
\\,'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. •

,

Contrast
SOUTH AFRICAN

LITERARY QUARTERLY

Poems--Storjes-Drawings

Criticism

Subscription R2.00 / £ 1 for fOllr issues.

In all the best bookshops.

Business address:

p.a. Box 4647.. Cape Town

38

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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another version of virile creation is close at hand-a
new, non-traditionat African art. Again, it may lack
in Latin softness. It is now concered with the realities
of life and death, with the drumbeat of a vast heart
wheTe warm blood flows and wiser spirits become
incarnate.

Africa is that welcome other extreme to our un
relaxed inquietude and the robot 'Welfare' State. She
exists for rhythm and imagination, expression, ·ecstasy
and trance. She exists for the knowledge that de
humanising education has effaced in us and which
mechanisation may temporarily obscure in Africa.
Africa is the wide exchanging gr9und where our
vaunted advantages Inix with conceptions of arL
religion and l~fe which to us are unbelievably varied
and obscure. But in this vigorous encounter a
world of haste comes to learn things it had forgotten
from Ancient Africa. And like all other human deve
lopments it was preceded by movements in art.

\VITH INCREDIBLE VARIATIONS in style and meaning to
an extent unknown elsewhere in history, African art
is mainly expressionistic. Here Expressionism and
Surrealism serve hallucinatory intensities of shock and
feeling. But all styles were active in Africa from the
linear purism of the Porianong or the Ogbom head
dress to the spiritually illuminated realism of fourteenth
century life. When the European, hide-bound by Greeo
Victorian academism, is confronted by this Ife work,
with which he is unfamiliar, he is forced to see some
'good' in African art. But so many sophisticated modern
Africans, divorced from their dynamic past, misunder
stand e.qually well; chocolate-box and airport art
sentimentality abounds while they even indulge in rock
an' roll. At least one newly independent African
nation, Nigeria, bursting with musical life of its own.
has had its national anthem composed in Europe.

As time advances rapidly, significant facts of the
controversial African affair will become apparent. It
will be seen that Africa was the first in the twentieth
century to make her contribution to the· Western
Humanities. to art, faith, music, enthusiasm. Her dona
tions to the West were, however, discreetly, even un
consciously made. They were not paternalistically
proclaimed by missionaries, freedom-riders or peace
corps. There was no hurried cashing in on all that was
being done for the 'backward', 'underdeveloped', con
tinents of Europe and America.

These gifts from Africa came before those obvious
ones-gifts made by Africa in return for valuable
medicines and nlachinery or such soul-destroying in
trusions as sputniks. portable radios, jet travel to
nowhere, not to mention the abusive use of movies and
television!

AND NO\V To SUM UP, as the pendulum of opinion
swings, this group of exhibitions of African, neo
African and new African art is made to prove some
lesser known facts to all peoples alike, for joy and for
meditation.

But the strange affair of 'give' and 'take' has several
facets. One was our concern last August to show what
European genius owes to the ancient genius of
Africa. •
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rr Love Finds a Way"

The opening pages of
ANTHONY DELIUS'S

comic novel The Day Natal Toak Off

(InSight Publications, Cape Town)

LOOKING BACK ON IT NOW, it appears practically inevi
table that the Immorality Act should have landed us in
the gigantic barney that finally brought about the
secession of Natal from the Republic.

At the time, the Act seemed just another one of those
typical bits of lunatic legislation by which th eNational
ists defied some law of nature, reason or just ordinary
scommonsense. Certainly down the years this attempt
to stop people of different colours sleeping with one
another had caused more fuss and embarrassment than
any other law, even to the Nationalists themselves.
So~e promine!1t qovernment supporter was always
beIng caught wIth hIS pants down in the wrong-coloured
company.

Even so, .neve~ in a cen~ury of Sundays could any
body have ImagIned t.hat It could have achieved the
one big deal all Natal from the Berg to the Bay had
~een demanding periodically for more than a genera
tIon.

With a chap of my generation the word 'secession'
\vas practically taken in with his mother's milk-or, at
least, the first time he heard his father's voice. All
through my 'childhood I can remember my dear old
D·ad coming and going with outsize Union Jacks and
shouting angry words about 'Dutchmen' and 'Betrayal'
and, of course, 'Secession'. He died of a stroke round
about the time Smuts or Hertzog or somebody like that
put through a bill to make it impossible for the Old
Country to have any kind of say in South Africa any
longer. "That puts the kibosh on everything! We're
completely under Dutch Domination now!" were prac
tically the old man's last words. Thank heavens he
didn't live long enough to see them eliminate the
Union Jack, stop the playing of 'God Save the Queen',
turn the Union into ~ Republic, and then get us kicked
out of the Commonwealth altogether.

By the time all this happened, even the English in
Natal were in a fair state of bewilderment. Th~y'd just
got accustomed to blaming everything on 'Dutch Do
mination' when a new horror arose in Africa-'Black
Domination'.

Everywhere you looked in Africa there were the
British, the French, the Americans, and the United
Nations putting the Whites under this 'Black Domina
tion'. Cries of outrage and despair were reaching us
from all sorts of oppressed Englishmen in Kenya and
the Rhodesias, and thousands kept arriving with what
they stood up in and car-loads of sunburnt kids. A lot
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