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Jobs
and Living

PETER MOTSOANE

t'THE NATIVE IS NOT AMBITIOUS," the South African
Information Service will tell you~ "He is not fond of
change and works in a leisurely fashion. Thus he is best
suited ~ for menial labour which requires physical
strength and not professional experience."

Most white people in South Africa believe this. They
make little effort to understand correctly the real feel
ings of African workers. I have sometinles found whites
puzzled or annoyed at hearing an African voice the
same economic ambitions that a white man could be
expected to have. These whites regard ambitious Afri
cans as if they were going where angels fear to tread.

Look at two economic fields as examples of African
ambitions. The first example is that of African hopes
in the area of trade and commerce:

I have worked in commerce and hope to do so again.
I can thus say authoritatively that the African does not
merely want to be a cheap labourer, but wants to
contribute his skills in a far more constructive way to
the development of his country.

There is a certain burning feeling we Africans feel
when we see a white fellow-worker leave his job and
start up his own business somewhere. We see the ease
and authority with \vhich a businessman treats his
workers and customers. We realise what it must be to
own a business. And if we cannot do so now, we ltvill
be able to do so in the Africa of tomorrow.

When he sees that white colleague leaving to start his
own enterprise, perhaps after working only a few years,
the African feels let down. He may have been working
much longer, but still hasn't got much in the bank. He
feels he is wasting his time. Somehow there seems to be
a granite wall keeping him in his place, keeping him
part of a mass of cheap labour that white South Africa
wants.

The foundation-stone of this granite wall is lack of
capital. Even if an African has plenty of initiative, he
finds it difficult to raise loans to start a business. Low
wages make it practically impossible to save. So, what
can he do?

Some steal in order to get money. Others invest in
football pools or lotteries in hopes of a magic windfall
of cash. A lucky few can save and borrow and somehow
hoard enough together to go into business.

PET E R MOT S 0 A N E is a Pretoria journalist.
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Ambitions-a quartet

The Johannesburg business journal Financial Times
recently complained that African vendors in the city
streets are a nuisance to traffic. This influential paper
made no effort to find out why these Africans are forced
to trade in the streets. The Financial Tilnes might
trouble itself sometime to find out why these street
vendors are not allowed to buy decent shops in the
centre of the city.

There have, in fact, been Inany applications for
various types of trading licences, but official policy has
been to discourage any African commercial enterprise
that might compete with white shopkeepers. So, the
Africans are allowed to work and earn money, but when
they buy food and clothing, the profits usually end up
in the pockets of the whites. .

Here is a typical case that occurred in the Atterldge
ville African location near Pretoria. It shows that the
African's ideal of business activity is not merely the
wish to be a butcher or a fruit vendor.

A young Inan named Mr. Phalatse used to work for
an industrial firm in Pretoria. This firm manufactured
bangles, ashtrays, badges, bronze buttons and that sort
of thing. Mr. Phalatse enjoyed his work, since it re
quired real artistic skill. When he got home in the
-evenings he would practise what he did at work, and
made very attractive lamp-shades and hand-painted
ashtrays. The only snag with Mr. Phalatse's business is
that he cannot get a good market for his produce. The
back-yard of his match-boxed shaped municipal house
is his work-shop. He has built a garage-like shed for
this purpose. But he is required by the apartheid laws
to sell only to the Africans. And Africans are usually
poor, so that whatever money they may have has to go
for rents, fines and the essential food and clothing. As
a result they must close their eyes to artistic articles
like Mr. Phalatse's that might be for sale. So he is
unable to sell to his o\vn people and must send his
products to the big European-owned department stores
in the centre of the city. The stores buy them at very
Iow prices and then sell them to their white customers
at very high prices. Some African women told me that
they had seen some of his products being sold in one
of the most "exclusive" stores in Pretoria where the
"high society" of the whites do their shopping. And
who gets the bulk of the profit? Not Mr. Phalatse, the
artist, but the white-owned department stores.

LET US NOW LOOK at the. rising African ambitions in
another sphere of economic life-housing.

Throughout South Africa municipal locations look
like long rows of red-brick match-boxes. They are the
pride of the authorities and their architects. They are
not the pride of their African inhabitants.

