

Nyathi. We met, if I remember correctly, in Tymon Moyo‟s quarters at 

Gwaai, and Tymon, Richman, David and I were  the only four present at 

that meeting who are still members of Simukai today. 

„What shall we call ourselves?‟ one of these comrades said. „We want a 

name which will always remind us that we were working for a free 

Zimbabwe.‟ I can‟t remember who suggested it, but the meeting agreed that 

we would give our co-op to be a lion? Because, as I commented at the time, 

lions are very determined animals. We will have to be lions if we are to 

make a success of the co-op.‟ As for „hunger‟, well, we all recognized that 

this is the unhappy state of many Zimbabweans. The people need food and 

were convinced, it is through forming co-operatives that the people would 

be able to feed themselves. 
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Quite a number of other comrades expressed an interest in joining us but 

they were not around on that day. So we called a number of meetings over 

the next few months and our members began to grow. There were so many 

meetings during that time that I find it difficult to remember precisely who 

was at which meeting and when. Chris Moyo, our distinguished war veteran 

was still at the Sierra Assembly Point on August 15, but Amon Mahopolo., 

the commander of Chris‟ unit during the war and one of the first managers 

of our co-op at Gwaai. He contacted Chris who soon came to join up. David 

Ndlovu and Kenias Maplanka were also present at these early meeting at 

which he decided to become a member. It was the first meeting he had ever 

attended on co-ops. 

Nkosana Mavule joined us around September. He had independently 

approached some of his comrades with the idea of forming a co-operative 

and they told him: „We have already formed one. Come and join us.‟ His 

response was simple: „Great‟! At assembly points all over the country ex-

fighters were deciding to form co-ops. Despite my disappointments over the 

fate of Operation Seed, I was reassured nevertheless to hear that the new 

government had declared that co-operatives were to be an important priority 

in its development strategy. Both Patriotic Front parties encouraged people 

to form co-ops, and before long it seemed as though co-operatives were 

springing up everywhere like veldt fires in every corner of the country. 

 

                    ----------------------------------------------------- 

Shortly after we had met on August 15, we had a meeting at which our 

membership increased to fifteen. I remember this meeting particularly 

because it was on this occasion that we could play as co-operators. 

The discussion sparked off a lively exchange of views about the meaning of 

freedom. One comrade made the point: „We can really call ourselves 

freedom fighters if we were fighting for the freedom of our people to plough 

and produce food.‟ „That‟s true,‟ said another,‟ but don‟t we also want the 

freedom for people to govern their own lives without fear of violence or 

brutality?‟ 

We tried to list all the things we meant by freedom. Obviously we meant 

political freedom- the freedom to be governed through elected 

representatives of our own choice. But we also meant social freedom- 

Freedom from racist oppression, the freedom to talk and associate as we 

wished. And –here the discussion became particularly animated-freedom, 

we insisted, meant above all economic freedom: freedom to eat good food; 

freedom to live comfort; the freedom to produce the way we wanted to 

produce.  

„But how is this possible,‟ one of the comrades objected, „if we don‟t have 

any property? How can you be free when you have to work for some one-

else …if you have to work for someone else and with their tools?‟ 
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If Zimbabweans are really to be free, we agreed, and then they must be able 

to control the development of their country themselves. If we are dominated 

by foreign multinational companies and local capitalists, then as one 

comrade pointed out,‟ small elite might prosper. But for most of our peole,‟ 

he added, „freedom can only be realized through co-operative production.‟ 

And because we were starting from a very disadvantaged position, we 

would certainly need assistance from a very disadvantaged position, we 

would certainly need assistance from the state with loan capital, training and 

marketing. 

Hence the enthusiasm at the meeting for our newly formed Shumba ye 

Nzara. As we talked about our lion of Hunger, a vision unfolded before our 

eyes. We saw before us not only our own co-op, but a whole society 

organized along co-operative lines- a co-operative Zimbabwe with a 

government sensitive to the problems of co-ops and with banks and 

financial institutions only too anxious to help. We saw a free Zimbabwe 

which would be able to take its place among the free nations of the world. 

                              

                         

            ---------------------------------------------- 

 

As the name of our co-operative Shumba yeNzara suggested, we wanted to 

farm. However, talent and I had both seen and been impressed by industrial 

co-ops as well as agricultural co-ops in the GDR, so why were so keen to 

establish a farming co-operative? 

There are a number of reasons for this. The government itself had 

recognized the key importance of agriculture as the backbone of the 

Zimbabwean economy. Despite the obstacles placed in its path by the 

Lancaster House Agreement, it seemed committed to the principle that the 

land should belong to those who work it. Certainly this idea appeared to  

influence the government‟ s land reform programme, which involved 

providing at least some land for the developed co-operatives .This  last  

point was particularly  crucial as far as e were concerned, for how could we 

set up a co-operative without help? Lt had been state assistance in the 

colonial period which had made the Zimbabwean agriculture sector one of 

the most efficient and advanced in the developing world. If a positive 

attitude towards agriculture by the state was to continue, then why shouldn‟t 

agricultural co-ops themselves be a real success? 

There were also more personal reasons why we were keen to farm nearly all 

the founder-members of the co-op had been born and brought up in the rural 

areas. My experience of looking after cattle as a boy was typical. It is true 

Zimbabweans we had a „feel‟ for the land and I have already mentioned the 

pleasure I experienced working as a gardener in Bulawayo in the early 

1970s. 
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I must mention yet another reason why I had become fascinated with the 

farming. During the war we freedom fighters had a good deal of contact 

with farms and farmers. ZIPRA emphasized the importance of trying to 

peacefully co-operate with those white farmers who could be persuaded to 

provide guerrillas with food, cigarettes, and medicines and so on. I 

established many such working relationships with farmers in Chinhoyi area. 

We only attacked those farms where farmers were actively hostile to us and 

serving in the Rhodesian army. 

Of course security was a real problem. Initially we would not approach the 

farmers directly but sent messages to them, and these were the passed on by 

the workers who lived in the farm „compounds‟. if the farms responded we 

would take care to avoid any military operations in the surrounding area, so 

as not to arouse the suspicion in the minds of the Rhodesian authorities that 

we were collaborating with sympathetic farmers. Immediately after 

ceasefire, one of the farmers with whom we had made contact in this way 

allowed a number of us t Romeo Assembly Point to stay on his farm. This 

helped us to observe the situation from outside the assembly point. It was 

tremendous experience. I found farming most exciting, and these contacts 

were later to prove very useful when our co-operative was struggling to get 

off the ground 

 

                         ----------------------------------------- 

So we were keen to farm-but with what and where? As we began to think 

seriously about this question, it soon became clear that we were facing real 

problems. 

We had hoped that we might be given land for our agricultural co-ops as 

part of the government‟s resettlement programme. At one of our meetings, 

one of our comrades reminded us that the Lancaster House deal made it 

difficult for the government to acquire good land from the white farmers. I 

remember him shaking his head in irritation:‟ You know Andrew,‟ he said, 

it‟s true that the British have allowed the government to take over land 

when it can be shawn that the big white farmers are not making proper use 

of it, but…there is a catch. This land still has to be paid for- and with the 

scarce foreign currency.‟ The rest of us whistled nervously. „That means 

that it will probably be a long time before any of this land comes our way,‟ 

we concluded. 

We were confronted by an even greater difficulty. Gwaai was an assembly 

point for ZIPRA fighters as I have mentioned. At one of our early meetings 

the point was made forcefully that our co-operative should not, under any 

circumstances, be identified with only one of Zimbabwe‟ liberation armies. 

I was involved nationally in helping with the demobilisation process and 

this meant that I had to make frequent visits to the demob office in Harare. 

It was during one of these visits that I got in touch with some ZANLA 
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comrades I knew in the Harare area. I was naturally delighted when   they 

said that they would think about coming with us. 

We all took the view that we wanted to farm near Harare. After living and 

fighting in the Harare area during the last phase of the war, I was convinced 

that this was where I wanted to work. Years later my uncle Makhathini 

Guduza told me that he was disappointed that I had not decided to return to 

my native Tsholotsho to form a co-op, and I had to tell him that my 

comrades and I were determined to build for Zimbabwe as a whole. We 

wanted a co-op and a co-operative movement that was identified with the 

entire nation and not simply with one of its regions. After all our own 

ZIPRA unit had had a national character, so why shouldn‟t our co-operative 

include comrades from both liberation armies and settle in a „mixed‟ area? 

Sadly, the political climate at the time did not help. As I have already noted, 

the relationship between ZANU and ZAPU had sharply deteriorated 1980-

81, and this was to have dire consequences for our attempts to build our co-

operative. Unscrupulous politicians began to argue that because we were 

ZIPRA, they, the ZANLA comrades whom e hopped at one stage would 

join us, yielded to these sectarian pressures and dropped out. Later however 

when Simukai established itself, we did persuade some ZANLA people to 

become members. If you visit Simukai today, one of the first people you are 

likely to meet is a gentle, soft spoken comrade by the name of Christopher 

Munhungepari. Christopher comes from Mutare in the east of Zimbabwe. 

And in 1975 he interrupted his schooling at Shamva to help ZANLA with 

its education and publicity work in the camps in Mozambique. After the war 

he returned to school until ha had completed form four, and then found him 

without money or job. He joined us in 1982 and became involved in our 

education department. Today Christopher is the business manager and 

secretary of our co-p. 

But in 1981 the co-op consisted entirely of ZIPRA ex-fighters. The 

prevailing hostility meant that it was highly unlikely that we would be asked 

to join one of the government- sponsored resettlement co-ops. Even if we 

were offered a farm, it would be almost certainly not having been in the area 

of our choice. Should we be compelled to settle in a region of Zimbabwe 

that was not of our choice? Not single comrade supported the idea. We had 

fought as freedom fighters to liberate Harare and it was here that we wanted 

to stay! I should say that even some members of ZAPU‟s leadership were 

very unclear about what we were trying to do. They accepted that we 

wanted to be party projects. We were urged to sink our money into ZAPU 

on the grounds that this would enable the party itself to sponsor and support 

co-ops. I was firmly opposed to the idea. I had already seen just how 

decisive party political ties could be when it came to setting up co-

operative. we had tried to stand firm in the face of partisan pressure from 

ZANU and we were equally determined to resist partisan pressures fro 
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ZAPU. The ZAPU „high-ups‟ were happy. One day I was summoned by 

Comrade Nkomo himself. „This is not the way forward‟, he told me. ‟You 

young people should be helping the party with its projects. Why are you 

turning your back on us and doing your own thing? Your co-operative 

won‟t be viable.‟ But I was like a rock. „No I said.‟ With respect, comrade, 

you are confusing the party with the people. The party can help the people- 

encourage them and educate them-but when it comes to forming co-ops, the 

people must do it themselves. This is the only way that co-ops will work. I 

know that when Richman and Youngman Sibanda addressed a meeting at 

the end of October 1981 in Gweru, comrades who were interested in joining 

the co-op specifically raised the question as to whether we had any 

connection with ZAPU‟s company NITRAM. We did not. We were not 

involved with ZAPU in any way at all. Many of us of course retained 

persona ZAPU connections but felt strongly that co-ops should be 

independent of all political parties. 

Although Joshua Nkomo and I disagreed on this occasion, I should say that 

he later made an excellent statement about the position of fighters and co-

operatives when he addressed ZAPU‟ sixth Congress in October 1984. he 

highlighted the „tragic condition‟ of so many fighters but spoke of the 

„magnificent effort‟  which the co-ops were making to introduce real 

development in Zimbabwe. He paid particular tribute to the role that the 

freedom fighters had played in the struggle. But words of support were not 

matched by deeds, neither from government nor from ZAPU. 

       

                                    ----------------------------------------- 

This then was our problem. If were not to benefit from the government‟s-

extremely modest- resettlement programme, how then would we get hold of 

a farm? 

We tried to take some comfort from the news that once we were finally 

demobilised, we would be entitled to a monthly allowance of $180.00. This 

amounted to a severance entitlement of $4,400 over a two year period. We 

couldn‟t believe that the government was going to wash its hands of us with 

such pitiful welfare payout. The process of demobilization was to be 

completed by the end of 1981. But this allowance was a pitiful alternative to 

Operation Seed, and although it was better than nothing, it didn‟t solve our 

basic problem. We needed land, and not only land. We needed machinery 

and inputs as well. For this, a monthly allowance was not enough. Capital 

was necessary. 

Indeed, the Department of Rural Development was later to estimate that an 

agricultural co-operative required an establishment grant of a minimum of 

$109,554 which would include $63.000for a tractor,$4,00 for oxen and 

implements, $20,000 for buildings and so on. And all this assumed that the 
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land itself had already been paid for! In our case, we had virtually nothing at 

all. 

While we were brooding over this problem, one of the members of our 

group had a bright idea: if we could persuade the demob people to pay our 

money in the form of a lump sum, then that would help to provide some 

capital. We all agreed and I wrote to the Demobilistion Directorate urging 

them to take up the idea. I am happy to say they did. They put the point to 

the government who stated that they were prepared to allow the demob 

office to pay monthly allowances outright in the form of a single lump sum 

provided that fighters could show that they intended to use the money to 

form co-operative. This was good news! At last we were in business. Or so 

we thought… 

There was only one snag. It would be a while, perhaps even a number of 

years, before these lump sums would be paid. In the meanwhile we would 

have to rely on our savings. We called the meeting to discuss finance and it 

was agreed that all members of our co-op should contribute $150, 00 of 

their own money to our funds. At that time we were each receiving $100.00 

a month as soldiers. The first person to put down his money was Amon 

Mahopolo. He received the first membership card as result. David Ndlovu 

was the second and Chris Moyo will tell you proudly that he was the third to 

pay the $150,00. 

After Amon resigned from the co-op, Chris had the number two written on 

his membership card, and David Ndlovu the number one. I didn‟t pay quite 

so promptly and so my membership was number eight. At the time we 

formed our co-op in August 1981, I estimate that there were no fewer than 

150 people interested in what we were doing. But when it actually came to 

handing over the $150, 00, many comrades found the thought of starting out 

from scratch to daunting and they held back. Ishmail Kabaira had hoped that 

he could join the National Army. It was only when it became absolutely 

clear that this was not going to happen that he joined us instead. Others felt 

that there were more exciting or profitable ventures in which to invest their 

money. Solomon Skuza, one of our comrades, became a well known 

musician with the band „The Fallen Heroes‟. It was a name which aptly 

captured the mood of the so-called ex- combatants at the time.    

 

                                            ------------------------------------------ 

One day in September 1981 I received some good news from a friend in 

Chinhoyi. Two farms were available-one for sale, the other up for rent. my 

contact had received this information from one of the farmers whom I had 

got to know during the war. 

We immediately called a meeting, we found to our delight that once news 

got around that we might be getting a farm; more comrades were willing to 

pay up and join. Eight had joined at our first meeting; fifteen at the second 
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and now there were 45 of us. The atmosphere was electric. Our enthusiasm 

knew no bounds! 

We must embody within the confines of our own co-operative the wider 

principles of our democratic revolution,‟ one comrade said proudly.‟ This 

means that our land must belong-and can only belong-to those who work 

it!‟ We all applauded his speech. „Unlike the traditional marketing co-ops,‟ I 

added, „the leaders of our co-op will have to be active worker/co-operators 

on the farm, producers-like those who elect them.‟ This sentiment was also 

greeted with applause. New members, we agreed would need to prove their 

commitment and determination before they could join, and the wealth we 

produce would be distributed according to the level of our participation. 

There was however one immediate practical problem that we had to face. 

Not everyone who was willing to join could pay their $150, 00 right away. 

When the contributions were counted, we found that our co-operative‟s 

capital amounted to the sum of $3,300. Of course as ex-fighters   we could 

expect to get quite a substantial amount of money when lump sum demob 

allowances were paid. But that would be sometime in the future. Our 

problem for the moment was that if wanted a farm, we would have to rent or 

buy one. When we realized that $3,300 was all the money we had at our 

disposal, we were brought down to earth with a thud. 

 

                                                      ------------------------------------ 

Four of us traveled to Chinhoyi to investigate. One of our comrades had 

made the rather sobering point before we set off that we were black 

Zimbabweans putting a bid for the property of former White Rhodesians, 

and the farmer concerned could well be doubtful that we had any money. So 

we carried with us a suitcase filled with our savings, all in cash-just to prove 

that we were people meant for business. 

Unfortunately it didn‟t help. The farmer leasing his property wanted an 

astronomical rent which we could not possibly afford. As for the farm 

which was being sold rather than leased, the asking price was around 

$30.000- some ten times the sum we were had available. 

It was quite a chastening experience. Clearly getting hold of a farm was 

going to prove rather more difficult that we had imagined, and some 

comrades who had expressed an interest in joining us began to lose heart. 

„We told you that you were trying to achieve the impossible,‟ they said 

smugly. „What do you people know about the world of business and 

commerce anyway?‟ other comrades claimed that we were behaving like 

capitalists by trying to buy or rent property. „So it‟s your own fault if you 

have now burnt your fingers!‟ they said.. 

Things really looked bleak. Demoralization spread. Even those who had 

already handed over their $150, 00 began to wonder whether we were being 

too ambitious. „Is there anything more we can do?‟ What was to happen to 
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our Lion of Hunger and the role we all hoped that it would play in building 

free Zimbabwe? 
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The Darkest Hour Is Just Before Dawn 
 

 

 

 

We had failed to obtain a farm in Chinhoyi, but we still had, as one of the 

comrades pointed out, $3,300 in members‟ contributions. At the time Talent 

was living in Chinhoyi and winding up her work at the ZAPU offices. Next 

door to these were we discovered that there was butchery available for rent. 

So we negotiated a lease with its owner and sent a message to Gwaai asking 

Richman Nkolomi, Chris Moyo and another r comrade and manage our new 

enterprise. This we hoped would earn us some money until a farm was 

found. 

We kept the butchery going for some eight months, but it was not a money 

spinner. Meat was being rationed at that time. Richman and the two 

Christopher‟s used to receive one side of beef to sell every Wednesday and 

that was it. The following day it would be sold and our three comrades 

would have to sit around for the next five days gloomingly inspecting the 

empty shelves, and wondering how the co-op was going to pay the rather 

high rent they were being charged. In desperation they tried selling meat 

they obtained themselves from a local farm, only to find that the owner of 

the butchery reported them to the police for not buying meat approved by 

the government‟s Cold Storage Commission. So the butchery was a flop: a 

waste of our time and resources. 

Things seemed to be going from bad to worse hen one of the founder –

members of our co-op, Youngman Sibanda, came up with what seemed like 

a brilliant idea.‟ Our main problem,‟ he said is that we lack business 

experience.‟ We nodded grumpily at this penetrating glimpse of the 

obvious. But Youngman went on:‟ the other day in Harare I bumped into an 

old friend of mine, Gospel Ndlovu, who is highly knowledgeable about the 

workings of the business world. If anyone can help to get us out of the 

doldrums, he can.‟ 

A meeting was arranged and Gospel Ndlovu turned out to be a pulp and 

prosperous businessman with a sooth, oily voice.‟ My friends,‟ he said, „l 

am glad you have contacted me. I am just the person to help.‟ We all looked 

at each other uneasily.‟what you must do if you want to succeed,‟ Ndlovu 

told us to think big. At the moment you are being too far too timid and 

cautios. Who will take you seriously if you are simply a small farming co-

operative without a farm?‟ Gospel seemed to have a point.‟ you may call 
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yourself a Lion of Hunger but you are more like hungry mouse. Just you 

listen to me and I will show you how to make your fortune.‟ 

„What do we need to do?‟ we asked Gospel. First of all,‟ he declared gladly, 

patting his belly,‟ you must branch out. You must become a large group of 

multi- farming co-operators.‟ we looked bewildered. What on earth are 

multi co-operators‟? By this Gospel seemed to mean that we should boldly 

embark on a number of different enterprises all at once.‟ your butchery is a 

start, he said. 

„But what about capital?‟ we protested. He laughed.‟ There is no problem 

no problem at all. Once you show the world that you really mean business, 

the money will come flowing in. before you know what‟s happened, the 

banks and the aid organizations, not to mention the government‟s own 

development agencies, will be pouring loans, grants and funds into your 

enterprise.‟ All this sounded too good to be true. 

There is of course one problem,‟ Gospel said slowly, chewing his words as 

he spoke. Your business-err, I mean co-op-will need a more suitable name. 

Shumba ye Nzara won‟t do. The ministry will need to approve your name 

and the one you have at the moment is not appropriate for the kind of 

structure your business-l mean co-op needs. 

We were beginning to become a little nervous. Why did Gospel Ndlovu 

continually refer the name of our co-op as though it was simply a 

commercial enterprise? Why did he want to change its name?  We 

explained that the name of our co-operative expressed our commitment as 

freedom fighters to the liberation and development of Zimbabwe. „Yes, 

yes‟, Ndlovu said impatiently, „but let‟s be practical. You can‟t operate as, 

let us say, a co-operative business,‟ he smiled patronizingly-„unless you are 

registered, and no-one is going to register you as Shumba ye Nzara. In fact I 

have thought of just the name we need er…comrades.‟ There was silence as 

he paused. „We should call ourselves ZUFCO-OP- the Zimbabwe Universal 

Co-operative.‟ 

I have to admit we were impressed. Gospel seemed so confident and 

knowledgeable. He explained to us that Co-operative Societies Act- an Act 

which bad been put on the statute book by the colonial authorities with the 

intention of regulating the formation of marketing and supply co-ops. „But 

hang on a minute,‟ I protested. „Ours is a collective co-op- a producer‟s co-

op‟. I remember reading somewhere that these marketing co-ops simply 

existed to help private farmers obtain seed and fertilizer and to assist them 

in selling their produce. „In our co-op,‟ I said „we want the members to farm 

collectively. We all want to be owners of the land and machinery together.‟ 

Again Gospel looked impatient. „You still need to be registered,‟ he 

insisted. Even if you are a collective co-op, and not a marketing and supply 

co-op, you have to apply to the Ministry and produce a constitution they 

will accept. And‟, (here Gospel lowered his voice confidentially) „I am told 
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of the many of the people from the old department in the days of Smith and 

Muzorewa are still around and they don‟t like collectives. Unless you have a 

proper name and …er… sound business leadership,‟ he said puffing out his 

chest, „they won‟t take you seriously.‟ His meaning was clear: we should 

make him our leader. 

