
Xhosa style can bo seen in the movie and slides 
taken on that day — the day when two oxen 
and four sheep were slaughtered — and Cross
roads SANG. 

A short drive through one or other of the main 
'roads' in the evening — around seven in summer, 
around five in winter — is something of a treat. 
Vegetable stalls, cooked meat counters are set 
up, merry music comes from transistors, people 
laugh ,enjoy one another's company, do business, 
discuss problems, meet girlfriends and boyfriends 
— it's a regular carnival, but a daily affair. 

Mornings and afternoons project the rhythms 
of carrying water, washing clothes and cooking 
— all, always, in the context of community sup
port, midst the hardships and struggle of shack 
living and low wages. 

But once it's dark — then come to discover the 
true meaning of domestic peace. Each little shack 
aglow with its candle or paraffin lamp — and 
the family and some friends sitting around in 
the glow and shadows, sharing, discussing, laugh
ing, talking, eating and drinking. While here and 
there one church or another has gathered in a 
shack to sing or pray, and the neighbours get 
the full benefit of the sermon. 

Meantime the committee of Crossroads are 
probably having a meeting by candlelight, up at 
the school, discussing the community problems 
— of arrests, demolitions, rental arrears, threats 
on account of extensions made to houses, and 
the endless problems which beset any commun
ity of migrant families in the Cape. 

Crossroads residents have welcomed visitors 
from every part of the globe — even from Russia 
— and they have communicated their warmth and 

welcome to each and all. What happened when 
a visitor had a flat wheel in the middle of Cross
roads on a Sunday afternoon and didn't possess 
a jack? No problem! Eight men, in their Sunday 
best (one in a tail-coat) hold the car aloft, while 
a ninth and tenth and eleventh man released 
the punctured wheel and replaced it with the 
spare. 

Are those people a burden to us? No. They are 
our healing, our cure for much that is sick in 
our society. We NEED the Crossroads people. 
We can't let them go. 

One is constantly amazed at their resourceful
ness in creating their own home industries, hav
ing neither training nor technique, advice or 
capital. Yet they go forward, nothing daunted. 
One knitting machine is bought, then a second. 
Locals are brought in on it, taught to work the 
machines. Garments appear in quick succession 
and are sold all over the Peninsula. 

Sewing machines are much more common. Bed
spreads, patchwork quilts, dresses, overalls, 
aprons, skirts, headdresses, are all made and sold 
in and around Crossroads. Several women spe
cialize in making the traditional Xhosa dresses, 
skirts, shawls and wraps. Shoemendcrs, watch
makers, radio repairers, and of course shops, 
shops and more shops are to be found every
where throughout the camp. 

This is a sketchy and hopelessly incomplete 
image of a vibrant, dauntless, courageous, enter
prising people — a people of God, for there's 
no other explanation for the energy among these 
rejected, unwanted, oppressed people. 

[Acknowledgements to SA Outlook, 
February 1078) 

A sonnet to whom it may concern 

You live and work and eat. and feel secure. 
Hut in that other village, very near. 
Even the children understand and fear 
The baleful midnight knock upon the door. 
They know that Home, pathetic, brave and 

small, 
Which somehow stands against the summer 

gate) 
Against the darkest night of rain and hail. 
A home with rusty roof and flimsy wall. 
A child's whole world, a sheltered place to 

sleep. 
Tomorrow could become a dusty heap. 

This happy squalor — all they know, for 
some — 

Is kinder than a silent waste of sand. 
Consider, men of power — stay your hand 
Before you dare to pray *77iy kingdom come'. 

M. L. Orpen 
(With acknowledgement to the CAPE TIMES) 
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Must this 

happen 

at Crossroads? 
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