stajas, vienigi lai pozétu ka

Meés izrevidgjdm midzikas veikalu un apstaigdjdm rajonu. Tad arf mas atklgjdm "Mambo". N&-
kamajd vakard més atkldjdm Svidu Svidu de Briselu spél&jam mazd gardZas bara turpat aiz std-
ra. Kops ta laika turpmakos sesus gadus braucdm uz Briseli, cik bie3i vien bija iesp&jams, - daz-
k&rt pat cetras piecas reizes gada. Ne tikai augu nakti dejot “Mambo" un klaustties Svida Svida
spéléSana, bet arT uz citu zairiesu grupu koncertiem, kuru rikotaji celoja pa Eiropu, tadu gandriz
nekad nedabija vizas un darba atl|aujas, lai uzstatos Lielbritanija.

Katru koncertu filmaja video, lai p&c grupas triumfalas atgrieSsanas no Eiropas turnejas ra-
ditu Zairas televizijd un izplatitu zairieSu kopienam visa pasaulé.

Vienvasar mé&s bijam "Mambo” k&da sestdienas vakars. Kilubs bija gandriz tukss, jo bijam ieradu-
Sies par agru. Lai k& centdmies, vienmar gadij@s atbraukt priekslaikus. Lai cik v&lu més ierastos, vi-
si citi sapulcgjas vél vBlak. Ta més s&déjam un klausijdmies miziku, uztverdami pretimsaédosSo zairie-
Su nejausos, sajisMmindtos, bet nervozos skatienus, lidz bara iendca tris Vi, Vini skali sarungjas sa-
v8 starp8, demonstrativi iek&rtojas pasa tuksa8s deju zales vidO un visai pasaulei izskatij@s pé&c poli-
cistiem, kas &rpus deZlras nepareizajd vietd un nepareizajd laikd meklé kadas nekartibas.

Més veérojam svesinieku kaitinoSo uzvedibu un pamanijam, ka zairiesi mierigi izliekas vinus nemaz
neredzam. mmmmmmmWéaruvaMunmaﬁ&mMWm
ﬂmmm.mmmwhmmmﬁsmmwjm.

Ap diviem naktl klubs bija tik parpildits, ka bija grati parvietoties un |audis dejoja arT gaitenos.
Mazika bija |oti skala, gaiss - elektriz&ts, un Mm&s mMacijamies dejot &frik@nu ritmu pavadiba.

P&c k&da laika atkal iebraucam Brisel&. Otra pils&tas galéd tikko bija atvéries jauns nakts-
klubs, un Mé&s nol@mam to izmeadinat. Devamies turp, cik v8lu vien vargjam, un itin driz visi jau
I8k&ja. Ap trijiem durvis ar troksni atv@ras un bara atkal iebrazas policija. ledegas visas lampas,
mdzika apklusa, policisti sastajas gar sienam un noblokéja visas izejas. Soreiz visiem bija japa-
liek kluba. Més périaidam skatienus z&lei un redz8jam kadu satrauktu policistu knibinamies ap
savu ieroci. Radas iespaids, ka vini patieSa&m ir sagatavojusies uz nepatikSanam.

Kads maza auguma virsnieks nostajas pie durvim un pavélgja: "Papiers... papiers.” Cits poli-
cists apstaig8ja telpu, savakdams dokumentus, kamér tas pretéjd pusé joproj&m nervozi bak-
stija saujamriku. Kad pien&ca misu karta, mas paradijam savas pases, ko vins steigsSus pakam-
pa. Likas - pag8ja vesela miZiba, lidz visus papirus sameta viend kaudzg uz galda.




We checked out the record shop and wandered around the area. It was then that we discovered
Mambo. The next night we discovered Swede Swede de Bruxelles playing in a small garage bar
around the corner. From then on, for the next six years, we went back to Brussels as often as pos-
sible, sometimes four or five times a year; not only to dance the night away at Mambo and see
Swede Swede play, but also for concerts of other bands from Zaire touring Europe and who almost
never got visas and work permits to play in Britain.