On September 27 1981, Shumba yeNzara became ZUFCO-OP. Gospel 

Ndlovu was to be president of our Board of Directors‟ as we now called our 

management committee, and I was the chair person. Of course none of the 

grants and loans about which Gospel was talking about so glibly ever 

materialized, and when we tried to register ZUFCO-OP, we were turned 

down flat.‟ Universal co-op? One of the Ministry officials snapped. „You 

are renting a butchery shop and looking for a farm- and you call yourselves 

a universal co-op! Come back when you have thought of a proper name.‟ as 

one door after another slammed in our faces, we began to have increasing 

doubts about our so called ZUFCO-OP and its pompous president. 

What really brought things to a head was the question of accommodation. 

Most of our members were still based at Gwaai awaiting demobilization. 

Three were in Chinhoyi losing money in the butchery, and there was a 

group of working with Gospel Ndlovu in Harare. Young man Sibanda was 

our „works‟ manager‟, and my old friend lshmail Kabaira dealt with the 

public relations. Naturally we needed somewhere to stay while we were in 

Harare and we needed premises from which to operate our „universal‟ co-

op. 

Initially we were very pleased when Gospel said: „There is no 

problem…er… comrades. Stay with me I have spare rooms, typewriters and 

telephones- just as you would expect from a successful businessman. So a 

number of us moved in with Ndlovu. Imagine our irritation then when 

hardly a week passed before .Gospel informed us casually that „of course‟ 

we would have to pay a nominal rent and meet our expenses.‟ Sound 

business practice, comrades,‟ he said smugly. Before we knew what had 

happened, Dickson Mbila who was our treasure had paid over $600, 00 to 

Ndlovu in the month of October and we had absolutely nothing to show for 

outlay. Gradually the truth was beginning to dawn. We had allowed 

ourselves to be hijacked by a „con-man‟ .We were being taken for a ride. 

Gospel was not interested in our co-operative: he was interested in our 

savings. He did not want to help us. All he wanted was to expand his 

business interests and reputation at our expense. 

As we talked the matter over among ourselves one thing became clear. We 

had to free ourselves from the costly „assistance‟ of Gospel Ndlovu. We told 

our pompous president that we could no longer afford to work from his 

premises and that we had to find somewhere cheaper. Only Young man 

Sibanda, as I recall, was unhappy about this‟ll was Youngman who had 

introduced us to Gospel and he never really settled with us. He was, I think 
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the kind of person who saw himself as an administrator rather than a 

worker, and he was later to leave our co-op. we nicknamed him „Wobo‟ a 

small animal that brings misfortune. 

As for Gospel, he gradually got the message .after we left his house, we 

found an office of our own to rent and it was from there- the not very grand 

rooms 4 and 4a in Vasan House, 109 Sinoa Street- that we sought to 

continue the battle for our survival. It had been a bad experience. In the play 

of the history of Simukai which our comrades produced in 1989 with the 

help of a professional actor, Chris Hurst, we re-enact our experiences with 

Gospel Ndlovu. One of the comrades swaggers around with great guess 

while the others sing a very humorous and none too polite song about the 

man who tried to hijack our co-op. 

We can laugh about the episode now but at the time it was no joking matter. 

Money was flowing out. Our savings were being frittered away on 

telephone and electricity bills, living and transport expenses. Soon we 

would be left with nothing. 

 

                                             --------------------------------- 

One of the things Gospel Ndlovu had advised us to do was to use our small 

and rapidly diminishing amount of capital to rent rather than buy a farm. He 

had also suggested that we should find a prominent figure in the nationalist 

movement to add weight to our committee, not necessarily as a member of 

the co-op , but as someone who could help negotiate the most favourable 

deal possible. 

This we did. The veteran nationalist Comrade Roderick Nyandoro agreed to 

help. It was through him that we heard that there was a farm available. The 

property, Eyerstone farm, consisted of over 1,000 of sandy soil and was 

situated some thirteen kilometers from the City Centre along the Prince 

Edward Dam. Road, not far from Harare‟s international airport. 

In October 1981 we met Mr. Ranched, Eyerstone‟s landlord.  He told us that 

the property could be rented for $ 500.00 a month. As we winced at the 

amount, he added sharply:‟ and we cannot settle for less than a seven-year 

lease with a rent which will increase by $50.00 every year.‟ 

It was a huge sum of money- but we were desperate. Soon all our members 

would be demobilsed and we needed somewhere to go. So we agreed. I say 

we agreed but for a while we didn‟t actually sign any  documents. For two 

good reasons In the first place, we had very grave doubts as to whether we 

would be able to pay $500,00 a month in rent, and in the second, our own 

legal capacity to enter into the contracts was  rather problematic. 

We may have been committed and keen co-operators but we were not yet 

registered.‟ Comrades, „I said, we are going to have to go back to the 

Ministry again.‟ Everyone groaned; we had already tried to register 

ZUFCO-OP and had been rejected. Why don‟t we go to them with our old 
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names Shumba ye Nzara-the one Gospel Ndlovu didn‟t, like- and see what 

happens? A comrade suggested. So a number of us trooped into the 

Ministry, only to be told by most unsympathetic official that we were 

wasting our time.‟ Your name is quite unsuitable,‟ he said sharply as we 

tried to explain why we wanted to call ourselves Lion of Hunger. „You are 

supposed to be an economic enterprise, not a political party!‟ So once again 

we had to retire to lick the rash of mosquito bites inflicted upon us by 

bloated officialdom. Not only was our name rejected but we brought back 

with us a whole list of trifling things which had to be done before 

registration would be considered. 

How were we to proceed? One problem we faced was that the Department 

of Co-ops, which had now become part of the Ministry of Lands, 

Agriculture and Resettlement, was still staffed, as Gospel Ndlovu had 

pointed out, by people from the old regime. They thought of co-ops as 

capitalist marketing organizations to assist private farmers- not as a 

collective producer organization in which the land was owned and 

controlled by those who worked it. Hence the hostility to „political‟ names 

Another problem was equally serious. Ministry officials who were not civil 

servants from the former Smith/Muzorewa gorvenment were often ZANU 

appointees. In many cases, they had not been freedom fighters but had been 

working abroad as academics or administrators when independence was 

attained. To demonstrate their loyalty to the new state, there were, as one 

comrade put it, inclined to be „super-ZANU‟ which meant of course that 

they were particularly hostile to ZAPU and the contribution which ZIPRA 

had made to Zimbabwe‟s liberation. 

So our problem was two-fold. We were a collective co-op and our members 

were ZIPRA freedom fighters. That was bad enough. Even worse was the 

fact that we were seeking to register our co-op in the Harare area-indeed 

quite close to the airport- at a time when ZAPU was being accused of 

supporting dissidents and caching arms in order to promote rebellion. 

Registering our co-operative was proving to be a real  headache. 

We were sitting in our office one day trying to find a way forward when 

John Tshabangu made a brilliant suggestion. „Let‟s call ourselves Simukai- 

it is a name the local people will understand and the Ministry won‟t identify 

with the ZIPRA ex-fighters.‟ SIMUKAI or stand up and be counted. It was 

an excellent name and we were all enthusiastic. We were just congratulating 

John on his brainwave when one comrade interjected: Wait a minute. Once 

the Registrar knows that the application comes from us, he will find some 

excuse to throw it out.‟ 

There followed a gloomy silence. It was my turn to have a brainwave. „But 

comrades,‟ I said slowly,‟ how will he necessarily know that the application 

comes from us?‟ Everyone looked at each other. Frowns turned to smiles 

and then chuckles as my point was gradually taken. The fact that ZUFCO-
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OP and Shumba ye Nzara wished to become Simukai must be kept a closely 

guarded secret. 

We persuaded a friend of ours who was not associated with the co-operative 

to take our proposed new constitution round to the Ministry and have it 

processed. This time, the official assuming that the ZIPRA malcontents had 

given up the ghost, agreed to register it. „Hhmm…SEEMS ok.‟ He 

mumbled, leafing through our application. 

The news was received with much rejoicing. After six months of being 

buffeted from pillar to post, we were home and dry…with just a little 

deception on our part to help things along. 

On January 26 1982, the Simukai Collective Farming Co-operative Society 

(Ltd.) was registered. At last we were in position to stand up and be 

counted‟. 

Some of the Ministry officials were not amused hen the news leaked out 

that Simukai was in fact a „hungry lion‟ with a different skin. A group of us 

were summoned to the Registry to be told an extremely irate official that we 

had been registered by mistake. My response, I am afraid to say, 

unprintable….. But among other things, the official was invited to enter the 

nether regions of the earth if he so wished and not to bother to return. 

Nothing could change the fact that by hook and (a little) crook, we had 

registered our co-op. we now had our official identity and we were 

determined to keep it. 

                                         ----------------------------------- 

In the mean time as I have said, we had rented a farm. It was agreed that a 

small group would travel out to Eyerstone farm, settle in, and get everything 

ready for others. With all the problems we had had with registration and 

raising finance, it had never really occurred to us to carefully examine the 

property we were going to rent before making the agreement. We were a 

little drunk on our tiny triumph. 

We received the shock of our lives. I still remember the sense of absolute 

disbelief which came incredible. At the point Mr. Ranchod had mentioned 

in passing that he had not actually been in operation since the late 1970s. 

Now the full implications of what that meant came home to us. 

There was no electricity- coils of disconnected electric wire littered the 

farm. We had no water either for domestic or irrigation purposes. True, the 

farm had three small dams and a borehole for use at the homesteads. But the 

water pump had all been stolen during the years of neglect. There were 

buildings but they were falling apart. There were rooms with no doors and 

they were full of rats and bees. Hectares of unused land stretched inborn of 

us and there were no sloughing implements which we could possibly use. 

We had also failed to take into account the fact that an abandoned farm is 

likely to contain abandoned people. As we were surveying the dismal 

landscape, I saw a large chubby woman striding towards us. „How can I 
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help?‟ she said in friendly booming tones. She introduced herself as Joyce 

Mbotshwa, and l learned that she was one of some 75 farm workers who 

had been around when the farm was still being worked. When it was 

abandoned the workers had nowhere to go and so, many of them had simply 

stayed on and scratched out a subsistence living for themselves. We 

explained to Joyce Mbotshwa that we were renting the farm as co-operators.  

„A Co-operative?  What a good idea!‟ she exclaimed heartily. She told us 

that her husband had suffered during the struggle and that she was a keen 

supporter of co-operatives. 

Our constitution allows us to hire employees where they provide skills 

which are not available in the co-op, but at the time we were just starting 

off, we wanted people working with us who were members of the co-op. 

There was only one thing to do. We agreed that the workers who had been 

employed on the farm could stay if they were prepared to join. Some agreed 

to try it out. Over the years many of them have drifted away, but Joyce 

Mbotshwa is still with us. She is keen on co-operatives now as she was 

then, and today she helps out with the crèche and serves on Simukai‟s social 

committee. 

A few weeks later more comrades began to join us fro Gwaai. All those who 

came to Simukai were appalled at the abysmal state of the farm. $500, 00 a 

month for derelict and abandoned property! Comrades wanted to know how 

we had let ourselves in for such a rotten agreement over such a rotten farm. 

How could we call ourselves progressive co-operators when we had acted in 

such an uncritical and naïve way? 

We were in a real mess. We had taken over the farm with the highest of 

hopes and the best of intentions. We freedom fighters were going to provide 

a shining example of the superiority of socialism over capitalism-of 

collective co-operation over exploitation and oppression. Yet if we now had 

the farm, we were still in every respect, real proletarians…we had nothing 

except our hands, our courage and our determination with which to work. 

We had no working capital. We had no previous experience of commercial 

farming. We had no skills, no transport-not even a single tractor for a farm 

of over 1,000 hectares. We had no implements and no money with which to 

buy them. It was as though we were living in a refugee camp in the middle 

of the bush not knowing where our external meal was going to come from. 

Because we had no running water, we drew water fro a well, we used 

borrowed buckets. We didn‟t even have our own pots from which to eat and 

food was a problem. There was no sign that the lands had been ploughed for 

the last five years, and anyway the ploughing season was almost over when 

we moved in. Just how were we going to plant the crops? 

Our stomachs were empty and so were our hands. Indeed, when we set aside 

a room in one of the houses as a sick ward, we did not have even a single 
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aspirin to give comrades who were ill. And there were many who suddenly 

claimed to be possessed by the „old ones‟ or the ancestral spirits. 

The only positive development at the time was our increasing membership. 

Indeed, we had real breakthrough when Richman Nkolomi and Youngman 

Sibanda decided to go to Sierra Assembly Point to seek support. This 

assembly point was mainly for women, and many of the women comrades 

who are with us on Simukai today joined the co-op in response to 

Richman‟s appeal. There can be little doubt that Richman must have made a 

most eloquent and moving speech in support of our co-op. What is not so 

clear is what he actually said. 

Ask of our women members who agreed to join at the time. Ask Otress 

Moyo or Mavis Ntini, currently in our kitchen team, or Rumbidzai Ndlovu, 

who works long hours on the crèche, or Senzeni Ncube, the current treasure 

of Simukai. „Comrade Richman,‟ they will tell you,‟ urged us to come to 

Simukai to help run a Supermarket.‟ „Simukai‟, apparently said, will 

provide the produce and you woman can sell it.‟ 

However, when you ask Richman Nkolomi if he can remember exactly 

what he said in his appeal, his eyes twinkle. „Ah,‟ he will shake his head, 

clicking his tongue. „Unfortunately there was a misunderstanding. What I 

told them was that we already had a farm and that one day it might be 

possible to establish a supermarket.‟ 

Curiously, none of the women actually heard Richman qualify his reference 

to the supermarket in this way. Perhaps somebody coughed at the wrong 

moment. Anyway, the women responded enthusiastically. No fewer than 90 

women from Sierra Assembly point came to Simukai. They were of course 

shocked by what they saw. A dilapidated farm with poor housing, no 

running water, no electricity and no implements but shock turned to outrage 

when they discovered that there was no supermarket! 

Mavis Ntini remembers challenging Richman when the women reached 

Eyerstone farm. Where‟s the supermarket then, comrade?‟ The women all 

swarmed around Richman angrily like bee ready to sting,‟ Er…er , there… 

there,‟ Richman should have said pointing an empty field. „That‟s were we 

thought it might be located one day.‟ The angry buzz reached a crescendo. 

„You‟ve cheated us‟ Give us back our membership money!‟ „Where is my 

$150, 00?‟ What will my husband say when he hears that I have come to 

work in a non-existent supermarket?‟ 

I think that Richman Nkolomi was very lucky to survive the human bee 

stings he received that day. Many of the women comrades left there and 

then. Others left later. But many stayed. Whatever Richman did or did say 

when he visited Sierra Assembly Point with Youngman, he is responsible 

for having recruited what is still today a significant portion of Simukai‟s 

membership. 
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                       -------------------------------------------------- 

 

We may have increased our membership, but nothing could disguise the 

dire straits we were in at the end of 1981. Morale sagged. Things looked 

really bleak. Everyone was tense and worried. It seemed that ever since we 

had decided to form a co-operative, we had been traveling through a long 

dark tunnel, and no matter how many twists and turns we took, things 

became worse. 

People began to leave the co-op in droves. The Ndebele people have a 

saying „kwasekungumnyama wezulu‟ which means roughly that the darkest 

hour comes before the first rays of dawn. On January 26 1982 we were 

eventually registered and as a co-operative. Although there were still 

tremendous trials facing us, the corner was about to be turned. Indeed, 

sooner or later even the longest and darkest of tunnels has to come to an 

end. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  76 

                                                     9 
 

 

         

 ZIMPRO and OCCZIM 

_________________________________ 

 

 
 

We had a farm and we had members. But things were desperate and our 

most pressing problem was monthly rent of $500, 00 we had „agreed‟ (in 

some sense of that word) to pay. In our account we had nothing. No, I 

exaggerate. The treasure returned from the bank to report that we had the 

sum of $00o8 to our name! 

One of our comrades at the time was Peter Pullen Mkwananzi. Comrade 

peter had, like Star Ncube, taken a training course at the government centre 

in Kushinga –Phikelela near Marondera. While he was there, he had become 

aware of the existence of a number of organizations which Peter singled out 

for special mention-the Zimbabwe Project Trust. „They seem really friendly 

and sympathetic,‟he said,‟ why don‟t we see if they can help?‟ 

Peter told us that ZIMPRO-as most people now call the Zimbabwe Project 

Trust –had originally been established in London during the war. Its role 

then had been to assist refugees who ha fled the country and were living in 

the camps in the Frontline States. After independence, ZIMPRO had been 

invited by the government to come to Zimbabwe to assist in the 

demobilization programme. 

Peter spoke particularly about the work of Paul Temba Nyathi who is Today 

ZIMPRO‟s director. Paul had been detained during the war by the Smith 

Regime.  After the independence he became involved in helping to raise 

money from the European Economic Community and examine claims so 

that co-ops approved as viable would receive demob money in a lump sum. 

At that time he was working for ZIMPRO with a group of disabled freedom 

fighters near Zvishavane. These comrades had all been seriously injured 

during the war and had a very bad time when the cease fire was called. They 

had initially been taken to Luveve Transit Camp to establish their identities, 

and were then dumped in the Lido Hotel in Bulawayo without any real 

thought given as to what they could do. It was only after they had spent 

about eighteen months cramped in uncomfortable conditions that ZIMPRO 

had taken up their case. When their hardship became known Sir Garfield 

Todd agreed to help. 
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1. Young Anthony on the site of the hut in which his Father 

Andrew was born 

 

   

 

        2. Andrew Nyathi at the entrance of Dinyane School  
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3. Endless waiting. Christopher Masuku (first from the left) 

and            Andrew Nyathi passing time at Gwaai Assembly 

Point 
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(B.P.) 4.One of Andrew’s comrades with his first demobilisation 

pay pocket 

 
 

5./6. Two scenes from the first Simukai Angelina Ncube and Nylon 

Moyo in the kitchen and Barbra Phiri the first batch of new chicks 
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      (B.P.)

  

 
     (B.P.) 

 

7. Some of the members of present Simukai 
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(B.P.) 

 

8. Andrew Nyathi 1990 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1.Isiah Risinamhodzi   12. James Nyampingidza 

2. Mike Zhou                                 13.Zenzo Nkolomi 
3. Kennias Maplanka                    14. Zenzo Ngwenya 

4. Christopher Munhungepari    15. Senzeni Ncube 

5. Rabson Ndlovu  16. Gertrude Nyathi 

6. Christopher Moyo  17. Nkosana Mavule  

7. Paul Bwanyana  18. Andrew Nyathi 

8. Tymon Moyo  19. Debhora Maplanka 
9. Sydney Malinga  20. Aleck Nkonkoni 

10. Star Ncube  21. John Tshabangu 

11. Daniel Matimba  22. Job Ncube 
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           (B.P.) 
9./10. Banners in the Simukai communal dining and meeting hall 

 

                                                                                   

                                                                                       (B.P.) 
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                                                                                 (B.P.) 

 

11. Gertrude Nyathi and the 1990 tobacco crop   

 



  84 

 
                                                                                               (B.P) 

12./13. The builders of the future: crèche and primary school children at Simukai 

 

 

(B.P.) 
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Andrew Nyathi at his home 

 

 

 
    Andrew and wife Talent 
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Andrew and his three children at their home 
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Garfield was a senator after independence, but had been a Rhodesian Prime 

Minister in the early 1950s when he had been pushed out of office because 

of his liberal views. Sir Garfield responded generously to the plight of 

disabled comrades by donating1, 500 hectares of arable land on his farm 

near Zvishavane for use as co-operatives. 

Paul Temba Nyathi has the task on behalf of ZIMPRO of helping these 

comrades settle in. For some twenty months he lived with them in the tents, 

and together they planted a vegetable garden, cleared ten acre field and 

prepared a site on which dormitories could be built. The comrades called 

their co-op Vukuzenzele  have worked closely together in helping each 

other out  as individual co-ops, as well as contributing to the formation of a 

national co-operation movement. 

Shortly after moving onto Eyerstone farm, we acquired a battered old 

vehicle which had once belonged to ZAPU. On the December 14 1981, we 

drove into the centre of Harare and rather nervously made our way up tree 

flights of stairs to ZIMPRO‟s offices, then situated in OLD Shell House in 

Baker Avenue. 

As we entered a reception room, a tall friendly woman greeted us. „How can 

we help?‟ she said. „You look as though you are having a rough time.‟ She 

turned out to be Judy Todd, Sir Garfield‟s daughter, and an important 

political figure in her own right. She had been detained by the Rhodesian 

regime in the 1970s because of her vigorous opposition to undo, and to the 

attempt by the British government in 1972 to reach a settlement which fell 

well short of majority rule. After independence she became ZIMPRO‟s 

director. Strenuous- though fortunate it unsuccessful-attempts were later 

made to remove her from these post when she insisted that her organisation  

would support all co-operatives, regardless of whether their members had 

fought for ZANLA or ZIPRA during the war. I must say we were taken 

aback by their friendliness. We had become so used to people in offices 

glaring at us impatiently and barking-„Yes, what you want?‟-that we didn‟t 

know what to think. We were invited to sit down. „Will you have tea or 

coffee? Make yourselves comfortable,‟ Judy said to us. We thought of 

Gospel Ndlovu and „his friendliness‟. Perhaps this Judy Todd wants to 

make use of us in some way.‟ I thought suspiciously. I was wrong. 

