
The Remorseless
Process
Federation leads to conflict

PETER MACKAY

SINCE SIR EDGAR WHITEHEAD came to power with his
United Federal Party in 1958, Southern Rhodesia has
passed through a series of crises of such magnitude that
the Colony now teeters on the brink of economic bank
ruptcy, social collapse and ope,n racial conflict.

The process has been remorseless. To begin with, the
Prime Minister appeared to consider it his main task not
to be ousted from office in the manner of his predecessor,
Mr. Garfield Todd. To maintain his position he pan
dered freely to the European electorate on whom his
power rested. No accusations of liberalism would be
levelled at him!

Nor did they have to be, for within a few months he
had proscribed the only representative African political
organisation, the African National Congress, and jailed
some hundreds of its leaders and supporters.

Thus unburdened of his primary, African, opposition,
while at the same time removing some wind from the
sails of his parliamentary, European, opposition, Sir
Edgar Whitehead pursued the path of civilised and
responsible government-and to hell with it being re
presentative!

All the same, a seed was sown. The Government
must have been acutely aware that the grievances upon
which the A.N.e. had nurtured its national support
were not only widespread, but just. It behoved the
U.F.P., having eliminated the opponent, or at least its
most vigorous and articulate spokesmen, to dispose of
the grievances. But one point was neglected: the ban
ning of the A.N.C. added yet another cause of dissatis
faction to the list, one which made the formation of a
new, more militant African organisation inevitable.

So while the Government was bending its attention,
albeit cursorily and inadequately, to the initial causes
of unrest, the National Democratic Party was founded
and within a few months had grown into an even more
powerful opposition than its forerunner.

When this in its turn appeared to be growing too
strong, Sir Edgar Whitehead stepped in again and
arrested its leaders. At the same time, from his remote
pinRacle of power, he proclaimed Southern Rhodesia
to be like the calm eye of a cyclone. Meteorologically,
the simile was questionable; and whe~ a week later,
the country erupted in the most fearsome and far-flung
disturbances in its history, it appeared to be politically
dubious also.

The cycle continued. Vehement retaliation by the
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Government. More grievances for the Africans, and
more violent reaction. The N.D.P. followed the A.N.e.
into Government-ordained limbo, and the Zimbabwe
African People's Union succeeded the N.D.P. as the
mouthpiece and harness of the African people's spirit.

Consequently, the Colony now finds itself in a state
of permanent unhappiness and constant emergency. But
there is irony in the situation: in attempting to. retain
the support of his European electorate Sir Edgar White
head has forfeited the loyalty of the African masses.
And now, in endeavouring to retrieve his position and
acquire African support through reform, the Prime
-Minister is forfeiting the trust of Europeans.

And the moral? Don't aspi~e to lead unless you are
a leader. For if Sir Edgar Whitehead had made any
attempt to guide his European electorate along the
paths of reality and h~anity when he first came to
power, he might now stand some chance of building a
nation. .

Instead there is complete deadlock. The Government
is repudiated by the African nationalists and distrusted
by many Europeans. Its minimal support must indeed
be an all-time low even for this autocratic century.

MANY PEOPLE HAVE BEJ;N hoping that Britain, with its
benign influence and tranquil traditions, would step
into a situation increasingly malevolent and violent. The
hope is still not vain:. but Mr. Butler's.visit lessened it.
Certainly he was bland and urbane (to use the most
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Asleep on the river bank,
With cold beer in the hot afternoon
An angler dreams of anarchists
Dynamiting dustbins with a leery stare.
Dosing he pleads with the Devils
To renounce a senseless war on sanitation,
In fantastic stanzas of reality.

And through this revolution,
Sleeping on·a river ·bailk,·
Three times, three times, three times,
A Kingfisher squawks.
Screaming T.N.T.
Anarchy flies back, and back, and back
Through stanzas of reality.

And the angler scared rigid,
Upright with bird cries,
Blinks at this anarchy:
Two empty bottIes t

Sweat in his neck, the casual
Ricochet of a dragon fiy.
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