AROUND THE WORLD

ARother is to vilify fhe efforts of the
pr@gressive forces gnd discredit the
realistic policy of the West Germa
leaders who advocatq normalization

relafjons between thg Federal Repubjic
of G§many and the JSoviet Union ghd
other YEuropean sociafist countries, gnd

to fr@strate the raification of Fthe
treatieddsigned by thq Federal Repgblic
with th§ USS.R. and Poland,

It is n§t by chance§that the piffce de
résistancd of the "grqy generaly’ me-
moirs, ac®rding to Pie Well, fis the

“revelatiolf about t§e fate off Martin
Bormann, c§ief of thq nazi pajty chan-
cellory, whd became ghe Fiihg¥r's right-

hand man i} the fifal perigd of nazi
rule. Many Westerr§ newsghpers and
magazines r&ported] that Jafter the

defeat of the Ynazis §Bormgnn fled to
Latin Americq underweft a plastic
operation to alfer hif apfearance, and
was hiding ther§ tojthigf day. Gehlen,
however, allege} tljat Bormann was
a “Soviet spy' ()} tit pe "fled to the
Russians and died§ij fhe USSR By
this provocative Ydfication, Gehlen
and those who g d his pen are
trying to reinfor( the revanchist

zi generals lost
a1t of the Soviet
but because of
headquarters).
g to draw a

(meaning that the
the war not as a
Army’'s crushing bjo
the traitors in Hptl
Moreover, they gre
transparent pargilely wih our time:
today, too, youfseed theje are people
in Bonn who gfe "Harterfpg away the
interests of thefnatiog.”

Such, in ofir vigw, ar§ the main
reasons whyj Gehle}'s megoirs have
appeared.

At the v end M the Gehlen
was promofed, out turn, toghe rank
of lleutengnt generjl by H¥ler for

organizingl espionage] against the Soviet
Union. Lgter on, in rpward for hi ener-
getic supversive acfvities agaifst so-
clalist gbuntries, Anferican intellfgence
presenfd him with § villa in the gava-
rian t¢wnlet of Beflg. It is rumdured
that gpme time agofthe West Gergan
admiers of the "gr§y general” am@ng
the Jig industrial ar§l financial tycoqns

made him a presenf of a yacht s
timP, too, no doubty his latest servidg
infadding fuel to thp dimming fires d

cold war will jearn the veterar

aliti-Communist anoler reward.

. Chernyavsky

Rebels Against Slavery

A. VASILYEV

'1‘ WO years ago | was one of a group

of Soviet journalists who were the
first to visit the liberated zones of Dho-
far, the southwestern province of the
British-ruled sulfanate of Oman., Now |
have again had the opportunity to visit
Dhofar. What changes have there been?
Would | meet any of my old friends?
How was the armed sfruggle of the
palriots in fthe mountains of Dhofar
progressing? Following the guerilla paths
over the sun-scorched mountains and
through deserts and forests, | sought the
answers to these questions. We slept in
caves and dugouts, listened to the dole-
ful songs of the men at the campfires,
visited fraining centres of the People's
Liberation Army and open-air schools,
villages burnt o the ground and fishing
hamlets.

From Southern Yemen to Qatar, on the
coast of the Arabian Peninsula strefch
the last possessions of the British crown
in the Arab East—the shield of the Bri-
fish oil empire on the Persian Gulf. The
biggest of these possessions is the sul-
tanate of Oman, with the seven sheikh=
doms of so-called Trucial Oman fo its
north. In these British possessions in
Arabia practically the most archaic
system on the globe—feudal despo-
tism—is preserved fo this day.

“The military bases, foreign policy,
the army, the banks, oil, invesiments,
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Alexei Vasilyev is a Pravda foreign
affairs commentator.

fareign frade—all are in British hands,"
the Paris bourgeois Monde writes of
the “sovereign” sulfanate of Oman.
“Rather than the modest building in the
cenire of the capital which houses the
Council of Minisiers and the other mine
istries, the real cenire of power
appears fo be the headquarters of the
Sultan's armed forces.... More than
180 British officers command the armed
forces of Oman, train them, lead them
info battle against the revolutionary
guerillas of the province of Dhofar and
perform many other funclions. As in
most underdeveloped countries, the
army is the sole organized force and
its non-military role is enormous.” Let
me add that in this army, whose main=

- fenance costs approximately £20 million

annually, there are hardly any Omani
soldiers; if consisis mainly of mercena-
ries.