Each concert was videoed, to be shown later on TeleZaire when each band returned triumphant
from a tour of Europe, and to be distributed to Zairian communities all over the worild.

One Saturday night in summer we were in Mambo. The club was almost empty, we were too
early. No matter how we tried we were always too early; no matter how late we arrived, everyone
else seemed to arrive later. As we sat there drinking and listening to the music,; catching sight of
the occasional, fascinated but nervous, glances of the Zairians sitting opposite us; in walked three
men. They talked loudly to each other and placed themselves conspicuously in the middle of the oth-
erwise empty dance floor looking for all the world like off-duty policemen looking for some action in
the wrong place at the wrong time.

We watched them as they made a nuisance of themselves and noticed that the Zainians quietly
condition of the place and racist comments about the kind of people who would come to such a dive.
After a while they got bored of standing in the limelight, drawing attention to themselves, and so left.

By two o'clock the club was so packed you could hardly move and people were dancing in the cor-
ridors. The music was loud, the atmosphere was electric and we were discovering how to dance on
the spot to African music.

Some time later we were back in Brussels. A new nightclub had just opened on the other side
of the city and we decided to try it out. We got there as late as we could and soon the place was
jumping. At around three the doors flew open and once again the police flooded inside. On came all
the lights, the music was stopped, the paolice lined the walls and blocked all the exits. This time every-
one was being kept inside the club. We looked across the room and saw a worried looking policerman
fingering his gun. It seemed that they were really expecting trouble.

A short police officer stood near the door and gave an order: “Papiers... papiers.” Another went
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Policistu prieksnieks pagsjas uz priek$u, pan&ma pirmo pagadijusos personas apliecibu un
nesteidzigi izp&tija. Atradis to par pienemamu, ving k& prazdams skal|i nolasija Tpasnieka vardu,
asicinGddams vinu paradities apskatiSanai, lai, ja viss batu k&rtiba, atdotu dokumentu péc piede-
ribas. Kad virsnieks méginaja izburtot vardu, ikvienam kluva skaidrs, ka ving nekad nav madiies
lingalu (Zairas oficig@lo valodu) un visa vingringSanas Sajd Mméalé vinam aprobeZosies ar $o nakti.

Kad policists jau kérés pie tre$a méginajuma, kads izlaboja vina izrunu un pana&cis prieksa,
lai smaididams savaktu savus papirus. Tadu Virs savu pienakumu uztvéra |oti nopietni. Ta tur-
pin8jas ldz pat tresSajam neizlas&majam vardam, tikai nu vinam palidz&ja divas tris sievietes, iekams
vardu izdevas atpazit un k&ds izn&ca prieksa.

Pie tresa varda virsnieks sa&ka aptvert savu k|odu un stostidamies meginaja vélreiz izrunat
uzrakstito, bet vinam atkal talkd n&ca pulcing sieviesu, kas kikin&damas un térgadamas dazadi
atkartoja vaBrdu, ldz k&ds tajd atpazina savéjo. Gaisotne skita pamazam mainamies, jo zairietes
nogurdinoso parbaudijumu parvérta televizijas spélei dziga izklaida.

Parégjie policisti mulsi blenza uz savu prieksnieku un kluva arvien nervozaki. Vini vairs nebija
situBcijas noteic&ji. Més paraudzZij@mies uz kluba saimnieku, kurs raustija plecus un lik8s sakam -
ja jau nd8ksies te palikt augu nakti, der&tu arT k&da mazika. Aiz muguras klusitém sa&ka spélét -
tik klusu, ka cauri sievieSu smiekliem un t&rgadm gandriz neko nevaréja saklausTt.

