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  Mazambala – Place of abundance




  I will guide and protect you through all the landmines of this world and I will take you to where the grass is green and where there is water and food in abundance – That is your island! Your destination; your goal!




  Salomé Visser




  (Vision entered into my journal 20 September 1992)




  Dedicated to Desèré


  and


  The women of Africa




  We are the children of Mother Earth


  We play in the dust of our ancient life forms


  And till this soil to plant our crops


  We dance in the rain and chant forgotten melodies


  Because our harvest is from her soul


  As we, the women of Africa,


  Are the Mother of all generations
 (Salomé Visser)




  Preface




  Somewhere in the Caprivi Strip, about a hundred kilometres from Katima Mulilo on the road to the Zambian border, there is a beautiful lodge named Mazambala Island Lodge. This specific corner of the world stole my heart in 1995 when I was working as a tour guide in Namibia. I don’t think anyone could have travelled in the then unspoilt Golden Triangle up to Horseshoe, among herd after herd of elephant, buffalo, lechwe and hippo, and remain untouched. That is what happened to me, to such an extent that after a year, I knew that that was where I had to be. Not as a holidaymaker, but to live in the untamed bush – and to build a lodge.




  A woman on a mission, I started planning and early in the new year I was on my way with my two dogs, Quito and Carina, as companions to ask the Mafwe tribe for a piece of land. That’s how things are done in the Caprivi – you ask; you don’t buy.




  Many years later, the difficult times and miseries long forgotten, almost every visitor to the lodge would sooner or later ask the inevitable question – usually when we had been relaxing around a late-night campfire:




  “Where is your husband?”




  “I don’t have one.”




  “Who built the lodge?”




  “I did, using only a handful of locals.”




  “Unbelievable! Tell us!”




  This was almost always the amazed reaction. A refined blonde woman wearing pearl earrings and a necklace was not the type of person who could attempt such a project on her own and complete it. Time after time their disbelief was obvious.




  It is the insistence of people such as these that has persuaded me to tell this story ten years after building the lodge and a few years after giving up my ownership of Mazambala Island Lodge.




  At the same time I have a message to bring; that any person, male or female, despite their appearance, abilities and many other aspects, can successfully accomplish whatever they wish.
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  My road to Mazambala




  I believe that each person’s life is pre-destined. The things you do and that which happens to you, hardens and influences you in preparation for life’s journey and your eventual goal. If Mazambala was a goal, my preceding life was a wonderful preparation and learning curve. However, in retrospect I know that Mazambala was not a goal but a unique experience which sharpened and formed me; life is not about the sharpening process, but about what the process does to you as a person. It’s not about the visible process but about the end result of the inner experience.




  I think that the eventual goal for each of us on earth is to experience peace with ourself, peace with our people and peace with our God, stripped of judgement and reproaches and eventually to live as one in harmony.




  This then is how the path of my life evolved from childhood and how it happened that I landed on Mazambala.




  I was born on Gammams, a farm just outside Windhoek, and spent the first years of my life there. I think it was there that my love of the veldt and nature was born; my first memory as a toddler is of following my father along a small footpath. In my mind’s eye I still see the yellow grass up to my head on either side, my father’s tanned legs in front of me and the trees and bushes around us.




  [image: The author Salomé Visser on the wooden deck at the Kwando river]


  The author Salomé Visser on the wooden deck at the Kwando river




  This love of nature and the veldt formed the basis of my humanity and still drives me whenever I make major decisions in my life. Small wonder that geography was my favourite subject at school and that I became a geography teacher.




  My interest in the traditional indigenous people of Namibia inspired my post-graduate studies in anthropology. After eight years of teaching, this qualification enabled me to be appointed as an anthropology army officer in the then South West Africa army. After retiring from the army, I became involved with tourism.




  As a geography teacher I knew, among other things, a lot about climatic conditions and land formations. I understood the Kwando River and its flood levels. Above all, I was a pedagogue and could educate and train people. I would thus be able to train my staff. As an anthropologist I had knowledge of the customs and traditions of the people of our country. I understood the political and social dispensation of the Caprivians.




  As a soldier I had mastered the art of firearms and was a marksman, entitled to a golden bar and to represent Namibia in shooting competitions. So I couldn’t just shoot – I was a bloody good shot! Excellent preparation for all the snakes at Mazambala!




