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'lie Madalas were waiting for m e as I turned 
my ear in through the gateway leading to 

the Labour Bureau — I recognised them im
mediately by the way they stood at the gate, 
hunched up in overcoats, looking around, an
xious and resigned. 

I parked my car alongside the substantial-
looking ones belonging to the officials inside 
the building, under a flag that flew in a clear 
blue winter sky above the outskirts of the lo
cation. AH round the building was stony 
ground, then an encircling fence, strong and 
ten foot high* and through it you could see 
tlie beginnings of the African living quarters 
•— small, mean, closely set houses. Also out
side the fence, queueing up in front of another 
entrance, stood a large crowd of desultory 
looking men. waiting their turn to go inside 
and get their documents in order. There 
must have been a hundred of them. 

I went over and shook hands with the Ma
dalas and as wc walked towards the office T 
remarked on the crowds on the other side of 
the fense. 

"It's alwavs like that*', he explained. "The 
women wait outside where there are some 
benches. But about thi watchucallit madam 
— oh. I would be so glad if we could stav 
here." 

He spoke in a hurried undertone and there 
was an exposed misery in his eyes, while his 
wife just *tood stolidly, nodding her head 
lower down towards he r chest and this made 
her look even more stolid than before. 

"It seems unlikely," I said. "You might 
be sent to a place like Zwelitsha outside King 
Williams Town or Mdantsane near East Lon
don. 

"Madam", he said urgently, "they say peo
ple are starving in Zwelitsha." I had heard 
that people had been laid off work in the tex
tile factoiy there. ". . .and if I'm sent to Mdant
sane. I must pay rent, so I have to work. But 
there's not enough work in East London, that's 
what 1 hear madam." 

I ton had heard that — "so then I must go 
out on this watchucallit, on contract to earn 

money and my wife she stays behind alone in 
the house. That's what we don't want. We 
want to be together. We've been married 
since 1953." 

I was decidedly relieved to hear we would 
be seen by Mr. Busby and not by the chief 
labour officer who had a reputation for his 
ruthless implementation of the laws. 

We were shown into Busby's office. He 
looked sallow and deeply lined and was sitting 
back in a self-effacing manner, one hand cup
ped around the telephone into which he was 
offering periodic quiet explanations. 

He motioned me to sit down. I took a seat 
and gestured to Mrs. Madala to take the other 
one. Mr. Busby's eyere were lowered and he 
didn't interrupt his conversation, but he rais* 
ed the hand lying on the desk to a 45 degree 
angle, palm indicating "No". 

The distinction made between White and 
Black was so blatant I felt I couldn't counten
ance it. So I stood up and walked a few paces 
over to the window while he continued his 
conversation and the Madalas lined them
selves up against the wall opposite me. 

On the window sill lay a small container 
with rusty pins, a stack of departmental circu
lars thick with grit and dust and a jocular 
printed card to the effect that I may be busy 
but I'm not all that tizzy, or one of those sorts 
of sayings. 

Through the window were concrete waiting 
shelters in a courtyard and, here again, people 
sat. just a handful, looking much the same as 
people anywhere in the world look when they 
are waiting for officialdom to tie up their 
lives — long suffering, dejected, timeless and 
patient, objects whose future lies in someone 
else's hands, not people about to order their 
own lives. 

Through another window, an internal one 
directly behind Busby's head, was a series of 
queues of brown faces above a counter waiting 
to get some chit or rubber stamp from White 
clerks standing behind the counter with their 
backs to us. Overhead, a little metal box 
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flew, cable-car like, speeding information from 
one end of the hall to the other. 

Mr. Busby again indicated that I should 
sit down. I remained standing. It seemed 
ihe most natural thing to do. Then he finish
ed his conversation and said "Won't you sit 
down?" 

"May Mrs. Madala sit down?" He looked 
at me and I looked back at him and then he 
gave a grudging nod and a little grimace to 
indicate that, although he was making a con
cession to my pig-headedness, he nevertheless 
did not approve. I wondered why — could it 
really improve prestige to keep suppliants 
standing? Other offices, after all, had bench
es alongside the wall. 

Nevertheless, although I didn't feel I should 
have behaved differently, I was sorry to have 
compromised him. But he continued as 
though nothing untoward had occurred. 