Four days later Sister Janice McLaughlin, on behalf of ZIMPRO, and some 

of her colleagues visited the farm to see for them selves. On the basis of her 

recommendation ZIMPRO paid our first month‟s rent. They helped us have 

Electricity reconnected. On January 4 1982, Judy wrote personally to the 

Ministry of Lands, Agriculture and Resettlement asking them to help 

Simukai by supplying  a tractor and disc plough, a planter and cultivator, 

although no help was coming from this fourth quarter, over the next few 

months Judy and ZIMPRO proved to be a tower of strength. Without 

ZIMPRO‟S assistance, I don‟t know how Simukai would have coped. 
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ZIMPRO gave us money for fertilizer and transport costs. They paid for our 

first batch of chickens and the hire of a tractor. Judy frequently brought 

representatives from the aid agencies to meet us so that they would have 

some idea of how the co-ops were struggling. I am sure it was through 

Judy‟s influence that David Harrison of the BBC made a film about 

Simukai which was shown to British viewers on April 18 1982. 

At the end of January she writes to Youngman Sibanda, who was still with 

us then, to say that she was „deeply impressed by the visible commitment 

and hard work‟ demonstrated by our members. I remember dropping Judy a 

note the following month which said simply, please keep your hands with 

us.‟ Judy wrote to us on June 8:‟When ever we receive a letter from 

Simukai we feel like a car which just had more petrol put in its tank.‟ 

Among the people we met at ZIMPRO at the time was John Conradi. John 

had been a history lecturer at the University of Rhodesia. In February 1967 

he received a twenty year prison sentence under the Law and Order 

Maintenance Act for allegedly acquiring explosives in order to overthrow 

the government. He was released eleven years later and helped the late 

Maurice Nyagumbo, who became the Cabinet Minister, after independence, 

with his auto biography. 

I remember that John was particularly concerned about the harsh terms of 

the lease which we had signed with Mr. Ranchod. He wrote to the Minister 

of Lands, Agriculture and Resettlement, Comrade Moven Mahachi, pointing 

out that the farm was massively overpriced for „speculative reasons‟ and 

estimating that over a period of eight years we would have paid out some 

$68,000 in rent! Was not possible, he asked the Minister, to find us an 

alternative farm? 

Nothing came of the request-nor was Judy Todd successful in trying to 

persuade Mr. Ranchod that our monthly rent should be treated as a down –

payment towards the purchase of the farm. Over the years we have 

continued to work closely with ZIMPRO but we had reason specially to  be 

grateful to this organisation in the early days. For when light began to 

appear at the end of the long dark tunnel through which we had been   

trudging, ZIMPRO proved to be one of the forces holding the torch. As far 

as Simukai is concerned, ZIMPRO„s role as „the mother of Zimbabwean co-

operatives‟ has been unique and irreplaceable. 

 

                                      --------------------------------------------------- 

Zimbabwe Project did more than help individual co-operatives. Both Paul 

Temba Nyathi and Judy Todd believed passionately in co-ops working 

together to solve their common problems. Soon after establish itself in 

Zimbabwe, ZIMPRO established a training centre at Adelaide Acres and 

this brought members of co-ops into contact with one another as they 

learned agricultural and industrial skills. 
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One of ZIMPRO‟S earliest initiatives was to produce a news letter, and this 

was then circulated to the new co-ops which were, as I have said, springing 

up all over the country. This news letter contained reports from the co-ops, 

initially called ZPMCO (the Zimbabwe Producer and Marketing Co-

operative Organisation), and later OCCZIM (the Organisation of Collective 

Co-operatives in Zimbabwe.) 

I was very excited when I first heard that attempts were being made to get 

the collectives together. We had a discussion with our members and all 

agreed that no co-operative could really succeed on its own. As chair of 

Simukai, I was asked to represent the co-op at the very first meeting of 

collective co-ops ever held in Zimbabwe. We were all very conscious of the 

fact that this was a vital step forward. No collective co-ops had ever met 

before to discuss their common problems. 

Before independence only three collective co-ops existed in pour country. 

One the Mukuti Farm Society had operated secretly in the Manicaland area 

while the other two had been banned by the Rhodesians for allegedly 

helping the national struggle against colonialism. The Nyafaro Co-op in the 

Nyanga area was suppressed in 1976 and Cold Comfort Farm, where we 

held our first meeting, had been closed down as a „communist conspiracy‟ 

five years earlier. 

The meeting took place in January 1982 in the very month in which 

Simukai secured its registration – and there were just eight collectives 

represented. It was an aspiring occasion and we all agreed that we should 

try to involve as many collectives as possible. In April a second meeting 

was held, this time at Batsiranai Co-op. twenty- three collectives were 

represented. The movement was growing. 

„It‟s all very well for us to meet and discuss our problems, one of the 

comrades had said at the Batsiranai meeting,‟ but we need an organized 

movement which will be able to represent co-ops in our common fight for 

resources and government help.‟ I returned from Batsiranai with some good 

news. „Comrades,‟ I reported to the members, Simukai has been chosen as 

the next venue for the next meeting of the collectives.‟ What‟s on the 

agenda?‟ the comrades asked.‟ The time has come to launch a national 

organization of Zimbabwe‟s collective co-operatives! I answered. 

The members were delighted. Simukai was not only well –placed 

geographically to hold such a meeting, but it was felt that we had already 

shown we were the kind of co-op with the courage and determination to 

succeed. On July 17 and 18 1982, representatives fro 38 co-ops took the 

decision to launch ZPMCO. It was very exciting. By January 1983, ZPMCO 

could claim to have brought over 50 collective together into an organization 

with an individual membership running to several thousand. 

In launching ZPMCO we all dedicated ourselves, as the conference 

resolution stated, to „work selflessly for the eradication of ignorance, 
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poverty, disease, corruption and capitalist exploitation and‟ we added for 

good measure, „any exploitation of whatever nature.‟ The Simukai 

Conference, as it came to be called, elected an interim executive committee 

and I was to be secretary- a tribute not merely to myself but to the comrades 

I was representing. 

We were now committed to launch a national movement and we were soon 

to have our own news paper. ZIMPRO agreed to hand over their news 

letters, called „Vanguard‟, to the co-operatives to produce s their own 

national paper. Its first editor was Morris Mtswambiwa, an ex-ZANLA 

fighter, and its editorial board included Paul Temba Nyathi, Philip Maduda 

of Guqukani co-op, and Jeremy Brick hill and Albert Ndindah from 

Memorial. 

It was an act of real solidarity and agreed help in getting a national co-op 

movement off the ground. The first issue of the new Vanguard appeared in 

January 1983. 

The story of Memorial co-op is yet another tale which deserves a book in its 

own right. It is a printing co-op in Harare which had taken over an old 

ZAPU press. We learned from the comrades at Memorial that we were not 

the only ones who had had serious problems registering. They had initially 

sought to register themselves as the Heroes Memorial Co-operative, but 

were told by the Ministry that the name was totally unacceptable. „It is,‟ a 

hostile official had stated, „the job of the state- not ordinary co-operators- to 

commemorate war heroes. Just who do you think you are?‟ it had taken a 

long and bitter fight before these comrades were eventually allowed to call 

themselves to   MEMORIAL Co-operative. They were at least permitted to 

commemorate someone but precisely who was to remain unclear! 

Memorial took over the printing of Vanguard when it became the 

movement‟s news paper. They are still in business today, meeting many of 

the printing requirements- letterheads, account books, etc. –of the other 

collectives. In 1985 ZIMPRO asked Memorial to produce „Another Battle 

Begun,‟ a superb photographic record of the collectives which was also sold 

abroad as a portable exhibition. The book and the exhibition admirably 

capture the excitement and commitment which characterized the co-

operative movement in those days. 

As for the first issues of Vanguard, they are filled with reports from 

struggling collectives from every part of the country: from Kensington co-

op just outside Bulawayo, a reference to the problem of debts and shortage 

of water. From Ruponeso Co-op east of Headlands, who had the problem of 

how to farm without a tractor? These comrades shared our experience at 

Simukai of having to dig whole hectares of land with nothing more than 

hand hoes. 

Asiphathisane a co-op also set up by ex-fighters tells ZIMPRO helped them 

to open up a take-away called Curry Den in December 1981. from Fife 
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Street in Bulawayo, Vusisizwe reports on the problems of establishing a 

carpentry shop while waiting for land on which to farm, while the Solidarity 

Co-op, formed in October 1981, recalls the difficulties it had in producing 

not for furniture but „co-operative „ music. One of its songs which were then 

popular was called „Shake Off YOUR Chains‟ and contained the verse: 

                                Young and old, black and whites’ 

                                 The time has come to turn on the fight 

                                 To realize the people’s rights, 

                                 In our young nation  

Another song, „Freedom Road‟, had its last three lines: 

                                Hey you slaves, 

                                Can you feel the beat? 

                                Revolution’s heat, heat, heat! 

 

Words which expressed so vividly the mood of those times, in  August 1982 

I attended a conference at the Ministry, Comrade Moven Mahachi, had 

pledged that the government would help the co-operatives „by providing 

basic facilities, financial and material assistance and incentives,‟ but we 

feared that other were not going to be so positive. We were right. 

At the August meting the president of the Zimbabwe National Farmers 

Union (ZNFU) was openly hostile to our socialist ideology. We were 

dismayed to learn that this was the person who had been appointed to chair 

the interim committee charged with the task of organizing a Federation of 

co-ops. All this made us increasingly convinced that although we had called 

ourselves the Zimbabwe Producer and Marketing Co-ops, the collectives 

required an organization which would be independent of the large number 

of marketing co-ops, many of which existed during the colonial period. 

The Ministry was not persuaded by our quest for independence. Along and 

complicated battle had to be fought to register ZPMCO. „You can‟t have a 

name like that!‟ officials told us. „Why not?‟  We asked. „Well... 

hem...ZMPCO puts the word Zimbabwe first. Only official organization can 

do that.‟ We shook our heads in exasperation. So many „non governmental‟ 

organizations already referred to themselves as the „Zimbabwe this or that‟, 

but to make progress we agreed to put Zimbabwe at the end of our name. 

There was a worse to come. „We want a single co-operative organisation to 

cover all kinds of co-ops,‟ officials told us.‟ You can then divide yourselves 

into different sectors-agriculture, commerce, mining, fishing, etc‟. This was 

apposition which we simply could not accept. The collectives were only just 

beginning to consolidate themselves. To have entered a single co-operative 

organization at that stage would have meant losing our distinct character as 

collectives. It was basically a political fight. „Co-operatives should be free 

from politics ideology,‟ the officials complained. „It is not the job of co-
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operatives to fight for socialism or for anything else. It is your job to 

produce.‟ 

We couldn‟t agree. Collectives have an important role to play along with 

trade unions and other mass organizations in keeping alive socialist values 

and the fight for exploitation. The struggle we had to register ZMPCO. Or 

OCCZIM as it became, reminded me of the bitter fight we had over 

Simukai. In both cases we were combating the same people with the same 

prejudices. It was during one of these meetings at the Ministry that an 

official suddenly produced a copy of our newspaper and waved it under our 

noses. „If you want us to register you‟, he asked, his eyes narrowing 

suspiciously, „why have you called your news paper Vanguard?‟ We 

blinked in astonishment at his question. „Well,‟ we explained, Vanguard 

was the name of ZIMPRO‟s news letter before we took over, and we 

decided to keep it because it reflects our belief that the collectives should be 

in the forefront of the struggle  for a socialist Zimbabwe.‟ „Ah...haa!‟ Said 

the official, rubbing his hands, „but don‟t you know that Vanguard just 

happens to be the name of the building in which ZAPU has its headquarters 

in Harare?‟ 

 It was pathetic. None of the collective co-ops who supported OCCZIM 

favoured formal links with any political party. It is true that some of the co-

ops had been formed by ZIPRA ex-fighters but many had been established 

by ZANLA ex-fighters, and as quite a number were mixed. As Jimmy 

Moyo, Cocci‟s chairperson stated in August 1983:  „We don‟t ask who 

former ZANLA is, who former ZIPRA is, or who is from where we are only 

interested in solving our problems as collective co-operatives. 

But the Ministry still remained obstructive. We had originally scheduled our 

founding conference for the end of February‟ 1983. But the arguments 

dragged on. „We are still not satisfied,‟ they told us. „Come back for another 

meeting.‟ An expert from the International Organisation was called to help 

draft the by-laws and eventually agreement appeared to have been reached. 

The August issue of Vanguard announced that the conference was to take 

place at Stoddard Hall in Mare, Harare. Invitations were sent out and papers 

were prepared. Then just eight days before we were due to meet, a bomb 

shell exploded. Dr Chitsike, the Permanent Secretary in the Department of 

Co-ops declared that things were not yet all in order. The conference must 

be stopped. 

We were aghast. Urgently I contacted him (as well as Mark Dube who was 

then Deputy Minister of Lands, Agriculture and Resettlement)to say that we 

had met all the Ministry objections. The conference just had to go ahead. At 

a tense emergency meeting of our executive, I reported his response. „Your 

conference can not proceed. If you defy me, I will instruct the police to 

break it up.‟ 



  93 

It was an incredible situation. Forty- eight hours before we were due to 

meet, we decided to appeal directly to the Minister, Comrade Moven 

Mahachi. We had rightly calculated that Comrade Mahachi, who had 

worked on Cold Comfort Farm before it was banned by Smith regime, 

would be more sympathetic to our case. He was. Dr Chitsike was 

encountered and the conference went ahead. For two memorable days some 

146 delegates from 77 collectives passed resolutions on every aspect of co-

operative organization I proposed a resolution on the problem of transport 

and equipment and answered questions from the floor on behalf of the 

outgoing executive. Delegate after delegate stood up and poke of what the 

comrade from Guqukani co-op called the „mountain of problems‟ facing 

them. A comrade from Kwayedza Co-op in Karoi talked of people starving 

in his area; the delegate of Tanhi Co-op in Rusape appealed for help with 

providing a grinding meal, sewing machines and beef cattle. „Our 

members,‟ he declared, „are without food‟. Every speaker agreed that lack 

of finance was the outstanding problem the co-ops faced. 

At the end of it, I was exhausted. Much of my relief I was no longer on the 

executive committee. There were pressing commitments at Simukai that I 

needed to attend to‟, but I agreed to serve as chairperson of the agricultural 

sub-committee of the new OCCZIM. It had been a truly unforgettable event: 

a real landmark in the history of our movement. Unfortunately, as I shall 

explain in a later chapter, this promising start was not to be sustained. 
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                            10 

              

Surviving the System 

 
 

We received valuable assistance from other individuals and organizations 

besides ZIMPRO. Sister Janice Mc Laughlin was on ZIMPRO‟s 

management committee until 1983 and had worked with ZANU in the 

education department during the war. Today she is best known fir her work 

with ZIMFEP- the Zimbabwe Foundation for Education with Production-

which she helped to establish just after independence. It was Sister Janice 

who told Christopher Munhungepari about our existence in 1982. We also 

began to receive valuable aid from organizations like Christian Care, 

HIVOS and NOVIB. 

All this served to raise morale. I shall never forget our first maize crop. We 

had planned to plant seven hectares.The tractor hired for us by ZIMPRO  

had ploughed six, but it was so late in the season that we only managed to 

plant two. Every cold of earth had to be painfully turned by hand. Two 

comrades could hold a piece of string or wire in a straight line. A series of 

holes would be dug and maize seeds would have to be deposited into them- 

one hole at a time. Initially we borrowed hoes from local farm compound 

and those from farm workers who were still living on Simukai but had not 

joined the co-op agreed to help- with generous quantities of beer provided 

for services rendered. 

Those two hectare of maize though wilted from drought, looked to us like a 

vision of heaven on earth. At last, we had something to show of our labours! 

They only yielded 25 bags of maize and these we used entirely for domestic 

consumption. But the maize was ours. We had grown it ourselves. 

We were producing our own food. Our co-operative was beginning to take 

off! 

Vegetables were the next priority. Fifty hoes were donated to us from 

Kushinga Phikilela and the tools became the basis of our tillage department. 

Three beds of rape were lovingly tended so that we were soon self sufficient 

in relish. From here we set about planting a garden with tomatoes, onions. 

Lettuce, Cabbages, Rape and Carrots, and four months later we had slightly 

more than a hectare of tomatoes under cultivation. 

Initially, all we had to use for watering were borrowed buckets. Each of had 

to hump a 20 litre can of water from the borehole to the field. It was a back 

breaking work. How delighted we were when we were able to announce at 

the member‟s meeting that ZIMPRO had donated a horse pipe!  
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Kennias Maplanka traveled from Gwaai to join us in the second week of 

January. Because he knew Harare well, he was given the job of marketing 

our produce. Twice a week greens and tomatoes would be loaded up and he 

would be off to Harare to supply stall holders in Kambuzuma Township and 

in Mare Musical. 

In April we moved into chickens. We had our Toyota by then and there was 

a great cheer from the members as our first 25 chickens arrived. Quite apart 

from their commercial possibilities, the chicken‟s offered us much needed 

dietary relief. We had been living on vegetables and sadza since e had been 

on Simuki. Now at last we could eat meat. Three of these chickens were 

slaughtered. The rest were fattened and sold off. On the strength of this sale 

we then bought another 50, and from 50 we purchased 1,000. By September 

we could tell a reporter from the Sunday Mail that we now had nearly 4,000 

layers and broilers and we were soon going to be marketing eggs. 

Judy Todd put us in touch with some friends of hers in Harare-a Mr. and 

Mrs. Callinicos who were the then managing the Park Lane Hotel in Samora 

Machel Avenue. „We want regular deliveries-no messing around,‟ a friendly 

Greek voice told Kennias. Three times a week the van, crammed with 

chickens, screeched to a halt outside the kitchens at the Park Lane. Soon we 

were selling 500 chickens a fortnight to various customers. Usually we 

slaughtered them first, but occasionally people wanted their chickens alive 

and squawking. 

Some customers paid more promptly than others. For example, we would 

deliver chickens to the Zimbabwe Progressive Co-op (which later folded) 

knowing that it would be a while before they would be able to pay. Often 

Kennias would drop by to see our comrades at the Memorial Co-operative 

Society- not only to have a chat but to hand over  the vegetables, chickens 

and tomatoes which were always enthusiastically received. Memorial Co-

op, engaged in printing, was having a tough time getting contracts and we 

were pleased to help. 

Yet another development raised our morale during 1982- the arrival in 

August of two sows and one boar. Simukai was now into pigs! By the end 

of the year our family of pigs behaved themselves and a litter of piglets was 

produced. 

In a report I wrote in 1983 I speak of this period as a turning point for 

hope‟- as a time when things really began to improve at Simukai. It was not 

only maize, the vegetables, the chickens and the pigs which lifted our 

spirits. In August 1982 we bought our first tractor- today we have four. 

Our first Annual General meeting had taken place at Simukai on April18. I 

had been acting chairperson since December, when Gospel Ndlovu had left, 

and I remember the AGM well, not only because my position as a chair was 

confirmed, but because a proposal was made that each member should 

contribute $100, 00 a month to the co-op out of the $180.00 we received as 
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our demob allowance. „We must be prepared to sacrifice if we were to 

succeed,‟ one of the comrades argued. This money proved vital not only for 

paying our rent, but for buying the tractor as well. The tractor cost us 

around $8,000 and we still have it at Simukai today-in working order. 

Comrades queued up to admire our purchase when it arrived.‟ Is this really 

ours?‟ one comrade asked as the green second-hand D60 Buffalo chugged 

into the farm. „No excuses,‟ shouted another clapping her hands 

enthusiastically. „With that three-disc plough, we will be able to plant all the 

maize we want. No more hoes and no more string!‟ 

In those days we simply used our tractor roof planting and fertilizing: the 

initial ploughing was done for us by the Lomagundi Harvester Company. 

You will get some idea of how dramatically we had expanded our 

production when I tell you that for our second season in 1982/83 we had 

over 100 hectares under maize, eight under sugar beans, and six under 

groundnutsand seven under sunflower. These may sound like dry statistics 

to you but to us these figures had magic to them- areal sparkle that told us 

we were moving forward. 

Seven of our women comrades had established a craft department, and as 

we made clear at the time, male members of the co-op welcome to join. We 

had saved enough money to buy not only the tractor; but to also invest in 

two sewing machines, one electric and on manual. In April 1982 we closed 

our ill fated butchery in chino and used the equipment to establish a grocery 

shop on the co-op. not quite the supermarket which some say that 

RichmanNkolomi had promised the women at Sierra Assembly Point…but 

at least it was something. 

Profits from the shop helped to finance the welfare department. Central to 

the work of this welfare department was our school. One of our members, 

Omega Ruvingo, was not only a genius at connecting up tray bits of wire to 

produce electric current; he was also a devoted teacher. He took 

responsibility for giving the children of the abandoned farm workers some 

education. „Otherwise‟ as I told the Sunday Mail reported at the time,‟ they 

will just run wild around the farm and what good will that do?‟ When 

Christopher Munhungepari joined us later that year, he also became 

involved in education work. He encouraged our members to study in the 

evenings in order to catch up on the formal education they had missed 

during the war. 

Helped by our friends in ZIMPRO and the other aid organizations, the 

clouds were lifting and we could see rays of sunshine breaking through. Our 

spirits soared. We were living on cloud nine. Although a number of our 

founder-members left, those who remained were all the more determined 

that we should progress. 

The late Comrade Lookout Masuku, a distinguished ZIPRA commander 

during the war and later a key figure in the National Army, used to visit us 
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from time to time. On one occasion he donated money. On another he stood 

with me watching our members hard at work in the vegetable garden. „You 

know Tommy,‟ he said still using my war name; „your co-op is a real 

microcosm of our new nation. You have freedom fighters, former   

prisoners of war, men and women, farm and factory workers.‟ „That‟s true,‟ 

I said, „and we are all united by one common aim: to improve ourselves 

through struggle.‟ 

                                             ------------------------------------ 

Of course we still had enormous problems to contend with. We had been 

delighted when Star Ncube joined us in late January 1982. Star, as I have 

mentioned, spent about a year at Kushinga Phikelela involved in the 

Operation Seed programme, learning about agriculture. As we  sat   around 

a fire preparing food making Star fell welcome, someone made the point 

that our co-op would not go anywhere without a plan. 

