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Send contributions to Africana, P.O. Box 2068, Cape
Town. One prize of RI will be awarded for the best
item each month, and two consolation prizes of 50c.

e The Turfloop University College for Africans, now
in its third year, is achieving success, says its rector,
Dr. E. F. Potgieter. One of the reasons is that "we
have among our students that certain intellectual
discretion and human superiority which has made
remote· monasteries in Afghanistan and places like
Lambarene world famous."-Rand Daily Mail
[Benjamin P.]

e The music by Stanley Glaser contributed notably
to the evening, and the general vitality of our
Coloured community was here shown to advantage.
I was sorry to note several native players in the
cast. Was it not possible to make this show entirely
representative of the Coloured people?-Review of
"Mr. Paljas" in House & Home. [G.V.]

e "There is only one solution to the problem of the
Coloured people: purely and simply, integration
into the white community. Linguistic and cultural
integration is already accomplished. Economic in
tegration is on its way. Biological integration
practised every day to a slight extent-will neither
increase nor diminish when it is legal."-Paul
Giniewski in the Sunday Times. [Charles B.]

e The "Free Blacks" were descendants of the freed
slaves and detribalised Hottentots. Many of them
worked as labourers on the farms. A large number
lived in Cape Town earning a living as fishermen,
vegetable hawkers or casual labourers. The Cape
Coloured eventually emerged from this class.
History for the Cape Senior Certificate and Matricu
lation, by C. de K. Fowler & G. J. J. Smit. [A.G.]

e "Everywhere the non-Europeans have taken over
what our forefathers pioneered for us. They have
been assisted by the pro-Jew-Nigger-Communistic
UN."-R. K. Rudman in the Sunday Times.

e Blonde, able, matured, genial gentleman, very inte
resting, offers friendship, help.-Personal column,
Sunday Times.

e Overseas specialist in removing hair, face, arms,
legs. Ladies, gents shoulders. No waxing or needles
used. Entirely new methods-Personal column,
Rand Daily Mail.
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Let me tell
a story
now ..

BESSIE HEAD

I DON'T KNOW WHY this is so but the first thing a person
you've just been introduced to will ask you is: "What
work do you do?" I don't mean that he or she will ask
it bluntly, just like that. They will hedge around a bit
but eventually they will get down to the point and drag
it out of you. As I say, I don't know why you dare to
ask such a personal question but the reason that I do
is because each person that I meet is a complete
mystery to me. I have to find a quick and superficial
way of piecing him together so that I know where I
stand. I mean, I don't like to behave like a fool and
so.me people instantly give you the feeling that you are
behaving like a fool. I'm specifically referring to a hard
case lawyer I once knew. I struggled quite unsuccess
fully to explain a delicate matter to him that needed
just a bit of understanding and humane feeling and
couldn't understand why he kept pulling me to shreds.
Only later I learnt that the man's mind worked this
way: "Let's consider it on a judicial basis." The poor
man had completely identified himself with his work.
He was all one-sided. A very dangerous type that be
cause they can bust your ego to bits and you won't
know what's happening to you, especially if your
enemies are around and watching the terrific beating
you are taking from one who knows. all the answers.

In a broad sense then I would say a person's charac
ter type makes him gravitate to a certain type of work.
The fussy-fussy, jumpy sort of woman becomes a typist
where she can mess around all day minding other
people's businesses. The rather heartless, dominating
you-actuaIly-deserve-all-you-get type becomes a social
worker. The tough guy with sadistic tendencies becomes
a jail warder or a policeman. The dull, drab and toiling
type a waitr~ss, shop-girl or nurse. And so on.

I'm sorry but it has taken me quite a long time to get
down to what I actually wanted to say. When anyone
asked me this question, namely: "What work do you
do?" I used to answer: "Oh, I'm a writer". Which is
quite a lie because I've hardly written a thing, and I've
tried but I know I just wouldn't be able to earn a
living by writing. Working people are earning a living.
I won't truthfully be a writer until I'm earning some
thing from the business.

When they said: "Oh, that's interesting and what
have you written?" I would say: "Well ... I have two
unpublished manuscripts. One got lost in the post. The
other got lost among the papers and rubble on a
publisher's desk." Nobody believed me, of course, and

B E S S I E H EA D has worked as a journalist in
Johannesburg and Cape Town.
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