No rights 
"Well, what can I do for you?*' 
"Mr. Madala was born here. When he mar

ried his wife 15 years ago they went to live 
in Cape Town." Mr. Busby was watching us, 
trying to sum up our relationship. 

"Last year they were endorsed out of there 
in the general clearing out of Africans from 
the Western Cape. He didn't fulfil the re
quirements for permanent residence — he had 
not worked for the same employer for 10 years 
and he hadn't lived there for quite 15 years 
yet. He was told to return here as it's the 
place where he was born." 

Bushy had heard it all hundreds of times 
before. 

"One superintendent here". T continued. 
"(old him they could stay with his brother-
in-law and old father who lives here, but then 
the Commissioner's office said no. he has to 
find a job in the district or be resettled." 

Busby nodded again. 
"So we want to know if there's any possi

bility of getting a permit for them to live 
here". 

Madala. his moustache and beard untrini-
med and his hand tied up in a slightly soiled 
bandage that made his thumb stick out mon
strously, was bending forward so that his ear 
would catch every word of this English con
versation that might determine his future. He 
proffered a document anxiously, taking it out 

of an empty plastic bag with the name of a 
tobacco brand printed on it, then leant for
ward again, left ear straining towards our con
versation. His stance was almost a parody— 
but he was in deadly earnest. 

"No, it doesn't seem as though there's any
thing that can be done", said Busby, expres
sion lessly. 

"But thev endorsed him back here?" 
w 

"Yes, but they still have no rights here. Not 
anymore. You see", he said, doodling on a 
pad in front of him, "he lost his rights under 
Section 10 ( l ) ( a ) of the Bantu (Urban 
Areas) Act by going to Cape Town and liv
ing there. To retain his right of birth he has 
to have resided here continuously. Merely to 
have been born and lived in a place doesn't 
mean anything any more." 

"Except, of course, if it happens to suit the 
Government to send you back to Potsiesvoet 
or Kloppicsdraai or wherever you were born," 
I remarked, thinking of countless cases of 
people being sent to same small god-forsaken, 
no-opportunity spot merely because that was 
where their mothers had unfortunately had 
them, irrespective of whether they'd ever set 
eyes on the place since then. 

Where to? 

"Would the officials in Cape Town have 
realised that the Madalas no longer had rights 
here when they sent them back?" I asked Mr. 
Busby. 

"Oh yes. They should have." 
"So whv did thev send them all the wav 

back here merely to be rerouted?" 
"Wei, that's the way they do it." 
I picture the fictitiously raised hopes, the 

let-down, the stripping of these two people — 
and thousands like them — of one of their 
most basic rights in order that the ethnic 
schemes and vanities of the people in power 
might be pandered to. 

"What happens if they're unable to find 
work in the district? Only one hotel has va
cancies — apart from the farms". 

"Then they will have to request resettle
ment." 

"Request?" I 'd often heard people blandly 
explain that families had been moved from 
one place to another "at their own request". 
So this apparently was how it worked. 
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" Where ate they likely to be sen t?" 
"Possibly Mdantsane — it's become an im

portant township you know." 

'Yes. but I believe there's not enough work 
to be had there."1 

He shrugged. "Tha t ' s something we can't 
sort out this end. The department would have 
to sort it out that end." 

incredib le . . . " I said. 

'This is a difficult job , you know, and I'm 
trying to do my best. For the restt . ." he 
turned up both palms resignedly. Then he 
glanced over at my seated neighbour with 
slight distaste at her complacent, stolid in
cumbency. 

He began to speak in a slightly lower tone, 
despondently, to me direct. 

" I have very little faith in these people, 
you know. The Sotho and the Zulu — they 
are something different. They're proud peo
ple, dependable. But this lot — unreliable! 
And the l ies! The moment they come in 
through that door they start to lie. I've just 
about given up trying. 

"And the inspectors, for example. I know 
their job isn't popular — turning people out 
of houses. But they offer to conduct rugby 
games over the weekend, in their own time, 
and then only about five people pitch up.*' 

I thought of the militancy of this area in 
African National Congress politics before the 
organisation was suppressed. 

" N o . they're a hopeless lot. 

