
could not dominate, they should never have been given
such a cast-iron excuse. The Casablanca group is well
within its rights in refusing to attend a conference froI?
which one "of its number had been excluded. Nor IS
it fair to the Algerian Provisional Government to com
pare them with nationalists from Kenya or even South
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CAPE TOWN I SING.
It is Sunday afternoon and I am dictating this wh~le

striding up and down the surf-pounded beach of Chf
ton, watching the waves break, bre~k, bre~k.. I am
wearing my cloak and from time to tIme I flICk .It.

My faithful readers, those that have st~ck \vlth ~e

through thick and thin, in sickness ~~d In .health, In
good times and bad since I started wrItIng thIS column,
will be asking-if they are alert-when I left Table
Mountain. I had been living in a shack on Table
Mount, waiting for the Bomb to go ~ff. However, I
made a pile of money (see last I?onth. s column) and
am now touring the country, partIng 'Wlth me my por-
table bomb-shelter. .

In front of me, scraping the ice off my toes and takIng
down my dicta, is WaIt Whiteman, my own Boswell.

On a jagged rock a slim-hipped sea-gull has been
intoning a mournful ditty. High pitc~ed, b~t mourn~ul;

quite an achi~vement. .~ow he flIes off, left WIng
stammering slIghtly, to JOIn a group of. prosperou.sly
paunched penguins that have been chantIng beckonIng-
lyon the horizon. .

WaIt, whose long white false beard has b~en flappIng
'melodiously against the front of his alpaca Jacket, turns
to me. "We are not alone," he mutters.

"Pr'ecisely my dear Whiteman," I answer.
He has at' last seen the thousands of bikinied brown

people burning themselves up in the sun.
"Look at the ladies," he requests.
I do. ("Hul bratjies is bra skraal," protested Clifton's

ace bard and poet laur~ate-but that w~s in another
language, and, besides, In another ma~~Z1ne.)

"Tell your readers about Cape Town, WaIt suggests.
Oh, dear readers, if you could see the well-fed, some-
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Africa, who do not have a government in exile widely
recognised inside and outside Africa. In 1960 the
Algerians were seated as full members of the Conference
of Independent African States; and they can hardly be
blamed for their anger at being excluded by the
"Brazzaville" governments, who until very recently

continued on page 12

what effete and sometimes exaggeratedly well-formed
bodies lying here, you would understand something
about Cape Town. Something about South Africa, too..

But Cape Town to me is not this collection of sun
burnt strangers. It is rather my friends here, many of
them not Capetonians by birth. They are many, and
share only their habit of holding meetings and parties,
sometimes both simultaneously. They are not symbol
ised for me by the present Parliament but by the Cape
Spring, green, infinitely lovely and promising a great
future.

Let me describe a meeting/party I attended recently.
It 'was held at the flat of a retired hog-runner. When a
Porcine Prohibition hit the" Karroo he made his pile
selling illicit pigs to pig-fanciers and holding illegal
hog-races from dorp to dorp. He now sells second-hand
ears. His wife, our gracious hostess, spent the evening
knocking down the walls between their flat and those
adjacent, murmuring "Togetherness." "Slumped inanely
on the couch was a gigantic human Teddy Bear, an
Oxford graduate, who grunted wisely at intervals. In
the corner lolled a dishevelled jazz-fan barking out
"Yes. Man" and "Dollar Brand" as if imitating a
Feiffer cartoon. Next to me sat a barefooted gossamer
socialist who had aggressively driven her father's
Cadillac into the Hall. A balding ex-publisher (sacked,
political reasons), a one-time Fort Hare lecturer (sacked,
political reasons) and a former member of the N.E.V.M.
(resigned, woke up) made up the complement.

We began the meeting, conferred for an hour, solved
all the immediate problems, then got out from under
the table.

Our host pulled out a bottle of wine (this is Cape
Town, remember) and enjoined us thus, "Tipple,
bibbers, and tope."

We did. Even the Special Branch man joined in.
That is Cape Town. Cape Town I sing. And love.

Codicil
"Hi, Cod!" sneered a young man to me, mispro

nouncing my pseudosurname, "Still producing your
undergraduate-hurnour-type column for The New
African?" After felling him with a copy o~ Encount~r;

Dec., 1961, I read him .extracts ~rom NIge.l D~~nls

review of Beyond the Fringe contaIned thereIn,- The
spontaneous alacrity that makes so-called 'underg.radu
ate humour' the entrancing thing it is" and "The ~md of
an intelligent undergraduate presents a maturIty that
only a handful of geniuses command after the ag~ of
25." Then I answered the young man, who had Just
graduated himse,lf, "YES." •
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