  As a tour guide, I learnt about the tourism industry. I knew all there was to know about camping safaris and had good practical knowledge of animals, birds, trees and plants. Most importantly I knew what the tourists liked, what worked for them and what didn’t.




  This background equipped me with the necessary practical and intellectual knowledge. The building of the lodge in the dark continent and survival there needed not only physical preparation but also spiritual knowledge and understanding. Even in this regard I received my ‘training’. I teasingly refer to the three-and-a-half years spent in South Africa as my ‘spiritual university years’. During my stay in South Africa I was intensely involved in church and spiritual matters and I experienced a wonderful spiritual schooling and growth. This was to prove my saving grace.




  During my years in the bush, I realised that truth and knowledge are universal. We must look past temporary and purblind earthly differences because when viewed on the scale of infinity, there is only one spiritual dimension and we are all part of it.




  A few months before knowing that I would return to Namibia, after receiving a retirement deal from the South African Defence Force, I noted the following vision in my journal:




  You are on a large ship which has turned and is following a new course. The islands which you will discover and visit are already on the horizon. As you get nearer, you yourself will distinguish which island to go to. There where you find the best harbour – the most fertile soil – a waterfall – beautiful scenery – unspoilt – there I will advise you to cast your anchor. These islands will be your world. Here you will find and express yourself and serve Me. Here you will also construct a lighthouse to guide ships, keep them on course and determine their positions. Some of the smaller ships will visit your islands, called by your light in the night – or by the beauty of your islands – and you will care for them, giving them food and water and a map to continue their voyage. (Journal, 27 July 1992).




  I had completely forgotten the details of the entry when, many years later, once I was already at Mazambala, I rediscovered them as I read my old journals.




  Suddenly everything fell into place; Mazambala was part of an island world with unspoilt beauty. People had merely seen my directions next to the road and had turned off towards the lodge, looking for food and accommodation. I drew maps for many of my guests, showing them the way to all the most special places. The ‘waterfall’ in my journal worried me until I realised that Mazambala was only a day’s journey (300 km) from the Victoria Falls – one of the natural wonders of the world.




  And then there was still the meaning of the name Mazambala.




  So, I was prepared on all levels and had the knowledge of what to build and how to reside on an island in Africa.




  As a seasoned South Wester (Namibian), one of the questions I must answer is how I happened to land in South Africa? Well, after the impact of Resolution 435 in 1989, in which the SADF (South African Defence Force) had to withdraw from the then South West Africa (Namibia), I was given a transfer to the Republic of South Africa. I resided and worked in the beautiful town of Villiersdorp in the Western Cape until the end of 1990. This town was situated in the Overberg, in the heart of the apple world. Here the winter rains, the cold and the snow really got me down; I always came to my own defence by saying: “A mangetti tree can’t be planted and kept alive in the Cape.”




  After a year in the Overberg I was fortunately transferred to Pietersburg in the Northern Transvaal, today known as Polokwane in the Limpopo Province. I was overjoyed because here I found yellow grass, camel-thorn trees, summer rain and thunder. But it was still not South West; it was like a stepchild, also my child, but South West is my own child, my blood child. Yes, I still harboured a passion for my country and my people and I longed terribly for them.




  In the meantime, South West Africa had become independent in 1990 and the new state of Namibia was established. During my sojourn in Polokwane, there had been an about-turn in South African politics. In 1993 the Defence Force started to scale down through a process of rationalisation. This affected me directly. Because of my age and the fact that I was a Namibian citizen, I received a retirement deal on 31 January 1993 and was free to return home.




  That was how it happened that in 1993 I was home on very early pension, the owner of a house in the legendary Hentiesbay and retired. The plan was to spend time fishing, for with a surname like Visser, fisherman, I could surely give Sara de Jager a go and become as famous a fisherman as she was. I occupied myself with mundane daily tasks but when jukskei, yoke-pin, became the highlight of my weekly activities, I realised there must be more to life. I still had a great deal of energy and decided to try tourism.




  Over and above the fact that tourism was an up-and-coming industry in Namibia, my love of the veldt was the determining factor and I became a freelance tour guide. I completed all the required NATH (Namibian Association of Tourism and Hospitality) courses, because I have always believed that if you want to do something, you must do it correctly. Yes, and that was how, while on a tour in the Caprivi, I lost my heart.