"Manv's the time I've taken real trouble to 
point out to them loopholes in the regulations 
and tried to help them retain their rights by 
explaining t he course of action they must 
adopt. But do you think they'll do it? It's 
all yes. yes. while they're here, but months 
later they'll return with exactly the same prob
lem and they won't have bothered doing any
thing about it. They're completely unreli
able, and do you ever think they'll show any 
gratitude? 

"I ' l l tell you something else. A lo t of 
the trouble — robberies, etcetera — are caus
ed by the 10 ( I ) ( a ) s , people who are protec
ted by law, because even if they don't work 
they can't be kicked out of town. But I 'm 
hoping" he added, with the air of someone 
who has inside information about which he 
cannot now be more specific, "that that pro
vision will be altered soon. Then you'll only 

get the people who are really prepared to 
work." 

"Anyway, about this p a i r . . . " 

For a long time he remained looking at the 
document in front of h im. I looked out of 
the window. Seconds ticked by while he 
clicked the top of his ball point pen in and 
out. 

'It looks very much like a case for resettle
ment . . . " h e said at last without inflexion. 
I had the curious impression that if he made 
up his mind to* he could have made an ex
ception in their case. But he continued sitt
ing, looking tentatively at the document be
fore him. 

I gestured in Madala's direction — some 
sensitvity to Busby's attitude and a plastic 
adaptation towards it of which I felt asham
ed, prevented me from speaking of Mr. Ma-
dala. I spoke of him as an anonymous third 
person. 

" ' H e ' could stav with his brother-in-law 
and old father. They have a four-roomed 
house and they could be the lodgers." 

"But that would deprive other people of 
accommodation — people who are looking for 
accommodation and who are qualified under 
Section 10 ( l ) ( a ) . " He said this toneless-
ly as though repeating something he didn't 
care to think about too closely, an almost to
ken statement. 

I could hardly believe what I'd heard. I 
looked at Busby behind his desk and past him 
at the rows of queueing people behind the 
glass partition. 

"But is no allowance made for the fact that 
blood is thicker than water? This is his 
father, not the father of someone who hap
pens to be qualified!'* He merely shook his 
head. "Look", he said, " I know it's difficult. 
But there's nothing that can be done." 

Then as an afterthought, just as we were 
getting up to go, he said, "She could of course 
come into town as a domestic servant provided 
she lives on her employer's premises." 

"And what about h i m ? Couldn't he work 
for t he same employer as a gardener or handy. 
m a n ? " 

He was reluctant to give any assurances. 
"Wel l" , he said doubtfully, " the employer 
would first have to get a permit to have two 
servants living on the premises." 

"Oh well, that can't be so difficult to get." 
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He gave a cautious smile — "but I tvould 
advise you to get them fixed up in the district 
first. 

"Once they are established there the trans
fer to the urban area would be easier to ar
range."' I assured h im we'd try. It was clear 
he found me amusing, though a bit tiresome. 
Bu t our prospects seemed to have brightened 
immeasurably and it was in a mood of opti
mism that we walked out of the office into the 
sharp winler wind. 

Anything will do 
We stopped first at the house of someone 

I thought a likely employer, collected my 
children from home and drove on towards the 
coastal hotel which had virtually promised 
to take on the Madalas. If only he could get 
that job with my friend. Madala said, it would 
not matter about the pay. anything would 
do. " I t ' s just to stay here madam, in the 
town.'* 

We drove along a winding road, through 
gold green fields where cattle graze and the 
air is blue and salty, then along the crest of 
the coastline with the ocean stretched out be
low and the wild, sour smell of shrubs blow
ing through the windows. The 15 miles were 
soon over. But the staff manager, who had 
said we could come any time, had gone to 
town. 

" J o b ! " said the Madalas sympathetically, 
"all that petrol . . . " 

"So you're going to get your reference book 
from the Commissioner's office this afternoon. 
Mr. Madala?" This was a Government office 
as distinct from the municipal office we'd vi
sited that morning. 

Madala seemed to have something on his 
mind. 

"Will he register you for the district?" I 
asked. 

"Madam" . . ; he took a breath. "Not if 
I 'm without you there ." 

Ever since he started making representa
tions in Cape Town more than a year before 
he had met with no great success and now lie 
was anxious to hold on to me. I was their 
only hope. 