The question was immediately taken up by Star.‟ Planning,‟ Star declared, 

„involves putting down on paper the ideas we have for achieving our 

objectives. It is the least expensive way of reaching our targets.‟ We were 

impressed. As we all made suggestions and bandied about facts and figures, 

Star set about constructing a plan. And what a plan it was! We felt great 

pride and excitement as we began to list our production targets and 

projected earnings. So many hectares to be ploughed; so many bags of 

maize harvested-then came vegetables, chickens, followed by pigs, rabbits 

and bees. Our minds reeled. There appeared before us a picture of dazzling 

profits from our sales, rocketing ever upwards as the pencil line of the graph 

darted reassuringly over the paper. 

Once a plan is written down, it must we believed, be well on the way to 

fulfilment. We had our first painful lesson in co-operative management: 

never confuse targets in theory with achievements in practice! For example‟ 

even when we had got two of the farms five boreholes working, watering 

continued to be a problem. The hosepipe was more efficient than the 

buckets we had used before, but it was still slow. This meant that although 

we had signed up with a women‟s marketing co-operative in Mare Musical 

to provide them with vegetables, we couldn‟t meet their demands. It was so 

frustrating. our pigs reproduced themselves – according to plan. But then 

two sows died. No-one had anticipated that we were going to suddenly lose 

75% of our breeding stock. The worst disaster of all came with our 

chickens. 

On March 18, ZIMPRO arranged for the delivery of a thousand chickens. 

Job Ncube was in charge of our poultry at the time and we placed them in 

open pens which, as we soon learnt did not provide adequate protection 

from the cold and the damp. No-one had told us that five week old chicks 

need to be kept warm at night. It is true that Zenzo Nkolomi was then busy 

learning about livestock and poultry at Kushinga Phikelela, but his three 
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week course had not yet finished and so he was away. Judy Todd 

remembers visiting the farm with David Jones from the American Ford 

Foundation. The foundation was willing to help and Judy was ken to show 

their representative why co-ops like ours needed it. As Judy was driving 

back to HARARE, David Jones shook his head. Judy Todd looked annoyed. 

„What‟s the problem? Don‟t you think the people at Simukai are struggling 

heroically to survive?‟ David readily agreed that we were. „It‟s not the 

people I‟m worried about,‟ he said slowly. „It‟s the chickens. They are all 

going to catch the Newcastle‟s. Nor had we. But not for long 

Early one April morning Job Ncube came rushing in to see me. „Comrade 

Andrew, come quickly, there seems to be something wrong with the 

chickens!‟ From all around the farm, comrades gathered to look. It was a 

dismal sight. The feathers of our chicks were literally rotting away. Some of 

the little creatures were stumbling pitifully around; others were already 

lying on the ground, dying or dead. 

„How can we save them?‟ one comrade shouted. I think it was Otress Moyo 

who suggested that we should build fires to keep them warm. But it was too 

late. They had contracted the dreaded new castles and there was only one 

thing to do. Every chicken had to be destroyed and the bodies burnt to 

ensure that the disease boas not spread to the fresh chickens we brought into 

the farm. It was a ghastly business. Heaping the dead bodies onto the fires 

was bad enough- but the chicks which were not dead had to be killed. 

Feeling like tsotsis (thieves) we gathered up sticks and simply bludgeoned 

them. There was no other way to overcome the disaster. 

We immediately contacted ZIMPRO and Judy Todd was very sympathetic. 

I will write to NOVIB and see if they can provide funding for some more 

chickens,‟ she told me, „but remember- keep the chicks warm and dry.‟ The 

experience, as I told Vanguard readers the following January, had been a 

painful and „punishing one‟. But at least we have learned more about 

poultry as a result. 

 

                      ---------------------------------------------- 

Not all our problems at the time had to do with production and planning. 

One real headache we had to contend with was security. As I have 

mentioned, Eyerstone was abandoned and derelict when we took it over, 

and the fencing around the boundaries had either rusted away or been 

trampled down by people from the nearby St Mary‟s township. The locals in 

this area suffered from high unemployment a real poverty so you can 

understand why they saw an abandoned farm in their neighbourhood as a 

source of food and materials. 

Unfortunately, even after we had moved in, there were still those who were 

prepared to pinch whatever they could. John Tshabangu who joined us in 

January 1982 was to become deputy-secretary at our second AGM in April 
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1983. He was responsible for security with Aleck Nkonkoni, and he will tell 

you the terrible problems we had. 

On one occasion a co-op member came to him in state of great agitation. 

„Comrade John I have seen four locals stealing our fish from the dam! 

‟After that John and his security team watched the dam closely and it was 

not long before they came across people fishing without permission. The 

real problem was the lack of fencing. „How are we supposed to know that 

this is your property?‟ The locals retorted when they were challenged. 

Aleck began organizing patrols by members of the farm every evening. This 

is something which we still do on Simukai today when, for example, the 

maize is ready for harvesting. But now at least our farm is properly fenced. 

At Eyerstone we had no real protection. The problem was brought home 

particularly irritating, not to say embarrassing incident involving Chris 

Moyo in 1982. 

Chris was still working in the butchery in Chinhoyi but he would spend 

some of his weekends on the farm. One Sunday morning we heard a cry of 

fury exploding from his room. „Comrades!  Comrades! My briefcase with 

money from the butchery is gone I left it next to my bed last night and its 

not there!‟  We went across to his room to investigate. 

„Hang on a minute,‟ Chris shouted as we knocked on his door, I‟ll just slip 

my clothes on‟. There was a longish silence. Chris could be heard crawling 

around the room on his hands and knees. Then...Another cry of fury, this 

one even more explosive than the last. lt sounded as though we had 

wounded an elephant on our property. „Comrades!‟  Chris shrieked, „My 

clothes have gone too...even my trousers!‟ 

One of our women comrades tried to comfort distraught Chris. „Don‟t worry 

Chris; come out of your room as you are. We can take it!‟  Ahhhh … its no 

joking matter!‟ came enraged howl. Poor Chris, he was cleaned out. It was 

not only his property which had been stolen. Some of it was our as well. If it 

wasn‟t landlords like Ranchod who were taking our money, it was the local 

tsotsis creeping into our quarters unobserved. 

Theft was bad enough, but even more frustrating was another kind of 

security problem we had to face. It arose as the wider world of politics 

intruded into our lives in almost disruptive way. I have explained how 

difficult it was to register Simukai simply because most of us were ex-

ZIPRA. In 1982 the situation took a turn for the worse. 

 

                                 ------------------------------------------------- 

Shortly after we had settled on the farm, a car came speeding into Simukai 

and jumped three members of the CIO (central Intelligence Organisation). 

We rubbed our eyes in disbelief s one of them told us,‟ we have reason to 

believe that you are concealing weapons on your farm, and we have come to 

investigate.‟ 



  100 

Of course nothing was found. The following month the police raided Ascot 

and Woodville near Bulawayo. These were owned by ZAPU and great play 

was made in the media of the fact that large stocks of arms were unearthed. 

The government then announced that something like 35 caches of arms had 

been discovered on ZAPU properties. The ZAPU ministers were all sacked 

from the government, and in March 1982 Comrades Dabengwa and 

Masuku, along with five other senior ex-ZIPRA officers, were arrested and 

charged with treason. 

This trial greatly concerned us. We all knew Dumiso and Lookout well, and 

one immediate consequence of the trial for our co-operative was that some 

of the sewing machines which Lookout had arranged to send us never 

arrived. Maybe it was felt that they constituted a threat to Zimbabwe‟s 

national security since they might have had miniaturized bazooka rockets 

concealed within them! It was terrible time. We were upset, but Chris Moyo 

was affected more directly than the rest of us. 

However, arms definitely had been found on ZAPU‟s farms: this was on 

Hampton Ranch near Gweru. Chris Moyo can verify this fact because he 

helped to cache them. 

Back in 1981 before demobilization had taken place, Chris was summoned 

by a man called Soneni who was then the ZIPRA commander at Gwaai 

Assembly Point. Soneni seemed to be a stable enough character and was the 

son of a prominent politician. Soneni told Chris that he was very worried by 

the incidents at Entumbane and Connemara where, as l had already recalled, 

there had been serious skirmishes. He convinced Chris that it was essential 

for ZIPRA ex-combatants to conceal a certain amount of weaponry in case 

they were attacked again. 

Chris agreed to transport a number of AK47 and SKS rifles and bazookas 

back to Sierra Assembly Point where he was then based. With a group of his 

comrades, he took the weapons to Hampton Ranch, which was owned by 

ZAPU, and there he hid them. It should be said for the record that although 

this was an unlawful and foolish thing to do, everyone knew both ZIPRA 

and ZANLA combatants were caching weapons in this way. When Dumiso 

and Lookout were put to trial, one of the crimes with which Dumiso was 

charged was that of burying arms at HAMPTON Ranch s part of a 

treasonable plot to overthrow the government with the help of the South 

Africans. The man who gave evidence for the state implicating Dumiso in 

this extremely grave charge was none other than the former ZIPRA 

commander at Gwaai Soneni! Chris was furious. Not only was the idea that 

a distinguished ZIPRA commander would work with the South Africans 

patently untrue, but it was of course Soneni himself had discussed the 

matter with Chris, he had explicitly told him not to say anything about the 

matter to Look out or Dumiso. „Dabengwa,‟ Soneni had told Chris, „is 

selling us out. Look how at Gwaai he and Nkomo tried to stop us from 
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going to the assistance of our comrades at Entumbane! You must not 

breathe a word to him about what we are doing.‟ 

At that time the hostility had become so intense that every former ZIPRA 

commander ran the risk of arrest. But Chris knew that he had an alternative. 

He had to give evidence at Dumiso‟s trial. He had to expose Soneni‟s lies 

and tell the world what had really happened. So our Spikili Nyembezi (to 

give Chris his war name) insisted on being called to the witness box, and 

there can be little doubt that his evidence in defence of Dumiso played a key 

role in   discrediting „the state‟s case. 

Dumiso, lookout and five other ex-ZIPRA officers were acquitted by the 

court. They were then immediately rearrested and detained under the 

infamous Law and Order Maintenance Act which the new government had 

inherited from the old colonial regime. 

  

                    ----------------------------------------------- 

Our farm was not owned by ZAPU, nor was any arms discovered on it. but 

that did not spare us harassment by the state. For a full three months from 

January to March 1982- we had units from the National Army camped our 

lands. The very existence of Simukai was threatened. 

We were trying to farm co-operatively and instead receiving tractors and 

fertilizer from the state they sent soldiers. We were very depressed. Judy 

Todd came to visit us one day with Paul and Helen Gams of NOVIB. She 

decided not to tell that when they reached the farm they would find it under 

military occupation. Naturally, our friends from NOVIB were quite shocked 

when they were stopped by the army personnel as they were driving into the 

farm. An unfriendly soldier demanded:‟ why are you entering a farm which 

is owned by rebels and suspected dissidents?‟\ 

If the army occupation upset our visitors, it was deeply disturbing for the 

members themselves. Kennias Maplanka remembers returning to the farm 

around midnight on one occasion. As the taxi drove him onto how he 

thought was his own farm. The car was stopped at gun point. „What do you 

think you are playing at?‟ Kennias protested to the soldiers. „I live here!‟ 

„Get out of the car,‟ the soldiers replied, or we shoot!‟ His shopping was 

seized and the parcels were opened. Cosmetics which he had bought as a 

present for his wife were flung onto the ground.‟ Just watch it,‟ the soldier 

said grimly, as he stuck the barrel of his rifle into Kenias‟s face. 

It was terrible. To think that freedom fighters could be treated in this way by 

an army composed of our x-comrades! Our houses were raided; our 

property stolen; our fields were dug up. With ZIMPRO‟s help, we protested 

fiercely and continuously to Sydney Sekeremeyi as the Minister responsible 

for Defence. Even Mr. Ranchod complained bitterly about the way he was 

treated when he came to see us. Indeed it was his support that we drew up a 

document stating that we were legitimate tenants renting the property for 
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seven years. Unless the army vacated our property, we declared, we would 

have to sue them for trespassing. It took us three months to get the troops 

out of Simukai. Trying to run a co-operative under military occupation 

proved extremely demoralising and a number of our members felt so 

intimidated that they simply left. 

So samurai‟s first eleven moths were certainly tough. In the report 

submitted about the co-op to Vanguard in January 1983, we quoted the 

words of a jailed South African leader Nelson Mandela. „There is no easy 

walk to freedom.‟ Our first eleven months had been, as we put it, „eleven 

months of problems‟. We lived with problems of inexperience and hardship 

of management. In the very first few weeks the problems even included 

hunger. We had been robbed and we had been occupied. We were paying 

too much rent. We were not giving our members allowances. We were 

receiving valuable help, but we needed more. Nevertheless, despite all these 

trials, and tribulations we were moving. 

One static alone demonstrates the progress we had made. Despite the 

disastrous loss of chickens in April, our batch had increased to 6, 00 by the 

end of the year and there was no recurrence of New castles. I remember 

Nkosana Mavule returning from Harare one day just before Christmas 1982. 

He was in a state of excitement. 

„Comrades, comrades!‟ he shouted at the top of his voice.‟we are getting 

somewhere! Simukai is on the map!‟ „Tell us more,‟ we demanded. „Well I 

can tell that we are the talk of the town! People are saying that if you can‟t 

get a chicken for Christmas from your local butcher, don‟t panic. Simukai 

can supply you. Our name,‟ he added, throwing his arms wide open,‟ is 

really exploding!‟ 

Nkosana was right. Simukai was taking off. 
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                                              11 

The Struggle Continues: The New Simukai 
 

    

Late in 1982 one of the comrades called me to the room we used as an 

office farm. „There is a strange man with a loud voice who wants to see you 

right away,‟ the comrade said. I hurried along. There standing in the door 

way was Piers Nicolle when our ZIPRA unit was fighting around Banket. 

When I was introduced to him after the war, I told him of my great interest 

in farming.  „Well then,‟ he said, „when you get yourself a farm, perhaps I 

can help.‟ 

Piers is an old Rhodesian who feels deeply committed to the new 

Zimbabwe. His father, Hostes Nicolle, had been a key figure in the 

Rhodesian Department of Internal Affairs, and Sir Garfield Todd was fond 

of saying that if there were „any brains” behind the racial polices of Ian 

Smith „s Rhodesian Front, they belonged to Hostes Nicole. Judy Todd 

remembers Pierce Nicolle storming into the ZIMPRO offices shouting: „I 

am a third generation Zimbabwean- l am Nicole and I know you‟re Todd!‟ 

She was naturally taken aback at what sounded like rather a menacing 

accusation but she need not have worried. It was Pierce Nicole‟s way of 

introducing himself. 

Six months later he visited ZIMPRO for a second time, and again shouting 

at the top of his voice which suggested that he wanted the inhabitants not 

only of Old Shell House, but of Baker Avenue itself to hear the news, he 

declared: I have joined ZANU!‟ „But Piers,‟ Judy protested, „ho could they 

possibly have you?‟ „No problem!‟ he boomed. 

He explained that after contacting the ZANU office at the Banket where his 

farm was, the party had sent the CIO to vet his application. Before these-

normally tough- interrogators could get a word edgeways, Pierce bellowed 

at the: „ l have three things to tell you! The first is that I am a Christian and I 

have no intention to changing into anything else. The second is I have a big 

mouth and I can‟t keep it shut! And the third,‟ he went on,‟ is that whatever 

you do to me l am never going to leave Zimbabwe!‟ Apparently at this point 

the astonished security men stretched out their hands and said: Welcome to 

ZANU!‟ 

SO Piers had become a Zimbabwean and somehow he had heard about 

Simukai. There he was smiling broadly and waving his aroma about. 

„I once promised you, young man, that if you become a farmer I would 

help.‟ Before I could reply, he went on: of cause you will have to pay for 

my services. Charity never gets anyone anywhere. We must put our relation 

ship on a sound commercial footing.‟ 
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I was keen to accept. I told Piers that we were shot of seed and we could do 

with the loan of a tractor to help with preparing the land. „ l will tell you 

have them right away. We Zimbabweans must stand together!‟ he boomed 

at me as he waved goodbye. 

Piers was as good as his word. In fact for the first year he helped us with our 

ploughing free of charge and he taught three of our comrades, Star Ncube, 

John Tshabangu and Rabson Ndlovu to drive a tractor. Thereafter we were 

charged a fee of $22, 00 for every hectare of land ploughed. Some comrades 

were uneasy. „But this fellow Nicolle is a capitalist farmer,‟ one objected. 

„He is one of the people who benefited from the colonial system we have 

been fighting. Why should we have anything to do with him?‟ 

„lf we ask him for help.‟ Said another,‟ won‟t it seem like we are supporting 

the capitalist form of production?‟ 

It was one of the occasions on which we had really good discussions about 

co-operatives. „l accept,‟ I told the comrades, that co-operatives must assert 

themselves as an alternative to capitalist production. Co-ops are not , as 

many have supposed, a dumping ground for the unemployed-kind of 

refugee for those un able to succeed in the market place, But what follows 

from all this?‟ 

Co-operatives,‟ I insisted, will only flourish when they can demonstrate that 

they are superior to capitalist firms, not simply socially, but economically 

too... This means I went on, „that we can not simply, ignore the capitalists as 

some of you seem to be suggesting. Working with the capitalists will not 

necessarily contaminate our „pure, socialist co-op. on the contrary,‟ I 

argued. „We must learn from the capitalists firms and farms, for we should 

never forget that it is capitalism itself which has created the basis for 

socialism and with it co-operative production.‟ 

The comrades listened attentively to my arguments. At first they were 

skeptical, but gradually they began to see that what I was saying make 

sense. If capitalism encourages people to work, I said, and then surely that 

is good. 

„Hard work,‟ o told them, is not the same as exploitation.‟ The comrades 

nodded in agreement. „lf capitalists insist upon planning production (at least 

at the level of the firm) with careful computation of costs and outputs,‟ I 

went on, „then that too is good. Scientific management is essential to any 

successful business undertaking, whether capitalist or otherwise.‟ We know 

that only too much argument and debate, the members of the co-op agreed 

that in fact it had been a good idea after all to accept help from Mr. Nicolle. 

„He won‟t charge us much,‟ I commented, but the real way in which we can 

repay him is to show that we are not too proud to learn from the capitalists.‟ 

As everyone laughed, one comrade jumped to his feet. „Perhaps one day the 

capitalists will be in a position to learn from us!‟ „lndeed,‟ I said. „One day e 
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will give them a lesson in how to combine economic efficiency and 

democratic self management. That will make them sit up and think!‟ 

In fact some five years later our members were most amused when we read 

in the press that Piers had decided to organize his entire farm as a co-

operative. It is a claim which continues to arouse sceptism- I‟ll believe it  

when l see it,‟ one comrade commented- but have a note in my diary to 

invite Piers to be with us on  the tenth perhaps eleventh anniversary of 

Simukai. Then he will be able to see what a developed and progressive co-

operative looks like! 

                                    ----------------------------------- 

By 1983, we were in a position to take our next major step forward. Nicolle 

was not the only person to tell us that the soil of Eyerstone was unsuitable 

for growing anything other than tobacco, and were fed up with having to 

pay out over $500.00 a month in rent. We wanted to invest in our own 

future- not simply pour money into the pocket of the landlord. But how 

could we get our hands on the thousands of dollars needed to but property 

of our own? We received some excellent news. The treasury had finally 

authorized the payment of our demob allowances as a lump sum. In our 

case, putting the allowances for some 61 ex-fighters together amounted to 

$90.600 – a rather different kettle of fish from the $3,300 with which we 

had tried to b buy a farm before. It was Piers who told us around March of 

April that a farm called Great Dyke Farm was up for sale in his area. 

Five comrades, including Nkosana Mavule, Chris Moyo, Cecelia Nyathi, 

and Levy Nkonkoni traveled to Banket, which is close to Chinhoyi, to look 

over Mpinge. As deputy chair of Simukai at that time, Nkosana Mavule 

headed the delegation. The delegation was delighted by what they saw. It 

was a large farm situated on a plateau with good soil. 

Nkosana and others stayed on the farm for about two weeks. They wanted 

to make a proper evaluation of the property and not rush the purchase. After 

the experience we had had at Eyerstone, we were anxious to know precisely 

what we might be letting ourselves in for. Nkosana was particularly 

impressed with solid buildings and the potential the farm offered for 

expanding our co-operative enterprise. There was a petrol service station, 

tobacco barns with a well equipped grading shed, a grocery shop, and a 

butcher with a plentiful supply of meat. The owner was an Englishman by 

the name of Lendrum. I think Piers Nicolle had told him something about 

our background and he was friendly and helpful. 

„Could we afford this?‟ the comrades wondered nervously as they looked 

over the handsome property. They discussed terms. Lendrum wanted 

$100.000 but was willing to come down.  Well, as we already had 

$90,000 owing to us by demob money, it all seemed too good to be true. It 

was our comrades had overlooked one thing. The poisonous political 

climate at that time 
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Banket- Chinhoyi was an area in which our ZIPRA unit had forged close 

relations with the local people during the war. It had returned at least one 

ZAPU Member of Parliament after independence and it gave the lie to the 

idea that our wing of the liberation movement had a purely rather than a 

national character. Perhaps this is the reason why secretaries‟ elements 

within ZANU were determined to stop us from buying the farm. 

One day Nkosana and his comrades found an ashen –faced Mr. Lendrum 

deep in despair. He seemed close to tears as he told them that the deal was 

off. „What!‟ The comrades refused to believe him. „There is no problem‟, 

they said, „we‟ve got the money. We like the farm. You are willing to sell.‟ 

Painfully Lendrum shook his head. He told them that the previous night he 

had been visited by the late Rabson Manyika who was a ZANU MP in the 

area. Manyika had brought police with him, and he told Lendrum that under 

no circumstances was he to sell the farm to us. „He says that you are a 

bunch of dissidents in league with foreign agents; that you want to 

overthrow the government.‟   The comrades reacted angrily. This is the very 

part of the country in which many of us fought during the war as well you 

know!‟ they protested. Ask the local people!‟ 

Again Lendrum shook his head. „Comrade Manyika says that it is precisely 

because you fought here during the war that you will have arms hidden in 

the area.  We are quite close to Zambia and he claims that you could easily 

cross the border and gets more weapons.‟ Nkosana and others were enraged. 