It k& méginadams atglt zaudéto cienu un teikSanu, virsnieks pané&ma misu pases, nosauca
vérdus, un mé&s tOda| visi k& viens devamies t&m pakal. Tadu nakamais vards bija Tsta sodiba,
pagsja vismaz desmit mindtes, ldz k&ds to atzina par savéjo, un Soreiz visapkart valdija nesl&p-
ta jautriba. Mazika k|luva mazliet skal@ka, un divas vecakas sievietes brasi piecélas, lai dotos uz
deju gridu un uzsaktu |IEnu deju.

Ar n8kamo vardu gaja vél trakdk, un, kad dokuments beidzot nonaca Tstajgs rokas, visi k-
smoja un sita plaukstas. V&l kadi divi tris cilvéki s8ka dejot, un m&s nervozi pievienojd@mies Vi-
niem uz deju gridas. Pie n8kama magingjuma smiesanas jau kluva vizdeguniga, un més sakam
raizéties par turpindjumu.

Piepesi nokaitindtais virsnieks, sarkans no dusmam, nosvieda rok&s tursto apliecibu uz gal-
da un p&c tam nikni izm&ta8ja visu kaudzi pa gridu. Tad ving pagriez&s un metas lauka pa dur-
vim. Paréjie policisti IBnam sekoja vinam, raudzidamies, lai neatrastos ar muguru pret mums,
idz visi cits p&c cita bija aizg8jusi.

Gaisma turpindja degt tiesi tik ilgi, kam&r katrs atrada savus dokumentus. Maziku tOda| uz-
grieza pilnd skaluma, tadu ta arvien v&l nesp8ja parskanét llksmo un troksnaino pdli. Saimnieks
uzsauca dzeramo visiem kl&tesosajiem, un M&s atgriez&mies savas vietas pie bara letes. Kad
bijdm apsé&dusies, vecais zairietis blak&m pasOpoja galvu un, pagriezies uz madsu pusi, sacia:
“Tas ir Mobutu... ving ir pagalam.” :

Pirmaja reiz&, kad més lksela redz&jam Svidu Svidu de Briselu un péc vina uzstasanas slais-
tiidmies apkart pa klubu, pie mums piend&ca skanotajs, jauns zairietis, un anglu valoda jautsija,
vai mizika esot patikusi. Noklausijies sajOsmin&to atbildi, vinsg sacia - ja jau mums patikot, va-
jagot braukt uz Zairu, uz Kinsasu un Matongas novadu. Jo tur, vins teica, tadu spél&jot cau-
ram diendm un naktim visd&s malas.

Tad vins lepni piemetingja: “Ta& jOs aizbrauksiet, atgriezisieties, pardosiet visu, kas vien jums
pieder, un dosieties atpaka|, lai dzivotu laimigi fidz ma2a galam.” Més vinam tic&jam, tadu attei-
c&m, ka nekadi nevaram braukt, kamér vien Mobutu ir pie varas.

Gadu gaitd mums daudzreiz vaicdja, kad més brauksot uz KinSasu un Matongu. Miasu atbil-
de palika nemainiga. Kaut arT gandriz visus sastaptos zairieSus varétu saukt par politiskajiem
(t.i., ekonomiskajiem) b&gliem, sSkita, ka mdsu atrunas neatstd] nekadu iespaidu. Dazi sprieda,
ka p&c Mobutu blisot vél sliktak, citi iebilda: "Bet jas tadu varat brivi celot.”

Beigu beigds Mobutu - viens no 20. gadsimta noturigékajiem diktatoriem un pasaules baga-
ta8kajiem cilvékiem - tika gazts. Valsts apvé&rsumu sarikoja nevis demokratijas aizstavju kustiba,
bet Lorenss Kabili no Zairas austrumiem.