I felt tired and heavy and the thought of 
visiting another office weighed on me like a 
stone. Also I had an appointment but that 
was a trifle compared with their future. "Al

right". I said and I regretted the note of re
signation that crept into my voice. 

We went to a building, the dirty walls a 
witness to the hapless, hopeless streams of peo
ple who daily pass through, many illiterate, 
poor and with a heritage of degradation. The 
walls of the waiting room had great black 
marks smeared all over them and there was 
the smell of unwashed bodies and a general air 
of seediness about the corridors and rooms. 

On the steps there were people loitering. In 
front of the grilles people queueing, waiting. 
This was the place where people sometimes 
found it expedient to call first at a bottle store 
around the corner and buy half a bottle of 
brandy as a guarantee of prompt attention by 
a headman. 

I found the revelant official. He said, "Ma
dam, he should know by now that he's got to 
get a job in the district or apply for resettle
ment." 

In his own way he looked kindly, bluff and 
red-faced and limited in imagination. I tried 
to explain that Madala did understand that. 
"And we'll almost definitely be able to fix 
h im up at a hotel. But what we wanted to 
make sure about was that he would still have 
a permit for the district." 

"Lady. I have given h im a permit for the 
district. But if he doesn't get a job there 
then he'll have to go." 

Madala came in. 
"Yes?*' The official sat hack and berated 

him in a not unfriendly rhetoric for not hav
ing settled himself yet and told h im he was 
fortunate in bavins a lady like me to take such 
an interest in him. 

I felt embarrassed and Madala nodded duti
fully. He looked trapped, like a person used 
to living on his wits, his eyes taking in the 
height of the walls and. in a quick furtive, 
measuring glance, the position of ihe door. It 
was a curious transformation, this impression 
he gave of being hunted. He only wanted to 
get away. 

"You know. I fixed him up with a perfectly 
good job on a farm belonging to the manager 
of a f irm." His chair swivelled round to Ma
dala. 

"Why didn't you keep that job , hey?" 
"They've never worked on farms before". 

I ventured. 
His shrug indicated that beggars could 

hardly be choosers and that they were lucky 
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to he given a chance there and not to be sent 
straight out. 

"Sir", said Madala very slowly and patient
ly. In the morning he had told me the story 
as just another incident in the rough and 
tumble of their rubber-stamped life. Now he 
spoke with repressed annoyance. 

"Sir. we were getting on alright. And then 
my wife she watchucalih — caught a cold — 
while we were waiting to catch a bus back 
from the location to the farm. So she started 
to cough. And the ladv said she would have 
nobody with a bad chest because or the child
ren. So of course, if she goes —- I go too." 

Then the official spoke, in Xhosa. and from 
the few words I understand he seemed to be 
explaining all over again and with exaggerat
ed patience what the regulations were. He 
was obviously tired of the case, a not very in
telligent man who had a job to hold down. He 
"ot his instructions and circulars and would 
consider i t academic and beyond his realm to 
uonder whether laws could be justified that 
inflicted such hardships on people* moving 
(hem against their wills merely because they 
did not meet technical requirements. 

He must have had doubts, of course, as to 
quite how or when the regulations could ever 
be properly applied when there were dodgers, 
exceptions, bribes. But his job was to lake 
orders and clear people out wherever possible 
and this he would do as thoroughly as he 
could. If people were caused inconvenience 
thereby, well, the Government must know 
what it is doing. 

He'd help along the line if he could of 
course. But you couldn't go too far. you 
know, with these thousands of people. 

When I asked him about the possibility of 
the Madalas living in the location, he said the 
municipal officials would never allow them 
there — "and quite right too. Look. I know 
him. He ;s been trying to get out of having to 
live in the district for a vear now. And I can 
tell you th is : if he stays here and gets caught, 
I'll make it my business to come to court and 
tell the full story. And then he'll see it 's not 
worth it — R20 or 30 days in ja i l ." 

That would he followed by endorsement out 
— probably to a resettlement camp, one of 
those places which exist for no other reason 
than that there must be some place to which 
all the unwanted people can be sent. 

And when the construction of the camps is 
finished the men will leave to work in the ci
ties and the camps will be nothing more than 
a dumping ground for the cast-offs from the 
towns — families of migrant workers; moth
ers with fatherless chi ldren; old people; sick 
people; men straight from j a i l ; people no 
longer wanted; people who have outlived 
their usefulness as workers, who are officially 
described as redundant, displaced, old and idle 
undesirable even. Or unproductive. Super
fluous, too, they sometimes call them. 

