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			Translators’ Note

			Baalu Girma (1939-?) is widely considered to be Ethiopia’s greatest novelist and Oromay is his best-known novel. Girma started his career as a journalist in the 1960s and gained a reputation for reporting the facts, regardless of how they would be received by Emperor Haile-Selassie and his administration. A revolution overthrew the Emperor in 1974, and Ethiopia fell under the rule of the Derg, a socialist military junta. The Derg was strategic in appointing experienced professionals to handle the day-to-day operations of the government, and so Girma – despite never being a part of any political group – became a top official in the Ministry of Information.

			The revolution soon took a dark turn, and the Derg began a brutal campaign of terror against suspected dissidents. Armed resistance grew, especially in Eritrea, then the northern province of Ethiopia. In 1982 the Derg launched an audacious effort to put down the Eritrean insurgency. All the top Ethiopian officials, including Girma, were ordered to Eritrea to carry out the Red Star Campaign – three months of economic, propaganda and military initiatives intended to crush the insurgency and impose socialism on Eritrea. It was a catastrophe, and Girma used the Red Star Campaign as the basis of his sixth novel, Oromay.

			
			

			Oromay was published in Ethiopia in the summer of ١٩٨٣, became an instant sensation, and is today considered the most famous Ethiopian novel. While its romantic and thriller elements drew a large readership, its unflinching portrayal of the regime and its missteps was unprecedented among the highly censored literature published under the Derg.

			Within days of Oromay’s publication, the regime fired Girma, banned Oromay, and sent soldiers into bookshops and markets to confiscate copies. Six months later, on February 14, 1984, Girma vanished. The consensus is that he was kidnapped and murdered by the regime in retaliation for Oromay, but no definitive evidence has ever emerged. Girma certainly knew that he was risking his life by publishing Oromay, and it is partly for his courage in renouncing the hated Derg that he and the novel hold such an honoured place in Ethiopian cultural history. 

			This translation, one of the first of an Amharic novel, was prepared with the full support and close cooperation of the Girma family.

			— David DeGusta and Mesfin Felleke Yirgu
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			Preface

			This is a story from the life of Tsegaye Hailemaryam.

			Who is Tsegaye Hailemaryam? Be patient – life is too short to rush. You will get Tsegaye’s story in due time. He will tell it himself through his words and thoughts, his feelings and visions, his actions and silences.

			Who am I to say this? Really, it doesn’t matter. I don’t have a name or a face, a time or a place. Suffice it to say, I exist. I was, I am, I will be. Tsegaye cannot be everywhere because he is an ordinary mortal. So I appear now and then, in times and places where he is not. Who am I? Don’t concern yourself with my identity, it’s not important. But you are worried about it, I can tell. And I hate to see people suffer, so I will answer: I am the author.

			I know Tsegaye better than he knows himself. He is a lamb of God. He loves life, but sometimes it is too much for him. He suffers because he does not have room enough in his heart for all the beauty he finds in the world. He is only human, only mortal. You will see that Tsegaye is also a little foolish – though aren’t we all? He loves everything he sees, but it’s more than he can keep hold of.

			
			

			Best if we let Tsegaye speak for himself. But where to start? Who knows exactly when the story of a life begins or ends? You might start anywhere. Here is Tsegaye.

		

	
		
			
			

			PART ONE

		

	
		
			
			

			1

			GALLANTS AT DAWN

			Monday, December 28, 1981

			A cold and foggy morning. I oversleep, like usual. I’m supposed to be at Bole Airport by six, which leaves me twenty minutes. I dropped my luggage at the airport yesterday, so all I need is my briefcase. But what I really need is a magic potion to get me started in the morning. Roman is different – she’s an early bird.

			“Please eat, even just a little,” says Roman.

			“Wa! Do you even know me?” I’m never hungry in the morning. I check my watch. “Better if we go now.”

			“You slept like you were dead,” she says. She puckers her lips like she is about to give herself a kiss. Sometimes she does take out her breasts and kiss them. Such a strange woman, and maybe a little too in love with herself. She is beautiful though.

			This morning she’s sulking, which only makes her more attractive. I’m going to Asmara for three months, and I failed to give her the loving goodbye she deserves. I’m lazy in the mornings, but still, it’s a bad omen. Better I had started my journey with sweetness. I kiss her on the cheek and she smiles, her teeth like white corn.

			
			

			“Tsegaye, you didn’t even shower,” she says. “What are we going to do with you?”

			“I smell like you, like Chanel No. 5.”

			It’s true, I smell like Roman. We’d spent the weekend the way we usually do, lounging in bed.

			“I forbid you from bathing for the next three months,” she says. “Swear in the name of Saint Gabriel that you won’t! Ah, what’s the use? Soon you’ll smell like another woman. You make yourself at home wherever you go.”

			I make sure Roman has all the keys to the apartment and then we leave. For once my car decides to start without being pushed, a good beginning. I want to drive fast but the streets are clogged with people, mostly women. Everyone is headed to the Church of Saint Gabriel this morning to celebrate his feast day. Overloaded taxis shove their way through the crowds, swerving and braking to pick up still more passengers. Even the private cars are packed full. An accident jams traffic. Time slips away. I almost swerve into a taxi and add my insults to the cacophony. The more I hurry, the more obstacles I encounter.

			“For God’s sake, slow down, Tsegaye,” says Roman, her body stiff with fear.

			Roman Hiletework is always cautious, no surprise there. I’m cautious with her too – she’s a beauty. Every man who sees her, wants her. They undress her with their eyes, head to toe, stripping off her clothes like layers of an onion. Women envy her. “Other women don’t like me,” she always complains, “it’s my curse.” In truth, other women scare her. They are the enemy, and she is convinced one will poison her someday. But her beauty is timeless, her body a divine inspiration. I look over at Roman now, her black sweater stretched tight across her chest, and it’s like I’m seeing her for the first time.

			
			

			“They won’t hold the flight just for me,” I say. I spot a gap in the traffic and hit the gas.

			“Be sure it’s not just your corpse that gets there – brakes!”

			“With a gorgeous fiancée like you to weep over my grave, why should I worry about dying? Your tears will revive my body.”

			“Can’t you stay here for the holidays, then go?”

			“And postpone the resurrection of Eritrea?”

			“Do you remember how you spent last Christmas?” she says.

			“In bed?”

			“Drunk. We were at the Ras Hotel. And you were really drunk, Tsegaye.”

