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            Bad governance has no place in the society and bad governors have to be shown the door at all costs, by hook or crook. To stay one step ahead as a credible leader in this challenging world, to become someone, somewhere, someday, you have to walk that extra mile for perfection with Jesus Christ daily.
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Chapter 1

[image: ]




The obese looking baobab trees cast a looming shadow across the driveway. They stood boldly like a sentinel, but with slight arrogance of a suicide bomber. The energetic and authoritative morning sunshine yellowed the once glittering, but now faded roofs of rumbling houses in the vicinity of the city. Deep down, a belt of rocks shifted and nearby mountains grew a foot or more. They protruded from the rolling countryside like someone trying to say ‘hello’ from afar. The voice was not audible, but the beauty of the smile was visible.

Capt. Nkosiyethu Maaparankwe alias The Anointed One, collected his bag and baggage, and kissed the Universty of Ghestern Republic (UGR) goodbye. He had sat for his final year exam paper, and looked forward to attaining his undergraduate degrees come rain or shine. For the past five years he had been sweating it out, attempting a double major, BSc in Software Engineering and BSc in Strategic Intelligence and Analytics. Time had been his greatest enemy as there was a lot of work to be done. He had the brains to take such a mammoth task, but time would tell if his intellect was anything to go bye when university results were released in a short while.

As he threw his luggage in the station wagon awaiting him a stone’s throw from the hostel block he was to kiss goodbye for good, the look in his brow suggested a frustrated young man. He slid his slender frame into the driver’s seat, and kicked the engine live. He threw the gear lever into second, and the station wagon jerked forward with an ear deafening roar of protest. He left the scene with a screech of burning tyres as if a whole contingent of traffic police were on hot pursuit. Capt. Maaparankwe was a bitter man. That Friday’s thirteen hours’ television news bulletin headlines announcing the assassination of Ghestern Republic’s most respected peace negotiator, a protestant church pastor and former UGR lecturer sickened him. The sad news not only shocked the international community and ruffled feathers here and there, but it was a sure sign that Ghestern Republic was headed for destruction unless God intervened, Capt. Maaparankwe thought tearfully.

He had seen it all. Ghestern Republic, once Africa‘s fully fledged democratic state and the continent’s bread basket, was now a one man show of unheard of broad day light rape of democracy. The consequences for that were hard to contemplate, and eventually, the unfortunate citizens of Ghestern Republic paid the exorbitant price. The writing was on the wall; Ghestern Republic would probably go down the history books as the worst state embattled with humanitarian crisis in the twenty first century. Never before had inflation skyrocketed to over one thousand percent anywhere in the world. Not even in the then Nomalia Republic where pirates and warlords were a law unto themselves; where passports were sold on the streets like bananas; where a legitimate government was still a dream to come true; where superpowers on peace missions fled the scene with their tails between their legs upon failure to let various warlords smoke a peace pipe, was inflation so high. 

For Ghestern Republic, chickens had come home to roost. Its disgruntled citizens would tell you that, to compare it to Nomalia was tantamount to an insult, as is comparison of a kangaroo court to a supreme court. Then there was only one word to describe it, ‘prison.’ With that name attached to it, its citizens went mum and numb. Then it beat Nomalia hands down. In Nomalia prisons were monuments. Nobody cared to imprison a fellow country man. With a few pirated US dollars and an AK-Assault rifle in one’s hand, and few rounds of ammunition, becoming an instant ‘head of state’ in some corner of the country was a dream come true. It was only possible provided one barked some distance from a much fancier 7.63 FN rifle wielding warlord declaring himself a ‘head of state’ too in another corner of the same country. No one cared about how the economy performed in Nomalia. Everyone relied on his sixth sense for the next meal, and only crafty jackals survived. The basics of how to operate a machine gun were more crucial than time wasted spelling out your name in a formal classroom. That’s Nomalia, where a well fed rat thinks he can take the elephant to a wrestling match; where the barrel of a gun is worshipped; where democracy has never been appreciated and let alone tested.

For Ghestern Republic, ‘prison’ was the most appropriate term. Prison was a one-man show. How one relaxed, opened his big mouth, strolled around and starred at the authorities, was scrutinized and risks associated with such gestures noted meticulously. Should the big man manning the prison feel tormented and threatened, he was at liberty to flex his muscles and crack the whip. Causalities of a ‘prison’ were always horrific and puzzling, and instilled fear among survivors. In many instances, ‘prison inmates’ were at liberty to bark as they pleased, before being muzzled, incarcerated and hunted down. It hurt to find oneself in such a situation.

Capt. Maaparankwe was at loss for words as he thought of what the future held for the unfortunate Ghestern Republic citizens. There were sitting on a time bomb. Never had a country run like a family affair business, and survived absolute economic meltdown. He was worried sick; he had a presentiment of disaster. He wished he could change the situation, but the question was how? A devout Christian, he found it even a mammoth task to be consoled by the word of God nowadays. His heart hammering, he felt a chill run through him. He looked like a pet that had lost its master, worrying and brooding over what was once Africa’s model of democracy, but had now gone to the dogs. Hurriedly shifting the gear lever to neutral, he brought the station wagon to absolute standstill with as squeal of burning tyres, as blue smoke wafted skywards in act of defiance. Having secured the vehicle locks, he stormed to his bedroom, and slumped his lithe frame on the bed. For a long moment, his brains refused to work, it bounced around inside his skull with the force of a locomotive pistons. Tensions within his skull weighed heavily on him until a heavy blanket of sleep rescued his whirling head. 

The word of God in the New Living Translation Bible has this to elaborate in addressing grief; friends should comfort each other (Job 2v12-13), God comforts us in our darkest times (Job 35v9-10), God comforts us (Isaiah 40), God promises to comfort those who grieve (Matthew 5v4), God’s Holy Spirit is our comforter (John 14v16), Jesus has overcome the world’s troubles (John 16v33), the Holy Spirit comforts us (Acts 9v31), the Bible comforts us (Romans 15v4), God comforts those who grieve (2 Corinthians 1v3-11), and all grief will end (Revelation 21v3-4).