  During these tour guide days, I acquired my own complete camping equipment. I not only loved camping but also made my outfit, plus myself as guide, available as a deal to safari operators. I completed many camping safaris with my own equipment. Later this proved to be an important factor when I started the building process of Mazambala, because I already had the basic camp infrastructure to survive in the bush. But although I was an experienced camper and could prepare good food on an open fire, I did not know how to build a lodge.
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  With the Caprivi and my own lodge at the back of my mind, I used every opportunity to glean ideas from various lodges and camping sites. Rooms, bathrooms, entertainment areas, barbecue areas were all scrutinised with an eagle eye and I recorded especially what worked and what did not. Thus when I started with Mazambala, I had no doubt about the structure of the restaurant and bar area and what the bungalows should look like.




  A factor in my favour was also that before my transfer to the RSA, I was stationed at Omega Base in the West Caprivi in Namibia. I experienced at first hand the climatic conditions in that part of the world and knew that in summer the daytime temperatures in the Caprivi could exceed 40°C and that it rained non-stop for weeks on end. The construction of my lodge had to follow an open plan, so that guests could feel they were staying in the bush, but were protected from the rain and the elements of nature. People come to Africa to experience Africa, so no closed-up cement rooms with small windows and zinc roofs. Safe yes, but open. Wood, reeds and grass were to be used, as naturally as possible so that the lodge would blend in with the surroundings.




  One thing I warned myself against, during my planning phase in 1996, was that I should never use a piece of land situated in a floodplain. My geography background and thus my knowledge of climate-cycles and floodplains made it clear: You don’t build on a floodplain.




  Why build a lodge in the Caprivi?




  In reply I can say that it was not only because I lost my heart there; no, luckily a few other positive factors also played a role. One of these factors, which I explained to the Governor, to Chief Mayuni and to the Mafwe Royal Khuta, was that since the early nineties I had identified the Caprivi as a future tourist destination. The magnificent beauty, the unspoilt savanna woodland and the water-rich stretches of river would draw people. This was the Africa people dreamed about. Plenty of wild animals, herds of more than a thousand elephant, rare animals such as buffalo, lion, leopard, wild dog, lechwe, tsesebe, sititunga, hippo, crocodile, and to top it all, more than 400 species of bird were to be found. This was truly a tourist paradise.




  I had the privilege to visit the Kaokoveld in 1963 for the first time, before it was renamed Kaokoland. In my heart it remains Kaokoveld, the same Kaokoveldt of which PJ Schoeman writes in his book, Op Ver Paaie (on far-off roads). I visited Kaokoland again in the seventies and from 1993 to 1996 as a tour guide. Here I saw a region with inhospitable landscapes, wonderful beauty and a different kind of allure, which has, over time, developed it into a sought-after tourist destination. Nowadays you read regularly about Kaokoland in magazines such as Weg, Go or Get Away. Everyone and anyone who has a 4x4 visits the area and unfortunately the roads have been reduced to a fine powder, men wait in queues to try their luck over Van Zyl’s Pass, the Himbas wear Los Angeles t-shirts and the children ask for swiets (sweets).




  In 1996 I identified the enormous potential in the Caprivi and did not think it far-fetched to build a lodge there, but I had to act quickly before others had the same idea.




  An additional factor was that the Trans-Caprivi Highway was under construction. This meant that people could easily reach the area in sedan cars. Undoubtedly, tour organisations with bus-loads of tourists would follow. The Trans-Caprivi would be completed in 1998, which allowed me two years to build the lodge and have everything in place. The construction and running of the lodge would also provide much needed job opportunities for unemployed Caprivians.




  To sum up, I believed in my undertaking, I was very optimistic about the development and future progress that was realising and I wanted to be a part of it.
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  A piece of land in Africa




  February is the green month in the Caprivi. It’s the month of rain, mosquitoes and no visitors. This is when it can easily rain non-stop for fourteen days; as Namibians say, tipiese landsreën, typical country-wide rain. This is when grey-blue clouds hover above the tree tops, and the sun hides from view. When clothes grow mouldy in your cupboard and your shoes never dry out. The water is knee high on all the roads and your only transport in this area, of which the lowlands comprise 90%, is by using a 4x4.




  However, I did not know these things when, in February 1996, I went on holiday to the Caprivi for two weeks and stayed at the old Sesuwe Nature Conservation Camp next to the Kwando River. I decided to camp there in order to make an assessment before requesting a piece of land from Chief Mayuni and the Mafwe tribe.




