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Are you an

Un-New African?

Die Putsonderwater Daaglikse Koerant's Bureau
of Racial Opinion (Vereeniging vir Kuns. en
Wetenskap) has been conducting a survey of the
readership of The New African. It might be said
that the results are rather unique.
1. Would you like to be on a London bound

plane with Sir Roy Welensky?
No
Yes .

2. If yes, why?
Answer: To talk about narrow-gauge rail
ways.

3. What \vould you do if you had Harry Oppen
heirner's money?
Organise trade unions among mi
.grant mine workers
Build an arms factory .
Don't know

4. Who do you back in the Transkei?
Matanzin1a 1500 proof
Botha Sigcau 25 0 proof

including customs duties)
5. What form of franchise do you favour in the

Transkei?
One man, one vote 99.0%:
One man, one vote, one candidate 1.0~1>

7. What do you think of The New African?
Of what? 64.5 %
Oh that! 35.5%

8. Have you subscribed? If not fill in the form
below.

THE SUBSCRIPTION MANAGER

THE NEW AFRICAIN

P.O. BOX 2068

CAPE TOWN

I enclose
R2.00,l£1/$2.80 for 12 months
Rl.20/12s/$1.75 for 6 months

Name

Address

Some subscribers have told us that they did not
receive the February issue of The New African.
Every copy was posted, yet the General Post
Office, Cape'Town, assure us that they withheld
none. Please let us know if, as a subscriber, you
did not receive the February issue.
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Not so our jazzmen. Township jazz is shunned, not
because it is sometimes heard on Radio Bantu (less
frequently now that its ethnic content has become too
urbanised) but presumably because· it would be found
to lack "soul"-as if jazz were some sort of course in
theology.

In actual fact Township Jazz, in spite of its urbanisa
tion, has many of the authentic elements of a music
that the modern jazzman is rapidly forgetting. As one
critic put it: "Sonle modern jazzmen are selling their
birthright for a mess of European pottage."

It is these same elements that many American jazz
men are desperately seeking in the hope of restoring
some of the lost vitality to a music that needs. more than
a jab from a drug addict's needle if it is to survive as
an art form. •

The New
Un-African
DENNIS B·RUTUS

I KNEW PROFESSOR D. D. T. Jabavu briefly at Fort
Hare. He was by then a venerable old man, genial and
kindly, and though I did not take any of his classes, I
grew to like him. I found myself sharing the respect
most students felt for him as a "personage" without
quite knowing why. Gradually I learnt to know his
part in the development of African education and poli
tics and also to know why he was a fig~re. Still later,
when I knew more, and studied the role of the Native
Representative Council and papers like lmvo Zabant
sundu my respect for him declined.

But I am glad I met him, and remember him for his
sense of fun, almost clownishness-with just the fain
test hint of "Uncle Tom."

I know his daughter, Noni, only through her writing
and am hot disposed to regret it after seeing a copy
(January) of The New Strand which she now edits.

This, to me, epitomizes the new-and rather revolting
"new un-African."

Someone gave me a copy of her Drawn in Colour
I had decided against buying it, simply because of the
reviews-most of them favourable and faintly patroni
sing. Reading of it confirmed my rejection. Apart from
a moving section on her brother's funeral (he was
stabbed by tsotsis in Johannesburg and she flew from
London to be present), I found it stilted, artificial and
critifal in the worst down-the-nose white tradition.

DENNIS BRUTUS is secretary of the South
African Sports Association and is prominent in the
South African Convention movement. He was
banned from attending meetings, and dismissed
from his Government teaching post, in 1961.
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DO MI N·E E
AND THE
DOM-PAS

THE

*

MAR Y ANN WALL

This is a summary of the Rev. Charles
Rooper's book Brief Authority which was
banned in 1960. As Anglican Rector of
Zeerust he saw the grim repression of the
Bafurutse by the police.

Send 35c plus 4c postage to:
INSIGHT PUBLICATIONS BOX 2068 CAPE TOWN

The story of the resistance to the
introduction of women's
passes in Zeerust

But perhaps the fault is not entirely here. There are
other equally tasteless examples of self-display in the
same issue.

