
TRANSKEI THE IMPOSSIBLE DREAM 
OR 

THE PRESENT NIGHTMARE 

by D. D. 

T ^ H E IMPOSSIBLE DREAM is the theme tune 
of the "Man of La Mancha," a musical play 

running in New York. I t por t rays the life of 
Don Quixote as told by Cervantes. Strangely 
enough the countryside of Spain 13 often remin
iscent of the Transkei — but a t least Don Quixote 
had windmills to t i l t a t — there , there a re none. 

We drove through the Transkei twice —* once 
on a beautiful day. One remarked on the neat
ness of the little hu ts and villages, the bare neat
ness of nothing. On the way the wind was blow*-
ing clouds of dust across the veld, dust which is 
topsoil flying away and nothing to stop i t ; the 
rain seems to have forgotten t o fall there, to 
help even a little grass to grow. And even if i t 
did rain one fears t ha t the lunar landscape of 
dongas proves t ha t erosion would follow. This 
landscape looks like an old fur coat, worn down 
to the hide, with a few tufts here and there which 
a re the plantat ions of young trees. One wished 
t ha t there were hundreds upon hundreds more. 

Two thoughts presented themselves to me. If 
the Bantu was originally a nomad how do you 
tu rn him into an agriculturis t ; and if the idea 
and results of farming r r e so unrewarding and 
obviously heartbreakingly unproductive what 
then is the at tract ion? The Bantu people origin
ally herded cows and sheep and moved from one 
feeding ground to another. They were not t i l lers 
of the soil. Where did the nomad rest long enough 
to grow crops? If he needed more catt le in the 
old days he took from a weaker neighbour. This 
was understood — hence inter t r ibal wars and 
then later, cattle raids on the White sett lers. 
What is the basis of an agricul tural community 
as opposed to this? Why does a tribe decide to 
settle? Is it because there is no al ternat ive, per
haps because the free land runs out? Ear ly man 
was a t hear t a nomad* We see it still with the 
Bushmen and with the Aborigines in Australia 
who still go "walk about" as in the years gone 
by. How was i t tha t the peasant in, say, Italy 
o r Portugal evolved as an agricultural man. Were 
the rewards of his labour so at t ract ive t ha t he 
called a halt and changed his way of life com* 
pletely? 

I believe t ha t the African in the Transkei is 
not an agricul tural man and never will be, except 
for the few exceptions. These, of course, should 
be encouraged to the utmost. One has learnt t ha t 
the nomad was someone who moved on when the 
grazing had gone, who drank the water holes dry, 
knowing t ha t na tu re would repair the damage 
until next time he passed. There was no need to 

preserve manure, so all droppings provided easily 
available fuel. This is a way of life found in all 
places where there a re no trees, where the trees 
have gone and people a re too poor to buy wood 
or, latterly, coal or paraffin. Can you imagine 
the Italian peasants burning manure? I t would 
be suicide. I read of a man in India who said 
he would like to tie up all the cows in the fields 
to churn out manure. You could not tie up the 
Transkei cows. They spend their lives frantically 
looking for a blade of something to eat. You 
seldom see them lying down chewing the cud — 
they a re on the move, on and on, t ry ing to keep 
alive. The more they move the skinnier they 
get, but t ha t is their fate. 

There a re wonderful people of all colours in 
the Transkei working themselve to the bone, t ry 
ing t o stop erosion, p lant ing trees, teaching farm
ers in this wilderness; in the process they a re 
pouring money by the million into a sterile battle
ground. The farming done by the many in a 
small way is unrewarding, better men wfould have 
given up long ago — and so they have. As we 
know the vast majority of able-bodied men have 
co::ie to the mines and the towns. 

This week in the little Settler history s tr ip 
in our newspaper it said "af ter many sett lers 
found their agricultural efforts a failure, they 
came into town and set up forges and wagon 
making concerns" If i t was a failure for them, 
why is it any easier now? 

This is the situation. It is too late for blame. 
There is no topsoil, there is chronic drought, the 
soil is impoverished and eroded. One might hope 
that the plantat ions were to be the source of 
cheap fuel, but a re the trees perhaps destined 
for the furni ture factory in Umta ta — furniture 
which so few can buy? Is there any coal under 
the ground? Is there any hope of establishing 
hydro-electricity and supplying a t least those 
who live near the plant? Is there any hope of 
soiar heat? — sunshine is a commodity the Trans 
kei has in abundance. One cannot forbid the 
people to burn dung now as they would die, but 
once there were al ternatives they could be per
suaded to use it as fertiliser, all of it. 