Manyika returned the after bringing the police with him. After the argument 

had gone for a couple of days, Mr. Lendrum took our comrades aside. 

„There is now a further problem,‟ he said in a soft voice full of emotion. „I 

am British am not a Zimbabwean. I have been told that if I try to sell the 

farm to you, I will be immediately deported from the country.‟ While they 

were digesting this information, Nkosana was told that the local ZANU was 

organizing a rally in the neighbourhood. The demonstration was going to 

demand the removal of ZIPRA dissidents‟ from the farm and- they were 

told- their lives would be in danger. 

The comrades were broken hearted. To this day Nkosana will tell you just 

how bitter and disappointed they felt. But what could they do? Dejectedly 

they phoned us at Simukai to  tell us to come and collect them. The sale had 

fallen through. We were going to have to find a farm elsewhere. 

 

------------------------------------------------------------ 
We freedom fighters are resilient a lot. Naturally everyone was very upset 

when Nkosana and the others explained what had happened. But at least we 

had the demob money. Every day we got the news papers and scoured the 

property averts. „Hey, just look at this,‟ one of the comrades said. „it seems 

promising.‟ 
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There was a farm for sale by the name of Harlech which was situated not 

more than 30 kilometers from where we were then living... on June 24 1983 

three of us, Richman Nkolomi, Dumisani Dube and l drove out to look it 

over and meet its owner, a Mr. Du Plessus. He directed us to his estate agent 

to handle negotiations.  The price of the farm was$ 188,000. 

It didn‟t take long for us o agree to put down a deposit of $40,000. We were 

going to pay the remaining $148,000 over the next two years, although 

precisely how was another matter. Everything seemed to be proceeding 

smoothly. After our previous experience we kept the deal secret. No local 

MPs intervened to obstruct the deal. On June 27 we signed on the dotted 

line and hired trucks were being processed of transferring our goods and 

equipment from the rented farm to our new home. By August 19 the transfer 

was complete and we were busy preparing the land, building a fowl run and 

thinking how we could establish our shop. 

We had a few problems on the way. For example, we had agreed to rent 

Eyerstone from Mr. Ranchod for seven years, and I am sorry to say that the 

only way we get round the particular obstacle was by going to our landlord 

and saying that we were no longer in position to pay our rent. Naturally we 

didn‟t breathe a word about the new farm we had purchased. So he agreed 

to release us from our commitments and in July 1983 we paid him his last 

$500, 00 in rent. However, we did arrange for couple of our members to 

stay in the farm for a couple of two months while he was looking around for 

new tenants to take over. 

Perhaps we should have been suspicious. A farm had been found: terms 

agreed; a deposit had been paid and we were moving in. Not for the first 

time we rejoiced too soon. We had been on the farm for three months. we 

had ploughed and planted and the maize was sprouting as if to welcome us 

to our new home. Then disaster- absolute and unmitigated disaster- struck! 

Next door to Simukai is a farm called York. On the morning of 

September19 Richman Nkolomi received an urgent message to see York‟s 

owner, a man called John Cowap, as soon as possible. „Have you seen this?‟ 

Mr. Cowap asked him, pointing to an item in the Herald.‟ l think you had 

better show it to your friends right away.‟ I was in Harare at the time and 

when l returned, Richman came striding out to meet me looking very 

agitated indeed. „Andrew, this is unbelievable,‟ he said. He seemed so upset 

that I thought that he was going to show me a copy of my own death 

certificate. 

It turned to be an advertisement which had been placed in the newspaper by 

the Agricultural Finance Cooperation (the AFC, Zimbabwe‟s parastatal 

which provides loans to the farmers). I felt as though someone had struck 

me on the head with an iron bar. With difficulty, I tried to focus my eyes on 

the odds which danced menacingly in front of me. The farm which we had 

bought, occupied and began to operate, the farm on which we had already 
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placed a deposit of $40,000 was to be auctioned by the AFC! „But this is 

impossible! I shouted out loud! „The farm is ours! How can the AFC put it 

on the market for sale? 

 

                                         ---------------------------------------------- 

I asked Richman to tell John Cowap that I wanted to see him right away. A 

little later Mr. Cowap turned up and looked at me rather disdainfully, said: 

Where‟s Mr. Nyathi? I want to see Mr. Nyathi.‟ He was obviously 

expecting co-operator of somewhat greater elevation, and it took him a 

while to accept that I was the person who had asked to see him. „What‟s 

your interest in this matter?‟ I asked him. Initially he simply said that as our 

neighbour he just wanted to keep us informed, but it soon emerged that he 

was himself keen to put up a bid for the farm. „It‟s   a pity that you have to 

move out,‟ he said „, smiling coldly. „But you know what the world is like –

business is business.‟ 

We rushed to the AFC offices and they confirmed accuracy of the advert. 

Yes, the farm-our farm was to be auctioned in six weeks time. Gradually the 

full horror what had happened dawned on us. We had been sold a farm 

heavily indebted to the AFC. This meant, so we were told that e had been 

sold a farm by someone who strictly speaking didn‟t really own it. Du 

Plessis must have known this but he was for a quick sale- at our expense. 

The AFC as a creditor was entitled to sell the farm in order to recover its 

unpaid loan, and the fact that awe had to put up a deposit of $40,000 on the 

property was just too bad. Of course,‟ Mr. Munhall, an AFC manager told 

us politely, if you want to put in a bid for the farm yourself, you are quite 

entitled to do so.‟ We were first stunned then angry. We had been plunged 

into a night mare. It all seemed unjust and absurd. There must be a way, we 

said to ourselves over and over again, there must be a way of serving our 

deposit and stopping the sale of what we felt quite certain was our farm. We 

frantically contacted anyone and every one we thought could help. If there 

was an occasion we needed ZIMPRO‟s services this was it. Both Judy Todd 

and Paul Temba Nyathi had the same thought when they heard the news. 

„There has been political interference at work.‟ But they simply told us:‟ we 

will see what do.‟ 

Judy Todd   had recently met John Laurie who was then the president of the 

CFU (THE Commercial Farmers Union). She contacted him immediately.‟ 

These are co-operators determined to make a success of their new farm and 

they are in a dreadful plight.‟ Laurie was sympathetic. A meeting was called 

at the CFU offices. I was there with Richman Nkolomi; Judy attended from 

ZIMPRO and Laurie was present with his advisers. Everyone accepted that 

a way had to be found to ensure that Simukai kept the farm. 

Judy remembers rubbing her hands in astonishment half way through the 

meeting. In the polished table around which we were all siting, she saw 
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reflected the two sides of the liberation war: the white farmers who had 

fought to defend privilege, and the black guerrillas who wanted a free 

Zimbabwe. Now former enemies were plotting together to see how they 

could save a price of land from the clutches of the AFC! 

Laurie consulted his experts. „We will help if we can,‟ he said. But it had 

become clear to me that drastic situations call for drastic solutions. „There is 

only one thing to be done,‟ I said to Laurie. „I must be given an opportunity 

to speak personally to all the farmers who live around Simukai and who 

may be interested in buying property.‟ He looked at me uneasily. „Why 

don‟t you let me see what I can do first? He asked. „Do what you can, 

please, I replied, but as l see it, this is the only way we can solve the 

problem. And if it doesn‟t work,‟ I added with some passion, „we in 

Simukai will simply take things into our hands!‟ 

Indeed, we had already come into conflict with some of the farmers in the 

neighbourhood. Just the day before, about six of them entered into the co-

operative, with the intention of looking over a farm which they believed was 

to be auctioned. They were none too pleased (in the fact they were 

extremely rude) when we told them that they were trespassing on private 

property. So, the CFU knew that we meant business. They agreed to call a 

meeting in the area for all interested parties to attend. 

 

 

                                 -------------------------------------------- 

 

 It was an occasion to remember. Some 40 people, farmers and their wives, 

police and CFU officials, crowded into the Harare South Country Club on 

the Masvingo road just at the junction where you turn off towards Simukai. 

A ripple of apprehension ran through the audiences as I rose to speak. I 

guess I must have addressed the farmers for about 40 minutes and I used 

pretty blunt language throughout.‟ l have comet tell you,‟ I said, „that 

Simukai is our farm. We have paid for it. We have occupied it. We are 

growing crops on it and we intend to stay on it.‟ 

I felt this was not an occasion of riddles.‟ My comrades and I,‟ I told them,‟ 

fought you recently on the battlefield. You can call us terrorists if like, but 

we see ourselves as freedom fighters. We sacrificed our blood for our 

freedom and this freedom means nothing to us unless we have the right to 

work the land.‟ There was audible hisses of air (rather like punctured 

bicycle tyres) from all around the room at this, accompanied by much 

wincing and head shaking. In some sections of the room I could even see 

furtive glances towards the door. 

„You people here tonight,‟ I continued,‟ have got land-plenty of land. In 

fact, you own the best land in the country. If you think you can take the 

little that we have, then you will have to fight us for it.‟ I think the message 
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was clear.  The language was blunt but my speech was not without its 

conciliatory moments.‟ We want to live in peace with you,‟ I said.‟ you 

have been farming for many years and we want you to help us. What we 

don‟t want you to do is to evict us from the farm which is now our home.‟ 

When the meeting was over, the local farmers were under no illusion as to 

what would happen if they sought to outbid us at the auction. It would be 

war and the rebels of Simukai would fight. 

Four days after the meeting at the county club the auction was held. Another 

occasion to remember! The auction rooms were full and all eyes cantered on 

the three terrorists from Simukai; I was present with Richman Nkolomi and 

Senzeni Ncube as treasure of the co-operative. The farm had a reserve price 

of $120,000 on it and the biding began. We start at $120,000 and the 

auctioneer declared. „What am I bid?‟ Slowly and deliberately our lawyer 

Mr. Regan raised his hand to indicate our interest. Then silence. It was as 

though the entire proceedings simply froze for what for what seemed to be 

like an infinitely protracted moment of time but which was probably only a 

few seconds. The three of us starred intensely(and l had to admit rather 

menacingly)at the assembled gathering, our eyes moving from on person to 

another around the room as if to say, „Just you dare!‟ the farmers stared 

back. Then come the shuffling of papers, much clearing of throats and a 

rising throb of murmurs. 

„l am bid $120,000,‟ announced the auctioneer. More silence.‟ Are there an 

further bids?‟ No one stirred. The auctioneer thumped the table and Simukai 

was well and truly ours. We had won! 

 A startling development had occurred in the mean time. the Simukai we 

had originally purchased consisted, as I have said of Harlech farm. But 

when the AFC arranged to the auction of the property, they added to 

Harlech two neighbouring farms, Melilot and Mtuozekwe, of which they 

had take possession. Simukai, in other words, had more than double in size. 

Before the auction, it had covered an area of about 800 hectares: now it was 

over 1760 hectares in size. 

Even more astonishingly, the price had been brought down from$188,000to 

$120,000. Well might you ask why the size of the farm had doubled and its 

price reduced by a third! Had one of our ancestral spirits intervened to 

rescue us from the depths of our night mare with a display of infinite 

generosity and benevolence? 

The truth is less romantic-and I am afraid rather more sinister. We could 

only suppose, as we pieced together this particular jig-saw puzzle, that the 

AFC had, for reasons about which necessary to speculate deliberately 

sought to take Simukai away from us. 

I am convinced that the problem of the debt could easily have been settled 

between the estate agent and our lawyer. Instead AFC decided to put the 

farm up for auction without even consulting us as the occupants. By adding 
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o Harlech farm the property of the two adjoining farms, Melilot and 

Mtuozekwe, the AFC must also have realized that the new farm was now an 

incredible bargain, and that the local farmers would have no difficulty in 

outbidding us. And an outbid us they  would have done, had we had not the 

opportunity to tell the farmers a few home truths about the war of liberation 

and the fight of the land. 

It is true that John Laurie put some pressure on the AFC to respond 

positively to our protest, and he had been in contact with the Senator 

Norman who was the Minister of Agriculture.  This led to a further twist in 

the saga. Just before the auction took place; we were delighted to be told 

that the AFC was willing to make us a loan of $60,000 to help us with our 

bid. But was this a disinterested gesture or a cynical move? 

Consider these two facts. Although we were given a loan, the AFC insisted 

that we would have to provide documentary evidence, dated on the day of 

the auction that we had in our possession the starting price of $120,000. 

Being an auction, it had to be cash on delivery‟-no credit was allowed. This 

meant that we had to frantically rush around so as to make sure that on the 

day of the auction we had evidence that the estate agent was going to return 

our $40,000 deposit; that the AFC was to pay us $60,000, and that we had 

$90,000worth of demob money in the bank. No other bidder as far as we 

know, had to meet such exacting requirements. So this was the first hurdle 

the AFC placed in our path. 

Link this fact to the one I have already mentioned: by doubling the size and 

reducing the price of the farm, the AFC had made the sale an irresistible 

bargain to our neighbours. In other words, if we had not spoken to these 

farmers first, the property would have been lost. Of that I am certain. 

Nevertheless, despite the curious circumstances under which it was made, 

the AFC loan of $60,000 was areal breakthrough. We were the very first 

self-financing (as opposed to the gorvenment-sponsored) co-op to receive 

along –term AFC loan. 

Problems still continued to come thick and fast, as we shall see, but at least 

the disaster which had threatened to take our farm had been averted.  
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Crisis and Development 
 

 

 

 

1983 was the year in which Simukai truly became a co-operative owned by its 

members. On 29 September the transfer from the one farm to the other was 

complete, and we ere in apposition to celebrate. 

From the surrounding Seke and Chihota communal arrears, from Harare city and 

from the West, some 3,000 people converged to our farm to show their support 

and solidarity. There were farmers and co-operators; government officials and 

representatives from aid agencies, there were young and the old. 

It was particularly pleasing to see the local people turning out in such numbers. 

Kennias Maplanka remembers an old man walking amongst the crowds saying 

„These are God‟s children who are now living here.  They have come to farm in 

peace.‟ It was a sentiment which every one seemed to share. That celebration 

was essentially an occasion for unity. It seemed a grand start our new farm and 

everyone enjoyed themselves in the reliant sunshine. 

But the storm clouds were looming in the horizon. Old problems were to return-

while new ones lay in wait. 

There were four major which confronted us at the new Simukai. We had 

inherited a problem with squatters from the previous owner. We had real 

difficulties with the surrounding population. The local politicians, the army and 

the police seemed as hostile as ever, and perhaps most dangerous of all, there 

was a crisis with a section of our own membership. What made these problems 

worse was the way in which each tended to reinforce the other. 

 

                                  ----------------------------------------- 

When we first met Mr. Duple sis he told us: this is a good far, but he pointed and 

frowned- over there you will find a group of people who are   a real pain in the 

neck. I can‟t get them off my property.‟ After we moved in, we discovered the 

squatter ourselves. There must have been seven or eight families. There had 

erected crude dwellings and we winced when we saw how many of the 

surrounding trees had been chopped down for fire hood. We were as friendly as 

possible.‟ Mangwanani! Marara here! ‟We greeted them in a traditional way. 

They looked at us suspiciously while they returned the greeting. We told them 

that we were members of the co-operative and that the farm was ours. The news 

was received without enthusiasm. I explained what a co-operative was; that I 

was the chairperson and that the comrades with me were all elected committee 

members. 

„Would you like to become members of our co-op?‟ I asked There was sullen 

response. „This is our land,‟ one of the squatters said.‟ we have our houses and 

families here. Some of us were bone here. Indeed,‟ he said pointing to the 

ground, „the bones of our ancestors were buried in this ground.‟ lt was Richman 

Nkolomi who then spoke, comrades, this is our land. You can stay but on one of 



  113 

two conditions.‟ Richman tapped his fingers in turn. „You become members of 

the co-op.‟ he paused. Or must work on the farm for at least three times days a 

month. We will accept that as your rent. We have struggled for this peace of 

land. You must take your problems to the authorities and not to put the blame on 

us.‟ 

It was a reasonable offer but the squatters were not persuaded. ‟Aiwa! Kwete!  

You leave us alone~! We will stay as we are! We visited again and again to 

repeat our offer. But they would not budge. We went to the police and the 

District Administrator and we contacted the Ministry of Co-ops. It was all very 

strange in many parts of Zimbabwe where land is not being used by anyone; the 

state has intervened to remove the squatters, often with considerable force. Yet 

in our case land which was owned and farmed co-operatively was not given the 

same protection. Every time we complained, officials at the police station or 

District Administrator‟s office would click their tongues sympathetically, but 

nothing ever happened. 

Soon after moving onto then the farm we acquired a thriving herd of cattle.We 

were shocked when our livestock manager called us onto the land one day.‟ 

Look at this! he shouted. There at his feet lay three or four of our cattle dead or 

dying. „There is nothing we can do,‟ he said clenching his teeth. „These mobs 

have been poisoned and those are the characters who have done it!‟ He gestured 

angrily towards the settlement of the squatters not faraway.‟ But why?‟ we want 

to know. It appears that a few days before, a member of our livestock team had 

seen the squatters chopping down trees and had told them to leave.‟ We won‟t 

go unless you pay u compensation,‟they replied.‟ Compensation! You chop 

down our tress, you disturb our animals; you trample on our crops and you say 

you want compensation!‟ One of the squatters had been then muttered 

threateningly: Unless you give us money for the houses we have built, you‟ll be 

sorry.‟ We decided to confront the squatters. They denied poisoning our cattle 

but we did not mince our words.‟ Unless you leave now, we will throw you out.‟ 

Go on or we will teach you a lesson you we‟re forget!‟ 

One of our comrades added:‟we fought the settlers during the war because they 

stole our land, and we will fight you too!‟ We must have sounded pretty 

menacing because after that a number of squatters leave. But not all of them 

Two are still on our property to this day and they are still a problem. Why didn‟t 

the police or the army remove them from our land as they have removed 

squatters in other parts of the country? The answer to this question will become 

clearer as I say something about the second major headache which we had 

during this period. 

                                  ---------------------------------------- 

The years 1981 to 1985 were marked by intense military activity in 

Matabeleland and large scale detention of „dissidents‟. The army behaved as if 

virtually every rural dweller in dissident-affected areas, and every former ZAPU 

or ZIPRA member, sympathies with the dissidents. It was impossible to tell who 

the armed groups were who wrought such terror in Matabeleland, but both 

ZAPU and ZANU members were victim to their attacks. the dissidents soon 
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alienated themselves from the rural population who desperately wanted only 

peace and stability to get on with their lives. 

During this period we had a whole series of visits from the army, the police, and 

the members of the CIO.‟ We are reliably informed that there are weapons 

hidden on your farm.‟ The same old sinister that we knew so well. „You stayed 

on our old farm for three months in 1982 and you found nothing, „so why do you 

suppose that you will find something now?‟ As before members were stopped 

and searched as they came in and out of the fields. Our houses were raided. 

On July 4 1985, Judy Todd wrote an angry later to Emerson Mnangagwa who 

was the Minister of State in the Prime Minister‟s office, pointing out how 

depressed and upset the women of Simukai had been after a recent raid. „A trip 

by the Minister to Simukai would, I am sure,‟ she commented, „prove most 

beneficial.‟ 

Gradually the situation eased but the harassment from the security forces was 

linked to other problems at that time. One of the comrades happened to mention 

during a lunch break that he had seen someone visiting the squatters who had a 

familiar face- this was 1984.   The way this person had been greeted by the 

squatters indicated that he was a relative. „Describe him,‟ we said. As he did so a 

comrade jumped-up, snapping her fingers and knocking over her mug of tea in 

the process. „Of course,‟ she said he is one of the soldiers who raided us the 

other day‟. We then found out that the other squatters who had relatives in the 

police and the army. What a strange coincidence! We could not help wondering 

this had anything to do with the fact that Squatters on Simukai, unlike squatters 

else where, seemed to enjoy an unusual degree of immunity from the country‟s 

law enforcement agencies. 

 

------------------------------------------ 

The problem of the army, the police and the squatters ties in with the third 

difficulty we had to tackle- the local population. I have said ho pleased I want to 

see many people from the surrounding communal areas come to our celebration 

on October 29 1983. But it was not long before there was trouble. 

Simukai is on the border of Seke and Chihota communal lands, and just a casual 

stroll over the Nyatsime River which forms one of the boundaries of the farm 

will reveal the problem. The grass and the trees have gone, and ugly‟dongas‟or 

gullies testify to the serious soil erosion which has resulted. And yet thousands 

of Zimbabweans have to eke out a living here, trying to grow a little maize and 

graze pitiful heads of undernourished   cattle. There is intense hunger. During 

the war the fence around the farm was trampled down, and law and order was 

difficult and dangerous to enforce. Cattle roamed freely on the old Harlech, 

Melilot and Mtuozekwe properties and nothing was really done to stop them. 

Like the squatters, this was another of the problem we inherited from the past. 

Shortly after moving onto the farm, we called a meeting with some of the locals. 

„Parents, your cattle are continually straying onto our land,‟ we protested, they 

are trampling all over our maize.‟  When we planted the problem became more 

critical. One member of the cropping team reported that he had found no fewer 

than 120 head of cattle grazing in the midst of our tender wheat and destroying a 
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crop worth thousands of dollars. on another occasion the livestock manager 

complained that dogs from surrounding area had been attacking the sheep we 

had on the farm. 

Of course one solution to the problem was to repair the fencing. When Jonathan 

Steele fro the British newspaper the Guardian   wrote a price on the plight of the 

ex- fighters which appeared on May 29 1984, his article carried a photograph of 

our comrades mending the fences at Simukai. This helped but it was not the 

whole answer. Aleck Nkonkoni came to us one day looking very upset. „You 

know that fencing comrades, which we put last week?‟ We looked down at our 

blistered hands. Yes, we remembered it!  „Well, it‟s gone. It‟s gone. It‟s been 

stolen.‟ 

„Let‟s go and recover it,‟ one of the comrades said angrily. „It won‟t have gone 

far. It‟s been stolen. Aleck shook his head.  „I thought of that, but how can we 

prove that it‟s ours?  All the farms in the area in the area use the same kind of 

barbed wire to erect fences.‟ We fell silent for a few minutes and then Aleck 

said: „l have an idea . in those areas where we think that the  locals are likely  to 

steal the fencing, let‟s mark it every few meters with yellow paint. If anyone 

steals it, then we will be able to prove that it‟s ours.‟ We daubed the fence as he 

suggested and this did help. At our AGM in 1984, we agreed to introduce night 

guards to patrol the property, particularly at the time of the year when the crops 

were ripe. A few years later we decided to buy two motorbikes to help with the 

patrols, but we never found the money to pay for them. 