			“I was intoxicated by your beauty,” I say and swerve around a few more taxis.

			“All this is ridiculous, completely ridiculous,” she says. “Why are we all in such a hurry? Every day another campaign of some sort. Campaign for Development, Campaign for Military Effectiveness, Campaign for Economic Growth, Campaign to Eradicate Illiteracy. Now the Red Star Campaign to fix the Eritrean problem. We are addicted to campaigns, but I can’t wait until we can be done with them.” She is quite the orator when the mood strikes her.

			“Our journey is long, our hopes distant, our problems many,” I say, mimicking her tone. “What can we do?”

			“Nonsense. You’re just making fun of me. Do you really believe that campaigns and proclamations will solve Ethiopia’s problems? Things aren’t that easy, Tsegaye. Our fundamental problem is poverty of the mind, backwardness, but we’re bombarded with proclamations, campaigns, missions . . . one confusion followed by another. How does that help?”

			
			

			“Our country is in a race,” I say. “For better or worse, we choose action. This is a generation of action. We’re running out of time. We have no time. We’re an impulsive generation, an irrational generation. Seriously, I think we’re all a little crazy. We’re caught between the end of the old era and the beginning of the new. That drives us, forces us to speed.”

			“So where will we end up?” she asks, then falls silent. Roman prefers romance to politics. Tears pool in her bright morning-­star eyes.

			Past Revolution Square the traffic thins out. I manage to speed up to sixty on Bole Road.

			“It’ll be okay, Romi,” I say and pat her shoulder. “In three months I’ll be back, victorious, and we’ll get married. You’ll welcome me home, singing ‘Here comes the brave warrior, my brave warrior comes home.’ And remember, request a song for me every Sunday on Listeners’ Choice. Dedicate it to your brave comrade, Tsegaye Hailemaryam.” I’m joking about the songs, but she doesn’t laugh at my dry humour. Instead, tears dot her cheeks like morning dew.

			“This campaign will ruin me,” she says. “If only it ­weren’t . . .” She takes a handkerchief out of her purse and wipes at her tears. Her long black hair falls across her face, a shadow on the moon, and she brushes it aside. The perfume coming from her bag smells like paradise. I breathe in as much of it as I can.

			 

			We were supposed to get married next month, in January. We had been planning the wedding and looking forward to it after two years together. I never thought I would get married, had never even considered it. Then Roman Hiletework happened, and suddenly I was afflicted with the idea of marriage.

			
			

			Roman and I had known each other for years before we fell in love. Her brother was a friend of mine, but he was killed in a car accident in Mojo. He was a crazy driver who loved speed. When people saw his car approaching, they’d call out to each other, “The lunatic is coming! Grab the children!” He scattered dirt and clucking chickens in his wake. He was the only driver the Addis cabbies feared, and Roman refused to get in his car. Her brother believed life was best lived fast, and it was his passion for speed that killed him.

			The night we started dating, Roman was at the Ras Hotel bar with her brother and a friend of hers, listening to the house band. As usual, I arrived there alone. I felt like an adventurer, exploring the Addis nightlife. It was like gambling: some nights I won and got to be with a beautiful woman, other nights I returned home alone and broke. That’s life – meeting and parting, winning and losing.

			Roman’s brother invited me to join them at the bar. Her friend wasn’t happy to see me. So, a little tipsy, I asked Roman to dance. On the dance floor she drew close to me. I felt her breasts press against me, but I backed away. Her perfume beckoned me closer. She swayed as if she were part of the music, as if both had been created as one. That was when I saw her beauty. Somehow I had missed it before.

			Before that night in the Ras, I hadn’t paid much attention to her. I don’t know why, maybe it was because she was always holding a Bible. I’m no heathen, but religion has never appealed to me. Life is my religion. I like reading the Bible, but only as literature – Ecclesiastes and the Song of Solomon are beautiful. I had told Roman, “Love comes through acts, not prayer. How can you abandon what is right in front of you for some distant fantasy? We can create heaven here on earth with shovels and ploughs. Don’t waste your precious time.” So we avoided each other. She probably thought I was the devil, just without the horns.

			
			

			That night the music in the Ras was pulsing and I danced close to Roman. She moved easily with the rhythm of the song.

			“What happened to your Bible?” I asked.

			“It’s in my bra,” she said.

			“Isn’t the human heart the best bible there is? Is any religion better than life itself?”

			“Wow, Tsegaye, what a revelation you’ve had!” she teased me.

			“I did have an epiphany just now.”

			“How so?”

			“I saw it in your beautiful face.”

			“You’ve only just realized I’m beautiful?” she said.

			“Honestly, yes. I must have been blind not to see it before.” The song was coming to an end. “Let’s go somewhere else,” I said.

			“Is that an order or an offer?”

			“An offer.”

			“That’s all, just a polite invitation?”

			“I’ll beg,” I said, “if that’s what you want.”

			We disappeared into the Addis Ababa night, leaving her brother and friend behind.

			That was two years ago. After that night I gave up my solo expeditions to Addis watering holes. I got used to being with Roman, needed her by my side, got addicted to her. If it were up to me, we would already be married, but it’s not that simple. Roman wants us to have our own small house first, complete with furniture and appliances. A little sanctuary for just the two of us. Unfortunately, even a modest place is a challenge to afford on my government salary. But after months of saving we were almost there, and then the Red Star Campaign was announced. We had to postpone our wedding for three months, until I’m back. Who knows, it could even be longer. Not everything goes according to plan. That’s life.

			
			

			 

			I park by the hangar. The airport is swarming with people, both civilians and military, and the army band is playing in the distance. I’m five minutes late.

			“Three months is nothing,” I tell Roman. “It’s like I’ll be back tomorrow. Please, send me off with a smile so I can be happy.” I lift her chin and look at her, but her sorrow settles into my heart. She smiles for a moment, but it isn’t real. I need more, so I tickle her – she’ll do anything for me when I tickle her.

			“Oh, Tsegaye, please,” she says, smiling and giggling. Her laughter is my favourite music.

			I look around to make sure nobody is watching – I hate to be impolite – and then I kiss her. I hand her the car keys and move to get out, but she grabs my arm.

			“Tsegaye, I’m scared. I don’t know why. But I’m scared.”

			“You’re the patriotic fiancée of a Red Star campaigner. We’ll be fine. Just smile.”

			“No, no, that’s not what I mean,” she says.

			“Then what?”