In most locations in the country these days you will
observe a "housing revolution" developing. This "revo
lution" is, in my opinion, an attempt by Africans to
show th~ authorities that they are not contented with
the type of houses provided them. Many houses are
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undergoing various architectural changes. For example,
Africans are busy changing the doors of the houses in
order to make them look more presentable. Other things

AMBITIONS-2

are being done as well: In some municipal houses their
occupants have extended them and provided extra
rooll1s, _verandahs, and stoeps. rIhe great costs involved

eARL MAFOKO

Religion's unanswered question

THE NEW AFRICAN SEPTEMBER 1962

THE SCENE IS MARINA STREET,
Lady Selborne's bus-rank since
the bus boycott, half a mile out
of the village. Crowds are surging
forward in queues. As some go,
others arrive. They are impatient
and anxious. Some talk, others
just keep still; you cannot say
what they feel.

A young man of God appears
on the scene. He dishes out the
gospel to the crowds. This is his
pulpit. From line to line he paces
gently, occasionally stopping to
greet someone he knows. Yet his
message is not so gentle; nor are
its effects, the response it elicits
from the crowds. There is vio
lence in his preaching, and you
can see by the bulging lines on
his neck, the wrinkles on the fore
head, and a slight moisture that
struggles to foam on his mouth
corners.

Yes, this same preacher, Cle
ment Moagi by name, raises a
storm with his words. He lashes
with the tongue. Against a whirl
of wild opposition, he just goes
snap-dash into the battle, reading
and preaching. To boo or laugh
him off is to accelerate him.

"Repent and mend thy ways!"
extorts the already familiar tenor
voice of tiny Clement, generally
called "Moruti".* To accentuate
the mood of his humble calling,
the preacher goes in simple
clothes-the knob-kneed trousers,
leather-rimmed heavy coat and
shoes with upturned noses.

The old man's opinion comes
as a chide-"You are silly, young
man; you are lazy ..." Why, the
holy words have been preached
since Adam and Eve strayed
from Eden. Bitter experience has
shown that work, hard work and
honesty breed a man. Church
matters are things that belonging
to Sundays.

" ... For Jesus, Noah and Lot

*Preacher (S. Sotho)

were faced with like opposition."
"It is a confused notion; it

won't apply today ..." That is
the advice of the virile student,
full of modern science.

The fashionable, quizzical
group of juveniles, more loud and
glaring in speech, will also air
their opinions on the matter.
How can they regard this man
but as a nlere sheep that does not
fit in today's society! Even child
ren of schooling age regard his
teachings as the calling of a man
not talented in today's fast ways.

They are a puzzling people
these who, while they adhere to
the church, find fault with the
church; for the preacher is one
with the church.

The gradual lay-off in religious
enthusiasm, the blinkered sense
of belonging in the average
church-goer, have wiped out,
even in children, the awed regard
with which the unknown was
held at the onset of the holy
teachings.

These then, are the mixed
weeds in Clement's field-as
many as there are denominations
on earth. Himself a fresh recruit
in the "Assemblies of God" con
.gregation, Clement speaks ill of
the "Watch-Tower", a church of
gentle, persuasive organisers, and
of the church he left, the "St.
Paul's Apostolic Faith Mission."
No wonder he raises such a
storm. Who can believe that a
man who errs and blames others
does not indulge in sinful acts?

YOU HAVE BEEN WAITING for an
hour now. You have not been
favoured with a ticket. About
seven buses have come and gone,
and you fear to count the lines
that must be served before yours.
If you are careful, which no
doubt you are, you realise the
bus that pulls in left you standing
there a whole long hour ago. And
you wonder why you were not

aware of your sore feet all along.
You were stunned and hypno
tised, as usual. You are now sore,
for being aware of it.

The preacher is around to re
mind you of the folly of one man
rising against the other, one
nation against the other; the folly
of the Lady Selborne community
rising against 'PUTCO'.t But,
you think, did 'PUTCO't offer
the other cheek when she was hit
by Lady Selborne? Measure for
measure! and the strong wins ...

YOU ARE NEAR THE DOOR NOW,
you do not care so much for the
lot behind you. The Moruti
comes around to fire at you the
last bullet. It is a bomb-shell. A
few women hum-hum here and
there, punctuating the sermons
with suppressed 'amens'. And
they are so few! Bitter against the
unbelieving mob, they are power
less to voice their indignation. So
they just curl up into their
frames, the poor people, for who
are they to shake the beliefs of a
world of excited men and
women! Who are they to shape
the destiny of rival churches!

Their solace comes on Sundays
when they meet in church to
dampen and knead their flaked
souls with soft psalms. Or, at an
"Assemblies of God" session, to
sing and drum-beat up their dull
passions.

You have secured a safe seat
in the bus, at least you are sure
you are not late. You are not one
who takes things for granted. So
on .reflection you find yourself
faced with the still unanswered
question; just what is the New
Africa's religion? •

tPublic Utility Transport Company
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exceed RIOO for providing an extra room, and R40 for
changing doors inside and outside the house. What the
Africans object to is that the municipal authorities have
built· the houses so that they all look exactly alike, as
if all Africans were exactly the same and had the same
tastes.

