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A REPORTER AT LARGE

DIGGING UP THE DEAD

v

dwe’s suburban- house ity Durban’s
Umlazi township. Nason is sitting

. I’I‘ is dark when I reach Nason Ndwan-

" on a low bench in his garage, with black-
¢ parts scattercd at his feet. He
lights the first of many ciggret;tes, and we

ehéd en

drink Crown beer, and he talks in a soft
voice about his daughter, Phila. In4 yel-
lowed photograph he shows me -of three
girls in a high-school chemistry class, she
is the remarkable orie, with close-cropped

" hair, high cheekbones, shining brown
. skin, a distinctive thin, oval face, and a
-~ sharply intelligent gaze. She is about fif-

teen in the photograph. In the Zulu and
Xhosa languages, pbz!a-—pronounced
“pila™—means life.
Looking back now, Nason must won-
der whether he ever really’knew her. He

had no idea that she had got involved in .

pohtlcs In 1986, when she was at the uni-

versity, studying to be a dental tectinician,

the police put her on tiial for a bombmg

. near Durban a year earlier. She was ac-
. quitted, but nét before they tried to get

her to turn state’s evidence. She refused;
and on her acquittal she fled north to join

- the Spear of the Nauorr—-Umkhonto we

Sizwe, the African'National Congress s
guerrillas—which maintained bases across
the border in Swaziland. After that, Na-
son heard more or less nothmg—just a
brief letter with a photograph ‘of her
squeezing her face.{ip to an ipfant son.

In Fébruary, 1990, Nelson Mandela

' strode out of prison, and the comrades in

Swaziland began returning home. Nason's
daughter was nat-among them. He - began
hearing ramors that she had been ‘séen in

- Zimbabwe, and also irf-Cape TFown, us-

-ing a new name and fiving with a new

£ lover. Nason began to think that if she
" was alive there could be only ene reason

_ that she hadn’t come home. There'were

: gucm]]as who had been turned, by torture

1or mducement into accomphccs of the

BY MICHAEL IGNATIEFF

apartheii:i régirﬁc: they had spied on ac-

tivists in the townships, lured them to

rendezvous with the police, and then par-
ticipated in killings. They were known as
askatis——Swahili for “guides.” Apartheid
could not hdve functioned without these
askarss: black-on-black betrayal provided
the information upon which the whole po-
lice system depended. Once you became
an askari, there was no way back home.

Nason Ndwandwe wasn't politically
active himself. As a biochemist with Le-
ver Brothers; he couldn’t afford to be. But
the possibility that his daughter had be-
trayed her people was worse than the
thought that she might be dead. Tn 1995,
the Mandela government appointed the
Truth and Reconcihation Commission to
establish the truth about the apartheid re-
gime. No truth was more painful or divi-
sive than the story of the askaris. In the
spring-of 1996, Nason Ndwandwe ap-
plied to the Durban office of the Truth
Commission to ﬁnd out what had hap-
pened to his daughter. '

, Forayearhe hea.rd nothing.

NASON NDWANDWE'S application
joined a pﬂe of evidence and testi-
mony that investigators afthe Truth Com-
mission offices kept sifting through in the
hope of finding a pattern. An earlier in-
vestigation, led byiJustice Richard Gold-

' stone, had produced evidence of a police

hit squad operatin g in the Durban area.
The Transvaal attorney general’s office had
followed up on the Goldstone investiga-
tion with one of its bwn, but no indictents
were forthcoming. As the Truth Com-
mission investigators dug deeper into the
files, they noticed that the names of some
policemen—from! the same hit squad—
kept recurring; Andy Taylor, Hentie Botha,
J. A. Vorster, Sam[Du Preez, Laurie Was-
serman, and Cassi

Stephanie M]Jler knew these names.

i

- amnesty on a case~by-case basis, in returm

van der Westhuizen.

CowT , _I + Some peqple in South Africa wam‘ed to know what happened -
'+ . under apartheid so badly that they were prepared to grant amnesty to the
e regime’s worst, culprits simply to learn the truth. Was it worth it?

She had been a member of Black Sash,a . A
.women’s human-rights organization, in

the nineteen-cighties, and policemen used
to call her at home, threatening her with

~ arrest and prosecution unless she stopped

working with black people. Menacing talk

one as cool and businesslike as Stephame
Miller. Now she was working as an inves-

tigator for the Truth Commission. There -~

WEIE never cnough IES0ULCCs OF mvestlga—

- wasn't likely to have much effect on some- - |

tors to cope with the flood of requestslike - - ::

Nason Ndwandwe’s, but the Truth Com-

mission did have the authority to offer le- .

amnesty in return for full |OSTTE,

It perpetrators could prove that they Had

a pohtlcal motive, acted under direct or-
ders, carried out the orders in‘a propor-

tional manner (ie., weren't sadlsts), and
made full disclosure of their dctions, they |

could be amnestied. Even if they failed to

. get amnesty, the confessions given by
them at the hearing could not be used.in
-a subsequent prosecution.