The Madalas wouldn't want to go there. 

"They won't stay here illegally*', I assured 
him. 

"Well", he said, "they'd better no t . " 
It was past three o'clock when we stepped 

out onto the pavement again and six hours 
after we'd met at the gates that morning. I 
felt as though I was wrapped in a pall of 
weariness and lack of hope.. But T knew that 
I would be out of i t soon. There was a week
end ahead, there was unrestricted freedom, 
there was nothing about the externals of my 
future that I could not decide for myself. I 
would not have to sit and worry about being 
sent away. 

"They say my watchucallit is not ready yet, 
my book I mean. I must come hack in one 
month ." I looked at the pink document he 
held out, the temporary one. with with a fur
ther date stamped on it — June 35. 

For several months he had been coming re
gularly to collect the reference hook that 
never arrived. 

"Oh? Yes. Wel l ." I found it difficult to 
apply my mind to that further fact. 

"Well , phone m e , " I said "after the week
end. By that time I'll have arranged an ap
pointment with the hotel ." 

After the conversation with the official at 
the Commissioner's office. I thought it advis
able to ask Busby if (here was much point in 
bothering to find city jobs. 

"Look, I 'm sympathetic, but only my sup-
riors can give them a permit to stay and work 
here. And I doubt very much if they will . . . " 

I fixed an appointment with ths staff man-
ager. 

" I would he so glad if we could get this 
j o b now", Madala confided as We drove again 
towards the sea and the hotel, a few days later. 
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" T h e police they were round by the house 
looking to see if we were still there. So my 
brother-in-law, he told us and we just took 
some of our things and now we are sleeping 
somewhere else. But it makes you worry, you 
know Madam." 

I asked if these were ordinary police and 
he said no, African police employed by the 
administration office. 

"Usually they come about four at a time 
and stand around the house so that if you 
should Iry to climb through the window, the 
one at the back, he's got y o u ! " He laughed 
in outrage. 

When we arrived the staff manager was 
gone. The manager was sent for and the bar
man meanwhile came out to join us. 

"Do you dr ink at a l l?" he asked Madala. 
"Because, if you do. you don't stand a chance. 
That 's why we're short-staffed now". 

"Not at all sir. How should I say. If 
there was a school for learning how to drink. 
I should first have to take lessons." 

Madala was trying to show how conversant 
he was with English and how abstemious. The 
barman gave a quick upward thrust of the 
head, a rejoinder that implied "we'll see." 

When the manager came, I told him of his 
staff officer's assurance that he'd almost cer
tainly sign on the Madalas. in spite of their 
lack of experience. The manager said he 'd 
take the responsibility of engaging them and 
told them to return on Monday morning, 
ready for work. 

Just one thing, please, said Madala. His 
watchucallit, could it be signed so they would 
be safe from the police till then? The man
ager signed and we left, pleased the job was 
secured. 

He said no 
Then came Monday morning and I thought 

how nice, they're settled in by now. The tele
phone rang and I picked it up. 

" I t ' s Madala speaking". 
" O h ? From the ho te l ?" 
"No. from here in town". They had left 

home in the dark to catch two buses that 
would get them there in t ime. "But when 
we got there, this other gentleman he tells us, 
no I 'm not taking on anybody who has not 
been a waiter before. I 'm sick and tired of 
training staff. So that's why we're here again.'" 

My spirits took a bad plunge. I spent most 
of the morning telephoning people who have 
farms and small holdings on the outskirts of 
town, some of them rather fashionable, with 
stables and white picket fences. 

As I tried farm after farm I wondered how 
other job seekers fared with no one to help 
them. It was easy for me. I had introduc
tions and the people I spoke to listened sym
pathetically and suggested other names. The 
Madalas would never fare so well amongst em
ployers of my own race. They would have 
had to tramp mile after mile, unsuccessfully. 

Suddenly I was fed up with the whole darn
ed business, I phoned Mr. Busby. 

"They didn't get that hotel job and I've 
tried just about every farm on the outskirts 
of town. I suppose there may be others fur
ther out that I don't know of — look, what 
must we do?" 