Regarding stress, God has this for us; God is a refuge in times of stress (Psalm62v1-8), pray to God in times of stress (Psalm 69v1-36), wait upon the Lord (Isaiah 40v30-31), God is always with us (Romans 8v31-39), God cares about our stress (2 Corinthians 4v8-12), and don’t let stress cause you worry (Philippians 4v4-9). As for faith, God has this for us; believing in God takes faith (Genesis 15v6), only a small amount of faith is needed (Luke 17v6), faith is needed for salvation (Romans 3v 28), faith puts us in a right relationship with God (Romans 5v1), faith comes from hearing the word of God (Romans 10v17), accept the person who has weak faith (Romans 14v1), Christianity is the only true faith (Ephesians 4v5), faith is hoping in what is not seen (Hebrews 11v1), and faith accompanies obedience to God (Hebrews 11v7-12).

Ghestern Republic was a large country, the size of France and Switzerland combined together. Like many republic states in Africa, it gained its independence the hard way. The colonial masters, did not let it go easily. There was too much at stake. Ghestern Republic was a blessed nation by nature in terms of natural wealth. It boasted of the much sought after precious minerals in the likes of huge reserves of gold, diamonds, emerald, crude oil, natural gas, iron ore, cobalt uranium and rare earth minerals. It ran short of only a handful of the big names in nature’s mineral list to make a name for itself. Its fauna and flora was awesome too. Half of the country paraded with a blend of the hard wood giants in the likes of mahogany, oak and ebony trees. Its fauna was intensely rich. The republic was among the very few in Africa to parade balanced population of the world’s rarely seen big seven in the fauna cycle, namely; elephant, white and black rhino, hippopotamus, leopard, cape buffalo, lion and giraffe. Ghestern’s wealth could only be matched with the untapped mouthwatering wealth found in the Democratic Republic of Congo (DRC).

It was on those grounds that the coloniser, dragged her feet when many African states felt they had done away with milk teeth, and could no longer accommodate colonialism. In many instances whereby the colonial masters had already looted the wealth and were full; sovereignty and independence was granted without hitches. With most of its untapped wealth by the early seventies, Ghestern was stinking rich. Still thirsty for the dangling riches, the coloniser’s Resident Governor felt that the honey moon was not yet over. The marriage between the coloniser and Ghestern dated back to the early sixties. All along the couple had led a happy lifestyle which saw the birth of heavy industrialization. The industrialization blossomed and its fruits were mouthwatering for all passersby in neighbouring states to see, and they swallowed hard. 

Some of industrialisation’s fruits were urbanisation, which mushroomed as a result of intense mining, timber harvesting and oil drilling. Ghestern’s masters had a heart for its people. They did not concentrate on only bleeding it dry, but sowed some of the proceeds of those day light robberies in infrastructure. Water works, health, education, transport and communication sectors, to name but a few, were overhauled as well. In no time, Ghestern had emerged from the bush way of doing things to Iron Age graduation. It transformed in a decade, and had its name on the world map with high literacy rate than any other in Africa. With more scholars graduating annually from international universities, they began to realize that the colonial masters were doing more harm than good to their country.

Thus pre-colonial movements such as Ghestern Liberation Party (GLP), Ghestern Freedom Party (GFP) and Ghestern Movement Party (GMP) were born. Their mission was to force the colonial masters to the negotiating table over their imposed overstay in the then economic hub of state activities. The three movements led by sound academics holding several university degrees, did all their spade work and home work to convince the colonialists that it was time they got their skates on, and started rolling out of their country. Whether the former could stomach what had been prescribed as the sole medicine for finality, the latter did not care, but wanted independence by hook or crook. They were prepared to take the bull by its horns. If the Coloniser wanted blood, they would give plenty of it, and that was their stand.

Their bout represented the classic confrontation of good versus evil. The colonialist took that as an act of sabotage, and rebellion. A shaky agreement was reached. To some people, their agreement was like a couple planning for a marriage, while concentrating on divorce. The duo, who used to be mutual friends, became sworn enemies gradually. They had come out of their concord; gun smoking and accusations and counter accusations flying, left, right and centre. The way the pre-colonial movement garnered support became a thorn on the colonialist’s side. Feeling threatened and losing ground, they had to act quickly with caution and precision. Hence those political activists whom were labelled ‘semi-criminal urban saboteurs keen to assert their own separate identity, and very sure of their bad-boy reputation’ vanished into thin air. Nothing was left to chance, the colonialist kept a virtual state of emergency atmosphere were ‘political sins,’ however petty, were dealt with meticulously and ruthlessly.

With frustrations finding a nest in the pre-colonial movement’s leadership, rank and file, and with the new twist of development regarding their political party activists’ unexplained disappearances, they resorted to deployment of arms in their liberation struggle. What had started as war of words in international forums, mudslinging bouts of accusations in freedom squares, dragged on, to become Ghestern’s fast road into chaos in the country and international press.

The international community, pressed for the colonialist governors to pull out, but the Resident Governor found ‘no genuine reasons for being pushed out in the twinkle of an eye.’ Ghestern’s neighbouring states and some European military heavyweights did not take the Resident Governor’s remarks lying down. Eyeing for what was on offer should the stumbling block to independence tumble over, they helped fund Ghestern’s pre-colonial movement and train their liberation movements. Trained and armed to teeth, the guerrilla warfare began. In the forefront were Ghestern National Liberation Army (GHENLA) made mostly of Pedi tribe under GLP, and Ghestern People s’ Revolution Army (GHEPRA) made mostly of Tsonga people, under GFP. They took the colonialist head on. What had begun as a battle of wits had turned into a battle of the titans. With more pressure piling up from the international community for the colonialists to call it quits, and with the disrespect which accompanied such outrageous behaviour, the coloniser governors agreed to a temporary ceasefire. The going had been tough, and the colonialists had felt the heat. The bloody war had left them with several casualties. They had been on the verge of being completely outclassed by a side which they had considered a flyweight.

A forum was convened in Ironcast House in Whitland, the colonialist’s capital city in Europe as a matter of urgency, in a final attempt to resolve Ghestern’s full blown guerrilla war. After a thorough tongue lashing and some drastic measures prescribed against the colonialist Resident Governors, a truce was signed. Under the Ghestern Independence Declaration Accord; the Resident Governor and pre-colonial movement had to sign a complete ceasefire; intimidation of innocent citizens had to come to an end; fresh polls for all had to be held in eighteen months; a transitional government were to take over, and in it, pre-colonial movements were to be guaranteed the post of vice presidency, foreign affairs ministry and other five posts among the fifteen ministerial posts that existed. The news had spread like veld fire. The reaction from the international community suggested mixed feelings towards the colonialist, which was seen as the parent rock to Ghestern’s misfortune. Its reconciliation process might have temporarily doused the flames of the conflict, but the embers will burn on and the raging fire will flare up again with the slightest breeze, detractors lambasted. The arbitrators on the other side had quashed the international community’s cries as rubbish. They swore that the two camps had smoked the peace pipe. It was not like in the past, whereby each side would fill his lungs up, then blow the smoke back in the enemy’s face, they retorted.