In the constitutional negotiations of 1993,

the outgoing white regime, in the manner

of Latin-American juntas, had held out
for a blanket amnesty; Mandela and the

AN.C. refused. The co mmise reached—
a compromise t@':—a:—:;%wmd
made a peacefid] transition possible—was

Y

for full disclosure. A. deadiine, extende

“Several times, was laid down for applica-

tions. More than seven thousand peo-

ple—mostly police, but also puersiflas from
the liberation movements—eventually ap—

phed for mﬁnesty. In essence, victims of
apartheid were asked to put aside their

claims for retributive jusnce—for pumsh-

‘ment and vengeance—in return for getting -

the truth. Nason Ndwandwe doesn’t ike am-
nesty. Stephanie Miller doesn’t like it much,
cither. But it has proved the only bait ca-
pable of luring perpetrators onto the hook.

Throughout 1996, most pcrpetrators
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. Joyce Mtimbuly belicves that her som was ‘poisoned in police custody in 1981. She holds the hair that be lost afler bis ordeal.
N :
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. .l a-cL-r called Nason Ndwan-

dwe into the Durban

refused to take the balt gambling that
there wouldn't be enough eviderice to prose-
cute them. Late in the year, Stephanie
. Miller decided to apply a little pressure of
her own. From friends in the police force
she obtained the unlisted numbers of the
hit-squad policemen and began to call them
the way thev used to call her. She would
ring them at home=—most were still serv-
ing officers; one had been suspended but
" was on full pay—and let slip a tew bits of
information from the files; linking them
to murders they might have thought she
hadn't known about. She told them that
amnesty was the only way they could avoid
prosecution and jail. Af ﬁr‘sx the ploy
didn’t seem to work. They were polire
and put.down the phone,” she recalls. But
. after one call to Launie Wasserman, she

» = later learned from his girlfriend, he had

-

. ripped the bedroom door off its l'nnges
On December 13, 1996, Just before *

the amnesty deadhne expired, Wasserman
and the others filed applications with-the
Truth Commission. In Aftikazns h:galcst
they disclosed a trail of rnurder intimida-
tion, torture, and counter—terronst molence
stretching back to the mid-nin tics.
They had abducted AN.C. activists, shot

make it appear that they had died while
- carrying explosives. Using askaris, the
group had lured activists to metings,
driven thém into areas of the townships

 them, and then blown up the bodies to :

w.nfen
&
i+

)contro}led by political nvals of the AN.C,,

and had then executed themn to make it ap-
pear that'they had died in black-on-black
tactional fighting. The killings were casual
and tacked discrimination. Sometimes the
police couldn’t even remember the names
of the people whom they had picked up
in the dark, shot in the head, and thrown
Lon some garbage dump.

Under questioning by Stcphame
Miller and other Truth Commussion in-
vestigators, they indicated that they knew
where they had buried some of their vic-
tims. Because Andy Taylor, the com-
.inanding officer, was receiving treatment
for cancer, it was not until March 12,
1997, that a convoy of forensic patholo-
gists, investigators, fivespiérpetrators and
their lawyers, a local police video unit, and
half a dozen workmen in overalls set out
ona nmety—rmnute car journey westward
-from Durban o an abandoned dairy farm
near Pletermantzburg

On a gratny police video of the exhuma- .

tjon you can see the perpetrators strolling
among the pines and casually pointing out
where they thought the investigators
should dig. At a depth of fifty centimerres,
the investigators found beer-bottle tops
and cigarette butts; then they came to
‘white lime scattered across reddish dlay
soil; at about a metre, they uncovered a fe~
mur. As a forensic pathologist’s brush

swept away the next layer of dirt, they

“When he tips it forward, toward Nason,

the jawbone open as if
death had come in the
middle of a scream.
The perpetrators
displayed little emo-
tion as their work was
uncovered. On suc-
ceeding days, two
more skeletons were
revealed. Carefully, the
bones were removed
from the site and re-
assembled on white
. sheets at a morgue
in Pietermaritzburg.

offices and then travelled with him and his
wife to the morgue. A camera érew from
South Affican television was there. On a
tape you can see Nason and his wife
standing on one side of the mortuary win- f-
dow as an orderly wearing yellow gloves:
wheels a steel gurney into view. On the
gurney is a white plastic sheet tied in
knots. The orderly unties the knots and
then holds up a dirt-encrusted skuyll.

a neat finger-size hole is visible in the cen-
ter of the skull. The jawbone is split in two
where the slug exited, smashing the .
victimn’s mouth open.

In the video you can also see the price
of truth: Mrs. Ndwandwe falters, step
back, and puts her head in her hands. Na.
son comforts her, his face empty an
drawn. But he does not take his-eyes o
the skull. He knows that it is Phila’s—the
high cheekbones are unmistakable.

They had not simply killed her. They
had stripped her naked at some time prior
to her execution. No clothing was found
on the skeleton except a black plastic bag,
which she appeared to have been wearing
around her midsection as she knelt in, the
grave. The men who did this-to Nason's
daughter now held heér final secret.