			“Everywhere you go, you make yourself at home. Any new place, you get used to it right away. I’m afraid you’re going to give my love to someone else. Those Asmara women with their braids – they move fast, like eagles.”

			
			

			“If there’s a woman more beautiful than you, then I suppose you could be outdone, but I doubt she exists. So don’t worry about it. Oh, and could you please drop the car at the mechanic? I’ll call you when I get to Asmara. Ciao!” I jump out of the car to avoid seeing her cry.

			I’m about to cry as well. When two people are in love, even a brief separation is a heavy burden. Are time and space the enemies of love? I don’t know.

			I run to the plane and I’m almost there when the guards grab me – I forgot about the security check. Thankfully it’s just a quick inspection. A soldier frisks me, then lets me board.

			Everyone else is already in their seat, waiting for the Chairman to arrive. The chief of protocol, Tedla Regassa, looks at me with disdain. If people aren’t in their assigned seats on time, he gets nervous, bemoans his bad luck, and curses everyone. He’s checking names off a list clutched in his hand. I’m the last to arrive, and he’s relieved.

			“What happened, Comrade Tsegaye?” he asks.

			“I’ve been here the whole time,” I lie, with a smile.

			“You Ministry of Information people, what are we going to do with you? Can you ever turn up in the right place at the right time? It gives me a stomachache, heartburn.”

			“We’re only late because we’re weighed down by our equipment.”

			“You’re late because you’re weighed down by your hangovers.” His face hints at a smile. “We should install a special telephone line in the Jimma Bar for you journalists. And maybe one at the July 19 Bar as well.”

			Now that everyone is in their assigned place, he relaxes and can joke around. The Chief of Protocol can seem stern, but he’s a good guy. When he laughs, his mouth, eyes and big rolling belly all laugh along with him. He lacks good looks but makes up for it with his humour and open personality. A major in the army, he traded his military fatigues for stylish three-­piece suits the minute he was appointed Chief of Protocol.

			
			

			The aeroplane is full, front to back. All the important people in Addis are heading to Asmara for the Red Star Campaign. There are journalists and poets, historians and speechwriters, artists and musicians, photographers and filmmakers. Along with them are agricultural experts, engineers, leaders of industry and commerce. Nobody is left in Addis. We better not crash.

			Here on the plane are some who are happy and glowing, some melancholy from too much smoking and booze, some rested and some sleepless, some with beards and some clean-­shaven. There is hardly anyone I don’t recognize. We all know each other; we are all connected somehow, tightly or loosely. We are all from the same generation. Young, in a hurry, ambitious. We are destined to bring about the renaissance of Ethiopia. To bring pride, unity, prosperity and peace to the Revolutionary Motherland. This is a special gathering, maybe the first time our new generation holds the future of Ethiopia in our hands. It is a revolution, the energy and ambitions of the young, fighting for our dreams for this land, this country, this Ethiopia, the land of our ancestors, of patriots. We are a revolution, come to replace our elders, singing songs of triumph:

			I shall return victorious,

			After vanquishing the enemy,

			As my forefathers did.

			
			

			I move up the plane to find my seat. It looks as if Asmara is going to be the new capital of Ethiopia, at least for the next three months. Maybe the sun is setting on Addis, like the song says.

			A writer calls out to me, “Mr TV!”

			“Over here, over here,” interrupts the Chief of Protocol, waving at me to follow. I don’t hesitate. With the Chairman about to arrive, everyone is all business. The Chief of Protocol takes me to the front of the plane and points at the last empty seat in first class. The rest of the section is filled with members of the Derg – the top leadership of the country – along with ministers and party officials.

			“Comrade, are you sure this is my seat?” I ask the Chief of Protocol.

			“Just sit down, darling.” That’s how he talks to people he likes.

			“This is protocol?”

			“Yes, Tsegaye, this is your seat.”

			The Chief of Protocol is not the kind of man who makes mistakes. He takes his job very seriously, and thinks carefully about who should sit where. He knows where everyone stands politically. Some Derg officials call him “Comrade Hierarchy” and it’s no joke – his seating charts reflect who is gaining or losing power.

			I’m quite impressed with myself, sitting here rubbing shoulders with the country’s leaders. It feels good when the big guys greet me. They know me from being on Ethiopian TV, but their greetings aren’t really a gesture of friendship. I can tell by their expressions that they’re wondering what the hell I’m doing, sitting up here with them.

			There are other professionals like me seated in first class. To my left is Director Betru Tessema, his big round face reflecting his usual serenity. Trained by both the CIA and the KGB, he’s an expert at breaking up anti-­government movements. To look at him you’d think he’s a rich businessman, not a spy. He always greets people with a smile, speaks with a smile, and says goodbye with a smile. Mr Happy. Betru doesn’t say much, but he knows the organization and strategy of every opposition group and splinter faction. He smiles at me, and I smile back.

			
			

			Seated to my right is Metshafe Daniel, our chief economist. He has a small face and a bald patch on his head that makes him look like a squash. His limbs are thin, but his belly is large and protruding, as if he has a kebero drum under his shirt. To make up for his awkward appearance, he wears fancy clothes. That said, he’s an expert economist, well-­versed in the theory and practice of both capitalist and socialist systems. During the Somalia conflict I travelled with him all over Harrarge, the eastern province, as he documented the economic impact of the war. I know him well. Right now Metshafe looks like he’s forgotten something and is worried about it. Sometimes he will insist on talking to you at length. Other times you can say something to him and he will ignore you, scratch his belly and check himself for signs of disease. A hypochondriac, he’s convinced that he has every illness known to medicine, and maybe some new ones too. He’s scratching his stomach and I silently wish him a speedy recovery.

			In front of me is the man we call the Ethiopian Suslov, the chief ideologue of the party. His real name is Yeshitla Masresha and he comes from a long line of priests. He has light skin and a handsome, angular face, all sharp edges. His personality is sharp as well, his words strong and cutting. Even his Afro, though thinning, has sharp edges. He can come across as egotistical, but if you get to know him, he is kind and considerate. I enjoy talking with Yeshitla, but he can be hard to understand.