The word of God in addressing unity state that; unity among believers pleases God, Psalm 133v1, unity includes bearing one another’s joys and burdens, Romans 12v9-16, Christians are not supposed to live in isolation, John 17v11, believers must seek unity in all essentials 1 Corinthians 1v10, there can be great unity even in great diversity, Ephesians 4v3-13, the love Christ commanded should create unity among believers, Philippians 1v3-11, and unity ought to be distinctive mark among Christians, Philippians 2v1-2. Regarding justice, the word of God says; justice should not be influenced by a crowd, Exodus 23v2, protect the poor, Exodus 23v6, do not hold back justice, Deuteronomy 27v19, God loves justice, Psalm 11v7, Jesus’ death was justice for death for sin, Romans 3v25-26.
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Capt. Maaparankwe woke up with a startle. There was an unearthly kind of wildness in his eyes that betrayed a troubled spirit. Peeping through his bedroom window. He could see that the world was apparently fast asleep while his country and its people were burning. The night was easily silent, except for a bunch of nocturnal nuisance in the name of insects, which never stopped whistling a jumble of bubblegum wild tunes in spite of the tense situation prevailing. Their tiny, but ear drum piercing voices rose gradually to a rhythmic crescendo, dealing a heavy blow to what could have been termed a tranquil youthful night. As he sat on his bed, thousands of questions passing through his mind with the speed of a whirlwind, the hunger pangs seized his stomach.

He got to his feet, walked to the kitchen with the swagger of a blindfolded and defeated army general. The supper was more than inviting, but his appetite played him hide and seek. To honour his stomach’s urgent appeal, he grabbed the rice and beef stew and disappeared into the lounge. He ate slowly, his focus now on the latest international news bulletin broadcast over the television. His forced and occasional smile was lost on the dark rings around his eyes, and worry lines which grid his expressionless face. The news clip about Ghestern’s slain Archi-Bishop once more cropped out. Capt. Maaparankwe wept.

The correspondent reporter lambasted Ghestern Republic’s woes. ‘...the republic’s relationship with others has deteriorated virtually beyond repair. Never had the African continent leadership experienced such void leadership, whereby, when a leader has little logic left, he frequently resorts to abduction, rape and murder of innocent souls instead of calling it quits. The republic, Africa’s once flamboyant model of democracy and fastest growing economy, is no more. Its democracy is like footprints in a snow’ surface, completely forgotten as soon as the sun shine. History is in the making; “From riches to rags; or Africa’s bad boys’ league of leadership vacuum,” are not too distant headlines to fight for many a tabloid’s front page, for the once mighty Ghestern. These are some of the history material Ghestern’s young generation should expect to pollute their libraries, if they happen to escape the devil’s claws with their lives. Never had a country, anywhere in the world, presented behaviour that is so sick, diseased and so lacking in moral values; escaped economic meltdown. It is time the international community act, lest Ghestern burn to ashes completely.’

Trembling from head to toe like a Gail blown leaf, Capt. Maaparankwe was petrified to the marrow. Frustrations and fear for the worst had found a nest in his soul, and traumatised his thinking capabilities. He gave the state president’s flashing picture an intense look. Hatred with anger worked on his face, each tried to gain supremacy over the other. His heart was pounding in agony. Bitterness welled the same heart into his mouth. He felt pity for the innocent God fearing and loving people of Ghestern, the kind of pity one feels when slaughtering a chicken. He held his head between his thighs as if the whole burden of the world were weighed against it.

He only lifted his head to answer his ringing cell phone. By then the news bulletin was over. His features were tense and there was no trace of a smile on his face. His chest was heavily moving up and down in the tune with his heavy breathing. Pain and nausea enveloped him; he gasped out loud and took huge gulp of fresh air, to try to steady himself. His blood shot roving eyes fell on some newspapers at the display cabinet. He looked at them with an air of passiveness. His heart pumping like the pistons of an armoured tank, he reached for them.

There was no question about it, the Holy Spirit cautioned him of what was in store for him on the front page, breaking news as usual. Sick and bored, he focussed his attention strictly to the classified section. There was nothing much except Ghestern Defence Force’s recruits advert. He was at loss for words regarding the six hundred vacancies in existence. It had become a tradition at GDF that annually, large numbers of university graduates were recruited into its ranks. They would spend the rest of their energetic lives fighting senseless wars, in African states where the head of state had some conflict of interest. By far, GDF was the largest employer, whereby most youths sought refuge to eke a living. Ghestern had become a barren land, where formal employment had become just wishful thinking for many a professional. Job offer posts seemed to shrink day by day, thus slowly and surely plunging the country into a catalogue of disaster. It was dog eat dog, blood and amorous relationship had become an essential ingredient to secure one’s bread and butter.

For those who could not have a dog’s chance, the US dollar became a highly priced and rare species, than a simple legal tender medium of exchange. To lay hands on it, no matter the denomination meant a good plate of food or something much better as Ghestern currency had been eroded by inflation to almost worthless denominations that cannot buy a loaf of bread. Capt. Maaparankwe was fully aware of that. Having completed his studies, he had to jump on the job seeking bandwagon. Jobs were hard to come by in the now ailing Ghestern economy. To get married to the army was the last thing in his mind. He did not like the sight of guns and let alone the ear splitting noise of air force jet fighters. The fact that Ghestern’s armed forces were over the past years engaged in bloody wars across the African continent worried him sick. The consequences of those wars were dreadful to contemplate; Ghestern’s youth bit the dust in multitudes.

To join GDF, was tantamount to signing oneself an urgent death warrant. The youth were well aware of that, but the purse was too tempting to be resisted, even by sound professionals. Even though the playground was dirty and treacherous, many a youth scrambled to lay a hand on the ‘jackpot,’ safety was not of paramount importance. Their slogan was, ‘seize the moment and the moment will echo forever.’ A ticket to a good living did not come cheap, and the road to success was more of a gamble, they thought sadly.