Tsi p&c tam mé&s devamies uz stadionu pie bédigi slavend Broadwater Farm Estate Totnema.
Vasaras tur katru svétdienu notiek Londonas zairiesu futbola komandu sacensibas. DaZreiz
spélé arT dziva midzika, un sievietes tirgo svaigi ceptas zivis, galu un ledusaukstu alu. Viriesi lep-




slowly around the room collecting identity cards one by one, as the policerman opposite looked around
nervously and fiddled with the gun. When he got to us we presented him with our passports, which
he snatched from us. After what seemed an extraordinarily long time all the papers were thrown
together in a large pile on a table.

The officer in charge then stepped forward and picked up an |-D card at random and slowly looked
it over. When he was satisfied with it he read out the name as best he could, for the owner to step
forward to be identified, and if all was in order, to have the document returned to them. As he attermpt-
ed to read out the name it became clear to everyone that he had not had any lessons in Lingala (the
official language of Zaire) and that the whole exercise was going to take the rest of the night.

He was trying for the third time to pronounce the name when someone spoke up and correct-
ed his pronunciation and then stepped forward to collect their papers with a smile. The officer how-
ever was taking his duty very seriously. So onto the next unpronounceable name, the same thing,
only this time two or three women tried to help the officer out, until the name was recognized and
someone stepped forward.

By the third name, the officer began to realise his mistake, and stuttering, tried again to pro-
nounce the name, only to be helped out again now by a group of women, who began giggling and
talking as they repeated the name in various ways until someone recognised the sound of their own
name. The atmosphere slowly seemed to change, as the Zairian women gradually turned the whole
tedious exercise into a version of a television game show.

The rest of the police began to look at the officer bewildered and got even more nervous. They
were losing control of the situation. We looked at the owner of the club who shrugged and seemed
to say that if we were going to be here all night we may as well have some music. The music was
then turned on very low behind us and could hardly be heard above the women's debate and giggling.

Perhaps in an attempt to restore some authority and recover his dignity the officer picked up
our passports, read out our names and we straightaway stepped forward one at a time to collect
them. However, the next name was a disaster and took a good ten minutes for anyone to claim it
and this time there was open laughter all around. The music grew slightly louder and two older
women bravely got up, went to the dance floor, and started to dance slowly.

It was even worse with the next name and everyone cheered and applauded when the |-D was
finally returned to its owner. Two or three more people began to dance and we nervously joined them
on the dance floor. At the next attempt the laughter was becoming contemptuous and we began to
get worried about what might happen next. Suddenly the officer, red in face with anger and embar-
rassment, threw down the |-D card he was holding onto the table and then scattered them all across
the floor in anger. He turned and stormed out of the front door. The rest of the policermen retreat-
ed from the club slowly, not turning their backs on us, until one by one they were gone.

The lights were left on just long enough for everyone to collect their papers. The music was imme-
diately turned up loud but still could not be heard above the laughter and merriment. The owner
offered everyone in the place a free drink and we returned to our stools by the bar. As we sat down
the old Zairian next to us shook his head and turning towards us said: "C'est Mobutu... il est fini.”

The very first time we saw Swede Swede de Bruxelles in Ixelles we were hanging around the club
after they had finished performing when the soundman, a young Zairian, came over to us and asked
us in English if we liked the music. Following our enthusiastic response he told us that if we liked this
music we must go to Zaire, to Kinshasa and to the Matonge district. Here he told us there is music
everyday and every night everywhere.

He then said with pride: “You will go there, come back home and sell everything and then go back
there to live, happy for the rest of your life.” We believed him, but replied that we could never go
while Mobutu was still in powenr.

We were asked many times over the years when we were going to Kinshasa and to Matonge.
We always gave the same answer. Although most Zairians we met could be described as political
(that is economic) refugees, our reason for Nnot going to Zaire never seemed to make any sense to
them. Some replied that it would be worse after Mobutu, others said: “But you are free to travel.”

Finally Mobutu, one of the longest surviving dictators of the twentieth century and one of the
world's richest men, was overthrown; not by the pro-Democracy movement but by a coup led by
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