  That first February in the Caprivi there was no rain, so my two dogs, Quito and Carina, and I had a dry camp. Every evening we had a barbecue fire where we sat looking at the stars and dreaming about the future. This area was lush and green and to someone from the barren south of the country, this was nothing less than a paradise. It felt as though I had landed in the forests of Tarzan, my childhood hero. I was also equipped to deal with all the mosquitoes which came along with all that greenery and all that water. It was only later, when I was wrapped up in wet sheets and suffering from the fevers caused by malaria that I realised that you should never consider yourself adequately protected from these malicious little insects.




  Even today, you cannot purchase land in the Caprivi, as the whole area is tribal land; in other words, it ‘belongs’ to the tribe. (All tribal land actually belongs to the government, but the chief and the tribe are given the custodian rights.) Therefore, only the Chief can bestow some land on you and that, only after consulting with his tribal authorities. In Caprivi this authority is known as the Khuta and, together with the Chief, forms the paramount law. When Namibia gained independence in 1996, the new government structures had already been well-established and a Governor was appointed as the official government representative of the Caprivi.




  My father had always taught me to follow correct procedures if you wanted to be successful. The building of this lodge was important to me and there was no way that I would resort to some others’ previous practices of bribing an induna, headman, with a case of whisky, to obtain a piece of land. No, I would go to the Governor in Katima Mulilo to obtain permission to negotiate a deal with Chief Mayuni and his Khuta.




  The Government offices in Katima are situated in the shade of a clump of big trees, and consist of several long, flat buildings with wide verandas. In order to see this important man I joined the long rows of people waiting on the veranda, in front of the Governor’s office. I was not only the only white person, but also the only woman. I had realised that in the bush, women don’t figure too much when it comes to land or state affairs. Women are not even allowed into the inner circle of a Kutha gathering.




  Eventually it was my turn. I stated my case to the chief government representative and found, to my surprise, that the meeting went well.




  “If you could only give jobs to three people, we would be happy,” was the Governor’s decisive reply.




  It was obvious that people in this remote corner of Namibia were hungry for development. Even the building of a lodge was seen as development, accompanied, of course, with the possibility of jobs.




  I left with a letter from the Governor, addressed to Chief Mayuni, which reflected the government’s approval for a project of this kind. I felt good about my progress and my plans.




  On a map of Namibia, the small settlement of Kongola lies on the Kwando River between East and West Caprivi. In Africa there are always tribal names for places, and names which were given later. Kongola today is eight kilometres from the river. In 1996 there was only a small shop and a few petrol pumps which belonged to Victor. He was Portuguese, lived in Rundu and relied on Johnny, a Caprivian, to manage his interests. Depending on the rain, Victor would make a weekly trip in his Bedford truck to deliver supplies from Rundu. At that time it was a gravel road from Bagani, where the bridge over the Kavango River was situated. The tribal name for Bagani was Divundu and nowadays, with the Trans-Caprivi Highway going up to the Victoria Falls, Divundu is indicated on the road signs.




  Kongola was situated in Chief Mayuni’s tribal area, which was where I wanted to build my lodge. This little outpost had become the place where people gathered. Not only were the petrol pumps and small shop there, monthly clinics were also held there, pensions were paid out there and from there the road deviates south to Linyanti. It was logical to go to Kongola to find out how to reach Chief Mayuni. This is where I ran into Maxwell.




  Actually, it was he who found me; from nowhere, he came to greet me. “Ooo- Major? Major! You were at Omega! Do you remember me?” My hand was shaken like that of a long-lost friend.




  Maxwell was one of many Caprivians who, as a Barakwena Bushman soldier, worked at Omega, a military base in the West Caprivi. I had been stationed there in the late eighties as an ethnologist. It seemed to be a good sign to meet a familiar person here, because it meant that someone in the community knew me. I had roots; I was not just a nobody fallen from the sky. We enjoyed talking about all the old friends and days long gone. I told him about my plans and about how I wanted to see the Chief. Maxwell, who no doubt saw this new encounter as a perfect job opportunity, immediately took me under his protection. For a long time after that he was my translator, adviser, helper and friend. As an ethnologist, I fortunately knew that different rules had to be followed when moving on traditional terrain. Maxwell proved to be a fountain of knowledge in these matters.
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  The launching of the first boat by Maxwell and Salomé




  History had taught me that the politics of the Caprivi are a complicated story with much internal strife. If you make a blunder, you can immediately land in trouble. Regarding the piece of land I needed for the lodge, I had decided that the universal principles of honesty and consistency would be my modus operandi – no hidden agendas. I would say candidly what I wanted to do here and then do it.