Capt. Maaparankwe went over the advert over and over again. It was the only one promising the moon. He had long emotional upheavals over the issue. On the flip side of the coin was the fact that GDF dished monies to its personnel, but most of its operations were nothing, but dirty jobs of destabilising other nations. That thought inflamed him like influenza and bred in him a deepened dislike of the army. Out there, the market for university and college graduates was gloom. Arms akimbo, his mouth pursed in a thin line of scorn, he decided to wallow in those dirty waters. His mission was to see what was there to be seen, hear what was there to be heard, make a quick buck and quit. Only those who dared to rise, lifted themselves up, above horizons, he thought as tears flooded his eyes.

The word of God has this to address fear; God will protect us, Genesis 15v1, God will not forget us, Genesis 46v3, we should fear Go, Psalm 25v12, Christians do not need to fear anyone, Psalms 27v1, God strengthens us, Psalm 46v1-3, we do not need to fear darkness or violence, Psalm 91v5, we do not need to fear bad news, Psalm 112v7, and love drives fear away, 1 John 4v18.

––––––––
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Ghestern’s transitional government became a thing of the past on the first day of August nineteen hundred and seventy-eight. On a closely contested national poll involving GLP, GMP, GFP and the colonialist Governors’ Ghestern National Party (GNP), GLP led by a former corporate manager won two thirds of the vote. The remaining third was scrambled for by the other power hungry parties, and as fate would have it, GNP got the shock of its life. It was not only humiliated and rejected, but absolutely crushed and sent tumbling in disillusionment, save for four urban parliamentary seats. For the other two political parties, even though GLP had pulled an upset, they had something to smile about.

Their harvest was not that bad, considering the amateurish political manoeuvres they had deployed to make a bite of the cherry. Their campaign was marred mainly by limited funding and some political hurdles beyond their control. Compared to GNP which had boasted of sound coffers, and had done its homework convincingly before the race began, they had emerged from nowhere to claim a stake. From the look of things, the future held hope for them. On the other hand, the future looked bleak for GNP, the people had spoken, and signalled the end of an era.

The voice was audible, and the beauty of the smile was clearly visible. A new chapter had begun. It was that new chapter that many had helped map out, and now looked up to, for service delivery to meet their daily needs. If all the promises were to be met as the laymen imagined, Ghestern was to blossom out into a land of milk and honey. The colonialist Governors had meticulously done spade work, hence whoever was to take over the reins, needed only to polish up, they thought in high spirits.

GLP, having achieved what they termed a landslide victory, overhauled the constitution, and among others settled for a national unity government. Having grabbed thirty seats in the national assembly GLP had a solid grip on power. Led by a mountain of a man on the wrong side of forty, with the end of his names bearing PhD, indicating that he had imbibed more formal education, GLP looked ready to govern. Its leadership, rank and file boasted of mostly schooled and well-read individuals. Its followers boasted that, for one to get in touch with GLP, was like landing your fingers on a precious ticket to eternity. GLP was the way, the truth and life in abundance. It was the only party where you could not find square pegs in round holes, they would boast during their campaign days.

The long awaited hour had come, and only time would tell if GLP would stand the test of time or was just a fluke. Gone were the days of pointing an accusing finger at its predecessor. In allocating the highly sought after cabinet posts, GLP was relatively generous to dish out five cabinet post to the opposition, among the fifteen that was in line for grabs. With a strong opposition in parliament, the newly born government of Dr Robson Ghola, popularly known as DRG by his will wishers, was sworn in.

It was a dream come true for the people of Ghestern. They had longed for a government of their flesh and blood, and their endless prayers had somehow born fruit. With their tails between their legs, the colonialist Governors had been humbled, to the delight of the Ghesterners. The Ghesterners had all along been troubled in their spirit that, their colonialists’ brothers thought them lesser persons, and worse still, second class citizens. And for them to be accorded such status in their native country, was more than an insult to their dignity, they had thought. Thus they hardly forgave their brothers, even during the transitional government days of mixed fortunes. The mood had been that, the transitional government was just a smokescreen for the unsuspecting Ghesterners, as the playground was not yet level.

The fact that the colonial Master had brokered the transitional deal, had heightened the rift. The Ghesterners had impatiently laid low to attain independence, and then had their unsuspecting brothers taste their own medicine. The new government had let sleeping dogs lie, but the general public thought otherwise. Feeling more of legitimate citizens, they now walked tall, with the swagger of a buffalo bull. Abusive and pugnaciously blooded swear words had become a common phenomenon towards the so-called illegitimate citizens, whenever they got engaged in heated arguments. Skirmishes by then a daily bread, were normally settled with an early morning Mike Tyson special, first class pugilism. Law enforcement agents worked overtime, to the annoyance of the skirmishes engineered by so-called legitimate citizens.

DRG’s government had an uphill struggle to prove it was not a fluke in the international arena. All eyes were on him. His internal and foreign policies were of much interest to the hawkish eye of those in the knowhow of economics and its applications to sustain a flourishing economy in the cutthroat world trade. Many African states that had previously walked the same path of independence as Ghestern, had gone from riches to rags in the twinkle of an eye, to the dismay of the international community. In most cases whatever the colonialists would have left in state coffers, vanished into thin air. And as fate would have it, poverty would start knocking at the lowest income earners, while their counterparts walking the corridors of power would be all smiles to the bank, and get their bellies bulging all their lives as corruption and looting of public funds took its toll.

Combing through DRG’s curriculum vitae, his loyalists, well-wishers and rivals found themselves uncharacteristically singing him endless extravagant praises. Even though his rivals sang with cautious optimism, they still did not dance to his party’s internal and foreign policies. Yet here and there, they felt he deserved a badge of honour. He earned himself kudos as the favourite son of the soil, not because he preferred to be addressed simply as DRG, on a continent who’s obsessed and confused identity leaders had a penchant for exotic titles like, “Rev. Dr, Professor, Sir or self-acclaimed military ranks and Christian tittles fused together to sound pompous like Lt Gen. Dr, Apostle Rev or Prophet Dr but actual disgusting as their deeds. 

