
The Last Room
A Story

WEBSTER MAKAZA

IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, Constable Jackson took
a patrol of six African policemen on a routine raid
through the compound adjoining a large factory on the
fringe of Pretoria West.

The Compound was a large square around whi~h

were the sleeping houses of the workers, arran~ed In
long, low dormitories in which the workers In the
factory lived and slept, but many others, wh? were
friends of the workers and had no rooms of theIr own,
came also into the dormitories at night for shelter, and
to be with their friends. There came too, the women
of the workers, for the men were human.

The owners of the compound had given the police
open authority to arrest any African people found in
the rooms who were not workers in the factory.

Constable Jackson drove his truck noisily to the outer
fence of the compound. The fence was high and was of
wire and although it was broken in many places where
people had passed through, it had the air of a concen
tration camp. All was still inside the compound and the
Moon bathed the rows of dormitories in a watchful
light.

Jackson and his men climbed through the fence and
tramped heavily to the end of the first row of dormI
tories. They made no attempt to be quiet. They stepped
arrogantly like the jackbooted stormtroopers of a
dictator's state. The dormItories, and all inside them,
slept on undisturbed.

When they came to a dormitory at the end of the first
row the men stood in a ring round it and Jackson
hammered on the door~ kicking at it with his boot. He
shouted "open up".

The African constable shouted too and at last there
was movement inside and the rattle of a lock. And all
the time Jackson kept hammering and shouting, ("Come
on, you bastards, hurry").

As soon as the door started to open, Jackson and the
constables forced it out of their way and flung them
selves inside. Their electric torches stabbed questioning
beams around the inside of the dormitory, picking out
figures lying on the floor. The man who had opened
the door stood nude in the shaft of moonlight, patches
of light and dark picking out the contours of his brown
body like a bronze.

It was a small room and three men on the floor,
rolled in blankets, were huddled clos·e together. Jackson
kicked them successively, and first they sat up blinking
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in the glare of the torches, then, when he shouted, they
stood, cringing in their nakedness.

Jackson rasped, "Passes", and the men fumbled
among the blankets searching for their clothes. The
man at the door, in unapparelled dignity, reached over
to a pair of trousers hanging across a box against the
wall. "'He took a piece of paper from a pocket and held
it at Jackson. Jackson examined it in the light of h~s

torch and without a word let it flutter to the ground.
The man reached down to pick it up. He knew that his
pass was in order and that Jackson's trenchant silence
was the most he could expect in acknowledgement.

Only one of the three men on the floor could produce
a pass authorising him to be in the compound. The
others started some explanation but Jackson cut them
short.

He barked out to the constables. "Take them along".
The two watched men had no need to be told their
fate. They hurried to pull on their shirts and trousers
and before they could button themselves up a constable
handcuffed them together as if they were desperate
criminals and they were dragged out into the moonlight.

J ackson hurried to the next room. He had a long
round to cover and no time to waste on consideration
for the sleeping inmates. The same shouting and kicking
and hammering on the door. This time there was a
sound of murmured consultations within and flicker of
candle light shone through a grimy window. Jackson
shouldered the door ope,n as soon as it was unlocked,
pushing back a man holding a candle. The man had
hurriedly pulled on a pair of trousers, for he had
company, and he was trying to hold them up with his
disengaged hand. - -

The room had some furniture, a bed, a table and a
wardrobe. There was sack covering the cement floor
and, beside the bed a dusly jackal skin. The beam of
Jackson's torch sought the bed and fell on the startled
face of a young woman. She was lying on her back
with an old threadbare blanket drawn lightly up under
her chin and the outline of her breast stood proud
under the thin cover. Her black lovely eyes shone back
the light of Jackson's torch. Its beam caught only the
side of her nose and lips so that the negroid fullness
was hidden in shadow and her features took on a line
of sensuous beauty. Jackson thought momentarily that
she was desirable and inviting. Then he looked at her
dark brown skin and the short coarse crinkly hair and
dismissed her from his male mind as a black kaffir
bitch.

He grabbed the blanket and stripped it off the bed.
There was a narrow space between the bed and the
wall and the girl sprang down into it seeking to hide
her nakedness from the light of the torch which Jackson
played like a searchlight up and down the graceful
curves of her body, avoiding her head. She turned and
writhed to evade the beam and at last snatched at the
blanket and wound it closely round her.

Jackson said to the constable standing impassively
beside him "Tell the bitch to dress herself and come
along". He switched out the torch and turned to the
door of the room.

The man still stood by the door holding up the candle
and his trousers. He said pleadingly, "Please baas, she
is my wife".
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Jackson swung his gloved hand at the man's head.
The man drew back and the blow fell but lightly.
Jackson annoyed, said "You're a bloody liar. She's a
damn prostitute". He turned back to look at the g~rl.

