HOPING AGAINST HOPE
A peacemaker’s perspective in Zimbabwe

When I woke up this morning I found myself singing the song, “We shall overcome: We shall overcome someday; deep in my heart I do believe we shall overcome someday”.

While still meditating upon the words of the song and wondering where on earth am I drawing such hope, my phone rang. That was about 4.45am Zimbabwean time.

The person on the line was a friend in Mount Darwin, a small town in Mashonaland Central province. She is a nurse by profession but along with other nurses has not been going to work for weeks now and technically the hospital she works at is down, and that is one of the biggest referral hospitals in the province.

What pained me most is she was celebrating and thanking God for a 20 kilogram pack of maize meal she got yesterday. To think of somebody of her profession celebrating over a small 20 kilogram pack of maize made my heart bleed. If nurses can view such as a privilege my question then was how is the ordinary person in Mount Darwin surviving and upon questioning she told me there is mass starvation.

My mind quickly went back to a meeting of pastors we had yesterday in Harare where a Bulawayo pastor explained how he recently buried eleven people who died not of cholera, not of HIV AIDS or any of those common diseases but people who died of starvation.
But still the words were coming and are still coming into my heart even as I write this, “We shall overcome someday”

I look outside my window, this is now 7.23 am Zimbabwean time, and crowds of people are queuing at a borehole we drilled at our place, (I stay in a church premise). What they are all hoping to get is at least a bucket of clean water as there has not been mains water in Warren Park for sometime. 

Something strikes me, within those waiting to get water are children of school going age who have not been going to school for weeks now as schools have technically closed as no teachers are reporting for duty.

I am still wondering where I am still getting my hope. Is there a reason to be hopeful in Zimbabwe? What with the news I received on Monday that my HIV positive sister, who lost her house during the election violence, was diagnosed TB but is failing to get the first course drugs. Even if she gets the drugs, where is she going to get the necessary nutrition along with many such people not only in Epworth where she stays but the country over?
Probably my hope is coming from the knowledge that God is always in control of situations and His knowledge is superior to ours. That is why this Sunday I shall ask the 250 membership of our church to dedicate some time to pray for Zimbabwe.

I still have hope.

If only we can build a strong nonviolent constituency at grassroots level, a community of peace lovers and peacemakers, the we can be assured that our suffering will not turn into violence and launch us into yet another vicious cycle. I reflect on the debate our youths had recently. The topic was, “Do I need peace or do I need food” Such is a reflection of the mood on the ground.
Still I do believe we shall overcome someday.

It is times like these that one really feels a need to be loved, a need to be supported, a need to be prayed for, a need to be remembered.

Is the world watching and waiting for a worse disaster or has the world become so blind and deaf that all the cries of the children of Zimbabwe are not loud enough to awaken it. I am always surprised by this paradox that when things were well in Zimbabwe, our peace initiatives used to get a lot of moral, material and financial support. Now that we are in a desperate need it seems everyone has joined the ever growing crowd of spectators watching the game unfolding in Zimbabwe. But the game may turn very nasty and even the spectators may end up wishing if only they had become involved.
But I still have hope. What drives my hope is at least I am doing the best I can. Even if my grandchildren will ask me where was I when all these things were happening, I will tell them. I will tell them that I traveled the country over attempting to create a culture of peace and nonviolence, I will tell them I initiated reconciliation programs, I will tell them I did the best I could. I will tell them I initiated programs to train young people in vocational skills in order for them to be productive, I will tell them I never kept quiet and I will tell them I allowed the whole community to come and have water at my place when Warren Park was dry. I will tell them we ran a small school for high school children at our church when all other public schools had no teachers.

I still have hope.

We shall overcome someday. 
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