"Come in on Monday and we'll see.'" 
I made an appointment with the Madalas 

and we met down at the Labour Bureau. 
We spoke briefly about the abortive hotel 

incident. 
"He just said, no, I 'm not going through 

all that whatchucallit again, training and 
stuff. I saw someone I knew there and my 
wife she met the other women and we thought 
it would be good there. Then he says this 
and takes us straight back in the car." 

'Well", said, impatient of any attempt to 
secure pity on meretricious grounds, "at least 
he did send you back in the car. He could just 
as well have left it till nightfall when the bus 
returns." 

;Yes. that's t rue", agreed Madala. 

Permit to stay 
Mr. Busby indicated that they could wait 

outside but asked for all their papers. He 
studied these and while he did so I told him 
they would be able to get a job with a Greek 
cafe-owning couple. 

"They shouldn't," he advised. " T h e Greeks 
are immigrants and very exacting. They work 
from early morning till 11 o'clock at night 
and they expect their servants to do the same. 
They never keep them long." 

Then he called the Madalas in and asked a 
few questions about the size of their brother's 
house and the grandchildren's school and it 
was all over in a remarkably short time. He 
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waved them out, a few rubber stamps, a few 
form* and that was that. He handed me the 
permission for them to stay with their family 
and to seek work in the city for a month. They 
shouldn't start working before registering at 
the Bureau. And there was another th ins they 

<7 it 

had to realise: they could not change their 
jobs or lose them — otherwise out they would 
go. 

I was glad to forget the whole matter for a 
fortnight. Then Madala phoned. He'd missed 
a job because of a postal delay and had been 
told at several places there was nothing going. 
Now he was getting anxious, and about Vir-
gina too. Tn the meantime, he told me, he'd 
taken on a temporary job at a butchery be
cause he had no monev. 

Virginia had tried one or two places with
out luck, so I said I would see what I could 
do about her and let h im know. 

"Just ask for Jonas, madam", he stressed. 
Although he didn't say so, I realised it was 
because he didn't want the employer thinking 
he had big ideas about himself, being address
ed as Mr. It was a pitiful admission. I sug-
sested that he apply at a certain wholesaler 
and mentioned the names of four large depart
mental stores. 

Two of them had no vacancy for him. he 
told me. He'd tried there already. Alright 
then, the other two. I was to telephone them 
to recommend him. 

The important thing, much more so than 
the rate of pay, was the permanence of the 
job. There was no point in working for a 
fly-by-night concern, a dicv restaurant or art 
gallery that might close down through lack 
of turnover. Or for an individual, because 
individuals are alwavs liable to transfer. A 
menial job in a solid firm would be far prefer
able to well paid work that might not he per
manent. 

For Virginia I though an institution like 
a hospital which takes on permanent staff 
would be the most primising. One hospital 
had only temporary vacancies — "she can 
come on Thursdays and sit on a bench down
stairs and she'll probably get a weekly j o b " — 
and the other indicated that only young wo
men were wanted for the permanent posts. 
That some stayed as long as 15 years. 

"Besides, with people who are not from this 
city, there's all the additional fuss of arrang
ing to send them back afterwards as well as 
the expense of paying for the train tickets 
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back to wherever they have to go. So we try 
to keep clear of them." 

"Well , they wouldn't have to be sent away, 
at least not beyond the district . . ." 

" In any case, as I said dear, only the young 
girls. 

I decided to let Virginia find her own job. 
But I'd promised to telephone the depart

ment stores before Madala arrived there. L 
chose one at random because its bright dis
play windows triggered off a reaction in my 
mind, and ves, thev needed a cleaner. But it 
was heavy work, they warned, would he not 
be too old? 

I thought not but asked that if he proved 
unsuitable he should be transferred to another 
department but at all costs not sacked. I ex
plained that if he lost his job he would imme
diately be sent out of the city. 

"Oh, as a matter of fact, we prefer to take 
on those", the staff officer assured me. "They 
are more reliable." 

As luck would have it, Madala went there 
first. The job was for R9 a week, Saturday 
mornings included, but a canteen was pro
vided and he could start as soon as his papers 
were fixed up. 