The policemen frecly admitted killing
her, but they denied having tortured her.
Stephanie Miler, who has questioned the
officers many times, thinks that she was

found a skeleton, lying . o




<" tortured. “1'hev don't want us to believe
that they acted in an’ inhuman manner,”
Miller explains. “Killing is an act of war.
" . They killed willingly. Torture is less ac-
.. ceptable. With this particular group, they
( didn’t seem to deny killings at all. What
' they denied was what happened up to the
lqlhng
The perpetrators admitted thar they
had wanted to turn Phila, who, they say,
in August of 1988, two months before her
death, had led a series of grenade attacks
on police stations in the Transvaal which
claimed the lives of three policemen. The
perpetrators satd that thev had mterrogated
her in the abundoned farmhouse, had
locked her in the dairy, and had raken her
out into the woeds and made her kneel in
_her grave beforv they shot her through the
top of her head. She was twenty-three
\, vears old. After her death, they acknowl-
¢ edged, they had deliberately spread mis=
cA  informafion abwout ner through their -

N B
‘}’E totmers in the Thwnships to the efiect that

*:}re-lnd—%e%med-—th:rt-s’mi‘h:rd—gﬁnc

. mﬁm had not
v&/) Broken—FRad fot Betraved any of her
)\’ cOmrades. “She was Braver than the men
’ ‘:_ Had been, they ante Mifler”
1 Us it was that from the mQuhs of those
;j . who had abused s_dauphter

Nason Ndwandwe learned that she ha
g‘J never been an . Aari. T Tom these

f)SQ " Wen herecovered et honor

;x\ —%Vhen the televistor peopte—
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W came to interview him about the

® discovery ot Phila’s remains,
Nason said that he still had one
question to ask. What had h;ip-
pened to Phiia’s child, his grand-
son® He would have beerronly a
few months old when his mother
disappeared. VWas he still alive?
Did anyone know?

A week later, 2 man walked up
Nason's driveway holding the hand
of a boy of nine with high cheek-
bones and a distinctive oval face.
The child’s name was Thabang,
and the man was his father. “He
looked exactly like Phila,” Nason
says of the child. His face fills
with pleasure as he remembers.
“Oh, we had a-party,” he told me.

¢ Earlier this year, at a cer-
e emony in the Curme’s Fountain
foothall stadium, in Durban, the
guerrillas who died at the farm
outside Pietermaritzburg, to-

&

gether with two others, whose bodies had
been uncovered at ancther site, were hon-
ored with a state funeral. The cothns,
painted in the A.N.C. colors of black,
green, and veilow, were carried into the
stadium by the guerrillas’ comrades while
the crowd filling the stands chanted songs
of struggie. Nelson Mandela himself came
from Johannesburg for the ceremony, and
trom the podium he spoke of how the
Truth Commission had stripped away the
shroud of dishonor that had covered vie-
tims and perpetrators alike. At the end,
Phila’s son was led up to the podium by
nis grandfather, and a medal was pinned

on the bov's blue jacket. For Nason |

Ndwandwe, that moment tock away nine
vears of.shame. In the relevision toome;e
Thabdng looks around him wide-eved as
the truth sinks in. “The way he stood up
there receiving a medal for his mother,”
Nason recalls. “Well, nobody had to te
him what happened.”

TII[Z memorial service took place
» months age. President Mindela
has been and gone. Nasonssits in his ga-
rage, drinking heer and brooding-over
what happened. He says, in a hoarse
whisper, "Phila has not been accepted into
the told of the ancestors.” He has ralked
to the ancestors to seek their advice. They
sav that the manner in which she died—

s0 far from home, in such barbarous cir-
cumstances, among strangers—means
that she cannot come home to her rest-
ing place among them. “T must cleanse
her,” he says. He must wash the blood
from her bones to make her acceptable to
the ancestors. Then he must stand before
the ancestors and plead, “Please accept
her." Until then, she is wandering alone,
above us somewhere, in the humid Dur-
ban night.

The next moming, with a television
crew from the BBC's “Correspondent”
series following at a distance, Nason
Ndwandwe and three members of his
family set off on the journey to the aban-
doned farm. Roof tiles have crashed into
the remains of the farm buildings. One
room holds a set of rusting bedsprings,
and rusting stanchions in the doorframes
of other rooms show them to have once
been makeshift cells. T'here isn't another
house for several miles. Pastures slope
gently down to a river and then up the
other side. Longhorns are grazing in the
distance. The farm is the kind of place—
empty enough, lorely enough—to absorb
4 scream.

Firewood gatherers from a nearby vil-
lage have stripped all the lower branches
from pines in the grove, and the trees look
denuded as Nason and his family move
among them, across the recently turned

“That was an incredible nap!”




. "'_Esl‘oi_l, now overgrowi with weeds. He finds
_ ~ ihe.spdt—he has been here before—and
~* the fanily bow their heads. He dips into |

, -4 plastic shoppmg bag and takes out a
.Icafy branch from 4 trée in his garden and

- lays it on the ground: Then he bows his |

. ' head and.spezks to the ancestors in the
: Zqu linguage. Thewords are whispered,

.. "brief, marter-of-fact. After a moment, the-
*' - iperhbers of the family begin singing

“Amen, amen,” in low, quavering voices,

L rocking stightly from*side to side. Then.

they walk back to ¢heir cars, drive away-
down the farm track and dlsappear tn the
heat shimmer. !

