
I threw my arms around him in a moment of silent
worship.
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PETER COD is a pseudonym, the metaphor drawn from the
finny tribe, which puts me in good company with contemporary
columnist fashion. See the New Statesman, if you are prepared
to risk it. Drawn, too, from the name of a political organisa
tion I used to belong to, an organisation with an atmosphere
as strange, innocent and sinister as a Graham Greene novel
Our Man in Havana to be precise.

THE- NEW AFR"ICAN FE:BR·U·ARY 1962

HAIRY CAME UP to see me. He was restless. "Let's go
to the bar," he said.

"No bar here."
"l.let's talk to the bar tender. '
"No bar tender either."
"Let's go to a bull-fight."
"No bull-fights on Table Mountain."
"Without these things how do you live here?" Hairy

asked.
"I came here te escape civilisation."
"Sure have," said Hairy.
"Let's make money," said Hairy.
"There's my boy," I noted.
"Let's write a musical glamourising shebeens," he

said breathlessly (although that way it was difficult to
say). "It will be a certainty because this is the time with
this new liquor law comin.g up for legislation sometime
this year and all and we could cash in with our Re
quiem for Shebeens."

"Yeaaaah," I said, stretching it to capacity (a one·
word rhapsody).

"We can also gIamourise violence," he said, "and
Township Life."

"But no politics,~' I stressed.
"No politics!", he agreed.
"We will call it a Jazz Opera," he went on. (Man, he

has a creative mind). "And have an 'all African cast'."
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the night and walked two steps behind him in the
daytime, as befits a queen, for her sake he had joined
company with the overseer from Jo'burg. Hamba kahle
-walk with care-are the words of farewell.

Africa's sons descend into Africa's earth to dig out
precious stones and gold to be exchanged for bread
and words, to fetch a ring for the girl-wife's finger
for the mutual comeliness of that gold and that skin.

How can Africa's sons know anything about the days
in the camps, their concentration and smell and colour,
how different they are from the days and nights which
went unmeasured among the mountains of Basutoland?
Or how wildness loses its moderation and taste in
crowded tunnels, -how the glimmer of gold grows dim,
like the eyes of captive leopards. Where is the joy and·
grace of that dance which the overseer orders every
night? Naked, African men have to stretch out their
fingers and toes, one by one, open their mouth wide,
hold their behind apart lift up their member-in case
a grain of gold is found on you, you black thief-ask
your friends how one is cured from that mote.

Sons of Africa fetching gold out of Africa's soil as a
token of eternal faith for millions of non-African
women across the sea. Authenticity above all. The
highest number of carats and the highest cultural level.
Top youth demands top quality. Send a piece of brass
wire to the bride in Basutoland, she is yours for ever
anyway.

If you try to make off across the barbed wire one
night, and the police catch you, as you have no pass,
and you are sent to Potgieter's prison farm in Africa's
Heidelberg, then you will not have hopes of Basutoland
any more, then the mining camp will be good enough
for you to long for. Pretensions drop on Potgieter's
farm. Black men drop to the edge of the hole of death
on Potgieter's farm in New Heidelberg. "The rats that
are there are- very big."

In the mine compound, food is worth more than it is
elsewhere.

Soon you will not be asking so many questions.
Five thousand men and no women, and the innocent

hook of your little finger despairs and grows all twisted,
until you suddenly realize why the overseer smiled so
mockingly at interlaced men's hands that day, when
nobody knew more about the night than that woman
bore its glory.

The street trembles beneath the men's graceful walk.
Their legs are still shiny after the farewell anointing.

The overseer is white, relentless, full of human wrath.
His hatred is much bigger than himself. The recruiting
sergeant for King Charles XII's last army. The debt
collector. The foremost among citizens. The eternal
overseer.

Does anybody notice the white overseer and his catch
from Basutoland? No, nobody, for The Star has just
appeared, and all those who can read are learning some
more about what Eichmann did some twenty-five years
ago. "How could people at the time have been so blind?
Let us never forget what happened then."

The street trembles in astonishment. The stones of
Jo'burg rise and fall before my eyes. But my heart is
silent.



Two weeks later, he came again, on his bicycle this
time because his motor-scooter was, like, broken.