A committee was formed to meet regularly with the local people.  These 

meetings proved to be an eye-opener. One occasion one of the people told us: 

„you shouldn‟t be here. You are all Ndebeles. Go and live in Matabeleland.‟ 

Christopher Munhungepari would grin when they said this. „Comrades,‟ he 

insisted, „Simukai is co-operative for Zimbabweans. Anyone who is serious 

about being a co-operator can join us. All we want to do is farm in peace.‟ 

Evernice Shambira was one of the local people who did decide in January 1984 

to become a member. She worked for a while in the welfare department helping 

in the kitchen and today she is in the work shop team, dealing with transport. 

With her is Mike Zhou, another local, who had worked on Ambrose farm just 

near Simukai. Visitors to the co-op are often struck by the sight of a young 

woman in gumboots roaring around the farm at the wheel of a tractor. It is 

Evernice Shambira! 

Her parents and family were horrified when she told them she was joining 

Simukai. „You can‟t „they protested.‟ Udlala ngama Ndebele azakubulala!‟ If 

you have anything to do with the Ndebeles they will kill you! They carry long 

knives and at the first opportunity they will slit your throat!‟ 

These prejudices, I am convinced, are kept alive by political bankrupt politicians 

who are threatened by the prospect of real popular unity in Zimbabwe. One day 

we rounded up a large number of cattle which had been driven onto property by 

the locals to graze. We called a meeting at which we invited the local head man, 

the District Administrator and the police. We took them to the area where we 

had impounded the cattle. 
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„This is our problem,‟ we said to the locals. „Your cattle are destroying our farm. 

What are you going to do about it? Why should we return your mobs when you 

keep on bringing them to our land?‟\one of the villagers gave a hallow laugh. 

„Who said it was your land? This farm belongs to the government and they will 

take it back.‟ the local officials looked embarrassed. It was clear that this was 

not the first time that they had heard this absurd rumour, and it did not look as 

though they had done much to dispel it. 

Problems with the politicians and police became particularly acute when we 

suffered our internal crisis- a dismal series of episodes which dragged on from 

the end of 1983 right through to 1986, as we shall now see. 

 

----------------------------------------- 

When we bought the farm in 1938, the lack of finance was the most immediate 

problems we faced. On October 12 JUDY Todd wrote to the Commercial 

Farmers Union saying that Simukai was‟ scraping for every cent‟ we needed for 

development. We had been completely cleaned out. The new farm had enormous 

potential. We had irrigation which meant we could grow wheat. We had tobacco 

barns. We had almost 1,000 hectares of arable land. We took over some sheep. 

We planned to buy cattle and too dramatically expand our piggery. But our 

members had to put all their money in buying Simukai, so where were we going 

to get the capital to develop it? Up to the time we bought the farm, members at 

Simukai were still receiving demob money. However what made it possible to 

buy the farm was of course there fact that our monthly allowances had been paid 

up to us as a limp sum. Besides loans, and grants, this meant that the only source 

of income was now the co-op itself. It was a problem. Most of our members had 

invested somewhere between $1,000 and $3,000 of their own money into the co-

op. in return they were receiving monthly allowances well below the minimum 

agricultural wage. It required real understanding and commitment to see that this 

was the only way we could develop. 

Members began to grumble. At one meeting a comrade complained:‟ at least 

before we bought this farm, we had $85, 00 months from our demob money to 

spend. Now we are getting half of that and look at how the price of everything 

has gone up.‟ another comrade would protest:‟ When l go back to the rural areas 

to see my relatives, they expect me to bring them some food and clothes. How 

can I do this if o don‟t have enough money to buy anything for myself?‟ A third 

comrade agreed.‟ The last time I went home to Nkayi I was virtually empty 

handed, and my mother said to me angrily:‟ you say that you are working in a 

co-operative and yet you have nothing to give us. What sort of a job is this? You 

would be better off walking the streets than pretending to be at work!‟Dumusani 

Dube and I tried to explain that unless we tightened our belts, we would never be 

prosperous. Our government today is not helping the co-op in the way the 

Rhodesian government used to help commercial farmers, we are more or less on 

our own,‟ we told the comrades. Kennias Maplanka pointed out that like 

everyone else he wanted more money.‟ Three of my eight children are at 

secondary school. I have to find money for their school fees, examination fees, 

and the cost of their books. I can‟t afford it.‟ Yet Richman took over, „Comrades 
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Andrew and Dumisani are right. If we don‟t invest as much as we can, how will 

we grow? 

The situation made me uneasy. I could understand why the comrades grumbled. 

But there were a group of members who did more than grumble. They began to 

object to everything we did. Even on the old farm these members complained. 

Now their interjections at meetings were becoming increasingly barbed and 

bitter. Often they were personalised. „Perhaps comrade Andrew doesn‟t need 

money in the way the rest of us do,‟ they would sneer. „We had that he has 

friends in ZIMPRO who help him out whenever he is short of a few dollars.‟ 

 

        ----------------------------------- 

I can see this group now. They included people like Levy Nkonkoni and 

Christopher Masuku who had been with us since the early days. one of the group 

was  a real thug, and another a thief who  left the co-op in April  1985 after 

stealing over $185,00. People like Felix Mafika who had been elected workshop 

and transport manager in 1984 were also associated with them. These people did 

not merely criticise. They conspired against the elected management. Just how 

far they were prepared to get rid of the management became clear in an incident 

at the end of 1983 about which people on the co-op still speak today. It was the 

incident of the bull. 

„A bull?‟ I scratched my head in disbelief „what is a bull doing trampling all 

over our market garden? Are you sure you are not seeing things?‟ The comrade 

persisted. „There is a bull for sure and it‟s doing a lot of damage.‟ We had had 

plenty of cattle from the communal areas coming onto our land, but we had 

never had a bull before. „Chase it away,‟ I said. The comrades gathered sticks 

and drove the bull out of the garden. 

The next day it returned. And the next day clearly something more had to be 

done. With the help of some comrades I trapped the bull by placing a large 

forked stick between its horns and tied it up. Word was then sent to the locals 

that they must come and collect their bull. A whole week passed. No-one came 

forward to claim the beast. 

What shall we do?‟ comrades asked. „You are the chairperson,‟ one of the 

comrades grinned, slapping me on the back. „You decide.‟ I thought for a while 

„Lets wait for one more day, the destroy the animal.‟ Every body laughed 

although looking back on it now I don‟t remember Levy Nkonkoni and the 

group around him joining in the merriment the bull had caused. 

The animal remained unclaimed and so we went ahead with our plan. No sooner 

was the bull killed than a drama unfolded. A local business man by the name of 

Gombe came marching up to the office, accompanied by a local party official. „I 

have just learnt, said Mr. Gombe, „that you have killed a bull belonging to me. I 

demand compensation.‟ Naturally we were very angry. Your bull has been 

destroying vegetables. Everyone around here has been told that the bull was on 

our farm and still   nobody cam to collect it. It is your own fault that we have 

had to kill it!‟ 

Mr. Gombe left with party representative and we thought no more about the 

matter. A few days later the police arrived. To my utter amazement I was 
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arrested and charge with theft. I spent two nights in the cells at Chitungwiza 

police station and while I was away, an even more extraordinary sequence of 

events took place at the co-operative. The „gang of five‟ as I am tempted to call 

them, summoned a meeting of the members early the next day  knowing that 

many comrades would not be able to attend such a short notice. „There is a crisis 

in our co-op,‟ they shouted, „we must act now before it is too late. Andrew 

Nyathi has been arrested for killing a bull which did not belong to us. We can 

not tolerate this kind of behaviour from the chairperson of our co-op! 

It was an appalling meeting. This was the first time that some comrades had 

heard about my arrest. The members were shocked particularly as the impression 

was given that I had killed the bull in order to profit personally from the sale of 

the meat. „The man is a thief!‟ the gang of five shouted. „He must go. He has 

acted against the interest of the co-op. he will certainly be sent to prison!‟ And, 

one of the group said, glaring at the stunned members, we have no choice but to 

remove him from the committee. Do we? Waving a copy of our constitution 

above his head, he added: our own rules say that anyone who goes to prison for 

more than three months shall cease to hold the office. Also remember that he is 

one who is cutting your allowances. Now is our chance to live better.‟ 

Before any real discussions were possible, another member of the group jumped 

up. „I move a vote of no confidence in Andrew Nyathi. All those in favour?  All 

those against?‟ some of the comrades were still shocked to vote; others raised 

their hands unsure as to whether they were voting for or against the motion. The 

meeting was over and I had been removed both from the chair and from the 

management committee. 

Nkosana Mavule was the first to realise the full implications of what had 

happened. „We must get Andrew out of prison,‟ he said to others. I was to 

appear in court on February 2 1984, and ZIMPRO paid for the legal firm of 

Kantor and Immerrmann to defend me. Nkosana around to sympathetic 

comrades asking each contribute $10, 00 in order to raise the $100.00 bail 

required for my release. 

Soon I was back on the farm and fairly philosophical about what had happened. 

„Let us not make a bad situation worse,‟ I told the comrades.‟ The AGM is 

coming up in a few month time. We can sort things out then.‟ meanwhile 

Nkosana had spoken to Dumisani, who agreed to act as the chair until the AGM. 

It was not what the gang of five wanted. The AGM in 1984 voted me in as vice 

–chair and a year later I was restored to the position of chairperson. The criminal 

charges relating to the bull were withdrawn after we had explained the whole 

story to the police, and it seemed as through the crisis was over. I made a public 

apology for any actions of mine which may have led to mis-understanding in the 

co-op. government concern about they dissident problem continued right up 

until unity between ZANU and ZAPPU was declared in December 1987. 

Sometime in 1985 an official announcement was made that anyone who was not 

a member of the National Army would be prosecuted if found in possession of a 

military uniform. We shrugged our shoulders. We had handed all our military 

gear over when we were demobilized. All we wanted to do was to get on with 

building Simukai. 
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Not longer after this government statement, I was coming over to breakfast one 

morning in the old barn when three comrades hurried towards me. They were 

carrying a khaki jacket. Andrew! They shouted. „What do you make of this? lt 

looks like some kind of army coat.‟ I turned the jacket over and examined the 

markings. „Where have I seen this before? l me used. „Of course in Zambia, at 

Gwaai and….. In the GDR it was infect a brand new Soviet army uniform. 

Where did you get this? I asked angrily. They pointed to a spot behind the 

office. It was just lying there one of the comrades explained. 

Then slowly the pieces of the puzzle began to fall into my place. A uniform just 

at time when it had been declared illegal to own one… from the 

USSR…Andrew Nyathi …Tommy Dube of course. It was a plant. Another 

attempt to dislodge me from the chair of Simukai We immediately took the 

uniform to the police and told them what had happened. No charges were 

pressed but we returned to the co-op tense and anxious. Who had planted the 

uniform? Was it the CIO? Or might it have been the people who tried to have me 

prosecuted over the incident with the bull? 

 

Certainly the „gang of five „continued their disruptive activities. One of their 

associates, Christopher Masuku, was on the management committee at the time; 

he would sit sullenly and silently during the meetings. it soon became clear what 

was happening. He was reporting back to Levy Nkonkoni and the others, and 

their group was then going around making wild allegation that they management 

was wasting the member‟s money and mis-using the co-op resources. 

Violent rows flared. Fights broke out and even our women comrades were 

beaten on one of the occasion one of the co-op members Jimmy Mbambo-a 

comrade I knew well from the war days was stabbed. The atmosphere was 

becoming poisonous, members were demoralised and it was about this time that 

Talent resigned from Simukai. She had become sick and tired of the fighting and 

of the way in which I was a particular target for attacks from the „gang of five‟. 

The group had even gone so far as to constitute themselves as arrival leadership, 

secret meetings were held as the group schemed to push us out and install 

themselves in our place. Matters came to a head at the end of January 1986 and 

the ministry of Co-ops itself intervened. They had been told that the 

management committee was stealing co-op property and that they were being 

sheltered by ZIMPRO, which had apparently stated that if I was removed as 

chairperson, Simukai would receive no further assistance. All the allegations 

were a pack of lies but the ministry felt that they had to investigate. On January 

29 1986, a general meeting was called at Simukai. Dr Mkora was present fro the 

Ministry, so were comrade Mpofu from the Prime Minister‟s office and two 

members of the staff at ZIMPRO. The meeting went on the whole day. The 

allegations were heard, our replies were represented. Members spoke and our 

books were inspected. The ministry then left Simukai and reported back to us 

that they were satisfied that the co-op was being properly run and that ZIMPRO 

was not interfering in our internal affairs. Comrades were relieved and furious at 

the same time. How long are we going to allow Levy Nkonkoni and the others to 

drag our name through the mud and undermine the co-operative? They 
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protested. „This really is the last travel!‟ Nkosana Mavule decided that the next 

move should come from the members rather than from the management. A 

petition was drafted calling for the expulsion of four members; one of the gang 

Kanengoni, had already been expelled for theft in April 1985. Two thirds of the 

membership singed it enough to summon a special meeting of the co-op. we 

gathered together early one morning in the tractor shed near the office and the 

four were expelled. 

The crisis was almost over but not quite. There was still some poison, I am sorry 

to say, left in the scorpions‟ tail. Two further incidents occurred. The group 

hired a firm of attorney‟s, Winter ton, Holmes and hill, to make another four 

outrageous claims that we had no power to expel them: that they had been 

assaulted; that they had been prevented from entering Simukai freely; and that 

the money they loaned to the co-op must be immediately retuned. 

I hit the roof. We told the group‟s attorneys that they should contact the CIO‟s 

Fraud Squad and the police at Beatrice if they wanted to find out about thefts 

and assaults on the co-op. we then wrote a letter to comrade Mugabe himself, 

who was then still the Prime Minister, pointing out that it was quite absurd for 

the group to claim their money back. A general meeting at Simukai had decided 

in March 1983 that any monies loaned to the co-op should only be paid when the 

production allowed. Moving the motion at that meeting had been none other 

than Levy Nkonkoni and Christopher Masuku, two of the group now trying to 

pull their money at Simukai and ruin the co-op! 

The lawyers must have advised them to drop the case since we heard no more 

about it. But the crisis was not quite over. At our fifth AGM on April 1 1986, 

Jimmy Mbambo was elected our workshop and transport manager. He had been 

involved in a stabbing earlier as I have mentioned, and he was particularly hated 

by the group because if his close ties with me. A few months‟ later officers of 

the CIO entered Simukai demanding to see Jimmy. He was roughly bundle into 

a car and driven away. 

When we were told why he was being detained, we were horrified. Mbambo is 

involved in subversive activities of a most serious kind. He is suspected of 

having hidden weapons. We demanded to know what evidence there was for 

these alarming charges. It was not easy to get the information, but what emerged 

was that  a map had been found at Simuki and handed over to the CIO this map 

apparently indicated arms caches dotted over the western part of Zimbabwe. I 

was worried. The more the CIO described the map, the more it sounded like an 

old army map which I had used during the war, and now kept among my 

personal papers in my room. 

I checked when I returned to the co-op. the map had gone. I demanded to se the 

map, and sure enough it was mine! I explained to the CIO officers and that the 

map had nothing to do with Jimmy Mbambo. It belonged to me and I had used it 

during the war. „Then why is it still in your possession comrade? I was asked. I 

want to keep it for my children so that they can understand the history of our 

struggle, and the part you played in the war,‟ I replied. So why don‟t you put it 

into an achieve? came the rejoinder. I explained that given the political 

uncertainties, I felt that the document was safer in my possession. The argument 
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went on for a long time. Eventually they accepted my explanation and agreed to 

release Jimmy. But they kept the map and the other documents. We held a 

celebration at Simukai to mark Jimmy‟s return, but it was not a happy occasion. 

Jimmy had been tortured. His legs were swollen and he bore other marks on his 

body. 

Who had stolen the map and handed it over to the police? Who hated Jimmy and 

me so much that they wanted to see us both arrested on trumped-up charges? We 

had agreed good idea. But at least the internal crisis at Simukai was finally over. 
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    13 

 

Success, Sacrifice and Solidarity 

 

 
We have heard a tough time developing Simukai. Over the years over 

membership has fluctuated. We have just over 40 members today; there was a 

time at Eyerstone farm when we had twice that. Maintaining morale and 

cohesion in the co-operative has not been easy. There have been political 

pressures, personal pressure and financial pressures. Politicians, relatives and the 

temptations of a capitalist environment have all taken their toll. I have often said 

that it is easier to run fourteen private companies at the same time than to build 

one co-operative- certainly in Zimbabwe. If you want to become strong, one of 

the most important things you have to be willing to sacrifice. Richman Nkolomi 

was with me when we first went to see Harlech farm, and he was particularly 

impressed by the irrigation equipment we were shown. At Eyerstone we had 

used borrowed buckets before graduating to the donated horse pipe. Now we had 

an irrigation system which drew water from the local Nyatsime River. „Think of 

how we can expand our crop production!‟ He said, waving his arms about with 

his characteristic enthusiasm. 

Of course he was right, but irrigation costs money. The irrigation 

system which Mr. Du Plessis sold to us with the farm added something like 

$20,000 to our overall bill, and even then Mr. Du Plessis wrote an angry letter in 

September 1983 threatening to sue us unless we handed over a further $12,000. 

The irrigation equipment, he protested had been under priced. Simukai today is 

irrigating around 50 hectares and we could irrigate double this amount. Irrigation 

enabled us to grow winter maize and then in 1986 to plant some 35 hectares of 

wheat. We have steadily increased the hectorage, and we plan to raise it to 

around 70 hectares in the near future. Our wheat brings in good profits. In 1988-

89 we grossed nearly $75,000. 

It is true that this is only half the amount we receive for the tobacco which we 

introduced in 1987, after Dumisani Dube had done a course in tobacco 

production. But some comrades will argue that wheat is more profitable than 

tobacco production as it only occupies our energies for five months of the year 

from around the end of May to the beginning of October. Tobacco, on the other 

hand, mis seeded in July and is only cured by the following January, and we 

have to hire extra labour to help out. 

So wheat has become more essentials to Simukai‟s development, and irrigation 

is essential to growing wheat. And how hard our irrigation teams have to work! 

for a nine week period in the year these comrades have to leave their beds 
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midnight and be out in the fields, pouring the fertilizer into the system every two 

hours, then every four hours, then every six hours without a break. 

Our irrigation system has proved an invaluable investment. But we have had to 

sacrifice a good deal to acquire and maintain it. Repair the upkeep is expensive. 

In 1986 we had to modify the pump unit and install aluminium piping at the cost 

of nearly $30,000. On the occasion, OXFAM USA lent us the money via 

ZIMPRO a great help, and yet offers a further addition to the substantial burden 

of debt we have to carry. 

Simukai is well known today as the first Zimbabwean co-op producing export 

cattle. We grossed over $100,000in 1988 from our cattle, whilst the two pigs 

which we brought from Eyerstone farm have hugely increased their numbers. 

We are particularly proud of the way the Zenzo Nkolomi has built up his 

expertise in this area, receiving a distinction recently in his agricultural 

certificate from the Central African Correspondence College. Even in 1983 we 

were selling 80 pigs a year to COLCOM, and pigs earned us over $60,000 in 

1988-89 

Again this growth involved belt tightening and sacrifice. By 19 86 our assets at 

Simukai had increased to around $318,000 but- and this is the crucial statistic- 

75 % of our surplus was being reinvested. Our annual reports repeatedly express 

our gratitude to donors and NGOs for the help we have received over the years, 

but it is the willingness of our comrades to sacrifice which has been decisive. 

Even today we are paying the casual workers we employ to help us at peak times 

almost twice the amount of the money that we pay ourselves for allowances. 

 This need to sacrifice has cost us members and caused us hardship. lt was, as I 

have shown in the previous chapter, one of the causes of the internal crisis which 

nearly destroyed Simukai. But how else could we have progressed to where we 

are today? 

 

                                 ---------------------------------------------- 

When I first head that Senator Zinyenge was going to speak at our anniversary 

event in 1986 I was delighted. As Governor of Mashonaland, his presence 

indicated that at last Simukai was beginning to receive official acceptance. The 

fact that Mr. Majome was also there as the director and Registrar of co-ops 

suggested that we were now accepted as advancing a just cause. Thanks to the 

many loyal friends of Simukai, the ruffled feathers caused by our unorthodox 

registration had been smoothed down. 

One day Paul Temba Nyathi of ZIMPRO took me aside in his office Andrew,‟ 

he said, have you seen the recent government document which lists Zimbabwe‟s 

achievements during its first five years of independence?‟ I shook my head. He 

roared with laughter. „Well you should. You will see that Simuki is listed as one 

of the government‟s achievements!‟ 

On March 10 1988, the Herald describes Simukai as a show price co-operative‟. 

Four days later in the Editorial the paper referred to me as the leader of one of 

Zimbabwe‟s few successful co-ops. „lt makes good sense,‟ it commented,‟ to 

take the serious note of what he has to say.‟ There was much amusement at 

Simukai. For days after wards comrades responded to any comment I made with 
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the refrain… of course comrade! Don‟t forget that it makes good sense to take 

seriously what you have to say… of course comrade, it makes good sense. .‟ 

Not all members of the public see Simukai and co-ops in quite the same way. 

One day in July 1988, Rabson Ndlovu set out for Harare in our old Datsun truck 

to make what seemed like typical enough journey. Two women with their 

children were to be dropped off at Mare Musika clinic;$24 .00 to be deposited 

with Zimbank; some shopping to be done..  