- They will visit eyery place to which
Phila’s bones were taken, mcludmg the
- Pletermant;zburg morgye and her new

grave, s0 lhar her spirit can be gathered up

from these places. While this is being
done, Nason will keep silesit. When they.
all get back to Umlazi, they will slaughter.
a goat in his back yard, and a crate of beer
will be brought out. Then Nason will re-
sumne speaking, andwill celebrate the safe,
return of Phila’s spirit to the ancestors.
Nason hasn't'seteyes on the men who

" killed his daughter. Their hearing for am-
nesty will not take place until next year.
He doesn’t know whar he will do when
he sees them. There was a time when he.
wanted to take an axe to them. Now he
wants to sit down with them and look
themn in the eye. There is still truth to dis-
cover: which askard it was, in those camps
in Swaziland, whom Phila had austed so
deeply that she followed him to the‘ren-
dezvous that led to her death. If the po-

- hicemen will reveal that last segment of the
 truth, Nason might have it in himself ta

forgive them. ;

OYCE MTIMKULUrhas cast her eyes o
the men who murdered her ‘son. Ev-

ery day for a week in late September
she sat on the stage of Centenarv Hall, in
Port Elizabeth, 'as her lawyers grilled two
East Cape policemen, Nic van Rensburg
and Gideon Nieuwoudt, sitting twenty
feet away. In 1982, the two men had de-
nied having anvthmg to do with her son’s
disappearance; fifteen years later, they ap-
plied for amnesty for their parf in his mur-
der. (Two other oﬂicgrs have also re-
quested amnesty in 'the. case’) Tt does not
‘appear to be repentance that has brought
them here to Centenary Hall but fear of
prosecution. Joyce is a fierce woman of

' sixty-one, with a scornful laugh for all the
hies that these men—through their law-

. A SPRING PREVIEW
BY MICHAEL ROBERTS

KNEE PROBLEMS

new, longer-line suit for spring.

“ IT looks so fresh,” Bill Blass says of his

With its prison-governess skirt

ending well below the knee, this sober out-
fit—essential for that select lunchtime ban-~
quette on the sunny side of Cell Block H—
is indeed fresh in heralding a plunge into
lower hentlines. Goodbye, then, to this sea-
son’s thigh-high eighties-revival micro-
murus, and hello to next seasen’s elongated,
matrbnly outhts from the New York con-
fingent of international designers. Mature

and adult—fashion euphemisms for aging -

and frumpy—are now likely to become
buzzwords of chic. Think gray. Think
dowdy.. Think Norman Bates’s mother.

At Oécar de la Renta and Isaac Miz-
rahi, attenuated uptown suits and over-
the-knee dreéses are the news; for the ter-
minally hip downtown designer Marc
Jacobs, it's below-the-knee organza skirts,
Anna Sui; on the other hand, has opted
for a knee-length perkiness, using Indian

saris from her bohemian busload of

. springtime inspirations-—a pileup of

Brigirte Bardot, the Duchess of Windsor,
surf punk, urban tiibalism, Asian bric-a-
brac, and psychedelic prints. Rifat Ozbek,
in his first New York show, shares Sui’s
thing for cross-cultural references (surf
girls meet Haitians on a voodoo binge),
but next to her he comes across as practi-
cally a minimalist. Geoffrey Beene is toy-
ing nostalgically with ballerina-length
hostess skirts; Wynn is having a creative
moment with droopy pink nylon; Michael
Kors has cropped hisgigusers (“This
length thing is much more about pants”);

Ralph Lauren has given his knee-length,

calf~ ~length, -and in-between-length col-

.Ié¢tion a thitties boudoir look; and Calvin

Klein is focussing on the ankle with bil-
lowing silk parachute dresses, which, for
reasons best known to him, end in draw-
string hems.

. As for sex, which was all over the Fu-
ropean catwalks: Daryl K is putting gyne-
cologically suggestive inserts in her long-

;line dresses. Spocky has a tarty longer
look called Punk Marilyn. And John

Bartlett calls his synthetic-gold pencil

-skirt Fetish, though he could just as

readily have called it Mistake. —M.R.