Dhofar is considered just about the
most backward area of the sultanate. In
s wooded mountfains and ifs arid de-
serts the prefeudal tribal system still
prevails. In a few coastal fowns feus
dalism Is highly coloured with slavery.
There the word “slave” has fangible,
real meaning, not merely a symbolic
one. In Salalah, the administrative centre
of Dhofar, and on the coast thousands
of people are owned by others, can be
bought and sold like catftle.

The young men of Dhofar illegally—to
leave the country was formally forbid-
den—emigrated fo the oil-producing
countries of the Persian Gulf, where la«
bour power was wanted. There a new
world opened up o them; they learned
of such unfamiliar concepis as “national
liberation,” “progress,” “socialism.” And
they came to realize the need for
struggle against the colenialists. In 1964
there {ook place in one of the Arab
couniries the conslituent conference of
the Dhofar Liberation Front at which a
programme of armed struggle was
adopted.

On the eve of the planned revolt
soldiers raided homes in Salalah and
other towns where Front leaders were
sheltering: British counter-intelligence
had got wind of the planned uprising
and foresfalled it
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SAID ALl RETURNS
TO THE FIGHTING RAHNKS

One of the men the General Leader-
ship of the Front sent to Salalah to pre-
pare for the uprising was Said Ali

Just by looking at him—big-boned,
sturdily-buili, with an intelligent and kind
face—! would never have thought he
was a man who had gone through
physical and mental hell. His iron will
and unusually strong constitution helped
Rim fo survive.

{ met him at an anti-aircraft post co-
vering a caravan road. The broad green
crown of a fig tree protected us from
the searing sun. A few camels and a
Sock of goais huddled in the shade. Men
free of duly at the heavy machine-guns
hidden in frenches lay resting in a
prickly thicket nearby. The landscape
bore a resemblance in some way fo
that of the Crimea.

“I was seized in the home of re-
latives,” Said recalled. “There was a
provocateur in the organization. They
began at once o question me under
torfure. For six years | knew nothing
about the fate of my comrades.”

Said was locked up in the horrible

rmedieval Kut-Galal prison at Muscat.
{To land there was to be as good as
sdead. The gaolers mistreat prisoners as
#the fancy lakes them, each fo the best
of his ingenuity. Some they leave
without light for years, into the cells of
others they throw snakes or hungry rats,
It fell to Said to be put info a concrete
cell: five men to five square metres, On
summer days the walls heated up, pro-
bably to 60-70°C—and the prisoners
were given no wafer. Six years.... No
letters, no newspapers, no news from
oufside except for that brought by fresh
prisoners, no book but the Koran, which
Said learned by heart so that he could
have entered into a dispute with any
theologian.

All the same, he learned one day that
a real war was being fought in Dhofar
against the colonialists and their hire«
lings, and his heart leapt with joy: his
comrades had not given up, they were
battling.

The British had not succeeded in
desiroying the whole Front organiza-
tion. On June 9, 1965, simultaneous
attacks on the British military camps at
Lubb, Rezzok and Girzaz signalled the
beginning of armed struggle in the
mountains of Dhofar. Gradually the forc«
es of the rebels grew, their arms im-
proved. Regular units were formed and
fhese later merged to form the People's

Liberation Army. The strategic situation
changed: instead of British profecio-
rates to the west of Dhofar there ap-
peared in 1957 the friendly state of
Southern Yemen,

In September 1968 the Liberation
Front held a second conference in Wadi
Hamrin, deep in the liberated areas,
at which it adopted a programme
designating its eims as being fo
force the British fo withdraw their froops
from all the profectorates, to put an end
fo the reactionary power of the sultans
and sheikhs, abeolish tribal divisions, in-
troduce fundamental social, economic
and cultural reforms, and abolish the
exploitation of man by man. Hoping fo
spread the struggle to all the British
possessions in Arabia and fo unite with
other revolutionary groupings, the de-
legates decided fo name their organi-
zation the Popular Front for the Li-
beration of the Occupied Zone of the
Persian Gulf,

The third conference was held in
mid-June of this year in the Westemn
zone. It set the task of intensifying
efforts to unite all the principal patriotic
qgroups in the British proiectorates, to
expand the scale of the struggle against
the colonialists and multiply the numeri-
cal sirength of the guerilla forces.
Formation of a vanguard revolutionary
party within the framework of the Pop-
ular Front was put on the order of the
day.