The Transkei does not need people who do not 
want to farm. How many South Africans (White) 
would be prepared to live on a couple of acres 
and hope to support a family? It woud be a 
nightmare and t ha t is what it is for most Afri
cans, The first requisites are water , fuel and a 
genuine desire to work the soil. Allow the Afri
can to go off the land — most do not like the 
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life. Let him take his children and wife with 
him, to feed them and care for them instead of 
them drifting abandoned in the dust, costing the 
country eventually millions a n d millions th rough 
famine, sickness and despair. 

There a re really not many super areas for 
farming in South Africa; everybody knows tha t . 
The Karroo farmer has to have acres and acres 
t o support his sheep. There a re droughts and 
floods and diseases. Let us be realistic. Why 

should the Transkei be different? And if it were 
"some of the best farming lands in the Republic" 
why has i t not been exploited by the Whites as in 
other "beat" pa r t s ? Let us bo realistic. Allow 
money to be invested, by people screened by yet 
another commission. Let us have the experts from 
Israel to show us how. Let us face facts and 
stop this impossible dreaming — unless of course, 
tha t is all t ha t is meant by Separate Develop
ment, 

THIS IS SUFFERING 
By JOYCE HARRIS 

J T P R O O T I N G P E O P L E AND PUSHING T H E M AROUND has become par t of the " t radi t ional way 
^ of l ife" of South Africa, o r so the Government of South Africa would have us believe. B u t a r c 
the white people of South Africa aware of the suffering entailed in these t ransplantat ions, and do they 
care? Every day untold hardships are being inflicted on countless human beings in pursui t of t ha t 
evasive ideal, separate development. Every day there is irrefutable evidence of misery, heartbreak, 
t ragedy, despair. 

There is, for instance, the old lady, 70 years of age. She was born in Umtata , but came to the Reef 
more years ago than she can remember. Here she has lived and worked. Now she is old and widowed. 
Since 1963 she has been living with her divorced daughter, who is a registered tenant of a house in 
Soweto* She has been living there legally. Her name is on the housing permit. She confidently and 
reasonably expected to see out her days there , cared for by her daughter and her grandchildren, enjoy
ing the peace of her old age. Hut this was not to be. One day, like a bolt out of the blue, she was 
informed by the Superintendent of the a r ea where she lives t ha t she is not permitted to remain in 
Johannesburg and must leave the area within 72 hours. She was told to re turn to Evaton where 
she had previously been living with another daughter , yet it is highly unlikely t ha t Evaton will r e 
admit her, because she has been absent from there for so long t ha t she has lost her domiciliary 
r ights there. It i s far more probable t ha t this poor, lonely old woman will be resettled in her home
land, which she left years ago and where she will now be unknown and bereft. She will have to 
leave her children and her grandchildren and hope that she may find someone to assist her in her last 
remaining years. She may not remain with her daughter who is anxious and willing t o care for her 
but must be torn away from all those who a re dear to her. This is not influx control. This is efflux 
enforcement — and it is cruel. 5 

Then there is the young man, 29 years of age, who was born in Randfontein, 27 miles away, and 
who came to live with his grandfa ther in Johannesburg in 1944 at the age of 5 years. He was edu
cated a t a Roman Catholic School in Orlando and he has been living in Orlando legally, having a 
lodger's permit to be with his grandfather . However when he went to be registered in a job he was 
told to re tu rn to Randfontein, because he was born there. This he did, but the Bantu Commissioner 
in Randfontein told him tha t he no longer has any r ights there and that he must re turn to Johan
nesburg. He did so, and for the pas t two months has been going back and forth from department to 
department , from Johannesburg to Randfontein and back, t ry ing to find out in which department and 
in which town he may lodge an appeal against his endorsement out. At last he has been given per
mission to appeal to the Bantu Commissioner, Johannesburg, but it has taken him all this time to get 
permission to do something which by law is his r ight. It has cost time and money, and he must 
still awai t the result of his appeal. The frustrations, the hopelessness of his situation a re self evident. 

These two stories could be repeated over and over again, with numerous variat ions bu t all with 
s imilar outcomes. Homes and familiar places must be left behind, old people must leave the i r child
ren, young ones their parents , husbands the i r wives, wives the i r husbands. This is becoming an ever 
more common pa t t e rn of life for Afr icans living in the u rban a reas . They a r e tolerated for a s long 
as their services a re required. After t ha t they m u s t go, and they a re being endorsed out on techni
calities, on inability to prove domicile, on unproduceable pieces of paper, on lost or never acquired 
bir th certificates or school certificates or test imonials. They need these pieces of paper to prove their 
very existence, and their lives are being shat tered by the absence of them. This is Influx Control, 
th i s is Efflux Enforcement, this is the "separa te" p a r t of separate development, and this is suffering. 
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