"Madam?" his triumphant voice broke the 
news. He was anxious to start immediately 
but didn't want to hurry me too much so I 
mustn't worry now — but what about tomor
row morning? He'd already put someone else 
in his job at the butcher shop. 

The thought of going again to the other 
end of the city and visiting the Labour Bu
reau filled me with a drugging, dragging in
ertia. 

It was unnecessary for me to go back but 
Busby had given me the papers and said that 
I should bring them back again with the em
ployers' signatures. 

So I wearily agreed to accompany h im, but 
a?ked if we shouldn't wait for his wife to find 
a post so that we could get both permits fina
lised at the same t ime. But no , he was too 
eager. The days were passing and the tempor
ary permit was only valid until the end of 
the month and it might take some time for 
Virginia to find a job. To some extent her 
right of residence was dependent on his any
way, I realised. Besides, the store had only 
taken him on because he was ready to start 
right away. 

So the following morning I took the papers 
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to be signed by the personnel officer at the 
store and then drove out to the Labour Bu
reau where I met Madala, waiting in his great
coat at the gates of the enclosure. There was 
still the same large group of men standing 
outside, waiting to have their papers seen to. 

Madala waited outside again while I went 
in. Busby took the forms and started filling 
in details on them and stamping them. Then 
he took other forms out of other drawers. 

"Now", said Busby, "you'll have to take 
this document to the influx control officer at 
the Commissioner's office and hand h im this 
letter from me. Tell him you couldn't get 
this man fixed up anywhere in the district, 
that you tried all over and then. well, just pes
ter him the way you've pestered me.'1 

He smiled. "Bv the wav. how did he strike 
you"? 

"Who? Oh — him. Well, I only saw him 
once and I got the distinct impression he s 
sick of this case and won't feel much like see
ing us again. He said there was no chance of 
getting Madala i n . " 

"Oh did h e ? " He paused to consider that. 
"Well if he feels that way about i t . he may re
fuse the transfer from the district to the urban 

--
area. 

Whether he was just being alarmist or whe
ther he wanted to make me understand the 
trickiness of the matter. I don't know. 

"Anyway", he brushed that aside, "you go 
and see h im. See what you can do. This 
letter should help ." 

I hadn't really expected to have to go to the 
influx office again. But we went. It was a 
drive of several miles. The officer showed no 
surprise. He merely read the letter and grun-
ted. "Well, where's your reference book?" 

"They say they have not got it yet", said 
Madala who'd just been to a room at the end 
of a long passage. "I t ' s not come back yet 
sir, they say". 

"Well , you go and ask them" , he ordered 
me . "Maybe they haven't looked in the right 
place." 

So I went and asked. No, the book was 
not there yet. I came back. 

"But it must be", he said, irritated. He 
called one of his staff. "Go and see if this 
man's book has arrived yet." The man came 
back. He murmured something. The offi
cial shook his head. 

"Well, you'd better apply for a new one for 
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h im" , he told his assistant, "because if that 
one hasn't come back yet, it never will. He'll 
have to get a new one." He shook his head 
and muttered and made some arrangement with 
an elderly African businessman seated before 
him, who now rose up and left and then he 
turned to me again. 

"What about his wife? This letter doesn't 
say anything about he r ? " 

"He meant her too." 
"Well he doesn't say so. Anyway why 

didn't you bring her along with her papers?" 
I told him she hadn't yet found a job . 
"Mph. Well, it would have saved a lot of 

trouble if vou'd done them both together. 
Here you are." He stamped a document and 
handed it to Madala and carried on with his 
papers. 

"Is that al l?" I asked, wanting to be quite 
sure of fulfilling all the requirements. 

"Well, you'll have to take that back to Mr. 
Busby now, of course.'* 

"Back to Mr. Bushy? But arc you sure 
that's necessary?'' 

"Look, this only allows him from the dis
trict into the urban area. Now he has to be 
registered hasn't he? And so you've got to 
go to the Labour Bureau for that ." He seem
ed to think I was a fool, not to know this. 

Back in the car I laughed in exasperation. 
Madala. who was automatically sitting in the 
back where his presence could not be open to 
interpretations of litigable intimacy, was more 
reserved. For one thing he was simply more 
used to having his life regulated in this way 
— he didn't know why I should be so im
patient at so small a dose of it. Besides, right 
now, the end was in view. He was eager to 
seal his success. 