The armed struggle in the mountains
of Dhofar is a constant worry fo London.
The strategic inferests and the astronomic
profits of the Brifish oil companies are
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Books are the constant companions of these two young National Liberation A
fighters, It is only in the liberated areas that the Dholar youth have been ‘givmr:‘}::
opportunity to study
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at stake. The revolutionary movement in
Dhofar quickened ferment in all the

British possessions and accelerated the
disinfegration of feudal regimes—the

fraditional pillar of the British coloni-
alists, In Oman there was growing re-
sentment at the despotism of the half-
mad Sultan Said bin Taimur, who en-
couraged the slave trade, forbade his
subjecls to wear frousers or eyeglasses,
to listen to the radio or fly in a plane,
and stubbornly continued to levy do-
mesiic duties. The Sultan, London de-
cided, had fo be removed.

The Sultan’s hour had come, the
Economist wrole on July 18 last year.
Five days later some two dozen armed
men broke into his palace in Salalah
and demanded his abdication. With a
few devoted slaves the Sultan fought his
assailants off and fried {o escape through
a maze of secref passageways. The de-
tails of his capture have never been re-
vealed but it is definitely known that it
took the intervention of the British chief
of his personal bodyguard, Colonel
Turnhill, fo make the gravely wounded
Sultan sign his abdication. A few hours
later he was flown out of the country
on a British plane. The director of the
all-powerful American-owned Pefroleum
Development (Oman), which exploits the
sultanate’s rich oil fields, hailed this as
an "historic” event.

The feudal-bourgeois opposition we!-
comed the news of the coup with joy.
But progressive Omanis see that the
army remains, as ever, the only power
in the country and that the Brilish refuse
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ev o hear of its “Omanization” in
the foreseeable future. As before, British
counter-intelligence confinues to run
rampani. To this day Oman has not the
personnel to set up its own administra-
tion,

The authorities, hoping to pacify the
disconfented with half-measures, am-
nestied political prisoners. Those who
had survived were released. Only a
few individuals, broken by their years
of imprisonment, retired from the
struggle. The majority made their way
through Southern Yemen to Dhofar and
joined up with their comrades.

The prison gates opened for Said
too. He met his wife and learned that
three of his daughters had died while
he was in prison. He hid his grief away
in a comer of his hear! and returned
ta the struggle.

THE SCIENCE OF HAIRED

The anfi-aircraft post overlooks a
valley where there used fo be a PLF
fraining camp. Now all that remains of
the camp is a few forn tents, bomb
crafers, frenches, earth scorched by
phosphorous bombs. The camp was
evacuated in good time and the British
bombed only a model of it left as a
bait for their planes, and were met with
the fire of heavy machine-guns. Anti-
aircraft defence in the liberated zones
of Dhofar was new to me. In the last
two years air raids had assumed a scale
unprecedenfed in these parls, Barely
did a day go by without Sirikemasters
roaring overhead, it was a rare camping
place where we saw no bomb holes,
bomb fragments or signs of fire.

The enemy planes are met with ma-
chine-gun fire. My Dhofar friends brought
me authentic proof of the success of their
anti-aircraft defence—the fragments of
planes the British never reported as shot
down.

In Dhofar, as in other countries where
the people have taken up arms in de-
fence of their freedom, the barbarity of
the colonialists does not quench the
flames of rebellion; on the confrary, it
fans hatred. Thousands of young people
are pouring info the ranks of the Peo-
ple’s Liberation Army, which has made
the mountains impregnable fo the
enemy. Hundreds are undergoing mili-
tary fraining in camps.