"Anyway", he added, "\V'omen aren't allowed in the
compound". The man made to speak, then checked
himself, as if he though it best to keep his thoughts to
himself.

The girl had clothed herself almost instantaneously,
simply by slipping a cotton dress over her head. She
stood in the candle light with her arms to her sides,
prominent-bosomed and seductive, her soflly rounded
contours untrammelled by underwear, and Jackson
looked her up and down once more. Almost in appro·
bation. Then he flung himself out of the door and the
constables shepherded the girl to join the manacled
prisoners outside.

The patrol worked systematically down the line of
rooms. Each time, as they hammered on a door they
had to wait until those inside woke and opened up, for
Africans are heavy sleepers and none heard the commo
tion around them until their own room was attacked.

By the time J ackson came to the last line he had
collected more than a score of prisoners, the swelling
band of manacled men trudging ahead of the patrol
silent and resigned. The band grew like a snowball as
it passed from room to room, and behind it followed
the women-a few, young and personable; others, mis
shapen, coarse and uninviting.

It was in the last but one that J ackson found a crowd
of a dozen men. For once there had been no response
to his hanlmering and he had detailed three constables
to throw themselves against the door and force the
lock. The door flew back with a resounding crack and
Jackson stepped through with the constables into the
room. The torches flicked round. Four men lay under
their blankets on the floor, and their eyes blinked in
the bright beams of light. Two others stood, clothed,
against the wall, farthest from the door. It was clear
they had been standing quietly, hoping the patrol would
believe the room unoccupied, and pass by. Although
the room was bare they n1ade to edge away from the
shaft of light, as if there were shadows or recesses in
'which they could hide. (continued on page 38)
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AFTER THE HEAVY DEFEAT of the British
at Isandhlwana, the death of the Prince
Imperial in a skirmish at Etuki, and
mindful of the Colenso controversy, Dis
raeli commented: "A very rem:.lfkab1e
people, the Zulus. They defeat our
generals, they convert our bishops and
they have settled the fate of a great
European dynasty." What will be said
of them a year from now? History
seems to have passed the Zulu people
by for more than half a century. since
the horrors of their repression in the
Bambata Rebellion of 1906, and the
subsequent trial of "the Child", Para·
mount Chief Dinuzulu.

ridors of white land are being driven
through Zululand to the ,coastal bays,
which will, of course, be white territory
in the Zulustan to come. This will save'
Dr. Verwoerd the embarrassment of
repeating his laughable excuse for the'
exclusion of the Transkei's sole harbour,
Port S1. John's, from the Transkei
Bantustan: it was, he explained to Par
liament, not a white spot in black land,
but a white area linked by sea \vith
white land, and only partly neighboured
by black land. The zoning of Zululand
\vill put the Transkei's monkey-puzzle
n1ap to shame.

The promised black-zoning of the
Bunga buildings in Umtata \vill produce
a black spot in a white spot in a black
spot in a white spot (the Republic). One
might add: in a black continent. But
that way madness lies, in the land of
Bantu areas, zones, s.cheduled, released
and proclaimed areas, black spots, white
urban areas: a land inhabited by BAD
officials for whom South Africa is not
a ·coun:ry but a map. And Zululand is
the most stricken victim of this mania
of n1ap-drawing. Nevertheless, just as
foreign visitors seize on the Transkei to
justify their acceptance of apartheid,
despite its pox of "white areas" which
may be there for 100 years, so will the
fragmen~ed map of Zululand be kept
out of the picture and a vision of a
Zulu homeland in the minds of its scat
tered people be built up instead.

The failure of Transkei "self-govern
ment" to pull Verwoerd's chestnuts out
of the fire has been due to the despera·
tion of the peace·loving Tembus. We
can surely expect no less opposition
from that remarkable people, the
Zulus. •
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Bantu Authorities early on and has be·
come a much photographed ornament of
Hpositive apartheid". But he could only
accept it for the Usutu, and, despi~e the
nine regional authorities said to be
functioning in Zululand, it is known that
the system is disliked everywhere. We
are promised a Zulu Territorial Autho·
rity this year, even before all the Zulus
are organised under Regional Authori·
ties, and all indi~ations are that this
body will call for some sort of "self-
government" previously cooked up by
Mr. De Wet Nel and his Commissioner·
General to the Zulu, Mr. Corrie Nel.