  Chief Mayuni lives at Choi, the traditional headquarters of the Mayuni district, about 10 kilometres from Kongola on the Linyanti road. That same day I loaded Maxwell and four others, who needed a lift, into my bakkie and, with my two dogs in the back, we left for Choi. Maxwell was my guide and he would take me to the Chief’s kraal or ‘courtyard’, the name given to someone’s home in this area.
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  Chief Mayune of the Mafwe tribe of the Caprivi




  It is interesting to note that the language of instruction in the Caprivi was English, in contrast to the rest of Namibia, where Afrikaans was used. Therefore English names are found for words in the indigenous language.




  When you visit the Chief, it is not simply a case of knocking and entering. Firstly, a kraal or ‘courtyard’ is not a house and things are done differently. Because of my knowledge of traditions and customs, I followed Maxwell’s instructions without much lifting of the eyebrows.




  We stopped under a beautiful, large, dark-green Zambezi teak tree next to the Chief’s courtyard. I had to wait at the bakkie so that Maxwell could first find out if the Chief would see us. This also gives the inhabitants of the home an opportunity to make some preparations. Yes, and at the same time to question the messenger as to who it is and why they want an audience, but this information would never be revealed to the visitor.




  Maxwell returned after about twenty minutes. To me it felt like hours. It was a new experience for me and I knew nothing about ‘wait’ and ‘patience’. One thing you learn in Africa, is time, Africa time . . . and patience. Nothing happens fast. The more important the matter, the less action. Westerners and city folk, who regard time as a priceless commodity, need quite a bit of time to make the adjustment.




  After returning to the bakkie, Maxwell informed me that the Chief would see me immediately. I was amazed and over the moon, because you are usually sent away and asked to return a day or so later. This is part of the traditional protocol in seeing a Chief.




  “We can’t go too near,” Maxwell warned as I enthusiastically started walking towards the opening in the kraal. I stood transfixed and looked at him questioningly. Maxwell knew that the makua, white people, did not know their traditional customs and first had to explain the ritual of kneeling and the clapping of hands. When he saw me staring at him in surprise – which white person kneels in front of another and a black person at that? – he reassured me, “Madam, that is how it is . . . it is to show respect to the Khuta and the Chief.”




  “Madam must just follow my example”, he continued in Afrikaans. I would eventually get used to Maxwell’s switching from English to the Afrikaans he had acquired during his ‘Afrikaans’ military background.




  “You go down on one knee . . .”




  I dropped down to my right knee – at least one knee was better that both – and we practised together.




  “. . . And then you clap with your right hand four times onto the left hand.”




  Not too difficult. I was ready for the ritual.




  We walked slowly up to the entrance of the kraal, where Maxwell went down on one knee and I followed suit. We glanced fleetingly at each other and in unison clapped our hands four times.




  From within the kraal came the sound of soft clapping, and we were greeted with the message, “(clap-clap) We hear you, and (clap-clap) we are waiting for you.”




  We passed through the opening of the kraal enclosure and repeated the kneeling and clapping process. The Chief and some of his entourage were seated under an utara, a porch made with poles, where two chairs had already been placed for the two of us. We crouched our way forward, without turning our backs to the audience and knelt for a third time, clapping our hands. This time the Chief and two indunas next to him clapped together, slowly and rhythmically.




  You don’t speak first in the Chief’s presence. You wait until you are addressed and all conversations are done through a translator, so that everyone knows exactly what is being said. They are actually the witnesses at the meeting, because no notes are kept during traditional proceedings and so the witnesses are thus the walking minutes of what is discussed. I was not aware of the fact that Maxwell was my ‘witness’. Years later, whenever I went to see the Khuta, I always took along my own witness, even if the matter was a personal one.




  Chief Mayuni greeted and welcomed me, but asked no questions. It is the visitor’s privilege to communicate his own cause. With my background as an anthropologist, I fortunately knew that discussions about the rain and other regional topical matters were brought up first, before you touched on the real reason for your visit.