			
			

			Behind me is Colonel Wolday Tariku. He seems dejected – longing, I imagine, for whiskey and war. Thin, almost emaciated, he looks like a famine victim. He is tall with long arms, like he was designed to retrieve items from high shelves. His unruly black hair gives him the appearance of a bandit just back from the bush. I went to elementary school with Wolday. Even as a child, his favourite pastime was playing war games with the other boys in our neighbourhood. His family is from Eritrea, and his father, Grazmatch Tariku Bahita, was a celebrated fighter in the war against the Italian invaders. Grazmatch Tariku walked almost seven hundred miles from Asmara to Addis Ababa to fight alongside other patriots and free his beloved Ethiopia from the fascists. Wolday turned out to be a great soldier like his father, and is famous for his battles against the insurgents. When they hear him coming, they take off and don’t stop running for days. Give Wolday a drink and a rifle and he is a happy man.

			A familiar voice calls my name and I turn around. Standing in the aisle is my friend Firew Zerihun, a photojournalist I often work with. “I saved a seat for you, next to mine,” he says, his big voice booming out of his small body. Even sitting down, I’m almost as tall as him.

			“Well, it seems my seat is here,” I say. “They’ve put us in different sections.”

			“So this is a class difference between us?” Firew asks with a smirk.

			“From each according to his ability, to each according to his need, comrade.”

			
			

			“Ah, such a democratic revolution.” He hurries back to his seat. Firew walks fast and talks fast. He works the same way, swift and daring. People love him, especially women.

			The Chief of Protocol gets our attention and announces in a loud voice, “Comrade Chairman.”

			All the noise and chatter in the aeroplane stops. It is silent. You could hear a tear fall.

			“Good morning, comrades.”

			The Chairman’s voice is strong, and his friendly smile projects an earthy humility. He’s wearing his military uniform, impeccable as always. His arrival gives me an overwhelming feeling of confidence and courage.

			The leaders of a country are human, just like the rest of us, so I don’t understand why their presence fills me with patriotism and devotion, as if they were larger than life. Maybe it’s because they are the protectors of the people, responsible for our dignity and well-­being. Nevertheless, for whatever reason, I do respect authority. My colleagues notice this and behind my back will say, “There goes Tsegaye, wagging his tail for the big bosses.” But I’m not that kind of person at all. There are many things I don’t know about myself, but I know I don’t wag my tail. Where would that get me? My goal is not to have a powerful high-­profile position. I want to be admired and respected for being good at my job. That much I do know about myself. My work drives me, and that is a fact. If you don’t tackle life’s challenges, then what is the point of being alive? To live is to strive. Being a passive observer is not for me. You swim through the waves of life, you float on top of them, or you drown, that’s it. The true meaning of life is to work for a cause. As long as I can do that, I am at peace.

			“Come here quickly,” says the Chief of Protocol and waves at me to follow him. He’s always in rush.

			
			

			“Where to?” I ask and get up from my seat.

			“The Chairman is asking for you. Hurry!”

			I follow the Chief of Protocol up the aisle to the front of the plane. Everyone follows me with their eyes.

			The Chairman has a hearty smile, and an unassuming manner and modesty that brings out the humility in others. His eyes continually shift from side to side, never fixing on any one spot. He is usually reserved, like a panther, though sometimes he can be an angry wounded panther. The anger comes, I suppose, when he is given bad information by some expert or another. I know him, to a certain extent. During the past eight years I have travelled with his entourage in Ethiopia, and abroad to East Germany, Czechoslovakia, Hungary, Moscow and Yemen. In that time I have watched him grow from a curious man to a wise one, from an eager patriot to a seasoned revolutionary, from an upright military officer to a shrewd leader. Is there any better way to learn than being in the driver’s seat? Compared to him, the rest of us haven’t done much during the eight years of the Revolution, other than grow our hair grey and our fingernails long. Someone once said that engaging in class struggle in the streets, factories or farms will teach you more than any university education. I don’t remember who said that, but they were right.

			“Comrade Tsegaye, the cameras and the film ordered by your Ministry of Information for the campaign, have they arrived?”

			“Comrade Chairman, the photo film is here,” I say. “We’re still waiting for the movie cameras and their film.”

			“And why is that? It’s been twenty days since the money was allocated – 800,000 Birr. Is the importance of this campaign and its urgency not clearly understood? Orders were given to import these items without delay or unnecessary bureaucracy. What happened?”

			
			

			“Comrade Chairman, the movie cameras we ordered are professional grade, the kind that are not kept on hand but assembled at the factory only after the purchase order is made. We are making every effort to—”

			“Comrade Tsegaye, we do not have the luxury of time. We are men of action fighting to cement the survival of a proud and respected Socialist Ethiopia. Our revolutionary mission is critical and momentous, and, as such, every aspect of our operation must be recorded and documented because what we do today will be tomorrow’s legacy. We might not be capable of manufacturing the cameras ourselves, but why are we incapable of buying them?”

			“We are constantly in touch with the manufacturer via telex and telegram, Comrade Chairman. They should arrive—”

			“They have to arrive in Asmara by January 18th. I repeat, January 18th.”

			“Yes, Comrade Chairman,” I say. I calculate in my head how much time we have. Three weeks. God help me.

			“We will be making a major speech in Asmara, at our high-­level policy conference with representatives from worker collectives, the Church and every ethnic group. All the necessary arrangements must be made so that everyone in Ethiopia will be able to listen to the conference on the radio, watch it on television, and read about it in the newspapers. The Eritrean problem requires the efforts of every patriotic Ethiopian. Popular opinion is critical, now and for the future, so propaganda and activism will play a major role in this campaign. You will be given a detailed set of instructions before the conference.”

			
			

			I bow my head and start to leave, but he isn’t done with me yet.

			“There is more. The two Asmara newspapers, Hibiret and Ethiopia Today, need to be changed to align with the objectives of our Red Star Campaign and we must also find ways to increase their distribution and readership. Don’t worry about money or manpower, do what it takes. The programmes on Radio Asmara should also be reviewed to make them reflect the purpose, objective and progress of the campaign. Another critical task is jamming the signal of the insurgency’s radio station, Dimtsi Hafash, to stop the lies they are broadcasting. We’re not going to Asmara for a holiday – we’ll be working day and night, and everyone must contribute their energy and intellect to make this national campaign a success. Am I clear, Comrade Tsegaye?”

			“Yes, Comrade Chairman.”

			I silently pray to Gabriel, Saint of Kulubi, and ask him to get me out of this fix. Then I curse whoever nominated me for this job and go back to my seat. As soon as I sit down I fasten my seat belt tight, before the flight attendant even tells me.