...The sun blazes mercilessly, even in
the shade the temperature is liftle short
of 40°C., The sharp commands of instruc-

Dhofar patriets in training

Photo by author

tors. The parched lips of the frainees—
boys and girls both, for here all are
equal and carry an equal burden. A
leap, a feinting movement, a thrust with
gun butt or bayonet. A lesson in baye-
net warfare is in progress. Another
command. The frainees throw themselves
on the ground, take aim at an invisible
enemy, fire. Nearby another group is
studying the siructure of the machine
gun,

The lesson is over, the young cadets
whoop and race for the nearest water
hole—a miserable puddie from which
goats and camels and cows drink. We
also put our lips fo the warm water.

In the course of a few months the
trainees learn the art of warfare. The
illiterate are taught to read and write
and all go through a course of political
training.

One evening the commander of the
camp invited me fo allend a political
class, His pupils sat on the ground in a
circle under the stars of the velvety
Arabian sky. Only the glowing tips of
their cigarettes were visible. When any-
one wanted fo light a cigareite he
covered his head with a jacket or cape.

“In the name of the revolution, in the
name of those who died for the revolu-
tion," the commender began. He spoke
of women's role in society, of their ex-
ploitation, of the fact that in feudal
society they were semi-slaves. Only in
counfries where there is no exploitation
of man by man, he explained, were
women fully emancipated.

A discussion began. Each signalled
his desire to speak by snapping his
fingers. What passionate faith in their

new ideals rang in their words, with what
ardent interest these sons and daughters
of beggars, shepherds, fishermen, slaves,
discussed this and other problems.

The atftention the PLF leadership
centres on the position of women has
a8 practical purpose. In the mountains
women are in the majorily; the young
men go off to work from time to time.

Even during my first visit to the liber-
ated zones | observed that Arab transe
lations of Lenin's works were eagerly
read, that all took a lively interest in
Marxism-Leninism. (It is to be regretted
that the feachings of Marxism-Leninism
sometimes reach the PLF activisits at
second hand, in distorted versions.) In
Dhofar people address each other with
the proud word “comrade.” To make
the nascent bourgeoisie as well as the
feudal lords wary of the Popular Front,
the colonialists have pinned the label
"Communist” to if. This is an old trick
of theirs. But the very fact that the ideas
of Marxism-Leninism play a part in
moulding revolutionary thought in this
remote, backward comer of Arabia is a
sign of the fimes. Men who yearn for
the frue liberation of their couniry cane
not but give consideration to the social-
ist path.

This will be a hard, very hard path for
Dhofar and the whole of Oman. The
young revolutionaries have ‘o overcome
not only brutal colenialism but savage
medievalism, backwardness and tribal
divisions.

The Popular Front has frained bold
and devoled revolutionary soldiers,
well-disciplined, prepared to sacrifice
their lives fo achieve their goal. “The

NEW TIMES = No, 3

29




ARQUND THE WORLD

iree of liberty grows faster when it is
walered with the bloed of fighting
men''—| heard this saying repeatedly
in Dhofar and there it did not seem a
pose or a sign of extremism.

Cne of my old friends, a member of
the executive committee of the General
Leadership who had accompanied me
in my former travels, | found in Aden.
He had been wounded and undergone
freatment there. When we met he was
about fo relurn to his post again. A
second friend | found in a fraining camp,
much thinner and half-starved. He had
just come back from a battle zone and
jested about how uncomiortable it was
to make tea under enemy fire. When |
inquired aboul my third friend the men
within hearing bowed their heads. One
rummaged in his sack and handed me a
leaflet containing a porirait of my friend
and the information that he had fallen in
heroic battle. The prestige of the com-
manders and commissars is very high.
They take upon themselves the hardest
jobs, the biggest burdens.

In a cave which served as a fransfer
base for caravans a wounded young
soldier, hardly more than an adolescent,
met @& friend of his. In line with the
cusiom followed even by strangers, they
pressed their cheeks fo each other three
times and smacked their lips as though
kissing. Then they sat down and the new
arrival told his friend about the fighting
near Salalah.

“The other day we attacked a British
militery post, showered the barracks with
agrenades,” he related.

“Oh, I'm afraid I'll never be able fo
hurl grenades again, my shoulder’s
hurt,”” moaned the wounded youth,

No Brifish mercenary, fighting in a
strange land just for money, can com-
pare with these soidiers. To shoot in-
nocent people and lounge around in
camps—that's all right, but to go pok-
ing around those damned mountains—
no, sirree.