DRG, a graduate of Asian universities, boasted of a rare impressive letters after his last name, which many believed were a mere donation from the so-called universities that one could hardly spell, and let alone pronounce their names. With an honorary Doctorate, Master of Business Administration (MBA) Tourism Management, and Bachelor of Business Administration (BBA), he was a gigantic upstairs by local standards. Having rubbed shoulders with some of the other continents leaders in foreign varsities, he was seen by many as schooled. Having passed through international universities, his curriculum vitae was so romantic it did his name justice, and many of his followers had tears in their eyes, when they spoke of him. It remained to be seen whether he was learned at all to stand the test of time or was just the same breed of African leaders who will collapse all the gains inherited from imperialists and cry poverty, his detractors pointed out.

Still, the lingering question was, who was DRG apart from those impressive letters after his last name? Born Robson Ghola in the youthful nineteen thirties, he was the eldest son raised from a peasant family. He was born and bred in Gugulethu village in the pre independent Ghestern Republic. His early child hood was characterised by walking to school on a hungry stomach, barefooted and on his father’s somehow doctored gear, a pathetic sight for such a star pupil. His parents were so poor that even the little pennies they regularly cashed from selling firewood, mopane worms and a concoction of traditional beer was not enough to sustain the huge extended family.

At one stage, his mother had beckoned him to quit schooling and tend the family’s herd of cattle. He had declined citing his love for books as his number one priority. “...I know they may call me names at school mummy, but whatever names shall come my way, I do not give a damn about it, because I am created in the image of God. Poverty will not derail me from walking the long walk to achieve sound education. As long as you can put my academic fees in shape, I will pull up my socks to see what is there to be seen in books, and hear what is there to be heard from teachers. Believe you me, I may become a doctor one day, and heal all my country men’s ailments,” he had said to his mum, his number one role model and mentor.

Fazed by his street urchin like appearance, and his ever scavenging for information to make for his hunger, coupled with excellent performance, his peers belittled him. From his Kalanga surname that means “vulture” in English, he was deemed the merciless vulture that grabbed everything at stake, and never got satisfied. It had become a norm in their class that, his classmates awaited him with laughter, whenever he yanked open the classroom door in the morning. He was a seasoned late comer, who seemed not bothered. In finding a comfort zone, and a way to deal with that humiliation, he developed an outside layer of care free attitude. For the unfortunate poor underrated fellows, the brutal answers to their uncalled for behaviour of teasing and mocking him was a quick biting Muhammad Ali’s special that used to floor opponents mercilessly.

All odds stacked against him, DRG sailed through primary education with flying colours. He was academically brilliant and extremely intelligent. Lady luck smiled his way. His outstanding academic record opened doors to a floodgate of scholarships which took him from senior secondary school, and eventually landed him at Asian Universities. Having imbibed what was regarded as the most formal education by African standards by then, he returned home having scored some measure of success. His beauty of education was such that, when he stepped into a room, the temperatures rose. The word of God has this to address education matters; parents are responsible to teach their children, Deuteronomy 6v1-9, train children to follow God, Proverbs 22v6, Christians should always learn more about God, Ephesians 4v14-15.
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Chapter 3
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Capt. Nkosiyethu Maaparankwe, was the last born, and only boy in a royal family of six. He had his first breath of fresh atmospheric oxygen in the mid-eighties. Translated into English, his names simple means, “Our king (Nkosiyethu) draped with leopard skin (Maaparankwe).” On coronation, kings or chiefs are draped in leopard skin to signify their power and authority over their tribes and society. Practically all kings and chiefs were ceremonially draped with a leopard or lion skin around shoulders upon installation. You will recall that a lion skin draping during installation in Ghestern was equivalent of a king coronation in western societies where a crown is bestowed on a new monarch’s head. As a chief and not a king, Maaparankwe was to be draped with a leopard skin on his coronation, hence the leopard-skin wearer as his surname suggested. As a norm, he was to be in ceremonial dress and sitting on traditional wood-and-leather-rope folding chair, and as well clutching a battle-axe in his right hand and a spear in the left. Traditionally you may ask, what is the connection between lions and kings, as well as leopards and chiefs? From time immemorial, a king was draped with a lion skin, probably with the reference of the lion as the king of the jungle. Chiefs’ draping with leopard’s skin was equally, a symbolical association of the leopard with chieftaincy, hence construction of a cultural identity around this stealth fearsome cat. Surprisingly or rather coincidentally, English also acknowledges this hierarchy as well as it refers to the lion as the “king of the jungle” and the leopard as the “prince of darkness.” 

Born to a devoted Roman Catholic couple, and as an heir to the chieftainship of his tribe, he was well bred and cultured child. His parents were well respected elders in the church and in the neighbourhood of Hebron village. Hebron, a sub-urban centre, a stone’s throw from the capital city, was the birth place of Capt. Maaparankwe. Heavily populated and a crime ridden red zone, he blossomed with polished manners under the hawkish eye of his parents. It was probably the word of God which kept him moral intact. His father, an elder in the church, and a chief of his Bapedi tribe, was a mister no-nonsense heavyweight in grooming up his children. The Holy Bible scriptures were his household’s staple diet and he ensured that all his children were well fed. Among those varieties of menu was Proverbs 4v10-14. It said, “Listen to me, my son. Take seriously what I’m telling you, and you will live a long life. I have taught you wisdom and the right way to live.  Nothing will stand in your way if you walk wisely, and you will not stumble when you run. Always remember what you have learnt. Your education is your life, guard it well. Do not go where evil men go.” Defaulters against any of those menus were presented among others, Proverbs 22v15 which said, “Children just naturally do silly, careless things, but a good spanking will teach them how to behave.” Proverbs 23v13 was another dessert applied to lessen constipation among the siblings. “Don’t hesitate to discipline a child. A good spanking won’t kill him. As a matter of fact, it may save his life,” it screamed boldly and defiantly.

Thus by that holy prescribed diet, Capt. Maaparankwe grew up properly in check. He started his pre-school at the Roman Catholic pre-school in Hebron. His primary education days were characterised by what one grade seven teacher summed up as, “... a potentially gifted young boy, who could turn tables...but was too playful to seriously challenge for top honours.” His parents patiently brought light into the dark side of his life. Grilled and polished with the word of God, he began a diligent ascent of the academic ladder on a serious note as he matured up. Before he began his junior secondary education, his father had reminded him that, “Good order is the foundation of all things. Strive for the best. Life consists not in holding good cards, but in playing those you hold passionately and exceptionally to ascend. Remember, the so-called big shots are little shots that never called it quits, but kept shooting until now.”

