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CHAPTER FIVE 
In the young foliage of the baobab, 

turtle-doves were singing of rain and 
Maria, when she heard this, checked the 
sky in the way of country people. It was 
blue, blue as she had never seen it. With
out clouds, without wind. Just sun and 
stifling heat, making riven of sweat pour 
down her cloths. The turtledoves were 
singing without respite and the long line 
of men for documents was dovered in 
flies which they chased off with great 
slaps on their thighs. 

The Administration building had a vera
nda in front, like that in the town. At 
the entrance there was a cipaio and inside 
Maria saw through the open windows 
men in white uniforms writing in ledgers 
and tapping at machines. The cipaio look
ed up, listened to Maria's greeting, and 
went on sitting: 

"I would like to speak to Mr Administ
rator." 

"Mr Administrator isn't here. And 
when he is, he only deals with important 
matters." 

Maria took off her headcloth and fan
ned herself a little, sighing. The heat was 
growing more fierce all the time, as mid
day approached. A mangy dog went by 
with tongue hanging out. Hie cipaio was 
once more in the torpor in which she had 
found him, and it was with trepidation 
that Maria spoke to him again: 

MBut if he isn't here, who can I speak to 
then? " 

"If you like. III tell Mr Secretary. Have 
you come to make a complaint? " 

"T^ank you, sir. I would be grateful, it 
is an important matter." 

Getting up wearily, the cipaio shook 
the creases out of his shorts and went 
into the building. Maria, accustomed to 
waiting, sat down on the cement steps. 
On the other side of the square the lines 
remained as long, as more people were 
joining them, and often a truck or car 
arrived, bringing a youth or a man in 
ropes. A slight breeze began to blow and 
a gust of hot air ran between the people 
and the buildings, raising eddies of dust 
in the sandy squares and giving a decep
tive freshness to the body. Maria was 
thinking of her husband, had no idea 
where he might be and, without knowing 
how, was imagining Domingos already on 
his way to the saiizala, in the same truck 
which had brought him, with the Cadet 
apologizing for the mistake which had 
occurred. But the cipaio's voice brought 
her back to reality again: 

"Mr Secretary says that he is just 
coming? " 

"Oh! but is it ho who is coming? M 

"Whew! Can't you see it h o t 
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The Secretary. a short, fat man with his 
shirt all unbuttoned, appeared in the 
doorway and, seeing Maria by the cipaio, 
came up to her. 

"Are you the one who wants to see 
m e ? " 

"Yes, it's me, Mr. Secretary. I am look
ing for my husband." 

"Who's your husband? " 
"Domingos. Domingos Xavier. He 

works on the tractors, on that site near 
Dondo." 

Hearing this, the Secretary looked at 
her with interest and was ready to pay 
attention. 

He had heard talk of various arrests 
made in that area, but had not received 
any prisoners at the Post He would have 
liked to see them and question them, for 
there were matters which worried him. So 
far he had only had dealings with 
common-law prisoners, thieves, people 
carrying knives or in the most parts inno
cents who had to be punished to please 
those who complained. But prisoners of 
the other kind, for political activities, 
these he had not seen. So he asked: 

"But who arrested your husband? " 
"He was arrested by the Administra

tion in the town. The cipaios told me 
they had brought him here to Luanda. It 
was a Cadet in a blue truck who took him 
away." 

Leaving Maria with the cipaio, the 
Secretary went inside the building and, 
after having checked several files and 
having questioned the clerks, he came out 
slowly, buttoning his shirt. 

"Listen, my girl! He wasn't brought 
here to the Post, you understand? I've 
just checked. You said Domingos, isn't 
that right? " 

"Yes, Mr Secretary. Doningos Xavier." 
"Exactly. No one of that name has 
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come into the cells at the Post. Do you 
know where the police station is down
town? M 

"I don't know. I left Luanda twelve 
years ago and this is the first time I've 
been back." 

"It doesn't matter. Ask one of your 
countrymen. He must be there, you 
understand? Go there. Itcause that's 
where he is." 

CERTAINTY DISAPPEARED 
He turned his back and went away in

side. *Hie cipaio stayed with her and tried 
to explain where the police station was 
down-town. But Maria was not following. 
Hie certainty which had grown in her 
heart early that morning when she got up 
had disappeared with the Secretary's 
words. 

How was she going to find her husband 
in such a vast city, without knowing any
one, without knowing her way? What 
was Domingos suffering at this moment 
without knowing about Maria, without 
knowing about anybody? No, she had to 
look for him, but her confidence had 
taken flight. It had taken flight just as 
the fat, white clouds, chased before the 
south wind, /ere taking flight, piling up 
in the direction of Betas, then advancing, 
rain-filled, over the city. The turtle
doves were still crying in the branches of 
the baobab at the township's Post 

Slowly, defeated by the heat weighing 
down all the city, surrounded by the red 
dust which the eddies raised from the 
open spaces in the townships, Maria cross
ed the road and, taking a route she knew, 
she made her way to her friends' house. 