"'It has been done before," he cried.
"No!" I sobbed.
"Yes!" he yelped.
We collapsed on to the ground and wept. Because we

were sad.
"Let us," he said, "rather write a musical about the

Cape Coloured fisherfolk."
"Goodie," said I.
"It will be full of funny language and show the quaint

ways of these folk."
"It must be cute," I said, "and colourful, and gay."
"And ersatz!" he added.
"And ersatz!" I added also.

The man wheeled himself up in his wheel-chair.
"The song has ended," he groaned.
"It hasn't been done," he sighed.
"Too revolutionary?" I asked.
"Indeed," he replied. ~

We pondered. For a long time. For a week. Then
Hairy spoke.

"Let us play it safe. We shall write another musical
glamourising shebeens."

"Gee, what a wonderful idea, Hairy," I said, "With
an all White cast?"

"No. An all black cast."
"You are a genius," I pointed out.
"Its name will be 'Cali me Missus'."
"You're the boss, Hairy."
As indeed he is. e
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A week later the man walked up the mountain, using
his handkerchief. To wipe up the perspiration. His eyes
were wet. With tears. He was sad.

"It has been done," he moaned.
I moaned too.
We both moaned.
"Let us then write a musical about Cato Manor," he

suggested.
"That is in Natal," I pointed out.
He saw the point.
"But," he said, "we could romanticise the English

Section in Natal."
"Wow!" I gulped. ..
I embraced the genius. What a revolutIonary Idea.
"The hero could be, nay, must be, a polo player. Tall,

young, blond, handsome," Hairy said.
"And shy," I played it by ear.
"And shy," Hairy played it that way too. .
"He is playing polo for Natal when called In to

rescue the Natal cricket side struggling against a band
of foreign invaders. From the Transvaal. He scores a
century. With his polo stick. He saves the side."

"We will call it 'The Natal Stand'."
"Yes," said Hairy.
"And," I went 9n, "Adam Leslie will play the hero.

Or Mr. Trollip."
Hairy embraced me.
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Cautious Conservatives,
Coherent Critics

HARRY JAGUAR

Policies, parties and the press in Nigeria

THE NIGERIAN GOVERNMENT has a moderate, pro-British
pro-Western Foreign policy. Though it professes
neutralism it is distinctly anti-Communist (for a long
time the Russians were obstructed in their efforts to
open an embassy in Lagos). But Nigeria is a very loyal
supporter of the United Nations and has backed the
V.N. throughout in the Congo.

The Nigerian government inherits its caution from
the British. On Pan-African affairs it is a keen member
of the Monrovia bloc and sees things in the same light
as the BrazzavilIe powers in French-speaking Africa.

Nigeria has still its own regional, and even tribal
differences to overcome, its government is therefore
suspicious of attempts at political unity in Africa. For
the time being it is national unity which has to be built.
There is a fear that grandiose schemes for political
union will prove unworkable, and that it is better to
explore all other methods of technical, economic and
cultural co-operation first.

On the question of concentrating on internal develop
ment as a first priority, Nigerian leaders see things in
the same way as M. Houphouet Boigny of the Ivory
Coast. Like the Ivory Coast the country is thriving
because of its reputation for stability, its encourage
ment of foreign capital and the inducements it offers to
white businessmen.

Nigerian leaders are highly suspicious of President
Nkrumah of Ghana. They feel that he is trying to be a
Prima Donna whose goal is to lead Africa on an
international scale. In recent months the Nigerian
leaders feel that Nkrumah is being proved wrong. His
concentration on international leadership at the expense
of internal development is now resulting in serious
difficulties at home. While the Ghana economy is sliding
badly, Nigeria continues to make the best of foreign
capital. Light industry is rapidly being established. Oil
has been discovered, cement factories are working to
capacity, rubber is playing an increasingly important
part in exports. In 1956/57 the Government spent £9
million on its economic development programme. In
1958/59 £27m. In 1959/60 £32m. and in 1960/61 £46m.

Despite all this the youth of Nigeria is still not
satisfied. There is considerable opposition to the govern
ment among intellectuals, young people and an ever
growing class of semi-educated unemployed city
dwellers.

The young men of Nigeria feel that Britain gave the
country a capitalist economic system. They feel that the
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