BARTLETT




B ygrs—mbave told et “But now she hopes S
- [ qhat they will tell the truth, for it is acon-
_1-dition "of amnesty,. She starés at them
+ |- acréss the stage, . hstcmng through ear-
s phonés as their.answers, delivered in Af-
o | rikazns, are translated into hef; native
: :Xhosa Five hundred-odd. spectators
- nearly all of them tOWl'lShlP peoPk:, sitin
1 the hall hsterung to. everyword '
| % - The cop named:van chsburg wears
’glasses ‘he has a snub nose, arid 1 deep -
| furrow’ down the: middle of his forehiead;
~his:mouth is small anid tight, and wher he
| talks he says as- httle as he can. N1euwoudt_ .
I has long '1dcburns arid a face” shaped like :

a spade; his tegth are spaced - wide apart,
and when he occaaonally srmles orsmirks
you see that the upper row is ‘broken and
twisted. He keeps.his ariswers short— |

' d thcm In anothcr hcanng,
had kﬂledhutolookhlmﬂlthe

eye'rg;ﬁ_d agk for forgwencss ‘And the;; did. -
Buthere in Port Elizabeth the eyes of vie- -
timand pe ctrator do not meet. - :

drer to
aans. From schoo}’boycotts,
still in his t'eens, moved into the

him in. the arm: When he regained con-

r Honor,” _“No,Your Hongr™—
"t]oy(-:e Mtlmkulu’s unrelentmg :

o had lost his wife asked the

: ., flistributing anti-Republic Day -,
"+ .pamphlets. I Apiil of 1981, the'police

* | ‘brokeup.an anu—Repubhc Day demonstra-

| tion'in the market square in the Port Eliza-

| beth towpship of Kwazakele, where the

Mitimkulps hve. They:comeréd Siphiwo . -

- in an alley off Daku Streét. Theytoldhnn_. :

to tome out, and when he did they shot

smousncss,l he was bemg beaten in the Jo-
cal police s s{“atlon For the next six months,

'hc was hefd m vzmous detentlon centers

. in the Port Elizabeth area, including the

notodous sixth floor of the Sanlam Build-

ing, a grimy. former msurancc—compg.ny'
.headqua.tters ‘where; while traffic on an
- overpass bciow drowncd out:the rioise, the

. police. would beat up: local-activists. In -
1977, they had knocked Steve Biko's head

agamst a radiator in- Room - 619 of the

‘Sanlam, and he had died of his isjuries. -
-Activists who survived a visi to the San- *

larn say. that the chkmg began as soon as

: they got you into the elevator. The black
cops had to-show espemal keenness to’
their white masters. Black hands were
nearly always holding you when the po-.
lice forced a wet towe] over your nose and "

mouth until you choked and lost con-
sciousness. Black hands were nearly al-

ways holdmg youwhen the police plunged

‘_ your head into a bath untll you chokcd _
' _and nearly drowned. '

-Siphiwo Mtimkulu cndurcd $ix months

_ of this kind of treatment. Once ‘he told
his mother, Nieuwoudt took him out to

Jefirey’s Bay. The beaches are parncula.dy

* beautiful ‘there, windswept and remote. .-
"The cops rammed a hood over Siphiwo's
' head and chained his hands behind his
ld choke. T thosc hea_rmgs it -
', _ oth v1ctlm and torturer had to

back, so that, as he sat o the rocks, he

‘kiiew he was on the beach only from |
 the sound of the waves and the spray
 that chilled him to the core. He could
‘smell a hazz—A.ﬁ.’lkaans for ba.rbccue” '
“ nearby. When the cops bad finished with
“their sparcnbs, they tessed the bones at
his feet. '

Theywefe the iords of the Eastem Cape,

» ghose policeme. They held the townships

" in: terror, and even now when Joyce talks
" about Gldeon Nieuwoudt hc lowcrs her :
. voice to-a whisper. It-isafit 2
* fear s0 muchi as awe at his mahgmty
camne the ¢ne who Ied&mboycotts, mardies_,: e
nstrations against the regime’s 'Afncan police just shot people—they did

The.re had been:a time when the, Smllth

ol . 80 at Sharpéville in 1960-~and left them
e thclrlessons in the hated lan- -

to die ini the dust for all the world to see.

.But then the world turned South Africa

' ;mto a. patiah, and the black. corn unity
refused to be intimidated, and the eglme
“began experimenting with tortures—Ilike

the wet tdwel—appropnate to 2 human-.

. rights age, to a time when, even ini South

" Africa, the.police couldn’t afford to release --

prisoners with marks on their bodiks:
Just before Slphlwo was teleated; in
October, 1981, the police began

pohcemzm s wives, He ate the megls, but
after he-was released he rapidly hccame
Hll—so ill; Joyce ; remnerpbers, that he had

' to crawl to the bathroom to vomiit; Then

his hair began to come out'in tufts; Joyce
still hias that curly black hair in a plastic

rbag When she, takes the hair outlof the
“bag, she poirits to the- dried | portions of his
“scalp that are still sticking-to it. A
. ¢ologist. at Groote Schuur HospltaL in®
Cape Town, figuired cut that Siphiwo had . -

tox1-

been poxsom:d with thalliun, an odorless,

' ;tasteless substance iised to poison rats.