ENCOURAGEMENT 

If it had not been for the encouragement 
of Mama Terry, who was like an elder sis
ter or godmother to her, Maria would 
have spent that afternoon with baby Bas-



ty on a mat and thinking only of her life, 
without looking for Domingo* Xavier at 
the police station. That morning*! talk 
with the Secretary, her hope dashed thus 
by two words verified in ledgen and regi
sters, the alienation she felt in everyone, 
all made her think It was not worth the 
trouble. The best would be to wait, and, 
if God wished, she would have her hus
band, otherwise how was she going to 
find him in such a big dty? And then 
was the choking wind which began to 
blow at the beginning of the afternoon, 
whirling papers and leaves up to the 
township, while the sun was hiding itself 
in gieat piles of clouds running north
east and growing more ominous as they 
went 

EXPERIENCE 
But her friend Terry spoke so aptly... 

Her experience as a women of the people, 
living her life in a Luanda township, con
stantly suffering, had given her this way 
of seeing everything without ever giving 
up. Otherwise, my dear, how could we go 
on living? So many children, but some 
disappear, others must be buried, Cardoso 
is already old and there are still two little 
ones to bring up. You had to be brave 
and surely, if Domingos was not at the 
Post, he was at the police station. And 
then, my dear, if he was worse off. He 
must be with those new police, the ones 
who did not have uniform, arrived at 
dawn in the jeep and just carried people 
off. They had even recruited some coun
trymen. But as Domingos was with the 
ordinary police in the Administration pri
son in the bush, when they brought him 
to Luanda he would go to the police sta
tion. 

And as young Johnny had stayed at 
home after lunch, his mother made him 
put on his tennis shoes to escort Maria 
downtown. 

D9H 
So Maria that afternoon went with the 

child near the acacias on the tarred road 
to catch a bus. There the city-bred child 
was chatting away to Maria, telling her 
which bus it was, and what pleased him 
most was that it was he who held the 
coins to pay for the tickets. While the bus 
had not come and Johnny went on and 
on chattering, Maria was gazing at the sea 
below In the bay, the great dark ships 
motionless, the waters turning from beau
tiful blue to grey. The wind had dropped 
again and the heat was less oppressive. 
The sun had vanished behind the screen 
of clouds, which were now flying, black 
and threatening, over an the city. 

The people were apprehensive at the 
build-up of these clouds, full of light
ning, suggesting that thunder, still silent, 
would come later in the direction of 
Cacuaco. 

Maria thought about the rain, could 
smell the coming rain, and the great fie
lds of the plateau came to her mind's 
eye, under a curtain of rain drenching 
everything but then turning green the 
grass, the maize, the millet and the sorg
hum. She did not know what rain was 
like in the dty and could not imagine 
that the water would soak the tar. In her 
imagination, the rain would fall only on 
the sea and the township streets, but 
could not fall on the place filled by the 
beautiful houses of the whites with their 
big gardens. 
MUTAMBA SQUARE 

Once in the bus, with her thoughts ta
ken up, she forgot Domingos Xavier for a 
few minutes, and Johnny, sitting very 
straight and quiet at her side with the two 
tickets in his hand, did not even look like 
a back-streets kid. Maria let herself be 
swallowed by the imminence of rain, 
thinking that to live in a tiled house did 
not amount to much; when there is rain, 
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the people do not feel its gentle begin
ning, like musk, the drops on the roof, 
slowly getting bigger and in the end the 
fierce drumming of the r a i n on the 
roof plates to lull you to sleep. Once, at 
the work site, when she was doing house
work for a "Mr Engineer", there had been 
heavy rain and Maria had not noticed. 
Only when it was time to go home did 
she see that everything was wet. She felt 
a very great sadness, as she still liked to 
come to the doorway, open her mouth 
and let It fill with rain, just as if she were 
still a little girl. When they arrived near 
Mutamba, Johnny took her hand and to
gether they crossed the roads packed with 
cars and people, so many people that 
Maria's mouth dropped open. Heavens, 
so Luanda is like this? Oooh, not even all 
the people who work on the dam could 
fill.these streets. The child was saying 
that the Mutamba Square was that way, 
but could not be right. It was true that 
she was a :hild then, but she remembered 
those times well when with her frienas 
from Ingombota she went down as far as 
Coqueiros. Where war the garden with the 
monument without anyone on it? And 
the tall fig trees? No, my child, I'm sorry 
but Mutamba Square is not this one. 
Perhaps you call it Mutamba Square, but 
forgive me, Mutamba is somewhere else. 
Johhny answered back confidently, but 
Maria was not convinced. She only found 
familier the police-stwtion building, those 
trees, and she stopped to gaze, but a poli
ceman cut in quickly: 

"What do you want? " 
"I came to find out if my husband is a 

prisoner here". 
"Who *s your husband? " 
Johhny looked closely at the police

man, staring at the holster where he gues
sed there was a pistol. Maria explained to 
the sentry who her husband was, what he 

did, where he came from. At the end the 
policeman told her to be quiet and to 
wait with Johnny on a bench. 