			Next it is Metshafe Daniel, the chief economist, who is summoned for a discussion with the Chairman. He isn’t wasting any time getting the Red Star Campaign started. His words, “We are men of action,” echo in my ears. Nothing goes over the Chairman’s head and he does not forget. He remembers names, dates, figures. He keeps track of everything. When I think about it, I’m not just impressed, I am astounded. How would I manage if I were in his place? Good thing I’m not. It’s lonely up there.

			Word comes that the plane is about to take off, or else the Chairman would have kept giving us instructions. With this kind of start, I know it will be even busier once we arrive in Asmara. The Chairman never has enough time, so he won’t allow us any rest either, unless Saint Gabriel intervenes with a miracle.

			
			

			A voice on the loudspeaker announces, “On behalf of Comrade Chairman, welcome to Special Flight 709. We will be flying at an altitude of 29,000 feet and our total flight time will be 55 minutes. Please fasten your seat belts.”

			We all need to buckle up for this historic mission, and I pull my seat belt even tighter. The plane taxis down the runway and gains speed. A special flight, its mission the Red Star Campaign. I cross myself as we rise into the sky and head north.

		

	
		
			
			

			2

			PALMS OF PEACE

			Asmara, our northern beauty, is the jewel of the Red Sea. Her streets are lined with stately palms, their fronds shading elegant women with elaborate braids. Together they inspire poetry. What could be more delightful than to sit under a palm with a beautiful woman on a clear night, the north star lighting the moon? Yet amid this beauty, I crave peace. More than anything, I despise the destruction and desolation war brings. When will people learn to settle their differences peacefully? Life is too short, even without war.

			We land in Asmara and I don’t have a moment to catch my breath. There is no time to spare. Our patriotic campaign has two prongs: one hand will wage war against the Eritrean insurgents, the other will rebuild the local economy. My role is critical. I am to design and lead the propaganda effort to build popular support for the Red Star Campaign. This will be no easy task. No matter how sincere and honest the mission, it takes time and effort to win people’s hearts and minds. If it were easy to control public opinion, then there would be no need for war. Our battlefield is the human psyche, and victory depends on winning over people’s souls, one at a time. This is true wherever there is fighting and conflict. A rallying cry comes to me: “Journalists of the world unite! Stand together and guard the welfare of mankind. You have nothing to lose but your role as instruments of deceit!” I laugh at my new slogan.

			
			

			I get off the plane and am quickly issued a car and directed to where I will be staying for the next three months. It’s a room in a large house that used to belong to Dr Yohannes, on Revolution Avenue behind Asmara Palace. I drive straight there and drop my luggage on the bed before leaving again. I’m eager to start work on a new TV programme, Palms of Peace. On the flight, the idea came to me to film a segment showing the beauty of Asmara, in order to reduce tensions in Eritrea. The palm trees here always make me feel calm for some reason, even romantic, so . . . Palms of Peace.

			I meet up with my camera crew and we start filming on the western edge of the city at the Forto, a massive beige building on a low hill overlooking the Tsetserat neighbourhood. From there we go to the Hazhaz district in the north, past the women’s prison and the television station in Biet Gheorgis. We film in Arbate Asmara, where the city was founded when, legend has it, four women convinced their rival clans to unite against an invading force. We film all over Asmara, from the humble homes in Geza Birhanu to the mansions of Ras Alula, from the hills of Geza Banda to the wide avenues of Combishtato. Asmara, Asmarity, Asmarina – a shining jewel on a high plain with palm-­lined streets, ivy-­covered buildings and perfumed flowers. She is decorated like a bride, a beautiful city, a work of art. Asmarina, mia bellezza, I love this city.

			And I love being a journalist. It keeps me on the move, shows me new things, and has brought me to Asmara several times. Asmara is beautiful, but it has limitations. It’s a small city and it can smother you. Unlike Addis, you can’t just turn a corner and disappear into yet another neighbourhood. The only escape is to get out of town, maybe drive down to Massawa and the Red Sea. The sea is life, and the life of Ethiopia is bound to the Red Sea. That’s where we can breathe freely.

			
			

			Dusk settles on Asmara. The sun, like a shy Eritrean bride in all her braided glory, goes to hide under the horizon, setting it aglow with twilight rays. The air grows cold with a gust of northern chill. The palm fronds sway in the wind, their sound a dirge:

			 

			Children of the same womb Discordant dreams Driving them apart The peaceful defeated The madmen reign

			 

			The next morning I again go with my camera crew and film all over Asmara: Sembel, Godaif, Big and Little Gejeret, Tiravolo, Mai Chihot, Edaga Arbi, Edaga Hamus, Geza Aba Shawl, Mai Temenai.

			The streets and buildings are decorated with Ethiopian flags, coloured lights and red banners with revolutionary slogans. Palm trees are decked with garlands, ready for a big celebration. The city looks like it’s dressed up for a wedding.

			Along the way we spot people we know from Addis – artists and historians, engineers and economists – all here as if invading Asmara. Brand-­new Ladas and Land Cruisers ferry officials and their guards all over town. The locals stand outside their houses, cafés and shops, watching the turmoil with dour expressions, probably wondering, “What is all this commotion? Why are you heartlanders here? To force us to bow down to you?”

			
			

			The city is buzzing, as if all of us new arrivals are singing, “Selam, selam, peace be with you, we travelled from Addis to be with you, selam, selam, peace for Eritrea.”

			But I suspect the locals are thinking instead of the song from the Italian Occupation, the one in Tigrigna that ends, “Forbidden from walking in Combishtato, could Mussolini hurt me any worse?” 

			“Now let’s go to the market,” I tell my camera crew. Worn out from filming, all they can picture is a cold beer in their hands.

			“Please, Comrade Tsegaye,” pleads one of them. “We have enough footage.”

			“What? We’re just getting started!”

			We drive to the market square. Shoppers swarm the stands, talking in Tigrigna or accented Amharic, buying grain without any regard for the price, as if a famine is coming. I approach an elderly lady with my microphone. A scarf covers her plaited hair and she’s wearing gold earrings and a gold necklace – Eritrean women always wear their jewellery.

			“What are you buying, emmama?” I ask her.

			“Wa! Grain.”

			“How is the price?”

			“Wa! Expensive, very expensive.”

			“Why is that?”

			“It is expensive,” she says.

			“Why? Is grain getting scarce?”

			“Because everybody is buying it.”

			“Yes, but why? What happened?”

			The old woman does not care for my questions. She just looks at me with her wise eyes as if to tell me, I know what you want me to say, and you know why I will not say it. The Eritrean is trained to smell war, to expect starvation and annihilation. Their eyes are alert for signs of doomsday, their ears anticipate gunfire and funeral dirges.