Rabson turns into Manica Road West and goes into the some what misnamed 

Framers co-op?‟  a farmer‟s co-op which has traditionally serviced commercial 

farmers to buy a part of one of our tractors and some   medicines for the 

livestock. First hitch „Sorry sir,‟ Rabson is told, „we can‟t accept your cheque 

without positive identification.‟ Rabson protested. „But you don‟t require this for 

your other customers. Why things are made more difficult for co-ops? Sorry sir, 

its company policy.‟ More delay as Rabson returns to find his drivers license in 

the van. 

Now in a rush, Rabson speeds along Manica Road and is just turning into Forbes 

Avenue when the truck‟s weary breaks finally die an almost natural death. 

Rabson closes his eyes tightly as the van crashes into the back of an elegant 

white saloon driven by an elegant white lady. She is not pleased. Hoi, you, look 

what have you done!‟ she shrieks. „Who is your boss?‟ Rabson hesitates. Well 

er… the chairperson of our management committee is Andrew Nyathi.‟ Andrew 

who? Never heard of him!‟ she spits the words out. Where do you work?‟ 

„Simukai…Simukai. .‟  The indignant lady shakes her head. Simukai?  What 

kind of company is that? Rabson tries bravely to explain what a collective co-op 

is. The woman explodes. „God help me! Not a co-operative! What chance do I 

have of ever getting a cent out of you? Go on –get out of my sight? I never want 

to see you again!‟ 

 

 ---------------------------------- 

Clearly some Zimbabweans are more enthusiastic about Simukai than others. 

But those who know anything about co-ops have generously acknowledged our 

success. To succeed, however, co-ops need to do mere than sacrifice 

individually. They also have to fight collectively. Sacrifice will not bring 

success unless it is tied to solidarity. This is a point which we have =made many 

times over the years. Simukai is not an island on its own. It can only succeed if it 

works with other co-operatives. „We need your help.‟ I have often said to other 

co-operators, and you need our assistance. We must stand together.‟ For some 

time now we have helped ZIMPRO with their education and training 

programmes at ADELAID Acres. The co-op aw a whole assist as well. Twice a 

week a van arrives at Simukai and out jump a number of co-operators who are 

currently taking courses at Adelaide Acres. They will have left their own co-ops 

for periods of up to nine months in order to acquire industrial and farming skills 

at ZIMPRO training centre. The comrades can be easily identified by their blue 

overalls- our members wear green ones-. And they will be visiting Simukai to 

work with our livestock and cropping department. 
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They are not the only co-op visitors you will see. Sometimes you may bump into 

comrade Ceazar Vincent Site who visited us for a month in 1989 to find about 

our workshop department. Comrade Ceazar is not a Zimbabwean, but is from 

Mozambique. He is one of the many co-operators from all over the region who 

come to Simukai, so that we can learn from each other‟s experiences. 

„Co-operation among co-operatives‟ is one of the internationally recognized 

principles of co-operation, and it is the life blood of our movement. Sly Masuku 

is an ex-fighter who was imprisoned by the Rhodesians after being captured 

during the Hwange campaign in the late 1960s, when ZIPRA soldiers fought 

side by side with guerrillas of South Africa‟s Umkhonto we Sizwe, after Sly 

became a leading figure in Vukuzenzele- the co-op for disabled ex-combatants 

in Zvishavane. 

In 1987 we decided that we could no longer produce chickens for sale and today 

we only keep our chickens for domestic consumptions. But in 1982 chickens 

were crucial to our economic survival. At that time, as Sly will tell you, 

Vukuzenzele had crisis on their hands. They had invested in a large number of 

chickens in the expectation that the government would call upon co-ops to 

supply the armed services with food. The government was not even willing to 

support co-ops by buying their produce on the same terms as from the 

multinational companies. The plan fell through. Sly‟s co-op had hundreds of 

layers all busy producing eggs but no markets to take them. 

Sly knew that we were always buying chickens at Simukai and a deal was 

arranged. We were able to make profitable use of Vuluzenzele‟s surplus layers. 

Around the same time we indicated to ZIMPRO that we wanted to acquire some 

pigs. Paul Temba Nyathi contacted us and said: „I have just been told that Simba 

Youth Project, a government resettlement co-op at Shamva, has pigs to sell. So 

why not get your pigs from them?‟ it was Paul who went with Senzeni Ncube 

out to Shamva and came back with our first five pigs. 

In 1984 ZIMPRO heard that one of the co-ops they were helping, Simbarevanhu, 

was desperate to acquire a grinding mill. „This will assist the local people in the 

area with grinding the maize as well as provide us with income,‟ they were told. 

Judy Todd happened to know that we had a diesel grinding mill at Simukai 

which we were keen to replace with an electric one.  Look here Andrew‟, she 

said to me, „Simbarevanhu is desperate to get a mill and you want to get rid of 

yours. Why not donate it to struggling co-operative?‟ we were only too happy to 

oblige. Before the old grinding mill was delivered to Simbarevhu, we had quite a 

ceremony at Simukai in the tractor shed just outside the office. Officials from 

OCCZIM were there along with representatives from ZIMPRO. Comrade Thuso 

was present from the Ministry of Co-operative Development and described our 

donation as a „gesture of solidarity which embodies the principle of co-operation 

everywhere. 

-------------------------- 
To succeed the members of a co-op must be willing to sacrifice. This is the only 

way to become self reliant and strong. But the question of what is meant by self 

reliance needs careful thought. Some officials in the Ministry appear to think 



  126 

that it implies that co-ops should sacrifice themselves endlessly without help 

from anyone. 

This is not so. In March 1988 we held a field day at Simukai. The Permanent 

Secretary in the Ministry of Co-operative Development and the District 

Administrator were with some 60 co-operators. Addressing the gathering I made 

the point that however hard we had worked, there would have been no Simukai 

without half a million dollars.‟ Co-ops, I said need millions. Donors may be able 

to help, but they don‟t have that kind of money. we often don‟t even commercial 

farmers over the last 90 years. We need our share of the nation‟s resources, 

indeed more than our share, because we are starting at such a low level. 

Otherwise,‟ l added, we will be ploughing a barren field- and we should not be 

surprised if there is no crop.‟ 

My message was simple one; we need help intruder to be able to help ourselves. 

Back in January 1984 OCCZIM had launched a campaign to help collectives by 

organising drought relief. It was an emergency which highlighted the need for 

effective government assistance. As the Vanguard editorial put it at the time, the 

question we ask of our comrades in government is, will you come to the defence 

and assistance of collectives?‟ 

One of the first challenges facing OCCZIM after its formation in 1983 was the 

question of how to mobilize donor help and government aid. To meet such a 

challenge required a leadership with an effective political strategy‟ able to 

acquire resources in such a way that it actually enhanced the independence, and 

self reliance of co-operators at the grass roots level. 

Sadly, the leadership of OCCZIM proved unable to do this. The organization 

was soon plunged into a crisis from which, in my view, it has yet to recover. The 

story of OCCZIM requires a book of its own and I have no intention of trying to 

tell this story here. All I wish to explain is why I became increasingly frustrated 

with the organization. As I see things, by 1985-86 OCCZIM had lost its initial 

sense of direction. It became logged down on factionalism and corruption, and 

ultimately proved unable to offer positive lead to Zimbabwe‟s collective co-ops. 

OCCZIM had received its certificate of registration on January 9 1984.those  

donor agencies which had held back from supporting OCCZIM while it was 

doing battle with the Ministry now felt that  it was „acceptable‟. Funds poured 

in. the leadership had neither the expertise nor the experience to cope. Many of 

these comrades came from co-ops which were weak, and their members had not 

learned the kind of lessons which had to be painfully absorbed through concrete 

struggles to develop. 

I was not on the executive committee of OCCZIM after 1983 but I was appalled 

when a comrade told me that more and more people were being appointed o full 

time posts in the organization. These posts are being created because there is 

money to create them,‟ he commented. „No thought has been given as to what 

these full-timers are supposed to do.‟ I shook my head unhappily. „Power‟ This 

comrade warned me, is passing from a relatively small elected executive of five 

people to a group of fifteen paid employees.‟ 

Decisions began to be taken which reflected the interest of these bureaucratic 

elite. I received more disturbing reports. Jeremy Brick hill was editor of 
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Vanguard at the time, and as conflicts and opposition intensified he was 

removed from the executive. „Things,‟ he said „that the executive are doing 

nothing with all material which the support group at the University has 

painstakingly collected for OCCZIM? There were too busy writing reports about 

their reports!‟ 

„But what about all the money that is coming in?‟ What is happening to it?‟ I 

demanded to know. Well, you remember OCCZIM raised funds to buy property 

which was to serve as training centre and meeting place for collectives?‟ I 

nodded. „The money,‟ Jeremy told me, „has been used to buy a property all right, 

but‟- he paused- this property is not being used as a training centre. It has been 

taken over as a house for the executive committee members.‟ 

Cocci‟s rules required the elected members of the executive as well as salaried 

staff to be members of a co-operative. Yet increasingly this became a purely 

„paper reality‟. Jeremy said to me:‟ Most co-operators, of they get any allowance 

at all get between $50, 00 and $100,00 a month. Yet if as a member of the 

collective you also have a salaried post, you will now be paying yourself $400, 

00 a month.‟  „And what about extras?‟ I asked him. „Ah, yes,‟ he replied, „you 

are  talking here of another $100,00 a month for rent, free food at launch, and an 

expense account of a further$200,00a month.‟ „But Jeremy protested, „that‟s an 

income of about twenty times the amount these comrades can expect to earn in 

their own co-op!‟ He nodded grimly. By mid 1985, OCCZIM was spending 

some $15,000 a month. Things had degenerated to the stage that members of the 

executive were turning their attention to what they were pleased to call „income 

generating‟ projects-not to help the co-ops, but so sustain their inflated level of 

expenditure. In financial terms the last thing a salaried member of the executive 

wanted to do was to return to his co-operative. They were far better off pushing 

paper around. 

Corruption and paralysis had set in, and nothing was really being done to raise 

the profile of the collectives in parliament, in government and in the wider 

community. 

When I used to discuss the crisis in OCCZIM with Jeremy he would argue that 

there were two distinct political tendencies on the executive. We both supported 

the members of what he identified as the „democratic tendency‟. Jeremy called 

the group who were using NGO money for their own purposes and blocking 

campaigning initiative the „bureaucratic tendency‟. The latter were well- named 

because the only answer which this tendency‟ had to their critics was to try and 

prevent them from raising awkward questions at meetings. 

Members of this „bureaucratic tendency‟ were particularly sensitive to the 

accusation that the practice they had ceased to the members of a co-op. I 

remember Jeremy returning from an executive meeting looking particularly 

annoyed. „Guess what bureaucrats have been up to?‟ he asked. I shrugged my 

shoulders, fearing the worst. „They have created a co-op called Takura which 

simply doesn‟t exist. They are using the non existent co-op as a lever with which 

to prize still more money out of the NGOs.‟ I had one very simple question by 

way of reply: „How do we get them out?‟ 
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Inevitably, wider political tensions within the country at large were dragged into 

Cocci‟s own internal crisis. Jeremy and his comrades in the democratic tendency 

were denounced as being part of a plot to undermine OCCZIM, and regionalist 

labels were bandied about. Yet, as Jeremy pointed out at one occasion:; This 

particularly silly accusation to level against us. There are at least three members 

of the executive supporting the bureaucrats whom also support ZAPU.‟ I 

listened gloomily. It simply demonstrated how low careerist and opportunists 

were willing to sink in an effort to protect themselves from criticism. There was 

no AGM in 1985 and it was clear by the following year the real pressure was 

building up from the membership of OCCZIM to throw the leadership out. 

Increasingly the „bureaucrats‟ resulted in mouthing empty slogans as way of 

hiding the fact that they had no real political strategy. For every particular 

problem they had a general slogan and it was always the same: 

„Forward to socialism!‟ the democrats‟ had much closer ties with the Ministry of 

Co-operative Development since they came from and continued  to work in co-

ops which, broadly speaking, functioned more effectively than the co-ops from 

which the „ bureaucrats‟ had escaped. It was obvious to the Ministry which 

„tendency‟ on the executive had a serious and realistic approach to the co-

operative development. 

It was for this reason that when particularly heated at meetings, one of the‟ 

bureaucrats‟ would denounce their critics as „Ministry sell-outs‟ unwillingly to 

fight tooth and nail for „true socialism‟. Some organizations were now beginning 

to express concern about Cocci‟s financial mismanagement and irregularities but 

the response of the salaried leaders was to raise their fists and shout angrily: 

„You see! These NGOs want to cut off our funds because they are frightened by 

the militant stand we are taking against imperialism! They are part of the system 

against which we are fighting! There is nothing like a spot of demagogy to get 

yourself out of a tight corner. 

While a group of us were discussing the problem one day, one comrade said:‟ I 

know, why don‟t we ask the Ministry to step in and put a stop to all this 

nonsense?‟ We shook our heads. Hosea Risinamhodzi replied:‟ it sounds 

tempting. Particularly as we have managed to build up good relations with some 

of the officials. But its not a good idea. Just think: we asked them to intervene, 

the Ministry would be tempted to simply take over.‟ „We have to solve the 

problem ourselves,‟ I commented. 

At the time I was on the agricultural sub-committee of OCCZIM. I worked 

closely with comrades like Sly Masuku from Vukuzenzele and Philip Maduda 

from Guqukani. We were sharply opposed to the way that the leadership 

substituted sloganeering for strategy, and we were determined to do something 

practical to help co-ops. Although we were not liked by the bureaucrats‟, they 

were unable to oust us. We had rank and file support and we all came from 

relatively strong and well-known co-operatives. 

------------------------------------------- 
It was from the discussion I had with Sly, Philip, Cornelius Tavengwa and other 

comrades on this agricultural sub-committee that we developed the idea of a 

collective self –financing scheme, which claims much of my energy today. 
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For a long time I had been unhappy with the way in which comrades within 

OCCZIM simply called for their unity?‟ 

The other comrades looked puzzled. „What are you trying to say Andrew?‟ 

 They looked at me suspiciously. Surely you are not questioning the need for 

unity?‟ „Of course not,‟ I replied, „but to build unity, you have to have a strong 

co-operative movement and „, I added,‟ you wouldn‟t get a strong movement 

without strong co-ops.‟ „So..?‟ they asked. 

„So it means that you have to have a strategy which enables us to push the most 

successful co-ops into a position of leadership. This will then make it possible 

for us to exercise some influence over gorvenment and banks.‟ 

In other words‟, interjected a comrade,‟ we will then be able to get resources we 

can also help the weaker co-ops to progress.‟  But how to increase the clout of 

the strong co-ops?  That was the question. We thought about the problem a good 

deal. 

 In 1985 the government invited Hans Muncker, a West German expert on co-

operative law, to assist the Ministry of Co-operative Development in drafting a 

replacement to the old Co-operative Societies Act of 1956, which had been 

inherited from the colonial era. Despite opposition from the executive, I 

managed to get onto the legal sub-committee of OCCZIM where I felt that, as 

with the agricultural sub-committee, I could find space to accomplish practical 

work. 

My involvement with the Ministry officials in these negotiations convinced me 

that the only thing which would make an impact on government was evidence 

that at least a small number of co-ops were sufficiently profitable to attract 

money from banks on a normal commercial basis. I accepted that the weaker co-

ops would continue to require „soft‟ finance in the sense that they would be 

given grants rather than loans at subsidized tares of the interest which could be 

repaired over a long period of time and may even have to be written off. 

But string co-ops must I felt be in a position to go beyond this. They should be 

able to demonstrate that co-operative production is as soundly based, in strict 

economic terms, as any normal commercial enterprise. By raising money from 

the regular banks, they could drive home the point that co-ops are serious 

economic units which are here to stay. 

This is the argument which lies at the heart of what was to become the CFS- 

THE Collective Self –Finance Scheme. It was to be a scheme to „strengthen the 

strong‟ in order to raise the prestige of co-operatives as a whole. The idea was, 

however, greeted with great hostility by some of the OCCZIM leadership. „It is 

against socialism,‟ they complained. You are pandering to the capitalists an 

undermining co-operative unity!‟ 

After the AGM in October 1986, I had had enough. Although the people most 

closely associated with the corrupt careerist tendency in OCCZM had been 

voted out of office, it was clear that those who had replaced them still came from 

weak co-ops and shared the tendency of the old; leadership to prefer slogans to 

strategy and action. lt was now also likely that the kind of „space‟ which I had 

managed to find in the agricultural and legal sub-committees would no longer 

exist. I decided to leave OCCZIM. I had had a discussion with the comrades at 
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Simukai. „If I continue to remain in the organization,‟ I explained, „l will use my 

energy fighting to protect my corner in this or that sub committee. I would 

prefer,‟ I said,, „to build a campaign for a co-operative fiancé scheme outside the 

frame work of OCCZIM.‟ „Won‟t you be isolated from the co-ops? Comrades 

asked. „No‟, l insisted, „there are enough good people who think as I do to make 

our campaign a success.‟ 

I left at the end of 1986. A number of us had extensive discussion with NGOs in 

general and Hivos in particular. We also spoke to the Ministry and to the banks, 

and by October 1988 we were ready to launch our fiancé scheme. 

I believe that today this scheme is in the process of transforming the destiny of 

Zimbabwe‟s collective co-ops. It is the most exciting development since the 

formation of OCCZIM itself, and it is increasingly winning the support of those 

co-ops which once played a leading role in OCCZIM. Memorial Co-op in 

Harare; All Are One, Guqukani and Super Star in Bulawayo, Vukuzenzele in 

Zvishavane; Fencing Services and Flame Lily- Zimbabwe‟s best known 

collectives have joined the scheme. 

Hoe does the CFS work? Basically, collective co-ops have to pay a subscription 

and after six months‟ membership they can borrow money. A Technical Support 

Team, as we call it, helps co-ops to prepare their applications for funding and 

works out how they should be graded in terms of their viability and success. 

Highly- graded co-ops can borrow more, but must do so at a higher rte of 

interest. 

While the NGOs have helped us with money to administer the scheme, the 

actual finds whish are borrowed are generated partly from the members‟ own 

shares and subscriptions and partly from Zimbank, a commercial bank in which 

Zimbabwean government has a 61%holding. The NGOs also provide letters of 

guarantee which serve to underwrite the loans which Zimbank is willing to make 

available to the scheme. 

This scheme demonstrates just how self-reliance and outside help can be 

mutually reinforcing. As chairperson of the scheme I spend a lot of my time 

visiting other co-ops which have either joined the scheme or whose members are 

thinking of doing so. I always emphasise the same basic point. 

„Comrades‟, I tell them „this is our scheme. We have organized it ourselves and 

it shows that not only the capitalists can succeed.‟ 

It is no coincidence that Simukai has played a key role in developing this self-

help, self financing scheme. For we have shown through our own efforts t 

develop that success, sacrifice, and solidarity are three aspects of co-operative 

development which always go together. 
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14 

___________________ 

NEW GENERATIONS 
 

Visit Simukai on a Saturday morning, say in late July, at around 7.30 am. Across 

from the office and just outside a large open barn, you will see our Mushandi 

Universal 500 tractor humming away. Shells spurt explosively from a threshing 

machine operated by the tractor and a group of our members (plus a few 

outsiders) are buzzing around like bees in a hive. 

Hundreds of sacks of soya beans that were picked back in April are being 

cleaned. During harvesting, poisonous oily grass fibres cling to the beans and 

these have to be removed. Perched on top of the threshing machine, Evernice 

Shambira lifts the bucket of beans heaved up to her by Barbra Phiri. She 

gleefully pours its contents into the hungry thresher which chumps them around 

and spits out the offending forbs. „Keep it coming‟! Evernice shouts as Barbra 

pauses to wipe her eyes. The pressure is rent less. 

A few yards away sixteen year old Mandla Ncube uses dangerous looking knife 

to slit open the bags. He is not at school today and he is pleased to have an 

opportunity to earn some pocket money. Bending briefly to tip stray soya beans 

out of his gum-boots, he pushes open the sack across to Rabson Ndlovu who 

empties it into one of the oil tins which serve as buckets. „Eyewash..!‟ Rabson 

bellows as the tin, brimming with soya beans, is sent skidding across the floor, 

lurching from side to side like a racing car about to overturn. Babra Phiri grabs it 

and hoists it up to Evernice. 

Ceazar Vicente Site, currently visiting Simukai fro Mozambique, watches 

carefully as the cleansed soya beans cascades into open sacks attached to the 

threshing machine. Star Ncube and Mike Zhou are waiting. As each sack fills, 

Star and Mike haul it into the corner of the barn. Now it is Esnath Mavule‟s turn 

to spring into action. Wearing what looks like a large necklace woven out and of 

loose pieces of string, she deftly threads a string into a long needle and proceeds 

to sew up the sacks, her fingers moving up and down so quickly that they could 

almost belong to an invisible sewing machine. Luke Chava is one of the workers 

from a neighbouring farm. He pulls the sack away from Esnath and stacks it in 

coner. These soya beans are important to the co-op. they grossed us over 

$80,000 in 1988/89. An hour later, breakfast time approaches. The comrades 

smother a yawn. „Just look at that!‟ Barbra Phiri shouts, pointing to the pile of 

Soya beans now ready for marketing. They nod with satisfaction. Yet the 

mountain of sacks unprocessed beans has scarcely diminished. Star Ncube clicks 

his tongue impatiently as they move off to breakfast. „Still some way to go!‟ 

Back in May 1985, Talent wrote a prize winning essay on the subject of job 

creation. The essay eloquently expresses Simukai‟s attitude towards work. „We 

know,‟ Talent writes, „that in today„s life, to be without a job is to be swimming 

in terrible poverty, without food, without clothes, without a roof over our heads. 

It is even to be without friends.‟ 
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„A human being without work,‟ she argues,‟ is undeveloped, uncivilized, even 

an animal.‟ Work she defines as „the struggle with nature, to make life more 

bearable and worth while.‟ Talent turns her attention to co-operatives. „Co-ops,‟ 

she suggests, are a form of work the results of which are most satisfying. If we 

can create jobs for ourselves, there will be no need to cry when we get fired or 

when we can not get employed.‟ In short, she concludes:‟ If we create the job 

ourselves, we enjoy it more than when we are employed.‟ 

This is certainly my philosophy of life. Every Sunday morning on Simukai the 

education sub-committee organise classes and sometimes I am asked to take one. 