The: poisoning left- Siphiwo, partly para-

- lyzed; “These: Boeis have ﬁmshed me, " he

told his mothcr T :

- When Slphlwo was released &om hos-
pltal in January of 1982; and flew Back to
Port Ehzaheth, his friends were thiere to
‘greet him and take himn off the plam ina

wheelchair, By then, the papers were filled - |
cwith allegations that the police had poi-
. soned him. There :are photographs in
-+ Joyce's album of a smiling Siphiwo, in his
- wheelchiair, add.ressmg crowded meetings

of students. Also, i December of 1981
he had made an unusual move; he filed
suit against the police a]lecrmg torture.
Three months later, he ﬁled anol:her suit,

: aﬂegmg poisoning;

“On April 14, 1982, Slph.two and his
friend Topsy Madaka set out in Madaka’s
Mazda for him to get a checkup at a local

- hospital and then to meet a woman at the

Hohday Inn in downtown Port Elizabeth.
A few days later, the police came to the
Mitimkulus' tiny four-reom house and

“told Joyce and her husband, Sipho, that

they had found Madaka’s car abandoned
at a crossing point into neighboring Le-
sotho. Siphiwo and Topsy, they said, had
escaped to join the AN.C. For a time,
Joyce believed the story; she even went to
Lesotho herself, accompanied by some lo-
cal white activists, to see whether she
could find him. :
Joyce is bitter about how the police

- maliciously kept her hopes alive. Behind .

it all was Nieuwoudt. She swears-that he

edmg o
_him up with meals brought in from out-
“side—and cooked, they said, by the




once came to her house himself, disguised
as a Methodist preacher, wearing a dog
collar and with g Bible in his hand.

I 1990, when Nelson Mandela was freed,
the exiles camehome. It was then, while
everyone elsé was celebrating the birth of
a new South Affrica, that Joyce finally had
to admit that her son must be dead. Soon
afterward, renegade members of police hit
squads began confessing their part in the
drty war of the nineteen-eighties.

In April, 1996, the Truth Commission
held hurnan-rights hearings in Port Eliza-
beth to enable victims to testify. once
Mtimkulu went to a packed hall in the
East London section, to testify in the
presence of Bishop Destnond Tutu. Law-
yers for the police filled injunctions pre-
venting her from taking the stand: When
they told her she could not testify, the
- shock was so great that she fainted and
had to be helped from the hall. Sipho sat
stunned, tears streaming down his face.

When Joyce finally did get the op-
portunity to testify, later that year, she
made it clear that the truth ‘that mattered
to her had to be very extensive and very
precise, the kind of truth that gives a per-
son closure: “Where did they take him?
Who handed him over to them? What
did they do to him? Where did they leave
the bones of my child?” But it was not
until the last available moment, in mid-
December of 1996, when Nieuwoudt
and van Rensburg finally applied for am-
nesty, that Joyce began to get the answers.

Now, in the September amnesty hear-
ings, she is face to face with them at last,
and she hears them tell the story in their
own words. She learns that while she was
in the Emanuel Church in Kwazakele,
being told how she must persevere and
endure the bonidage of the Pharaoh, they
were going to churches on the other side
of town, which told them that apartheid
belonged to the eternal order of things.
Siphiwo had said that he was fighting so
that blacks and whites could live in the
same nice brick houses. Nieuwoudt and
van Rensburg had ‘been told they were
fighting a “total onslaught” from Com-
murists, and that such a fight is not con-
ducted by Queensberry rules, with one
arm tied behind your back. '

Nicuwoudt and van Rensburg now
‘testify that they began planning Siphiwo's

murder two days after he lodged his second

lawsuit; they had considered rearresting
him’ and deporting him but had rejected
such optxons because—the po1somng hav-

/m'b ‘ -
Tm glad we won, and I hope that someday we'll have a
universizj: that our football team can be proud of.”

[ ]

ing made him mnto a martyr—another ar-
rest would spark riots in the townships.
Informers in Topsy Madaka's circle
tipped them off that the two young men
were heading for the Holiday Inn. The
police stopped Topsy's car and, after get-
ting in, told them to drive east. Along the

- way, Nieuwoudt told them to stop, to buy
“ajerrican of gasoline, and he put it in the

trunk. Then they drove for an hour or so
to ‘a deserted police station called Post
Chalmers, in the middle of the country-
side. Now, as Joyce listens intently through
her headphones, van Rensburg’s lawyer
leads him through his testimony, reveal-
ing the truth in'laconic Afrikaang

‘Was the ?hm to chiminate the two de-
ceased there:
Yes.
Did you carry the two deceased outside?
Yes.
Did you then shoot Siphiwe Mtimkale?
Correct.
‘What did you do with the corpses?
‘We placecf them on the firewood.

The you poured gasoline on them?
Yes.

Eei

Ll

Was the fire lit for the purposes of burn-
ing the corpses?

Yes.

Did it burn for approximately & hours?

Yes.

Did you then take the remains, place
them irea garbiage bag and dhpnqc_ of them
in the Fish Riv Lr>

es.

As the crowd in the hall hears this, it

~ makes a sound like a rising surge of the sea.

Joyee, who has been accompanied by Siph-
iwo's two children, begins to weep. Truth
Commission assistants stoke her shoulders.
The police watch Jovee crying. There is no
expression on their faces. One of the de-
fense lawyers is heard eo mutrer in Afnkaans
on an open microphone, as he watches the
tamily break down, “Fifteen yvears later, and
now they are fucking enving tor the first tme.”