It is not only in the locations that the effects of this
"revolution" can be seen but also in some of the rural
outskirts of Pretoria. With the mass forced exodus of
Africans from the freehold "black spots", many Afri
cans are building their own houses in places like
Winterveldt, Walmansdal and Hebron. These people
are not satisfied with the red-brick houses, and those
who were forced to move from the "black spots" pre
ferred to build better homes in the new areas. In
Walmansdal, for instance, I have seen several such
houses although there are still a good number of mud
and corrugated iron houses occupied by poorer Afri
cans. Even the latter would very much like to have
better homes if they could. But most of the people who
have enough money to build in these out-of-town areas
are teachers, and traders. Some of these homes are very
comfortable. But I have never yet seen an African
home with a swimming pool!

Why do Africans build these new homes? I think the
main reason is that they feel that there is no privacy
whatsoever in the small "match-boxes" that most people
are given. If a visitor comes into the house to talk, they
must send their children out to play in the street. And
if students in the family want to work at night, they
cannot concentrate on their studies if other people are
talking in one of the rooms in the house. If relatives
come to stay, the younger children must be sent out to
live in neighbours' houses in order to make room.

Another motive for all this building is this: Many
people feel that if they have their own homes, they are
secure from permit raids and rent prosecutions.

IN CONCLUSION, I believe that the examples I have
discussed demonstrate that African ambitions in all
economic fields are strong and steadily growing. I
believe that the present coffee-cart owners who block
traffic in the Johannesburg streets don't want to remain
like that forever. They see themselves as future execu
tives, hotel managers, and store-owners.

Likewise for the Africans who now live in the humi
liating "match-boxes". They look forward to a day
when they can live in homes that anyone would be
proud to own. They believe that the opportunity to
have a fine, comfortable home brings with it an in
creased self-respect and human dignity.

What about the effects on Africans, are they "not
ready for rapid economic advancement", as the govern
ment would have us believe? A thousand times no.
Take the matter of housing: In the dull endless rows
of "match-boxes" people do not feel any pride or sense
of security. They are careless with their houses because
they do not regard them as truly theirs, since they live
under constant fear of ejectment. But, give a man a
house that is truly worthy of being lived in, and look
at the difference! No person can be expected to put any
time or care into improving his lot if he lives in constant
fear of being removed from his home because of the
whim of some government official erasing a "black
spot" from a map. •
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Earnings
The state must intervene

s. N. NDLUMBINI

I DO NOT PROPOSE TO PRESENT the South African In
come Distribution in a tabular form, which is rather
complex due to racial variations. I wish to enquire into
the thorny problem of African wage increases which
happens to be a current topic.

Like other countries the South African labour force
is divided into three categories, namely skilled, semi
skilled and unskilled labour. In such a case there is
bound to be a wage differentiation, but in South Africa
unlike other countries there is in existence another
differentiation, based purely on colour. Taking the two
extremes, the Africans comprise a majority in the un
skilled group and the whites in the skilled group. The
gap between these two groups tends to be artificially
wide, based as it is on both economic and non-economic
factors. The average monthly wage for Africans is
roughly R30 and that of the Whites R120. It is a wide
gap indeed, and its tendency has been towards widening
rather than narrowing.

The State and the businessmen have expressed their
recognition of the inadequacy of the African wage for
a reasonable standard of living. The sociologists give
R50 per month as a minimum living wage for a family
of five, a figure which gives no allowance for anything
other than basic essentials of life. When you add thing~

like transport, nledical care and some minor recreations
you arrive at a figure of R 70 per month.

In both the public and private sectors of the economy
it is agreed that this wage increase should be gradual
and must be accompanied by increas,ed prOductivity.
The noticeable disagreement, however, is on who nlust
play the leading role: the government, through the
Wage Board, which normally takes a long time before
giving any new revision, or through government direc
tive; or businessmen themselves. The government seems
to favour the businessm·en's initiative, but the business
men favour government operation through the Wage
Board.

Between these two sectors there is an underlying fear
that an immediate radical African wage increase, which
is a human necessity, to the reasonable figure of R 70
per month would disrupt the whole economy. It is true
such a wage increase would mean additional costs and
might lead to prices rising. This would, of course, mean
that real wages \vould remain constant and therefore
wage earners would be no better off than before. It is
consequently suggested that this could be avoided by a
simultaneous increase in productivity. The interesting

S. N. N D L U M BIN I, a commerce student, is
en1ployed as a messenger in Cape Town.
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