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"Where's Peggy?" Ingrid asked.
Zulu replied that all was over between him and women until

the revolution was won. All was over between him and love-making
"until my people are free again.>' He said love made one forget
the urgency of the struggle.

And I thought of two other Africans I knew who because tney
were representing their people abroad had said goodbye to women,
goodbye to kisses, " until after the revolution."

They were grave young men, very determined, very cruel. And
t:here was Zulu declaring for them.

I was sorry for Peggy for I knew she would suffer because she
loved him and had passionately believed that by giving him
access to her body, by letting him penetrate into the fine, warm
folds of her life, she was, in her own way, helping the revolution.

Peggy, and those toasts and the tea and the smiles. Peggy,
the books, those novels, and 'all your warmth and hospitality your
fine breasts and all the promises!

After Zulu had entered, the door.bell rang again and when
Ingrid went and opened the door, Ekongo Dingala, a Congolese,
came in with his girl, Louise.

Ekongo was- drunk and Louise kept on admonishing him to
behave himself.

" Ekongo, ecoutes!" she would say. "Qu'est-ce que tu fais?"
Laughter and music and the drinks and the eyes of the girls.
It was early in the Spring and the world felt full of hope in

spite of Zulu's melancholy and our thoughts of Africa, the enigma
on the other side of the ocean.

:::c
rn
<o
r
C
--I

HELPING
THEA STORY

MBELLA SONNE DIPOKO

o
z

A NIGHT LAST SPRING. Drinks and dancing and rubbing and kissing
and very serious talk of the revolution. It wasn't our fault that
while our comrades were fighting under the clouds of the horizon,
fighting and killing and dying, we were in Paris, thousands of miles
away from Johannesburg, in the safety of a flat in the Rue de
Vaugirard. We were the diplomats of the revolution and it would
be wrong to underestimate our contribution towards the common
struggle as it would be wrong to say those girls - Eva and the
others - had no business to be there that night with their eyes
and lips of love, with their breasts and thighs which felt so good
when we danced close.

There was Nina, Ingrid, and an African girl, Dikobo, and of
course Eva who was the odd woman out, for I had come with
Dikobo and Nina had been brought by Carlos, an Angolan
revolutionary; and Ingrid was Emile's girl - Emile, a young
French leftwing novelist being our host.

Jazz and Miriam Makeba records and other records; cigarette
smoke, vodka, whisky, brandy, rum and talk of writers and their
works talk of men and women and every now and then, talk of
the r;volution. The lamp shade made the light in the room a soft
red· and in the distance Paris grappled with insomnia and we
talked of home and of our dreams and there was love in the eyes
of the girls. .

Towards midnight Zulu Dikusa, formerly of Fort Hare, arnved
without Peggy.
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I ASKED EVA for a dance.
"Zulu was damn right," I said as we were dancing. "What

really do you think you are doing in our ranks, you women?"
c, Much," she said. "You don't know?"
" I don't," I said.
"No?" she laughed, throwing her head backwards, her eyes mild,

her long hair flowing behind her.
" Now come on, Eva," I said.
" Come on what?" she said, smiling provocatively into myeyes.
" Did you quarrel?" I heard Emile ask Zulu. "What happened?"
"Nothing," Zulu said. " Just took a decision, that's all."
" He's crazy," Eva said to me. "Took a decision!"
" Of course," I said, seriously. "Why not? Of what use are you

to us? You don't even want to give birth to the children of the
revolution. All iliat keeping of contraceptive devices between
you and the heroic fathers of ~om~rrow! You won'~ even give birth
to our children. What contrIbutIon are you makIng towards our
cause? We need fighters."

" There are enough fighters in South Africa, don't you think?"
" There are never enough fighters anywhere. Never."
The record was a blues. Far away the night was turning on its

side on the suburbs of sleep.
Then Eva began to rub herself into me, making me feel the

shape and hairiness of the centre of her womanhood.
"Come on dance," she said, narrowing ,her eyes, her lips half

open.
"Is that the contribution you are making?" I asked, refusing

the contact with her thighs because Dikobo was there and she-
could be very jealous.

" Maybe," she said.
"It's not enough," I said. "That was what Peggy offered.

Zulu didn't find it was what we needed."
" Maybe it's neurosis you need," she said, forcing the contract

with my thighs against which she rubbed hers and then she
contributed the feel of her breasts, pressing them against my
chest - that felt real good - and she placed ,her cheek agai~st

mine her chin over my shoulder and spun and spun her waIst
drea~ily to the deep beats of the cool jazz; rubbing and rubbing
herself against me and I held her tight, rubbing, liking her, and
soon she began to blow, lively woman, began to pant as if she was
working very hard for the revolution which was thousands of
miles away. e