HEN Niewvoudt takes the stand,
hastily scrawled posters are being

waved in the hall. They are held up to-
ward the police and the\ say “No amnesty
for liars” and *Tell us the truth.” The pre-




siding commissigner, Justice Andrew
Wilson, asks for them to be lowered.
Slowdy and unw;ﬂmggly, the crowd puts
the posters down.

Nieuwoudt confesses that he shot Topsy
Madaka with a single bullet from his ser-
vice revolver. He admits that he spent six
hours ‘turning the bones of Topsy and
Siphiwo over in the fire so that they

- would-be hurmed to ash. He says that he

was the one who scooped the cold ash
mto a garbage bag ind dumped it in the
Fish River. But he denies torturing’ any=.

- one. A thin smirk crosses his hps “It was
. the strategy of some detaniees after they
- were released o claim that they had been

' tortured in order to prove that they had not

been informers,” he says. Suddenly, one of
Joyce's grandchildren, sitting twenty feet
from Nieuwoudt, leaps to her feet, runs
forward, and shouts, “You are dogs and
Hars! Why do you not tell the truth?” As
security-stafi members from the Truth
Commission lead her back to her seat, Nieu-

- woudt watches her go, his face empty and

indifférent: ‘

The hearings last tor five days. To the
end, Nicuwoudt and van Rensburg deny
any role in Mtimkulu's poisoning, and
refuse to admit that they torrured him.

If the catharsis promised by the Truth -

Commisston depends on the exchange of
forgiveness for contrition, of absolution
for apology, no catharsis occurs. As the
hearings draw to a close, theére is one
staternent that scems to infuriate Joyce
more than any other—a contention by
Nieuwoudt that he gave her son sleeping
tablets before shooting him. She ex-
plodes, crying out, “That is not the truth!
I am sure Nieuwoudt wanted him to
know ‘[ am goirg to kill you now.” They
are still telling lies. Slphlwo suffered be-
fore he died. 1 know this.”

NE evening, I spend some time
with three of the amnesty com-
mnissioness, 1n the Kiuger Guest House,
in the suburbs of Port Elizabeth, an en-
clave of doilied gentility where they take
refuge every night dfter the hearings.
Chnis de Jager is an Afrikaner politician
in his late fifties, with the thin, ruddy fage
of a farmer. Tt pains him~—and angers
him, too—that the policemen keep say-
1ng they did what they did in his name,

in the defense ‘of the Afrikaner peos.

ple. He had known that there were hit
squads, he says, but he had never imag-
ined their extent, the sheer number of
people killed. And, concemning the sto-
ries of bodies being burned and bones

“‘Fuen more dangerous t/.mn crossing the road is being mzde? cooked.”

being crushed and dumped in nvers, he
says, “The way some of the killings were
done really shocked me.”

Andrew Wilson, a bluff liberal Su-
preme Court Justice, knows that the
hearings, during which the crowd dances
around the hall at recess, and people
shout abuse at the perpetrators, are not
normal courtroom procedure. The hear-
ings-are a ritual of empowerient, in
which people who, in Desmond Tutu’s
words, were “treated like rubbish” all
their lives get to be:treated like citizens.

- Wilson knows that fhey have waited ity

years, in some cases, for this moment,

“and he lets them have their say. But the

hearings never degenerate into mob jus-
tice: when he tells people to put their
posters away and sit down, they do.
There is discipline here~~a complicity
between the judges and a huge crowd to
keep the proceedings fmr, even to the
perpetrators.

Finally, there is Ntsiki Sandi, a small,
burly Xhosa lawyer in his twenties, with
a background in human-rights law. The
hearings that shook him were in the
white areas' up north, where black ac-
tivists sought amnesty for killing white
farmers. The farmers would see a car by
the side of the road with a wheel off, and
they would stop to help, and then they
would be killed. “It made me mad thar
people would be tricked like this,” he
says. He, like de Jager, has come a con-
siderable distance from old certainties.

The three commissioners travel the
country together, hearing cases, sleeping
in guesthouses that Sandi wouldn't have
been allowed to set foot in a decade ago.
Despite the fact that de Jager will tefl vou.
in an idle moment, that the separate de-
velopment of races might not have heen
a bad 1dea and could have had 4 fuaure it
it hadn't been torced on the blacks, the
commissioners manage to hammer out
Lmammous .lll‘lﬂtf"vn J‘-‘TLL“]L[\[’\

But the case of Nmuwoudr and van
RLmburg will test their unanimity.
Sandh scems 1o see it as 1 pure and -
ple police coverup. They poisoned an ac-
tivist; when he survived and threatened
to blow their cover, thev killed him.
Nothing political in that, he says, noth-
tng that meets the amnesey: criterion.
And, because they won't admit o the
poisoming, thev haven't met the tull-
disclosure criterion, cither. The commis-
stoners don't announce their decision at
the hearings: it will come out as a writ-




where 1 always sit, as it did

'FATHER'S .OLD BLUE CARDIGAN

) Now it hangs on the badc of the latchen (:hau'

-on the back of the Iqtchen chair Where he always sat.