Mature, and now realising the latent potential of academic excellence his brains kept in store, he swept through the junior certificate exams with a mouth-watering beauty of a first class pass. He clinched a scholarship to pursue his O level and A level at a reputable English medium school. The scholarship granted by one of the European countries embassy was designed to encourage and develop those students with potential to lead various sectors of the economy in future, to aim high in their long journey. Thus students who had exceptionally distinguished themselves academically, were shoo in for the golden award.

The marriage between Capt. Maaparankwe and the Roman Catholic Church started showing cracks at Vandesa High School. It did not take long before he finally settled for a divorce, to the dismay of his parents. It was his flirting with one of Roman Catholic’s breakaway arm, a Protestant Reformation denomination falling under Pentecostal churches that caused the storm. In the Bible Word Ministries (BWM), Capt. Maaparankwe’s eyes were widely opened, and a new wave of Christianity understanding seized his soul, hence turning his back on Roman Catholic Church. 

The differences between the Roman Catholic and Protestant Reformation Churches dated back to 16th century. The latter fed up of what they saw as the Pope’s dictatorial powers over the church, and his stand as being the centre of worship, they called it quits. The split ended unity of Christendom in Western Europe. The Protestant later gave birth to over a thousand denominations during the following centuries.

Both the Roman Catholic and the Protestants had a common agreement of some certain aspects of theology like; angels, Jesus’ crucifixion, incarnation, bodily resurrection, and the second coming of Jesus of Nazareth which was around the corner, heaven, hell, trinity and birth of Christ to a virgin. They slightly agreed about baptism as well, as the makeup of the Holy Bible. Although they seemed walking hand in hand on these points, there existed a major rift between the duo. The bone of contention was centred on salvation. In some countries the division was so long standing that it had resulted in bloodshed. Hostility arose in many a situation where Pentecostals, a denomination of Protestants, had been accused of a high rate of “soul poaching” in the Catholic Church. Such bloodletting differences had made it possible in some countries for Protestants, and Catholics to put a joint effort in fighting for causes they both agreed on. 

Their differences in belief were of much interest. Evangelical Protestantism accused the Catholics of having gone beyond what the scriptures required. They pointed out that, Catholics supplemented it with teachings, and that compromised the Gospel of God’s saving grace in Christ. Catholics on the other hand did not take it lying down. To them, the afore said teachings and practices were grounded in scriptures, and were part and parcel of the fullness of God’s revelation, thus their rejection resulted in a shortened understanding of Christian reality.

The war continued to encroach into such areas as the Immaculate Conception, and the virgin birth, which many a people confused. As for the Catholics, it was believed that when Mary was conceived in about 20BCE, she was without original sin. For the latter, there was a belief among them that, Mary was a virgin when Jesus was conceived about 6BCE.

Catholicism and Protestantism saw salvation differently. Sola fide or faith alone, which affirmed the biblical doctrine of justification by grace, through faith alone because of Christ alone as seen in Ephesians 2v8-10, was what Protestants stood by.  However, Catholics differed. They taught that the Christians had to rely on faith plus “meritorious works” in order to be saved. Their doctrine of salvation put emphasis to the seven sacraments, which are baptism, confirmation, the Eucharist, penance, anointing of the sick, holy orders, and matrimony. On the basis of faith in Christ alone, Protestants believe that believers are justified by God, as all their sins are paid for by Christ’s death on the cross of Calvary and his righteousness is ascribed to them. It is not so with Catholics who believe that Christ’s righteousness is imparted to the believer by grace through faith, but in itself is insufficient to justify the believer. 

The believer had to supplement the righteousness of Christ imparted to him with meritorious works. Catholics and Protestants also differed on what it meant to be justified before God. Catholics saw justification as being made righteous and holy. They believed that faith in Christ was only the initiation of salvation, and that the individual had to build upon that with good works as God’s grace of eternal salvation must be merited. Clear teaching of the scriptures was contradicted by that justification as seen in Romans 4v1-12, Titus 3v3-7, and many others. Thus Protestants distinguished between the one-time act of justification, that is, when we are declared righteous by God based on our faith in Christ’s atonement on the cross, and the process of sanctification, that is the development of righteousness that continues throughout our lives as long as we live. As to how an individual became “justified” with God, was another topic of great interest. The Evangelical Protestant related that in a manner in which, every person is hopelessly indulged in sin and at enmity with God. Such a person couldn’t grasp the gospel message which appeared as foolishness to him. For such a person, “rebirth” was crucial. Such rebirth was achieved by intervention of the Holy Spirit, who had to change that person’s heart. After that, he could understand the gospel message, and develop faith in Jesus Christ. 

While Protestants recognized that works are important, they believed they were a fruit of salvation, but never the means to it. Thus Catholics mixed justification and sanctification together into one ongoing process, which led to confusion about how one is saved. Usage of the newfound faith and trust in the Lord Christ, who was the way, the truth and life, and repentance of past sins, certified one, “justified.” The justification was tantamount to being “saved.” Being saved was a lifelong event regardless of what a dreadful sin one may commit in future. Hence salvation remained intact. 

The Catholic saw salvation differently, to them; an infant was born possessed with demonic spirits, which rendered him completely lost in sin. Those spirits needed to be exorcised by baptism, which was by spreading water over the infant’s face, or by completely dipping him in water. In that way, “justification” was instantly granted to the infant. The next stage was when such an individual was considered full grown, and responsible for their actions. In such circumstances when the first mortal sin was considered, the justification attained at baptism became a thing of the past. To have it restored, one had to confess his sins if he had faith. Thus committing of mortal sin and confession for justification were a staple diet in many a Roman Catholic members during their lives.

The two parties believed in the saving prevalence of God in his dealings with the human race, which was termed “grace.” The differences arose on how they viewed grace. The Protestants saw it as direct action from the Almighty, while their counterparts agreed on its origin from God; they argued that it flowed through some spiritual connections embraced in the church’s sacraments.

They also viewed some of the following theological beliefs in a fascinating way. To the Romans regarding the truth of the word of God; it was found in scriptures, and church tradition as interpreted by the church. Their counterparts on the other hand disagreed in the sense that, the truth of the word of God was only found in scriptures, as interpreted by an individual. To the Romans, hell was regarded as a state of being in the jaws of; pain, frustrations, disillusionment, and emptiness of life without God. On the other hand, Protestants saw it as a real physical place of eternal torture by Lucifer and his agents. 