As they sat on the bench, they heard 
the wind outside whistling strongly in 
the tree branches and driving along the 
streets. People hurried along, sensing that 
a thunderstorm filled the wild Mack 
clouds in the sky. There was thunder and 
lightning to come, and some was already 
breaking over the city. The townships 
must already be under the thunderstorm. 
Maria listened and tried to see everything 
that was going on in the street, the people 
running, the wind quickening its pace 
with a roar on the asphalt roads. 

P R I S O N 

The policeman came back with a clerk 
and it was the latter who spoke: 

"Look here, missy! There's no one 
here of that name. But If he's from the 
dam, the prisoners from there went to 
the other police. You understand? " 

Maria said no, the person who had sent 
her was Mr Secretary at the Post, he had 
said her husband was here, sometimes 
people did not look property. The police
man la ighed and he said: 

"He'a not here, missy. Why should folk 
go and tell lies? Tomorrow morning go 
up to the upper city ... No, the best thing 
is for you to go to the prison. You know 
where the townships' Post is, don't 

Very carefully the policeman explained 
to Maria where she should go and look 
for Domingos Xavier, and then, when she, 
though disappointed, laid yes, he added. 

"All right. Now you can go away...." 
In the street it was already raining. Ur

ge, warm drops were falling slowly, for
ward scouts for the heavy rains wnich 
were wandering over the city. The 
thunder and lightning had stopped for 
the moment. Maria and Johnny went on 
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wn 
quickly, as the wind's fury had abated a 
little. The streets were almost empty, 
people waited inside their homes for the 
threatened rain to fall. 

And it was when they were already near 
the bus-stop that there came from the 
black sky the flash of lightning which 
that afternoon lit all the darkened city, 
showing ghostly white silhouettes, and a 
gigantic clap of thunder reverberated 
and made all the windows shake. It was 
the signal. The rain in huge, fast drops 
began to fall In sheets and you could not 
see anything a yard away. All of a sudden 
the asphalt streets turned in torrential 
streams and hi a short space of time the 
waters began to turn red, a sign that the 
loose sand in the townships was being 
carried down in the torrents. Maria and 
Johnny took shelter in the arcades of a 
big building next to the Square, and it 
was there that they witnessed the great 
storm over the city. Gracious, how was it 
possible? Maria watched in amazement, 
saw the whole dty covered in water; it 
was rain like there was on the river plains 
of the plateau and there was not even 
sand to soak up the water. Here only the 
cars went by, with the water running noi
sily under their tyres. The rain, the light
ning which lit up the grey afternoon, the 
thunder made the windows tremble. It 
put trembling into the hearts of the peo
ple up their way, stuck in their houses of 
mud and sticks, with zinc roofs, and wat

ching the mud break up, the water fall 
in torrents through broken roofs, with 
the walls threatening to fall on top of 
the inhabitants huddling frightened and 
wet in the corners. The red water from 
the streets went everywhere and lightning 
struck on new roofs or even tore up the 
great trunks of the fig trees. Then, when 
the rain looked like stoppping and the 
roads were like raging rivers, there rose a 
strong wind which whipped the waters 
but tore open huts, snatched at trees and 
branches and buffeted the children who 
were already playing with their reed boats 
in the rivulets of muddy water. How 
about such games in the rain-waters, 
thought Johnny, as he waited in the arca
de of the big building by Mutamba Squa
re for the end of the rain's unloading. He 
dreamed of his reed boats with their sails 
made from a duck's feather, sand<astles, 
mud pies for little girls playing at house
wives and other games. 

It rained for only twenty minutes. Then 
it stopped as suddenly as it had started. 
Black clouds, with the wind to whip them 
on, scurried madly in the sky, but in 
some places the sky was already washed 
blue. The sea in the bay had broad red 
stains of the torrential waters from the 
townships. Downtown some roads were 
blocked and in others there was enough 
sand to trap even the motor can. 

To Be Continued in the Next Issue. 

ACROSS 
DAWN Vol. 7 No. 9 - Answers 

1. Boesak 3. LLA 5. Thelle 7. Gum 8. Enos 9. Boric 
11. Primer 13. Zulu 14. Ion 16. Bolt 17. Butt 

DOWN; 
1. Buthelezi 2. Splash 3. Leg 4. ARMSCOR 6. Embargo 

10. Rum 12. East 14. It 15. NB 
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