"And now back to Labour?" he said hope
fully. But that, to me. would have been un
endurable. So I said I would drop him off 
at his new place of employment and see if his 
employers were willing to accompany h im. 

I dropped him off at the store where they 
told him they would accompany him to the 
Labour Bureau — at some future date . . . 
maybe — but that he should go himself to set 
registered that afternoon. Which he did. By 
himself. 

Case for resettlement 
I didn't hear from him for some t im .e But 

their future weighed on my mind. So I spoke 
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to a higher official in the Government depart
ment and outlined their case. What would 
happen to such a couple* I asked. 

The official was impatient and a bit wary 
of my reasons for asking. 

"You can work it out for yourself'4, he said 
brusquely. "I t ' s a clear case for resettlement. 
Their choice of where to go is free and volun
tary, limited only by whether there's work or 
accommodation for them at the other end." 

"What about Mdantsane?" 
"We wouldn't resettle them there although 

they could go there on their own. But there's 
not enough work in East London for the 
Mdantsane people." 

"When you speak of resettling them, do 
you mean that you would pay for their re
moval?" I knew the Madalas had had to fin
ance their own removal from Cape Town. 

"Why should we pay for people who are 
there illegally in the first place?'1 he coun
tered. 

"We'd only do that in special circumstances 
or if people were destitute . . . " 

"And Zwelitsha?" 
"That ' s full up. But there ar e plenty of 

other Bantu townships in the Ciskei near 
Peddie or King William's Town." 

"If they go there will he be able to work 
there?" 

"If he can find work there — but he won't. 
There's not enough work available yet. All 
jobs have been taken. So he can leave his 
wife and come back and find work in the 
White areas." 

"But that's precisely it. He doesn't want 
to leave his wife." 

"Well! He wants his bread buttered on 
both sides. One can't expect everything. We 
are going to revert to contract labour. That's 
the basis of the new reculations." He was 
warming to his theme. He claimed it was the 
best solution. 

"Not for them", I interrupted. 

"No" , he agreed, "not for them. They, of 
course, insist on being in the towns. But 
we'll break down that barrier", he said confi
dently. "It 'll take a long time, but we'll break 
it down eventually . . . " 

Shortly afterwards I had a phone call from 
Madala. 

"I t ' s Jonas here" , he started. Installed in 
the shop as a cleaner, addressed the whole 

t ime by his first name, he had slipped back 
into this subservient image of himself. 

'Virgina has just been endorsed out" , he 
said. "They say she must leave the town. We 
went together to the lodgers' office the first 
t ime, but my wife she had to go back again 
to put the other granddaughter on her hous
ing permit because the first time she did not 
have a certificate for her. 

So because I am working they said it would 
be alright for Virginia to come back by her
self. Now that superintendent is on holiday 
and it's a different one there and he looks at 
her book and he says no but your book is no 
good, you must go. So Virginai she tries to 
explain hut he just stamps her watchucallit— 
out." 

Madala made representations and Virginai 
was reinstated and took a job as a domestic 
worker soon afterwards. Technically, of 
course, the superintendent had been correct 
to endorse her out because regulations do not 
provide for "contract" workers to have their 
wives with them — except as an inducement 
to the men who empty the city's refuse bins. 

Next time they fall foul of the regulations 
they will most certainly have to leave even 
though, of course, they will attempt to go 
through the whole rigmarole again. But I 
doubt if they will succeed unless there is a 
White person to plead their cause. 

If they become unemployed and stay on in 
the city, hiding and hoping for the best, they 
arc sure to be caught and imprisoned, fined 
and deported to a "homeland" where they 

have never been before, an arbitrarily selected 
place where they'll have no say over their 
lives, already circumscribed. They'll not be 
allowed to move from there. 

Futile words for him to say: I want to live 
with my brother or be near the sea or stay 
where my daughter can visit me. 

Now they will polish their floors and dread 
the future. Yet they are the lucky ones. 
They escaped the dragnet. This t ime. 

The last call I had from Madala was a re
quest that I should say a word on his behalf 
to the superintendent of a new housing scheme. 
He badly wanted his own house. 

"But lady," the superintendent told me, 
"don't you know that he'll never be allowed 
to have a house? He's only temporary." 
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