Regarding the Lord’s Supper, the Romans saw it as a sacrifice. To them Jesus’ body and blood were available physically, and eaten by believers. To the Protestants, it was viewed as a memorial meal, as the Lord’s body and blood were present symbolically only. Non-Christian religions were also seen as of great significance value in truth they carried, by the Romans. Their counterparts did not only see them as lacking value, but demonic as well. Mary’s status was also crucial to the Romans. She was seen as Co-redemptrix with Christ. That was to say that, although she acted as a subordinate, the Blessed Virgin Mary played an essential role of participation to redemption. They argued that she gave free consent to give life to the redeemer, to share his life, to suffer with him under the cross, to offer his sacrifice to God for the sake of the redemption of mankind. Hence in their prayers, apart from consulting only God, she or a saint could be asked to intercede on one’s behalf. The Protestants had nothing at all to do with Mary. Their prayers were directed to God only. They argued that Mary herself needed redemption and was redeemed by Jesus Christ, thus she cannot be his equal part or subordinate in the redemption process. Also if she intercedes for all graces that are given, it was not because God needed her intercession in any way to give them; rather, it is to be taken into consideration that, it neither takes away from, nor adds anything to the dignity and efficaciousness of Christ the sole mediator.

Statues and images treated as symbols of individual saints were part of the diet of a Catholic follower. Protestants considered that as idolatry worship that God did not see to eye with it, as he time and again rebuked Israelites about it. Another disagreement between Catholicism and Protestantism is over the office and authority of the Pope. The held belief in matters of religion doctrine and faith by Catholics that, the Pope was a “mister no mistake,” and a “mister always right,” were denounced by Protestants.  Catholics saw the Pope as the “Vicar of Christ” or a substitute of Christ, and took the place of Jesus as the head of the Church. Thus he had the ability to speak ex cathedra or with authority on matters of faith and practice, making his teachings infallible and binding upon all Christians. Protestants quashed it on believe that no human being is infallible, and that Christ was solely the head of the church. They dismissed it as, “wishful thinking of a Christendom section that had dismally lived an opposite lifestyle of what they preached.” They cited cases of child molestation and homosexuality by, and among the Catholic leadership, as just the tip of an iceberg in a marathon race of demonic spirits besieging the Catholics.

Catholics relied on apostolic succession as a way of trying to establish and solidify the Pope’s authority. The church structure and clergy personnel of the Romans were such that, leadership was appointed from certain males, almost all unmarried. Hierarchy was the foundation of the church, compared to what they viewed as democracy setup in Protestant structures, where leaders even though mostly males; single or married, were elected or called to their roles. Protestants believed that the church’s authority was not from apostolic succession, but from the word of God. Spiritual power and authority did not rest in the hands of a mortal man, but in the very word of God. Catholicism taught that only their church could properly interpret the Bible, a thing dismissed by Protestants. They believed that the Bible taught that, God sent the Holy Spirit to indwell all born-again believers, hence enabling all believers to understand the message of the Bible.
That was seen in his word in such scriptures as John 14v16-17: “I will ask the Father, and he will give you another helper, that he may be with you forever; that is the Spirit of truth, whom the world cannot receive, because it does not see him or know him, but you know him because he abides with you and will be in you.”

As to the status of the sufficiency and authority of Scriptures of the Holy Bible, both Catholicism and Protestantism had a common agreement that, the original writings of the authors were inerrant; there were some ifs and buts here and there. The view of scripture is at the root of most, if not all, of the differences between the two parties. Protestants believed that the Bible alone was the source of God’s special revelation to mankind. It was the basic tool that taught us all that was necessary for our salvation from sin, the standard by which all Christian behavior must be measured, a belief commonly referred to as “sola scriptura,” and it is seen clearly in 2 Timothy 3v16, “all Scripture is inspired by God and profitable for teaching, for reproof, for correction, for training in righteousness; that the man of God may be adequate, equipped for every good work.” Catholics denounced the doctrine of sola scriptura, and did believe that the Bible alone was insufficient. They understood that both the Bible and sacred Roman Catholic tradition were equally binding upon Christians. They hardly appreciated that, many of the Roman Catholics doctrines, such as purgatory, praying to the saints, worship or reverence of Mary, had little or no basis in scripture, but were based solely on Roman Catholic traditions. Essentially, their denial of sola scriptura and its insistence that both the Bible and tradition were equal in authority undermined the sufficiency, authority, and completeness of the Bible, Protestants argued.

Other differences between Catholics and Protestants had to do with what occurred after death. Both believed that unbelievers were destined to hell, but there were major differences about what happened to believers. The Catholics had developed the doctrine of purgatory from their church traditions and their reliance on non-canonical books. According to the Catholic Encyclopedia, that is a “place or condition of temporal punishment for those who, departing this life in God’s grace, are not entirely free from venial faults, or have not fully paid the satisfaction due to their transgressions.” The Catholic doctrine of purgatory had disturbing aspects such as the belief that man can, and must pay for his own sins, hence condemning Christ’s atonement on the cross to be seen as insufficient and inefficient. That implied that Christ’s atonement on the cross of Calvary was inadequate payment for the sins of those who believed in him, and that even a believer had to pay for his own sins, either through acts of penance or time in purgatory. Protestants disagree and believe that because we are justified by faith in Christ alone, and that Christ’s righteousness is ascribed or credited to us, when we die, we will go straight to heaven to be in the presence of the Lord, 2 Corinthians 5v6-10 and Philipians1v23. They argued it was clear that the Bible taught that it was Christ’s death alone that could satisfy or propitiate God’s wrath against sinners as seen in Romans 3v25, Hebrews 3v25, 1John 2v2, 4v10. Our works of righteousness couldn’t add to what Christ has already accomplished.

It was on those grounds that Capt. Maaparankwe’s marriage with the Catholics fell apart overnight. A marriage constructed on a shaky foundation, coupled by among others, half-truths, deception and failure to live by the set principles and standards, was bound to collapse. There was no turning back on Capt. Maaparankwe’s part.  His parents had protested his move, but he had stood his ground. “...difference in views and Christian beliefs should not breed cat and dog lifestyle between us. If you differ with colleagues, it does not mean that you cannot sit at the same table and down the word of God with laughter with them. That is the sophisticated part of our Christian fellowship and livelihood,” he had said with a parting kiss, but in a tantalizing mood.  