One can see the propaganda build·up
getting under way in the South African\
Digest. The latest issue contains a hand·
somely laid-out "Progress Report on
Zululand", and here one looks keenly
for the handling of the central fact of
Zulu geography-Zululand is no "land"
but an archipelago in a sea of White
farmland. "The Zululand of today", we
are told, "is still the traditional home
of the Zulu, but it does not form a
single geographical unit". Four regions
are described, as if they at any rate are
geographically compact and the empha
sis is on their quality rather than their

But 1963 should see a return of the shape. This "four regions" treatment is
Zulus to the world stage, as Verwoerd's an improvement on Mr. De Wet Nel's
propaganda star·tum, Zulu "indepen- solemn reJoinder to an interviewer in
dence" is being rapidly tarted up in the Parliamentary lobby last session that
the wings. Thus far, the Zulus have the separation of parts of the territorial
proved very sluggish followers of the whole was considered acceptable for
Verwoerd-De Wet Nel-Eiselen will 0' East and West Pakistan, where the parts
the wasp, which led Paramount Chief were 1,000 miles apart-why not for
Botha Sigcau of the Pondos such a ZuIuland, where the corridors were
dance, and has Chief Kaizer Matanzima much narrower? The BAD resear.cher
of the Emigrant Tembu seemingly mes- who thought up that excuse must be sad
merised. Cyprian Bhekuzulu, chief of it has been dropped, but it really does
the Usuthu tribe at Nongoma, and not meet the case, as more areas are
Paramount Chief of all Zulus, accepted being opened up to Whites and new cor·
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\\,'ithout calling for their passes, Jackson said "We
will take the lot". Their failing to answer his summons
was to him sufficient justification. The constables started
rousing the men lying on the floor, who stirred submis·
sively enough. They had hoped to evade trouble but
knew now what their fate would be. As they moved to
get up, all the lights were focussed on them and the
two men standing were left in comparative darkness.
These edged round the wall of the room behind
Jackson.

The constables were busy urging the men on the floor
to hurry, dragging them to their feet. One, more watch·
ful than the others, saw the two men moving in the
shadows and gave a shout. He leapt across the room as
the first man gained the opening of the door and reached
out to collar him.

The Inan struck out and the constable fell back
against Jackson. Jackson swung round with his torch
and the second man knocked it out of his hand. Now
they were both at the door and Jackson saw them
silhouetted against the moonlight outside. One darted
round the corner of the door and vanished behind the
wall of the room. There was a shout from the constable
outside and the clamour of pursuit. The other man
hesitated in the doorway, doubtful of his best line of
escape.

Jackson drew his revolver. As the man chose his line
and ran out away from the room, Jackson stepped
calmly to the door and fired. The man swerved in his
course and pitched forward head first against th~ wall
of the next room. For a few seconds the wall supported
hinl, then he slithered sideways down its face. some
thing hard at his side tamping against the iron corruga
tions one by one with a metallic clatter, until at last he
fcl! to the ground and lay in the dust. •
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The Influence
of African Art
A note adapted from the cQtalogue to the
Rhodesian Festival of African Art

FRANK McEWEN

THERE HAVE BEEN MANY, in recent years, almost too
many great exhibitions of African art in Europe and
America. Beginning in the 1910's and early 20's they
have now become frequent necessities, especially in
America.

It is therefore high time. that African art were shown
more often in Africa, and reclaimed culturally by its
creators.

We have been asked why we held in August last
year a festival of African art in Rhodesia, where it is
little known. But surely this is where it is most needed.

Some worthies will say, "African art was not made
as art". For that matter, neither were Romansque·
Churches nor Gothic Cathedrals. Like African art,
they were created with magical, mystical knowledge
and aspiration. When that mysticism was overwhelmed
by newer, lesser things, the remaining effigies became
'arC-art for urging, exciting, provoking, expressing,
inspiring.

We are told that Dr. Livingstone 'discovered' the
Victoria Falls and that somebody else, a thousand years
after Ptolemy charted it, 'discovered' the source of the
Nile. But who discovered that African art was 'art'?
Before. the Expressionists, before the Picasso group,
and long before the movements of independence, a
vertiginous fascination for it spread over Europe. It
\\tTas like pattering rain announcing a violent squall. The
squall ble,w up at the turn of the century while Africa
\vas still in the great sleep and Spanish, French, and
German artists-explorers in aesthetics-were blown
before its blast like full-rigged ships under bare poles.

NOT YET QUITE SPENT, in 60 years, the squall has
changed the face of western art. Vital, unwritten music
is also being rediscovered by the accident and the
impelling force- of dance. Gone are the nauseating nudes
a la maniere de Bourgereau; gone is the sickly music.
This escape to the new realities was only heralded by
the fantastic Cezanne. Then into the robot-minded world
blew a half-robot, half-magical art conscious of Africa.
But, as the storm abates, Western art itself j s petering
out. Quantity destroys quality in an odious game of
money and rigged 'art·fairs.'

The hard African sky is where the storm came from.
Its blast struck sugary aesthetics and at the same time,

F RAN K M C EWE N is director of the Salisbury
Art Gallery l1,here the Festival of African Art was
held in 1962. His introduction to the exhibition
catalogue appears here in slight~y adapted form.
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