The second part of a story "Gideon and the Carra
way Case" is printed. It is "By John Creasey as J. J.
Marric". The editorial footnote: "This series presents
a new and brilliant treatment in serial form of Gideon's
March by John Crease,y (as J. J. Marric). Like all
Gideon stories, this new book contains several gripping
themes, to be presented in The New Strand as separate
stories."

John Creasey is also listed on the contents page as
one of the two proprietors.

A full-page advert announces that the first issue of
The New Stran'd was "virtually out of print before it
was published". •

it seems to me that this is the African of our time-the
new African-becoming new in everything and ceasing
to be African and genuine.

Is this the traditional spite of the unknown or unsuc
cessful author for those who have arrived? I hope not.

Reading Miss Jabavu-particularly in Drawn in
Colour-one cannot fail to be impressed by her easy
and assured handling of the English language-a
familiarity with the nuances and idiomatic intricacies
which give her writing a nervous quality and distinctive
charm. But the falseness of tone and the artificiality of
taste are jarring. To be taken into the bosom of the
"best families" should not lead to casting off Africa or
African attitudes. Still less to speak patronisingly of
people anywhere-"the ordinary little man and friend
at my garage"; or loftily, with upper-crust condescen
sion, of "my London left-wing unfriends". In this last
quotation we have the essence of the matter: it is the
voice of the British Establishment emerging, surprising
ly, and annoyingly, from the mouth of an African who
has been assimilated into the system.

Clearly she had become an alien in her own culture
--'detribalised" is what we call it in our own South
African shorthand, but it is better not to use this term
-to anyone else it has the wrong connotations of pro
tribalism. Her acid contempt for the Uganda culture
into which her sister married, for instance, is the kind
of dismissal we are accustomed to from the most igno
rantly superior type of white visitor-settler in Africa.

She speaks superciliously of their smell, their ineffi
ciency, and their mechanical imitation of an English
culture, for which they are not ready.

But the January New Strand is much worse. (I don't
know about the other issues.) It reeks of the self-con
scious and pretentious personality of an ex-African
woman-blatantly paraded.

But this is vague. One must cite her editorial. She
has been (as she is at pains to point out) editor since
Septe,mber and is married to some wealthy member of
the Cadbury clan-the chocolate people. She points
out other things as well.

She is listed as editor on the contents page-but
this is what follows her editorial:

"NONI JABAVU (Signature reproduced) 7 John St.,
London W.C.I. editor of the The New Strand. Author
of autobiography Drawn in Colour published by John
Murray, London, 1960, now in the fifth printing: pub
lished by Mondadori, Milan, 1961: to be published
by St. Martin's Press, ,New York, 1962."

Africans have a way of consciously asserting their
presence. You can see it in the graceful flaunting of
African girls on any road in the Transkei, or in the
solid assurance of the "lift boys" and watchmen of
"Jozi."

But the other kind of self-display is different-it is the
difference between those, magnificently breasted Xhosa
maidens on the country roads-ripe peach-mangoes is
what I think of-and the hothouse peachiness of a
strip-teaser.

Miss Jabavu's display is of the latter sort.
What's the editorial about? Mainly about "Midwinter

in Menton": Well, not quite: mainly about what the
editor thinks about midwintering in "wintry Menton."
"Where I do have to wear my cosy chanel stripe worsted
suit as I have been forced to do in sunless London in
recent weeks." (Menton, perhaps I should add, is on the
Riviera.) It is also about writers on war and other
specialists-an unbelieveably incomplete and naive list.
And-and this really set my teeth-about "the left-wing
intellectuals whose instinct-denying attitude seems to
me perverse, 'mixed-up'."

Lots of other things are dragged in-General Spear
point (obscurely), the Old Wives Tale (clumsily) and
the H-bomb-(for topicality). But I think I have given
enough to make my point.

Which is this. That here we have an African who has
been able to assimilate the culture of another world and
to take a place in it successfully and with distinction.
But whose personality seems to me full of artifice, and
falseness-the robes are borrowed and ill-fitting, the
voice off-key and jarring. It can happen to anyone. But
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