			
			

			Could the grain shortage be a false rumour spread by the insurgents? Right in the middle of the market, I realize that the insurgents are running their own psychological warfare campaign. This is going to be a problem, and I feel sorry for the people. I can see the confusion in their faces, the looming fear and anxiety. They are under the shadow of death, and that angers me.

			We are surrounded by onlookers now, young and old, women with headscarves wrapped tight around their braids, teens in T-­shirts. Some of the younger ones seem to recognize me from television. They’re probably wondering if it’s really me. Television presenters can be made to seem attractive on screen, but in real life might turn out to be short, bald and badly dressed. It confuses people.

			“Is that him, do you think?”

			“I bet it is him.”

			“It’s funny how TV gives people good looks they don’t really have.”

			“Hey, Tsegaye!” a rude one among them shouts.

			Only a fool answers every call, but I turn around anyway. I think he lost his bet.

			The purpose of filming at the market is to show that everything is stable and calm. Buyer and seller do not bargain – the merchant states a price and the customer pays what is asked. Grains, cereals, coal, firewood, oil and kerosene, we will show that they are all available in abundance. People buy in abundance, load up in abundance . . . and everyone is in a flurry of abundant panic. Of course they learned from the last war, and so they’re trying to ward off the approaching evil by hoarding as many resources as they can. They are spending everything they have on the supplies they will need to survive. People hand over their hard-­earned money to buy necessities without a second thought, and they should not be blamed for it. What else should people do when they think war is on its way? Hard days came to Eritrea during the fighting in 1977 and 1978. There was nothing to eat and people smashed their furniture and burned it for fuel. But it’s not like that now, those days are long past. Though if fighting breaks out again, who knows who will live and who will die? Humans are absurd: none of us think it’s our time to die, but it’s always someone’s turn.

			
			

			More people have gathered around us, so I decide to tell them the purpose of our campaign. I grab a microphone and address the crowd:

			“People of the Eritrean province, for the last twenty years you have suffered from hunger, from thirst. Yet through all this you have held out hope for harmony, for peace. Like everyone else, you want to live in peace. That is the need and the wish of every human being. You seek peace, and those who deny it to you are the stooges of crony imperialism. They want to brand you with an identity that is not yours. They want to give you a history that does not belong to you. They offer you a future that you did not ask for. They make revisionist history that you neither believe nor accept. These are the insurgents agitating in your good name.

			“Now the insurgents are up to their same old tricks. They tell you that there will be war and annihilation. None of us are here for war. We came here for peace. Do not fall for the bogus rumour of war spread by the secessionist insurgents, and by the greedy merchants who are no less criminal. Remember, chaos in the market benefits only the thief, so do not fall victim to their treachery. Do not waste your hard-­earned money. There is no war, no destruction aimed at you. But those who seek war and destruction will certainly find it on the battlefield.

			
			

			“The peaceful life you seek is coming. It is almost here. Like you, we desire a life of peace and tranquility, and we are here with you now. Our mission is peace. Peace upon the Eritrean people. We extend the palm of peace.”

			 

			Back at my new office, I edit the footage into a forty-­minute programme. I box up the film and head to the Army Aviation airbase in Sembel, just outside town. The red Lada I was given yesterday is brand new and runs perfectly. It drives so fast it swallows the road as I speed along.

			I reach Sembel and find Major Koricho Tadesse. Whenever you go to the Army Aviation base, you can bet he’ll be there. Over the years he has become an institution. Everyone knows him, from the janitors to top government officials, even members of the Derg. He is the Chief of Army Aviation Traffic and Scheduling, a critical position. No-­one can transport cargo on any military aircraft without his approval. He is always in control, down to the smallest detail, and he knows the location and mission of every aircraft.

			“How are you, Tsegaye?” Major Koricho asks as he greets me. He is a tall, muscular and demanding officer.

			“Are you busy?” I joke – good humour makes for goodwill – but he doesn’t smile. “I need to send this film to Addis Ababa, and it has to get there today.”

			“You arrived just in time. There’s a de Havilland Dash 7 taking off for Addis in thirty-­five minutes.” He takes the package of film.

			
			

			I check my watch – it’s eleven in the morning. The film will get to Addis in time for the team to broadcast Palms of Peace across the nation tonight. It’s not easy, but we can accomplish amazing things when we cooperate. Even so, I don’t have time to congratulate myself.

			“Thank you, Major,” I say.

			“Of course. The Red Star Campaign is a collective effort.”

			“I’m hopeful you will continue to assist me.”

			“Anyone with initiative like yours should be supported. But we seem to prefer knocking each other down.”

			Major Koricho adjusts the holstered pistol hanging from his belt. He has grown a belly since I last saw him. And there’s something else different about him, a hint of bitterness.

			“By the way, how long have you been serving at this airfield?” I ask.

			“Seven years, Comrade Tsegaye,” he says. “Being here is second nature to me now, even with the cold winters and hot summers. As long as I can hear the roar of aeroplanes, I’m happy.”

			“I should film a story about you sometime.” I’m serious. He has witnessed it all – life and death, victory and defeat.

			“You’ll need to do it before I retire,” he says. His voice is sad.

			“So you’re close to retirement?”

			“Almost. I work so hard, I forget that my retirement date is coming up. But I don’t own any property or have any other business. Everything I have is here. I’ll miss my planes. Watching them take off and land brings joy to my heart. We get used to things, and it’s hard to let them go.”

			
			

			It is moving to hear him talk that way about his work. People like him, in key positions with so much experience, still healthy and capable – why get rid of them with a mandatory retirement age? They benefit the country, and who says age is a measure of revolutionary ability? Even those of us who are so proud of being young, one day we will be old. No-­one stays young for ever. Wouldn’t it be nice if we did? Maybe our children will rebel against us, accuse us of being too conservative. What happens if the children of revolutionaries revolt? The idea makes me laugh. One generation confronting another is an inevitable part of history.

			Two MiG-­23 fighter jets take off one after the other. They shoot through the blue sky like arrows and head towards Nakfa. Major Koricho watches them, transfixed.

			“I’ll phone my colleagues in Addis and have them meet the plane when it lands,” I tell him. Then I hop into my Lada and speed away.

