
AFRICA 
By BFTTY DU TOIT 

Slowly the heavy door 
clang behind me. 
I shiver as I walk 
and hear its echo through 
the long cement corridor. 
But the echo I hear no more, 
for I stand in stupefaction* 
A group of naked women 
\ shrieking crescendo* 

lump bloody Kaffirjnmp, 
I witness a marionette show 
o/ naked u'omen. 

/ shut my eyes and soon-
the crescendo falls on me. 
1 am stripped and clothed 
like all the others 
within these frightful wall>\ 
Now I'm naught and they all. 

all. 

They say: stand and \i*ait 
and while I wait, I note a baton 
and its laeh'upon the desk. 
Soon I see that lash 
decend on black hip * 
She failed to answer, 
had not heard her name. 

I still see the outside world, 
through the barred* window, 
and as I gaze at the warm 

bright street, 
I'see a woman pass-
Can she be real ? 

Now J am in my cell. 
Now I see only red brick walls. 
i throw myself upon my bed. 
My mind whirls. 
/ sieze my spoon and write 
upon the wall. 
For sixteen hours in my dark 

cell 
1 contemplate my sin-
of breaking an unjust law. 

Monday morning and with the 
dawn, 

the shrieks of Kaffir-Girls, out, 
out, 

You Bloody Bastards (vu-f. 
I hear the lash swish up, 
I see black women lovelier in 
form and face than 
their jailors-
tream out like cattle from a 

a truck. 

I start, for I see 
that most of these are icomen 
swollen with life, 
one a pregnant mother-
A babe upon her back. 
Dear God! protect me from 

white civilization. 

A wardress comes 
and her crescendo decends 

upon us 
I flee as do the rest 
of the terrified herd, 
and start my work. 
Haai! Haai! she shriek , 
anil the babe on its mother's 

back 
echoes the cry in glee. 
HaaV. Haai! 

In fear and terror* 
lest we fail to plede 
we wash and scrub 
and while we work 
a word runs through 
my mind-Belsen. 

Slowly the days go by. 
1 watch, my black listers 
and soon I know, that as 
they step upon the earth 
with their bare feet, 
they know that they are-strong 
and full of life-
they laugh at their oppressors 
For time is on their side. 
Their cry of Afrika 
will soon be heard I 
Then no whips hall decend on 
them. 
No children live behind these 

walls. 
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