This gives me an opportunity to talk about the way I view work and production. 

„Hard work‟, I tell the comrades „is the only route to success.‟ 

 I stress that even in slave-owning societies when it was the slave-owners who 

have the problem in Zimbabwe today,‟ I comment. Isn‟t it true that the 

capitalists only succeed through the sweat of others?‟ Everyone agrees. „But 

why,‟ I ask. „Does it have to be like this? How can we ensure that we all 

succeed?‟ I pause to give the class a chance to answer. I don‟t have to wait long. 

„The only way to succeed,‟ one of the comrades replies, „is to produce 

collectively so that the fruit of our labour are shared by the community as a 

whole.‟ „Precisely Co-operatives are the only way.‟ 

This is why I agree with the point Talent makes in her essay. Work is only really 

satisfying when you employ yourself, when you have control over your own life 

and the product of your work. 

In one of our barns there is a room piled with bags of maze. It is also used for 

recreation. It occasionally serves as our dining room, although people usually eat 

outside the kitchen during the day and in the evening they prefer to tack food 

back to their rooms and eat with their families. A banner with Simukai „emblem 

hangs on the wall. It reads simply:‟ Simukai Co-op. Simukai‟s Collective Co-

operative Farming Society (Ltd). We are our own workers and managers. We 

own means of production. We are disciplined!‟ A red star on the banner reminds 

us that the struggle to succeed as a co-operative is part and parcel of the struggle 

for the national liberation and socialism. 

A workers banner celebrating May Day is another corner of the room, and on the 

wall are posters with the text of South African Freedom Charter; photographs of 

ANC leaders like Oliver Tambo; material from the South African Communist 

Party; appeals to support the struggle in Chile and portraits of Marx, Engels and 

Lenin. Next to a Soviet calendar, an article is pinned on the wall by a Kenyan 

comrade. Shadreck Gutto making the case for solidarity with the Palestinian 

Liberation Organisation 

The dining hall has also a banner inscribed with a detailed definition of a 

collective co-op which you must read for yourself when you visit Simukai. 

 I only want to draw attention to the last sentence which states that a collect one 

seeks to unite all those „who have similar aims in their economic and new 

cultural efforts for the good of all.‟ I quote this sentence because it links 

economic with cultural efforts to build a new life. This is terribly important. 

The struggle to succeed through production is not an end in itself. It is central to 

the struggle for emancipation. The struggle for production can only succeed if 
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we also struggle against ignorance, prejudice and exploitation in all its form‟s. 

Culture, education, sport and recreation are vital- and so are women‟s rights. 

These issues are tied closely to the question of production unless co-operators 

take them seriously, no co-operative can hope to succeed. 

Prominently positioned on one of the walls is a large chart. On it you can see at a 

glance how Simukai is organised, and who is currently working in the various 

production departments- cropping, livestock, the store and grinding mill, 

marketing, the workshop, the kitchen, the crèche, in crafts and in construction. 

But as you study the chart, it becomes clear that Simukai is not simply 

concerned with production. On one side of the diagram, you can also see a list of 

comrades concerned with our advisory and social committee. On the other side 

of the chart are the members who rum the women‟s club, sports and recreation 

club and savings club. As Job Ncube, our social welfare manager, will tell you, 

we are just beginning to tackle these wider questions which are so crucial to the 

success of Simukai as a community of emancipated producers. 

 

----------------------------------------------- 
Drive into Simukai and you can‟t miss white washed buildings which frank the 

entrance to the co-op. the one is our grinding mill and the other is a new building 

which Richman Nkolomi was involved in constructing with the help of building- 

students from Adelaide Acres. It is surrounded by attractive garden bed Arum 

lilies and Elephants‟ ears, and its Coca Cola sign tells you that it is our store. 

Both buildings house business ventures . ln 1988-89 grind mill raised a gross 

income of over $10,000, the store nearly $80,000. 

But they also do more. When you have finished studying the poster on the wall 

in the store with its diagram of the entire state structure of the USSR, you will 

see a range of goods: soap, mealie rice, shoes, creams, kapenta fish, etc. these 

are the goods most in demand by our members, but both the shop and the store 

are there to service the local community as well. 

Standing at the counter you might be fortunate enough to meet a friendly young 

women by the name   of Agenia Ncube. Agenia normally works in our craft 

department and the overalls and school uniforms for sale in the shop are some of 

her handy work. The head of the shop is Otress Moyo, and if you really want to 

get Otress talking, just say to her as you are buying a coke: Hey, Otress, why 

can‟t you sell me nice cold beer?‟ 

 Simukai, Otress will tell you, used to have a bar. When we first took over the 

farm, there was a bar included in the shop, and it was initially situated where the 

dairy cattle are kept today. „Sheeeee…!‟ Otress will exclaim, „that bar was 

profitable too! We had a lot of customers who wanted beer.‟ But as Otress 

would point out, if the bar made money, it also caused problems. Zenzo 

Nkolomi, who had been deputy business manager in 1984-85 remembers the 

way in which members would come to work after a hard  night‟s drinking 

,bleary –eyed and bad tempered. Some times they just stayed in bed. It was bad 

for production and bad for our image,‟ he will comment. 

There was another problem we had with the bar. I have already mentioned the 

difficulties we had in making Simukai secure. The bar made them worse. People 
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would come drifting in and out of Simukai until the early hours of the morning, 

and could always claim when challenged that they were simply customers at the 

bar.  Our women comrades were particularly opposed to the bar since they 

would often be harassed by men who had drunk too much. 

The matter came up at AGM after AGM. Usually it was the men comrades who 

were in favour of keeping the bar open. „Ag, you mustn‟t take these drunks too 

seriously,‟ they would say to the women members. „Just let us know if they 

cause trouble.‟ „Don‟t take the bar away. We need a drink after a hard day‟s 

work!‟  Comrade Aleck Nkonkoni would insist. „lf we can‟t buy beer at Simukai 

we will have to walk about two kilometers to the nearest bar in the communal 

lands, another would complain. A third would say: the bar provides us with a 

place where we can relax. Don‟t forget that it also makes money for the co-op.‟ 

and so the argument raged on. 

But comrades, Otress Moyo would insist there is also the problem of things 

disappearing from the shop. When people get drunk they do crazy things.‟  No-

one could deny that thefts did occur, but still bar remained open 

Things came to a head on December 24 1986. Otress came to see me the 

following day. Instead of enthusiastic Christmas greetings, there was bad news. 

„The shop had been broken into. There is glass everywhere. I‟m sure that it was 

one of the drunks fro the bar last night.‟ Stock had been stolen and the radio we 

kept on the counter had gone. This was the last straw. We kept the under tight 

control for the next few months and at our AGM in Aril 1987 the decision was 

taken to close it down. 

Some of the comrades still grumbled and the management committee explained 

that at some point in the future we would be wiling to open a bottle store. But 

there must be no drinking on the premises. „Ahaaa. How will that help?‟ one 

comrade asked. „Well‟, a member of the management committee replied, „we 

might open a member‟s club on the co-op where it would be possible to socialize 

together and have a drink. But let us wait until all the comrades feel that the time 

is right for such a development.‟ 

 

-------------------------------------------  

The episode of the bar emphasized the importance of linking production with 

recreation- but recreation of a positive and constructive kind. Zenzo Nkolomi 

has long held the view that co-operators differ radically from capitalists in that 

they see workers as human beings who produce collectively for themselves. 

They are not people who are compelled by poverty to sell their labour power to 

others. „We have to be concerned,‟ Zenzo will tell you, „to develop note merely 

the technical skills of our members (though that is essential) but also their 

cultural outlook and social self confidence.‟ 

This is the way Zenzo has put so much effort into organizing our sports, culture 

and recreation department which currently involves Sydney Malinga. Nkosana 

Mavule and Lungile Dlamini „Working as a member of a collective co-op,‟ 

Zenzo is fond of saying, „involves owning, controlling, producing and managing 

all at the same time- not mention the problem of parents in partnership having 

children to bring up. It‟s an exhausting business!‟ 
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Zenzo convinced us at the 1986 AGM that without members being able to rest 

and relax after work, it would not be possible to nourish and sustain our co-

operative spirit. „But why stop here?‟ one of the comrades asked. She had just 

seen the university‟s drama group perform in Harare, under the direction of 

Robert McLaren, and was most impressed. This is the kind of thing we should 

be doing at Simukai.‟ 

We invited the drama group to visit us and we were delighted. I know that Tim 

Oshodi, a British volunteer who taught for some months in our school, had to 

admit that the first time he had ever seen a play about the Russian Revolution 

was when he was working a t Simuki. We decided to form our own theatre 

group, and with the kind of experiences we have all had on our co-operative, you 

can be sure that there is enough material for drama here to keep us going for 

many years! Tim has since formed a „Friends of Simukai Trust‟ after his return 

to Britain. 

Zenzo proposed that our cultural activities should be financed through monthly 

subsidies, and I know that our comrades have great ambitions to expand and 

improve these facilities. At the moment we often play football with teams from 

neighbouring schools and sports clubs. In future we hope to have a swimming 

pool , as well as courts for tennis, volleyball and net ball and something more 

than just a rough field for comrades to ply football on.. We want to acquire more 

library books, a kiosk, selling sport kits( and equipped with first aid box), and a 

separate sports ,c culture and recreation centre in easy reach of all our members. 

These are not just dreams: we are determined to make these ideas a reality. 

----------------------------------------------- 
In many ways I am typical of the members of Simukai- not simply because I am 

an ex-fighter but because I am still quite young. I have mentioned earlier hoe 

after the war the party „high-ups‟ had tried  to talk us out of setting up 

collectives on our own. These big fishes used to peer down their noses at us and 

say: „Young chaps, what on earth you think you are trying to do? 

Establishing co-operatives is far too difficult for people of your age.\‟ Well, I 

will say on thing for these arguments. We certainly were young, and that meant 

that when Simukai was started, there were very few of our own children around. 

We were all far too busy doing other things! 

It is true that Eyerstone farm we had already started a school for the children of 

the former farm workers. By the end of 1983 however, there were sixteen 

families amount the members. In May 1984, my third child Anthony was born- 

Andrew was born in 1981 and Angela in 1982. Richman Nkolomi also had three 

children. He called them Nqabutho, Makhosi and Bulelani but the first two had 

English names as well. Judy Todd was intrigued one day to hear the Nkolomi 

children ‟Gromyko‟ and „Garfield‟ as a reflection of Simukai‟s differing 

political traditions. As young kids began to appear in some numbers, the 

problem arose as to what to do and how we would cope. 

In August 1984 we took the decision to establish a crèche. We found that some 

parents were very reluctant to leave their children with others while working. 

„There can be no substitute for a mother looking after her own child,‟ one 

comrade insisted. What happens if my child becomes ill and is given traditional 
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muti which does more harm than good?‟ another protested. So we agreed that it 

would be up to members to decide for themselves whether n hey wanted to 

participate in our childcare arrangements. Those parents who wished to do so 

could continue taking their children with them when they were working on the 

farm. 

The inevitable happened. One day some comrades called me to the fields where 

I was told by a deeply distressed mother that her baby had managed to swallow 

some herbicide from a bottle which had been left open while in use. The poor 

kid was violently sick and we had to drop everything to rush the child to the 

hospital. Fortunately the child survived, but we had all had a terrible shock. 

On the other occasion I heard a shrill scream from the workshops, and 

discovered that four year old Moddie Moyo had been accidentally hit on the 

head by an iron bar. After a few more accidents of this kind, the comrades called 

a meeting. It‟s just too dangerous one of the parents said, to have kids around 

when we are working. It is only a matter of time before a chilled is killed.‟ 

Another made the point that although she had initially been strongly opposed to 

a crèche, she could now see that there was no real alternative. 

By 1986 NOVIB had helped us raise the $8,000 we needed to build the crèche 

and the $0,000 needed to equip it. Rumbidzai Ndlovu, herself an ex-fighter from 

Sierra Assembly point, agreed to go for training as pre-school teacher at 

Hlekwini training centre just outside Bulawayo. By 1987 Rumbidzai and Joyce 

Mbotshwa were looking after 35 children, seven days a week. 

Nevertheless, even after the crèche had been established, some mothers still 

refused to use it. After they had taken 90 days maternity leave, they insisted on 

bringing their children to work. If you do this we argued, then you will have to 

feed them on your own time. We can‟t have you stopping to work to fed kids 

when we have set up a crèche to do just that. 

The thought of losing money and working with their children in dangerous 

conditions finally persuaded all the comrades that a crèche was necessary for 

everyone, and since then, it has served Simukai well. 

At the moment, our pre school only caters for children of the co-op. but just as 

we don‟t see Simukai as working in isolation from other co-ops, we also don‟t 

see ourselves as a world apart from the surrounding area. Already a large 

number of children from the neighbouring attend our school staffed by 

volunteers, some of whom visit us from abroad, and by teachers seconded by the 

government. Our teachers stay at Simuki. Their accommodation is still relatively 

poor and working conditions at the school are not good. Fortunately Zimbabwe‟s 

excellent climate makes it possible for lessons to be held outside, since at the 

moment e only have classrooms for five groups of children attending at the 

school. In our classrooms the floors are dusty, there are no desks, and the 

teachers will tell you that the children from the surrounding areas have to walk 

long distance to school. They are often absent and communication with the 

parents is a problem. 

But our current headmaster, Mr. Chambara is optimistic. I admire the way the 

people of Simukai are building a new life for themselves,‟ he tells visitors, and 

despite all the problems my teachers like working here.‟ A new Parent Teachers 
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Association has been established and when the new classrooms are up, things 

should further improve. 

We have set up a garden which the older children are responsible for looking 

after. The school at Simukai is not expensive, but we give our members some 

help with their school fees when their children leave our school to attend 

secondary school in the area. Certainly, our relations with the local people are 

now much improved, and gone are the days (hopeful) when mischief- makers 

could stir up animosity against us. We would also like to see a health clinic at 

Simukai which could service the area as whole. At the moment there is a mobile 

unit for immunization which visits us from time to time, but when people need 

medical attention they have to be driven to Chitungwiza for help. A recent 

survey has estimated something like 12,000 people in the area would make use 

of the clinic if one were established at Simukai. 

1986 also saw another important development in our social welfare work: the 

formation of a women‟s club. Out co-operative prides itself on having an 

enlightened attitude towards women. I like to think that my partner Talent and I  

have always lived in virtue rather than in „sin‟ , but on July 1 1988, we finally 

decided to get married. Indeed, we insisted on getting married at Simukai itself 

in order to demonstrate our commitment to the co-operative and to the 

uniqueness of the co-operative values-although e both realized that this was the 

most untraditional venue of marriage. Sadly my mother had died just two 

months before, but we decided that she should have wanted the event to go 

ahead. Sir Garfield Todd took the wedding service and Dumisani Dube made a 

fine speech. „Comrades,‟ he said as our guests prepared to celebrate,‟ this 

marriage stands as an eye opener to all those doubting Thomases who believed 

that in no circumstances can employment, sociability be achieved in co-

operative.‟ Then raising his fist above his head, and looking towards Talent and 

me, he declared dramatically: it is you  who have shawn that family marriage 

can be collectivised!‟ 

 I mentioned earlier how Richman Nkolomi had succeeded through a judicious 

choice of words to attract a considerable number of women ex-fighters to our 

co-op. these comrades have taught us that comradeship must exist at all levels in 

our life if it exist at all. Their lesson is simple one: just as a nation which 

oppresses another cannot itself be free, so a man who treats woman as a second- 

class citizen becomes oppressed by his own arrogance and chauvinism. 

Democracy begins at home. Either we all work for the emancipation of every 

one, or we will never create a truly liberated society. 

For the men at Simukai this has been a tough lesson to learn. We have to admit 

that life can seem to be a lot easier for us if most domestic responsibilities 

cooking, cleaning and looking after the kids are shouldered by the women. And 

to an extent this still happens. At our AGM in 1989, when jobs were being 

allocated, one of the members raised her hand; Why is it comrades, that three 

members who have been asked to run the kitchen are all women?‟ Every one 

laughed. The comrade persisted. 

„What‟s the problem? Don‟t the men know how to cook? How did they manage 

during the war when they had to cook for themselves?‟ 
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A member of the management committee rose too his feet. Er, well comrade, its 

true that there are only women in the kitchen department but then…ehm... there 

are only women in the crèche.‟ The comrade wasn‟t satisfied. „It is true that 

there are only women working in the crèche,‟ she replied, „ but the moment we 

don‟t think that you men are responsible enough to look after the kids! However, 

we do think that you have demonstrated enough skills to work in the kitchen. 

There was more laughter and some applause but... Our kitchen team still consists 

only of women. 

The aim of the women‟s club is to assist in the children‟s development and to 

involve the co-op as a whole in this work. With the help grant from the donor 

HIVOS, the club was able to purchase three dairy cows with the intention of 

supplying not only the crèche but all the co=-op members with milk. 

Unfortunately one of these cows died through overfeeding, but even the 

remaining two the women‟s club is able to produce surplus milk. I know that 

they have plans to expand the dairy herd to some fifteen head of cattle in order 

to make the whole venture really profitable. In addition, our women‟s club also 

considers questions of family planning. It is important to  make sure that 

Simukai is in a position to look after all its children and that women control their 

own lives. A family planning service is available to members, and a collective 

decision was taken to limit families to four children. 

A further challenge faces the women‟s club: to widen the horizons of our young 

people. Zenzo Nkolomi and Barbra Phiri approached me one lunch time in 1987. 

„Andrew, what do you think of a campaign to raise finds for a mini bus?‟ „Tell 

me more,‟ I replied. „Well,‟ said Babra, „the idea would be for the sports and 

recreation department to work with the women‟s club in an effort to raise $ 

35,000 for a minibus so that we could take our kids round the country.‟ Yes, said 

Zenzo enthusiastically, they could visit factories farms and museums. They 

could travel to schools for football and volley ball matches as well..‟ Let‟s move 

on it,‟ Barbra interrupted. Another initiative has been launched by the women„s 

club. 

Our children are our future. At Simukai they live in the community in which 

they expect their own parents, along with everyone else, to respect the 

democratic norms of the collective. Of course none of our members feel that we 

have yet become the kind of human beings we would all like to be. But we are 

on the way. When you next hear conservative- minded persons insist that human 

nature never changes, tell them to come to Simukai and see for themselves how 

people can change. 

-------------------------------------- 
 Seven children have climbed onto sacks of maize near the office and are 

chatting away. There are three Moyos a Mavule, A Ncube and a Nyathi. 

I look at them and think back on my own child hood in Tsholotsho. Mandla 

Ncube is the oldest of the group. When I grow up,‟ he tells the others, l am going 

to be an engineer.‟ „I think that I am going overseas to study,‟ says Andrew 

Nyathi, aged eight. „What will you do?‟ the others chorus. „Well, I want to be a 

scientist, the sort that studies animals.‟ Hey, fifteen year old Thulani Moyo 
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interjects. May be you want to become a veterinary doctor. That‟s a doctor who 

looks after animals. That what I want to be when I grew up‟ 

Andrew‟s eyes light up. „Yes, this the kind of thing that I want to do..‟ „But you 

don‟t have to go overseas to become a vet. Thulano objects well I want to go 

overseas,‟ Andrew insists. The others look a little apprehensive. Of course I 

want to come back again and then maybe work at Simukai.‟ Thulani nods 

vigorously. That‟s what he wants to do as well. 

Thenjiwe, aged thirteen, is not sure. „I think that I would like to live in Harare.‟ 

The others shake their heads. She raises her hands defensively. „Still, I do like it 

there!‟ 

Like Thulani Moyo, she now attends Chikonde Secondary School. „You know,‟ 

she says „when I first went to school the other children wouldn‟t speak to me.‟ 

„Why not?‟ Andrew asks. Thenjiwe laughed. Well they said that we didn‟t 

belong in the area and that Simukai wasn‟t ours. 

Things are different now!‟ lyifani Moyo aged thirteen, joins the discussion. I 

was talking to some of the local children the other day   and they said their 

parents still beat them. When I told them that things are different at Simukai, 

they all said „Hey. We would like to come and live with you!‟ 

Butholezwe Mavule, another thirteen year old, interrupts, „you should tell them 

what I told them- that when we work on the co-op at weekends we get pocket 

money.‟ He scratches his head. $16, 00 a month and when we are on 

holiday...Isn‟t it right? and $5, 00 a month when we work on Saturdays during 

school time. My friends couldn‟t believe their ears.‟ 

„Well you know,‟ says Thenjiwe, „people around here still have some old 

fashioned ideas. Some of them even think that girls should go to school, and 

when it comes in the home like washing dishes, they think that only girls and the 

women should do it.‟ 

The young Andrew Nyathi shakes his head disbelievingly. Thulani re-enters the 

conversation. „Ag, it is only now that the people are beginning to understand a 

bit more about co-operatives. When I first told my friends that I lived on a co-

operative, they said‟ who is the boss? Who owns the farm?‟ they simply couldn‟t 

understand it when I said we all did.‟ 

Thenjiwe giggles. „One of my friends told me some time ago that she had heard 

that our boss was a man called Andrew Nyathi... that he was nearly two meters 

tall and strode around the farm with a large whip in his back pocket!‟ Everyone 

collapses in laughter. 

„Hey, the children at school have heard we are doing a drama,‟ Thulani 

observes. They all want to come and see it. I told them about the scene at the end 

of the play where we all sing „Simukai yethu‟- Simukai is ours‟. 

 Everyone starts to hum. „They particularly liked the bit,‟ Thulani continues, 

„when we sing „sifuya inkunku aa… ye, sifuyaingulube aa...ye, sifuya inkomo „l 

know, I know! Andrew jumps down from the sacks and begins to leap around in 

excitement. „That‟s when all the children run across the stage crowing like 

cocks, snorting like pigs and making horns on their heads with their hands. 

„That‟s the bit I really like..!”  