		

	
		
			
			

			 3

			ASMARA ON THAT DAY

			I need to get back to my office for an 11.30 a.m. meeting. Not too many cars are on the road and, maybe because of that, the local pedestrians forget to stay on the sidewalks. Even so, I make it back to my office in plenty of time. A new gold-­plated nameplate on my door reads Comrade Tsegaye Hailemaryam, Head of the Red Star Campaign Political and Propaganda Initiatives Section.

			“Rezan,” I call to my secretary. “Connect me first with Ethiopian TV in Addis, phone number 12 39 74. Then connect me to the Regional Telecommunications Chief, okay?”

			“Right away, yes, consider it done.”

			Rezan Mihreteab is my secretary. She has delicate ­features and beautiful hair, long and silky. For most Asmara women, their face is their best feature. Few are blessed with good legs.

			“Addis,” says Rezan.

			I pick up the phone. “Hello, this is Tsegaye. Yes, we arrived safe in Asmara. We’ve already started working and that is the purpose of this call. I’ve sent you a film on a Dash flight due to arrive in two hours. Please send a courier to Bole Airport to pick it up. It has to be broadcast tonight. Ciao.”

			
			

			Then the call from the Eritrean Telecommunications Office comes through.

			“To whom am I speaking? . . . Yes, comrade, my name is Tsegaye Hailemaryam. I’m calling from the new Political Initiatives office . . . Yes, we arrived safe . . . That’s nice. It’s very important that we meet right away . . . Yes, now. In what used to be the Public Security building. It’s behind the Palace and in front of the Government Employees’ Club. Ask for the Political and Propaganda Initiatives office. We don’t have much time so yes, now.”

			I’m surprised by my own attitude, which has suddenly assumed an air of authority. But it has to be that way. It’s remarkable how people respond to power, to an important official with the Red Star Campaign.

			The sudden and forceful opening of my office door startles me. It’s Solomon Betregiorgis, a government official who’s been based in Asmara for several years and is now the head of operations for the Red Star Campaign. His earnest smile brightens his dark face, as it always does. He’s short with a stout frame and an energetic personality.

			“I want to give you this,” he says and hands me a stack of folders. He’s in a hurry as usual. He’s everywhere and, at the same time, also nowhere – a riddle.

			“What’s this?” I ask.

			“The plans and organizational structure for the Red Star Campaign. It should go without saying, but to be clear, all of this is top secret. Our job is to translate it into results, put it into action right away.”

			The folders have labels like “Military Campaign Strategy and Roadmap”, “Political Policy”, “Economic Prosperity Roadmap”, “Homeland Security and Civic Safety Strategy” and “Collective Farming and Development Strategy”.

			
			

			“When were all these plans done?” I ask.

			“We’ve been working on them since the last Central Committee conference. It’s taken us more than a year.”

			“Good job.”

			“Yes, the campaign is well planned. But what’s the point? When it comes to translating plans into action, we fall apart. We don’t know how to work from a script. We do better when we improvise. I’m just being honest with you. Look at how we do our weddings, our funerals, our birthdays. How we live and how we eat. All of it is based on spontaneity. When it comes to acting on impulse, we’re the best in the world.” He smiles again, then continues. “I’m looking forward to the day we divorce ourselves from impulse. The foundation of socialism is strategic planning, organization, and centralized execution. Without those aspects of socialist strategy, I don’t know how we can advance to the next phase.”

			“We will learn,” I say. “Eight years of revolution is not very long. And if we fail, our children will pick up where we left off and get it done right.”

			“If we can even have children,” he says and laughs.

			“Why not?”

			“Who has time for their spouse nowadays? By the time we get home we’re dead tired. What’s even worse is the badgering from our wives. They think we’re leading a carefree life, with time on our hands to chase other women. In the morning I pray I won’t have the kind of day my mother worries I’m having, but instead will have the kind of day my wife thinks I’m having. We have so many meetings – meetings in the morning, more meetings in the evening – then when you get home exhausted at midnight, another meeting with the wife. Our life has turned into one long meeting. That’s why I doubt we’ll have any time to procreate.” He enjoys making fun of our situation.

			
			

			He’s about to leave my office when he stops and asks, “Is there anything else you need, Comrade Tsegaye?”

			“Not really, everything seems good. The organization, the planning – all excellent.”

			I’m not exaggerating, my gratitude is sincere. Providing everyone who has descended on Asmara for the campaign with lodging, a fully equipped office, a car and everything else they expect – that is no easy task. But Solomon is the man. He gets things done not by being harsh, but by being entertaining and delegating the work. His philosophy is, “Give people a reasonable goal and limit the time they have to accomplish it, and you’ll get the results you need.”

			“I haven’t slept much lately,” he says.

			“You don’t look tired,” I say.

			“Every official from Addis is here now. And every one of them is demanding their own car, their own house, their own office. Where am I going to find all that for every little functionary who’s come here to meddle in things? I tell you, it’s almost driving me crazy.”

			“It’ll be okay,” I say.

			“Do you have any idea how many people have been invited here for the conference and the festival?”

			He is not only responsible for managing the general operations of the Red Star Campaign, he’s also in charge of preparing for the Asmara Conference of the Supreme Council and coordinating the Massawa Festival. He’s running himself ragged, the poor guy.

			“How many?”

			“More than two thousand. From all over Ethiopia. It’s just four hundred here now, so can you imagine what it’s going to be like to deal with two thousand?”

			
			

			“Oh boy!” I like saying “Oh boy!” when something overwhelms me.

			“For the conference, delegates from seventy organizations will be addressing workers’ councils and religious leaders from all over the Eritrean province, along with representatives from all the major ethnic groups. All of them will be delivering speeches. Do you get it? Every one of them is our responsibility. On top of that, the festival songs have to be inspected and censored in advance. We have to make things like posters, flyers, brochures, slogans. It’s hell, I’m not kidding.” He finishes with one long sigh.

			“It’ll get done,” I say.

			“That’s what I like to hear. Right now, I can’t handle dealing with complaints. I’m up to my neck in my own problems. When people go on about their personal issues, I could throw up. Better to leave that at home. Anyway, you handle everything to do with propaganda for the campaign, the conference and the festival, that’s it.”

			There’s so much going on in his mind. He doesn’t like to carry a notebook but instead writes things down on whatever scrap of paper is handy. It’s a good thing he is blessed with an excellent memory.

			“I’ll do my best,” I say.