I putit on Whenever 1 come in,

as he: Chd ‘stamiping -
' ‘the snow ﬁ'om his boots.

) one aware of how much human. bemgs
need to believe that theybelong to'arroral v

I put it on and sit In the dark

He would not have done this.

" His laws were a secret.

But I remember the moment at Whlch I knew .
. he was gorng mad inside his laws. . /

_ Coldness comes paring’ down from the moonbone in the sky

'He was standing at the turn of the drrveway when I arrived.
He had on-the blue card1gan with the buttons done up a]l'

* the way to the top.
Not only because it was a hot

but the look on his face—

- as a small child who has Been
* i the morning -

_for-a long mp

July aftemoon

3

dressed by some aunt early '

‘on cold trains and wmdy platforms - . .
‘will sit very straight at the edge of hrs seat
while the shadows Jike long ﬁngers , ’

over the haystacks that sweep past |

keep shockmg ‘him

because he is riding backwards.

~

<

U otent Judgment, sometime before Chiristmas.

- The reality is that, when you trade
amm@mty

- owith TUFder, Sometimes that reality -
u il w1th rage: She
rmght ‘have been wﬂ]mg to forgive her

- son’s killers, but théir effrontery—Nieu-

. woudt’s smirks, the lawyer's comments

- under his breath, the injur};ctions pre=

- venting her testimony, the perpetrators

. refusal to say one word of regret—is be-

- gihning to make Her long for punish-
_ ment, At the Kruger Guest House, Nisiki

Jager

4

—ANNE ‘CARSON

agrees: Pohcemen who knew they were

almost entlrely safe d.rd come forward.”

MNESTY may be necessary simply be-
cause apartheid managed to cover -

the traces of most of its crimes. Its stfrle»

of repression: becaine ever more secretive,
so that white South Affieans like Chris de .
wouldn’t know what was presemng
their suburban villas and hish yalled gar-

dens, and so that the international com-

' munity, which denounced apartherd in

the-abstract, wouldn’t have any idea just

. Sandinods, and- says,  YesrFundesstand— tiow much k]]]mgwas done: In the repres-

hat feelmg of rew]sron But de Jager

ston that is characteristic of a human-

- righits era, such killing must be secret, It
must be hidden. In this context, truth be— ,

cornes a'kind of Justice.

' Watehmg a socrety struggle with the 3

7 truth and moral’ | reparation; the restttchmg.“._

' Where evildoers everitiially face thie Corise
. quences of what they have.done: : :

 is perhaps the deepest yeammg of a]l, af
“ter decades of infamy. i

' pable ah aim to be acb.reved by any com--
- men and women: of the Truth Conums— :
' sion thought they ‘could draw 2 line un- -

. . der'the past and tumn to d clean’ page.. But
- veterans of the process are now coming to -

~ sion fo never-entirely trust their pohce— .

[STTLETITIYEY RV a.uuiceLy GLEALECD WLIGL NG

. thinks- about Justu:e It 15 assocrared W1t11

‘bars. Biit i can aléo mean someﬂung clse

'together of 2 moral world, Where 501is anid
daugliters do not dlsappear i thi ,_rught -

Tfle hearings in Centenary Hﬂ]l malee

order. What propelsJoyce Mtimkuhiznd
. Nason Ndwandwe and the hundreds of
. families, both black and white, to corne -

before the "Truth Comimission is the im-"
pulse to créate a public realtn wheré truth
~ -+ is truth and Jies are lies, where'actionis are -
- held accountable; where the state 45 held ~

to certain standards: In South Aﬁuca, that -

A moral order is too. large and Imp‘al-f -

mission: Perhaps, at the béjzinninig; the:

terins “with the fact that their. work will - .

never be over. Violence insinuated-itself - :

into the heart of thie country's i institations, - -

~ into each race’s loyalty to its own. It will ,‘ __.:f

take generations to eliminate that vio- "

lence, but atleast now there is some mea— 3
" -sure of shared truth about it. Tt is justas .|t
well, perhaps, that:South Aficans have - || -

learned enough truth from the commis- " -’

‘men—ind edch cthe; L. L
The Truth Commission - draws to a.

" close next summer, when it issues its i+ |

final report. Those who took part—the ]

judges, the.investigators, many. of the *

victims—feel that they have- helped the
counitry heal itself. Not all the hidden *. .|

graves have been found; not all the hid~
. den injuries hiave been expesed Buteven- - -
. wally the pursuit of justice, truth; and =

reparation—the reckomngmth the prase— - Al

must give way to a reckoning with the fu- 13
ture.- Nason Ndwaridwe miay never know .|
who betrayed his daughter, and he may -

ultimately decide that he does notwant to :

‘know; there have been enough revenge, |
killings of askaris as it is. Joyce l\/ltlmkulu
‘came to the end of the hearmgs in Port -
Elizabeth and, neither happy norrecon-"
- ciled, mghec? Ii:’s over.” She kriows that - |

her son's bones will £ never be recovered. + .