The mountains of Dhofar have been
completely cleared of the British and
their mercenaries. The General Leader-
ship of the PLF has now divided Dholar
into four military and political zones—
the Weslern, the Ho Chi Minh, the Red
Line and the Eastern. In each its own
territorial formation operates. The most
densely populated are the Red Line
zone (cenfral) and the Eastern. And
there the bitterest battles are being

fought. The men steal down to the coast
from.the mountains, under cover of night
make their way to Salalah which is sur-
rounded by several rows of barbed
wire, attack the airfield and posts within
the city, mine the roads to hamper the
movement of military cars—there are no
others in Dhofar.

SWEET WATER

Camplires burn in the ravine, their
smoke wreathing the treetops. This is
the kitchen of the Western zone base.
Full pots of rice. The rice is served on
huge aluminium firays. In other pots is
a sharp sauce of tomatoes and goat fat;
on holidays it also confains pieces of
meat. For “dessert” there is very strong,
very sweel tea. When we are on the
march we drink the tea first and then
eat the rice. This order astonished me
at first but after a while | reatized that,
like other local customs, this one was
dictated by the experience of gener-
ations: a man is fired after a long frek,
to cook rice takes time, the simplest
thing is tea—it refreshes one and
restores the waler and salt balance.

In the mountains of Arabia one comes
to appreciate the value of water. All
the people from round about gather at
the rare water holes or wells. One sees
remarkable facial types there—mixiures
of Arab, Indian and African blood.
Brown-skinned, sometimes black., The
middle-aged peasant who has just come
up with a few camels is bearded and
long-haired; he looks like the Christ of
Ivanov's painting, Now there has come
with a flock of goats an elderly peasant
woman with a big ring in her nose—sign
of the married woman, Her blue gown
trails on the ground in back and is

caught up high in front. A girl of rare

beauty, clad from head to foot in black,
has filled a wineskin with water with
the aid of a tin can labeled ‘“British
Petroleum,” has balanced [t on her
shoulder and started back for her
mountain village—a climb, probably,
of five kilometres. | once tried lifting 2
full wineskin—it seemed fo weigh a ton.

Thirst was our usual companion in all
our wanderings aboul the liberated
zones of Dhofar. Not once did we feel
we had quenched it, no matter how
many mugs of tea we drank.

In one narrow valley we came upen
men rolling heavy rocks, They were

building a dam to caich rainwate the
wet season. At another place we were
shown a big well containing lovely pure
water that even seemed cool. Two years
ago, on this spot, | had seen a small
crack in the rocks from which water
was collected in a small tin can. Recent-
ly People’s Liberation Army engineers
blasted the rock and buili this well.

Did the Popular Front only build
wells, its popularity would be guaran-
feed, but it coes more. Above one coast-
al village there is quite a big natural
spring whose waters flow info a swamp
seething with poisonous snakes. A few
months ago a model farm was starfed
beside this spring. If is managed by a
PLF activist, an agronomist by profes-
sion, who dropped his career and went
into the mountains fo help his comrades.
A team of fiffeen men cleared and
ploughed up the land, built the first
diiches, cemented the pools, mounied the
first pump. Peasants from the neighbour-
ing cave-villages have already been
drawn to the farm. Never was anything
like it known in Dhofar before. There a
farm of this kind is an attempt fo leap
cenfuries.

When we left the village we heard
explosions in the distance. Men of the
People’s Liberation Army, aided by
local inhabitants, were building the first
motor road across the mountains, and
this again was an attempt to caich up
with the 20th century at one bound.

In the irrepressible will of the people
of this small couniry fo create a society
worthy of our time there is an explosive
revolutionary power which sefs the co-
lonialists and their feudal myrmidons
trembling.

The sun set behind the mountain ridge
and the oppressive heat was dispelled.
We turned on our transistor and a
hoarse voice rent the nocturnal silence.
We had caught the radio station the
British had recently opened in Salalah.
At first we could not make out the
hysterical outcries but then we gathered
that Salalah was fulminating against the
Popular Front. And | thought to myself
that things must be going very badly for
the British froops and thelr mercenaries
if they were giving way fo such
hysterics.

The voice in Salalah rese to a screech,
The calm faces of the PLA men, lit up
from time to time by the cigarettes they
puffed af, wore a mocking smile.

Dhofar—Moscow
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