			“Great. I like the positive thinking, it’s what keeps me going. I’m not sure what’s happened to everyone, but people seem to be doing the right thing so far. Maybe people are learning a few things from this campaign. By the way, don’t forget about jamming the insurgent broadcasts, and finding a way to set up our own radio transmission from here. Comrade Chairman says those are important tasks.”

			
			

			“I have a meeting later to discuss just that.”

			“Well, no need to cut up meat for a lion then, you can handle it yourself,” he says.

			Solomon leaves and I realize that I’ve been had by the man. Now I have propaganda responsibilities for the conference and festival, in addition to the campaign itself.

			Even so, I’m not angry. I like working with Solomon. He’s always clear and straightforward. He makes decisions fast and doesn’t know the meaning of fear. Some say he’s reckless and will do anything for more power. But he says you can’t run a revolution by putting things off until tomorrow – make quick decisions, take calculated risks, and leave the judgement to history. I like people who take action. Man is not a rock. We make decisions, those decisions define our character, and our character is our destiny.

			 

			People file into my office for the 11.30 meeting, and all the women are wearing headscarves. I guess here they don’t take them off even indoors – weird. The meeting is to bring together everyone who will be involved in the propaganda efforts for the Red Star Campaign, the journalists and officials who came here with me from Addis and those from the Eritrean branch of the Ministry of Information.

			I welcome everyone and address the group: “Greetings, comrades. The purpose of our being here in Eritrea must be clear. There is no ulterior motive, we do not have any secrets. There is nothing to hide from the public. We must explain the campaign to them in clear, understandable terms. It’s called the Eritrean Province Red Star Multi-­Faceted Revolutionary Campaign, or the MFRC for short. Its purpose is to remove the insurgents from the province, the leeches who for the last twenty years have been sucking the blood of the Eritrean working people and denying them peace. We want to remove them once and for all and rebuild the economy their reckless adventurism has destroyed.

			
			

			“Comrades, our top priority starting from this very moment is to make the Red Star Campaign’s re-­building mission clear to the people. As you have probably seen, the insurgents are already causing disruptions by claiming that we’re here to unleash war and destruction. Because of this, there’s panic buying, the market is emptying of goods, and greedy merchants are taking advantage of the situation to exploit the public.

			“The immediate goal of the insurgents, both the Shabia and the Jebha factions, is to mislead people and create mass confusion by making the innocent public think the Revolution is destroying their life. When people feel that way, they turn bitter, and that’s what the insurgents want. When people are angry and bitter, they reach a point when they can’t take it any longer. As a final act of desperation they flee to the bush to join the insurgents. And by doing this the honest proletariat of Eritrea unwittingly helps the secessionist bandits accomplish their goal.

			“I want you all to understand that the sad history of the Eritrean war in 1977 and 1978 will not be repeated this time around. Starting right now, we must fight back and destroy the false propaganda of the insurgency in order to calm the public and allow them to resume their normal life. Editorials and newspaper articles, radio and television programmes – all these media have to be revamped to promote the true nature and character of the Red Star Campaign. I’ll need a report on all these efforts within two days. Regarding the campaign’s military aspects, we’ll cross that bridge when we get there. When the time comes, we’ll discuss that in detail, in the open. As I said, we will hide nothing from the public.

			
			

			“So fix your bayonets and charge! I am referring, of course, to the tools of our trade, our pens and pencils. I should be more careful. We need to refrain from using violent words like kill, stab, beat, charge. As you know, the situation here in Eritrea is complex. Every family in Asmara has someone – a husband or wife, a brother or sister, an aunt or uncle – who fled into the bush to escape the violence. Our propaganda should not lump everyone together. We can’t forget the class struggle aspects of the campaign.”

			My explanation took longer than I had intended. When you’re at the front of the room, it is tempting to say a lot, throw your weight around, talk down to people. Eventually you can become self-­important and arrogant. I worry that I’m heading in that direction.

			Someone raises his hand and asks, “Comrade Tsegaye, many of the songs we play on the radio have violent lyrics, like ‘chase him, whip him, kill him’. What should we do about that?”

			“If the songs are too harsh, we should find more lighthearted music.”

			“Well, there are pop songs we could use,” he says.

			“So what’s the problem?”

			“The problem is most of them are by Tsehaytu Beraki.” She’s a beautiful singer, but Eritrean and melancholy.

			“Starting today, her songs are approved. If they make people sad, that’s their problem, not ours.” I give the order: “Play those songs.”

			There are no other questions. I take a list of twenty campaign slogans from one of the folders Solomon gave me and pass it around.

			
			

			“Okay, comrades, we’ll use these slogans in all the things we do. Work them into our articles and broadcasts. We’ll make posters with them. Our slogans reflect our clear and honest approach, and we will act on each and every one of them. Going forward, we all need to be upright and righteous. A socialist public is upright and pure, and demands its writers be the same. From now on, Revolutionary Ethiopia has no place for cynical journalists!”

			I laugh at myself for getting so carried away in the moment. I’m a great example of how Ethiopians are spontaneous.

			“That’s all, comrades,” I say. “This historic campaign will require all our creativity and ingenuity. But we must avoid being individualistic, emotional or impulsive. We need to be deliberate, open, and respect the principles of our centralized process. Thank you and ciao.”

			Everyone seems excited about what is ahead of us. Straightforward people engaging in straightforward action. I’m hopeful, optimistic even, but I could be wrong. Most revolutionaries make the mistake of assuming humans are by nature good, upright and honest. That assumption might be right, but it might be wrong. I don’t know. I haven’t figured that one out yet.

			I dismiss everyone, but ask three officials to stay behind – the head of the Asmara Radio Station and the regional branch managers of the Ministry of Information and the Telecommunications Office.

			“Alright. comrades, the three of you have very specific and urgent tasks, starting this very minute.”

			The gentleman from telecommunications doesn’t seem to fully comprehend why he is here. He is tall and heavy. In contrast, the radio man is short, with light skin and eyes so big they are bulging out of their sockets. The Ministry of Information manager, bald with chubby cheeks, is giggling like an idiot. I don’t understand why he’s laughing. Maybe the rest of us look funny to him.

			
			

			“Comrade,” I say to the radio man, “starting today, this afternoon, or if not today then definitely by tomorrow morning, the news broadcast of the Shabia insurgency radio station must be shut down. Jam it using any means necessary.” I hand him a sheet from the top-­secret files with Shabia’s Dimtsi Hafash broadcast hours, and the wavelength and frequency used for each transmission.

			He examines the paper with his bulging eyes and asks, “How?”
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