  My interview went very well. One of the many things I learnt from the Caprivians, and appreciated, is that each person’s integrity is accepted without question. They are prepared to give you a chance without any reservations. Even I, a woman who on her own wanted to build a lodge – a first for them – was granted an audience by the Chief to address the Khuta personally and formally.




  Maxwell and I were told to come back on the following Friday morning at ten o’clock to speak to the Khuta – an exceptional favour as women are not allowed to address the Khuta.




  I was cautiously optimistic about the progress; Chief Mayuni’s support alone did not guarantee my success, and only the Khuta, after deliberation with the tribe members, could approve this project.




  Friday morning found Maxwell and me stopping under the Zambezi teak at Chief Mayuni’s courtyard at a quarter to ten. At a short distance, beneath a large clump of dense trees, a sizeable gathering of people was seated. Maxwell explained that this was the place where the tribe members had already gathered and where the meeting would take place. It would be conducted in the shade beneath the trees. Chairs had been placed in a semi-circle for the Chief and his indunas, who comprised the Khuta. Those who had asked to be heard sat on grass mats in front of them to demonstrate their submissiveness to the Khuta. All those interested in the matter were already seated on the ground on both sides of the chairs and mats.




  We took our places, and although the Chief and his indunas were not yet present, we went through the ritual of kneeling and clapping of hands. Maxwell had explained that even in the absence of the Khuta, it was necessary to show respect towards them. I had observed that any bystanders who joined the meeting went through the same ritual and I realised that it was the customary thing to do in this part of the world.




  With our legs outstretched in front of us, as tradition demanded, Maxwell and I sat on the grass mats and awaited the Khuta.




  Eventually the indunas, in a long file, followed by Chief Mayuni and the Ngambela, his second-in-command, came out of the Chief’s courtyard and took their places.




  The rest of those present knelt, eyes lowered and hands softly clapping. Maxwell and I could not really lower ourselves any further, so with outstretched legs, heads held down, we also clap-clapped. That day Bernard Munembo was our official translator.




  Chief Mayuni started by welcoming everyone present. He then welcomed me personally and offered me the floor.




  Westerners know about meetings. If we want to say something, we say it. We interrupt each other and many times have to be called to order. This is not allowed during a Khuta meeting and, as I was to learn later, not at any Caprivi meeting. Each person present in the inner circle has an opportunity to speak. Nobody interrupts you with questions or remarks. When you have finished speaking, you say “Shangwe” . . . (Thank you) and clap your hands. Everyone then claps softly and you hear a chorus of . . . “Shangwe” . . . The next person, usually in order of seniority, then takes the floor. I would later become more acquainted with the customs, but that first time I felt very shaky and nervous of speaking.




  But I was there for a purpose and I would speak my mind. I started by thanking Chief Mayuni for granting me the opportunity to address the Khuta. The advantage of having an interpreter is that you speak in short sentences and you have sufficient time to think about what you want to say and how you want to say it. I continued, and explained to everyone under the trees about the lodge I wanted to build, the piece of land I needed for the project and the number of people who would find work there.




  After that members of the Khuta – the inner circle – had the opportunity to express their opinions and ask questions. I quickly realised I needed to remember all these questions because I would only be able to answer them when it was my turn to speak again.




  One specific question that day, which I will never forget, was that asked by induna Mufati, a dignified old grey-haired veteran, who remarked: “You white people, how can we believe you? You come here with your sweet talk and your promises. How can we believe you?”




  That was probably a fair question, because in the past, many people had made empty promises. I thought about that and when it was my turn to speak again, my answer to Mufati bound me inexorably to the building of a lodge at Mazambala. “Whatever I am going to say to you will only be talk, but what I want to say to you is: You watch me! You watch what I am going to do – you just watch what will happen!”




  I must say that my words to Mufati, in front of the Khuta, often came back to haunt me, but they also helped me to persist when things went awry. I always reminded myself, “You told them to ‘watch’ you; now you have to deliver!”




  Understandably, a year later, when the main building and the bungalows were completed, I fetched induna Mufati, and showed him the lodge. That was actually my answer to his question that day at the Khuta.




  Near the end of the meeting Mr Shimbatu, the Ngambela, who was seated next to Chief Mayuni, asked me a direct question, “Is there any particular piece of land which you would like to have?”
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