The word of God has this to address doctrine; protect sound doctrine, 2 Timothy 1v13-14, doctrine comes from the bible, 2 Timothy 3v16, leaders in the church have sound doctrine, Titus 1v6-9, Christians should teach correct beliefs, Titus 2v1. On the church, the word of God state that; Jesus is the cornerstone of the church, Psalm 118v22, we should have joy going to God’s house, Psalm 122v1, Satan works against the church, Matthew 16v18, the church is like a body, 1 Corinthians 12v12-13, the church is a family of Christians, Galatians 6v10, the church should not allow immoral behaviour by its members, Ephesians 5v3-4, Christ is the head of the church, Colossians 1v18, church leaders are qualified to lead by their character, Titus 1v6-9, the church is made up of God’s children, 1 John 3v1, the church is the bride of Christ, Revelation 19v7-8.  

As for discipline, God’s word says; punishment is a consequence of sinful actions, Genesis 3v6-19, God’s punishment doesn’t change his love for us, Psalm 89v32-33, the Lord disciplines those he loves, Proverbs 3v11-22, parents are responsible to discipline their children, Proverbs 13v24, punishment for sin may be swift and severe, Acts 5v1-11, punishment should lead to repentance, 2 Corinthians 7v8-9, and sometimes God punishes us to bring us back to himself, Hebrews 12v5-11. 

––––––––
[image: ]


On stepping on the Ghestern soil, job prospects came knocking at his doorstep for his signature. With a sound economy which was the envy of neighbouring states prior to independence, Ghestern’s promising tourism industry was among the giants that scrambled for DRG’s signature. Among the serious contenders were the Ministry of Tourism and Natural Resources. According to the heavy weight title fight for his signature; the purse, and his love for the private sector, played a big role in influencing DRG’s heart. He did not see eye to eye with anything to do with the colonial master government, hence the Ministry of Tourism and Natural Resources came out of the scramble for his signature badly bruised, and with their tails between their legs. The private sector in any economic setup had the financial muscle to suffocate any government organ for top notch employees. Many a time, it poached with ease in the government organs, snatching the cream of the public service into its ranks. 

Focussed and workaholic, DRG turned the Ghestern Tourism Development Agency (GTDA) into a formidable force. He seemed a man with one mission, destined for high quality in business deals. His good reputation among the board of directors rose, and up the ladder he went steadily. Everything he touched turned gold. It was not long before his efforts were rewarded. He rose through the ranks to become the Chief Executive Officer of one of Ghestern‘s most reputable money spinner. DRG’s marriage with GTDA started developing fissures ten years down the line since he became part and parcel of it.  He had never stopped flirting with politics, and he was a known sympathiser of GLP, and secretly organised funding for GHENLA from other continents to overthrow the government of the day. 

His love for politics intensified day by day. By serving two masters at a go, it proved hectic, as both activities needed him the way growing plants needed oxygen and water. He was well connected to GLP and GHENLA’s elite who saw in him a sound vessel as far as leadership and guidance were concerned.  DRG was viewed as a sound economist and a corporate heavyweight, thus a big catch for a young political party like GLP that was seen as big threat by the colonisers. Together with Major General (Maj. Gen.) Shumba Magochanyama who commanded and coordinated GHENLA guerrilla onslaught against the government forces, they were a formidable force.  GLP and the future defence force for Ghestern needed economic and military strategists to help draft its policies for the incoming bigger stage of assuming power, and prepare a manifesto that would stand the test of time, its sympathisers had thought.

Thus having siphoned some huge profits from his employer for the past five years, and with a couple of profitable businesses running in and around Ghestern’s capital city, Vandessa, DRG divorced GTDA. He had left GTDA so flourishing that it was not easy for a blind auditor to smell a rat. Apart from that he was too smart a heavy weight in underworld deals. The government in power kept an eye on his next move through their intelligence structures. They were very away of his ambitions to overthrow them one way or the other, and were doing everything by hook and crook, to have him and company face treason charges. His sponsorship of GLP, and underground politicking was a thorn on their flesh. To add salt to an injury was his behind the scenes nocturnal activities in collaboration with the resistant rebellion of Maj Gen. Magochanyama’s GHENLA. Those two gave them sleepless nights. They had contained Brigadier General (Brig Gen.) Jukunas Nzo’s GHEPRA, but GHENLA continued to bleed them badly every day.

Happily married to GLP’s leadership and GHENLA’s commanders, and financially powerful, he made his presence felt by all everywhere he set foot. A master mind and a strategist by heart, he fitted in every operation like a rubber string. His counterparts appeased with his prowess in making fortunes for the party and their guerrilla movement, they began to worship him. He was as well, lion hearted, and so cunning that he could even sell his own mother, if he thought it could further his ambitions.

It was not surprising that when the GLP general caucus convened, he was unanimously voted to preside over the party. Empowered and tactically good, he saw to the birth of cell groups, and preaching of GLP gospel to all the four corners of the country. GLP’s base began bulging at rural areas. Other political parties like GFP and GMP were left in a trail of dust by the mighty mauling GLP, who looked destined to rule Ghestern.

The colonial government had followed the birth of the indigenous steered political parties with keen interest. Initially, they had taken them as disorganised amateurs who did bark, but could not bite. It was political heavyweights like GLP that came from nowhere, and threatened to wrestle power from pre-independent leadership, with the speed of lightning. That turn of events had worried the pre-colonialists beyond pain. Their intelligence gathering showed that GLP had the financial muscle, as well as world class politicians who could pull the rug from under their feet. That could be achieved provided the political battle field was level.

From the look of things, the colonialists could only cling to power by adopting dirty tactics to stifle not only GLP, but all opposition parties from foraging freely in Ghestern. Colonialists’ tacticians and strategists also adopted obliteration of such political party activists. It was evident to them that failure to play the game the rough way, they were in for a rude awakening. It could not be long before they found themselves stranded in street corners, in a country they had worked so tirelessly to build from rags to riches.

It was on those grounds that political battle lines were drawn between the colonialists and the opposition. The bitter, violent, verbal and sometimes physical wars led to the birth of a transitional government. The transitional government saw to the birth of democracy. It was that young democracy that DRG found himself being the centre of attraction.  “Will he or won’t he...,” were some of the questions from the international community. 

The word of God has this to address business; God’s people should be good workers, Genesis 31v42, work should not overrun your time with God, Exodus 16v23, God gives the ability to work, Exodus 35v30-31, do the best job you can, Ecclesiastes 9v10, work as though Jesus were
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