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| RECENTLY received an extraor-
dnlmry picture, The story seconipa-
nyiug i is just as fascinating. It
teflects, in my view. the genius of

prayer.
The picture shows me and Dr
Nthato Motlana  and  Leonmd

Mosata soon after we were released
from Modder B prison in 1978,
Maothana was the chaitman of the

Comittee of Ten aud Mosala one

ol its members,

The picture was given to me by
MotTana, What is arresting sbout it
is the caption in Afrikaans which
sayst “Die eerste foto van dr
Nilwito Mutlana (middel) en e
Aggrey Klaaste (links), gewese
nuusvedakteur van die verbode
Weekend  World, en Leonard
Mosalu, *n lid van die Komitee van
Tien, na hul vevlating - wit dic
Madderbee gevangenis,” (The first
photo of Dr Nthato Motlana (cen-
tre) and messis Aggrey Klnaste

(left), former news  editor of
Weekend  World, and  Leonard
Mosala, a0 member  of  the

_ Commitice of Ten. after their

release from Modderbee prison.)

This is how we were released
from Maodder B after the governe
ment detained scores of leaders and
other less known people like e on
Qctober 19 1977,

That fateful day. the predeces-
sors to Sowetan, The World and
Weekend World, were banned, It
was called Black Wednesday,

We spent over six months -
including some very bud times over
Christmas and New Year -« in
Muodder B with pulitical, communi-
ty and business leaders of all per-
suasions from alt over the cowntry,

The power o
prayer made
us free men
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‘I could hear
the sounds of
freedom ~
women, children,
dogs barking - In

_Soweto ,

Desperately unhappy

After ploomily - gloomy because
some of us thought because we
were detained with so many big
shots, it would be a short juil spell
= spending Christmas 1977 behind
bars, and going into 1978 with lit-
tle hope of being refeased, 1 was
desperately unhappy.

A few months into the new year,
some people were released, We
were In the groups that followed,

We were taken o a car driven
by an Aftikaans member of the old
local authority called the Urban
Bantu Council.

We thought we were about to be
banished or deported,

We lad been detained under
Section 10 of the Internal Securily
Act, which meant you did not know
why you were in prison, and how
long you would be there.

We got into the car, with Dr
Motlany delivering an angry com-
mentary on what was tuking place
and asking where we were going.

I was nervous but pleased to
hear the sound of the Modder B
gates close behing us,

1 don't qualify to speak about
prison life. Aftce less than a year
“inside”, it scems pretty silly to
Iry and soumd like a scasoncd
Jaithird,

In any event, there we weie in
the cur, and on the way, this
Afrikanet gentlenum surprised us
by asking il he could piay!

I became seriously worried. Te

prayed, and this is the poim of

today's artivle.

In the presence of Dr Motlna,
who has his own views about miat
ters spiritual, T felt quite uncom-
fortable. T still feel uncomfortable
making this connection, but [ am
involved with u pumber of guys.
some of them Afrikaners, in driaw-
ing up reconciliation progranuncs
as the Truth and Recouciliation
Commission reaches its conelu-
sion.

Unbelievably buoyed

‘We entered Soweto in this surrcal
way. | was unhappy, also tremen-
dously cxcited, anxious, unbeliev-
ably buoyed about being fiee,

Last week 1 wrote how Henan
Charles Bosman described the feel-
ing.

We went to I Sipho
Nyuembezi's mansivon in Dicpkloof
and our amazement, confusion and
trepidation were now joined by
oulrage, Why were we being tuken
to this house?

Not to put 100 fine 4 poiut on it,
I>r Nyembezi was politically not in
the same leaguc as Dr Motlana, In
fact, poles wpart. What followed
was purc farce.

~ There were white ofticials from

the local (municipal) board and
some Afrikaans journalists in the
receplion comitlce.

The mere thought of making
deal with these guys was oulri-
geous. They were unctuous, apolo
getic, obnoxious.

Dr Motlana flew fnto a rage and
saitl if this was a deal about our
rclease, we were poing straight
buck to Modder B, | could smell
the intoxicating air of freedom. |
could hear the sounds of freedom -
women, childeen, dogs barking -
in Sowelo.

We spent half the night going
around this farcical situation, and
sutisticd that there was uothing sin-
ister about our relcase, we cvenly-
ally went homie.

Whalcver sinister plans were at
play, whatever political games the
government was playing out, the
remarkable prayer on the Modder
B-Benoni miain road worked,

It worked because we e oday
free men, duing what we should.



