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THE KEY ELEMENTS needed for a breakthrough to East African Economic Union
are agreed production- allocation, regional planning especially in studying the:
feasibility of large industrial units, and the creation of an institutional pattern
appropriate to a planned regional economy. These are, in varying forms,
endorsed in the Tanzanian and Ugandan approaches to reform of East African
Economic Union and tacitly accepted by Kenya. The obstacles in the way of
a more stable and mutually beneficial basis for economic union lie in bargaining
out specific gain balances, policy guidelines, and institutional formulations
mutually acceptable to Tanzania, Kenya, and Uganda.
Breakup - through the failure of negotiations - remains a real danger.
However, since autumn 1965 increased realisation of the need for revising
the structures and policies of economic union in \va ys leading to larger
regional gains more evenly divided has substantially brightened the prospects
for a breakthrough rather than a breakup.
A positive outcome to the East African negotiations is probably critical to
the creation of a broader Eastern African Economic Community. Kenya,
Uganda, and Tanzania are its potential core states economically as well
as geographically. If a firmly based planned economic union emerges in East
Africa the task of creating a broader area of co-ordinated development
planning - originally in a limited number of lines of production backed by
transport improvement and commercial arrangements - will be both technically easier and politically more appealing. The East African experience will
have provided a clear demonstration of the viability and value of regional
economic unification in Africa. In this context, the results of present East
African discussions are of key importance for progress toward economic
co-ordination and unification throughout Eastern Africa.
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A conclusion to the article by REGINALD HERBOLD GREEN, April 1966.

Smith's Rhodesia·
" In developing Tribal Trust Land it is therefore necessary to take cognizance of the political position, the tribal traditional structure and Government
policy particularly in respect of Local Government and land occupation control.
" If we accept at the outset that there is no solution to be found in racial
integration, a fact that has been demonstrated and proved in many parts of the
world, then from the start we must recognise and plan on the basis of ultimate
territorial segregation of the two major races - European and African.
" It is accepted Government policy that the basis of this territorial segregation is the Land Apportionment Act as read with Chapter IX of the
Constitution. In effect the major part of the African population will be
permanently accommodated in the Tribal Trust 'Land."

e

Extract from paper on THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE TRIBAL TRUST LAND
OF RHODESIA by W. H. H. Nicolie, Secretary for Internal Affairs - delivered
at Conference on Tribal Trust Land at the University College, Salisbury,
February 2-3, 1966.
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Inside
A. H. RWEYEMAMU of the University of
Tanzania, Dar es Salaam explores further
the need for participation in new African
democracy, in the context of Tanzania's
experience. (DR. R. H. GREEN'S views on the
Kenya and Uganda plans, announced last
month, will appear in August and September. In July he examines development strategy in Ghana and Nigeria.)
LEWIS NKOSI'S short story evokes a relationship over-riding the South African
way of life, the background also for
MATTHEW NKOANA'S searching questions
about racialism, in a second look at Dr.
. Leo Kuper's An African Bourgeoisie.
Nkoana also reviews Malcolm X's autobiography other reviewers are JOHN
HENRIK CLARK, Afro-American associate
editor of Freedomways, New York, BESSIE
HEAD, JOHN PAPWORTH, British pacifist

and friend of Africa, and ALFRED HUTCHINSON, author of Road to Ghana, now
looking at a Malawian's road to modem
life. Hutchinson is at the University of
Sussex, Brighton, England. ROBERT LODER,
who worked for unsegregated theatre and
music in South Africa from King Kong
days onwards, outlines plans for an
African Drama and Music Trust in
London as a centre of world theatre.
The poetry of R·aymond Mazisi Kunene
is reviewed by MOFOLO BULANE, a South
African literature student in Moscow.
VICTOR KWENA's monthly letter from
South Africa is about two responses to
race tyranny, the defiant and the submissive. In July he makes way for an anonymous recipient of Frontier (see p. 102).
In July also, a letter from America by
D. E. STEWARD begins a series.
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T his essay attempts to look at the revolution of nationbuilding and modernisation in Afri.c~ wi.thin the context of
Tanzania's experience. The proposttton. t~ th~t. de:velopment
viewed in totality can only be self-sustatntng t/ tt tS based on
the complementary initiative, support ~nd therefore full
participation of the peoples concerned parttcularly at the l?cal
level of the polity. It is furthe: pos~ula!ed. that of untque
relevance in participation are vtable tnstttutt.ons of all sorts
to maximise their desires and needs. The tmpact of these
through and within which people ought to congr:gate .depending on their individual interests and occupattons tn order
arrangements when supported by a highlr. motivated a:zd
popular national leadership,. produces· a poltttcal. s3;stem wzth
built-in machinery for conttnuous and self-sustmntng growth
and development.

MAN-THE

POLITICAL

ANIMAL

FROM THE BEGINNINGS of human reflection on organised society,
not a single political theorist has been able to conceive of a political
system based solely up<Jn force. For, man. whom Aristotle f~und to
be by nature a political animal is also by nature democratIc. But
democracy is more than a system of government. !ndeed, the
democratic conception of man is based on the hypothesIs that there
is some area in man's conscience that cannot be subdued from the
outside but must be won from within by free consent. Thus throughout the past centuries political theorists in their reflection on democratic government have tended to su:ss "freedom. rather than
authority, consent rather than compulSIon, and obedIence to the
inner voice of conscience rather than to the external force of the
state". [Great Political Thinkers, W. Ebenstein.]
Here one must add a word of caution. For democracy, perhaps
the single most popular term today as manifest in the so called
" People's Governments" all over the globe, is a concept which has
come to mean different things to different peoples and ??vernme?ts.
Some people equate democracy with the number of polItIcal partle~;
others relate the concept to planning and management; an~ stIll
others talk of a multiplicity of interest groups as a sure SIgn of
democracy. However viewed, democra~y, as Robert M. ~~cIver
has suggested, "is not a way of goverm!1& whether by majOrIty or
otherwise but primarily a way of determInIng who shall govern and
broadly to what ends . . . the people, let us repeat, .do not and
cannot govern; they control the government". [The W eb of
Government.]
The people exercise their control over the &overnment through
in~titutions built up for the purposes of goverm~g.. As .John Stuart
MIll noted, legislatures are not fit to govern; theIr Job IS to control.
Thus it seems that in order to have a People's Government one must
first establish two related conditions. (1) A political system must
have viable political institutions; (2) it must have a participating

citizenry who will fully and effectively use those governing institutions and so control the government.
POLITICAL
SOCIO-ECONOMIC

VERSUS
DEVELOPMENT

IF ONE TAKES A POLITICAL SYSTEM and dissects it into two of its
essential subsystems, the Polity and the Economy, in either case the
single most important indicator of "development" or modernity
is the degree of participation of the populace in these .subsystems.
Let us take the polity first: in a modern s~ste~. thIS could .be
distinguished by its having many structures and IndIVIdual roles .wlth
functions that are different yet integrated. It should have a ratIonal
and at the same time scientific system of political decision-making.
Finally, its political decisions and administrativ: actions .should be
many, far-ranging, and effective. The main pOInt here 1,s that. ap
these ways of judging a policy are enhanced by the people s partICIpation in it.
The people must be aware of why they vote and should therefore
seek to vote. Those who are confident and able, must automatically
feel at liberty to offer themselves. for nominati?n and ultimatelr f?r
election to political offices. When all these th~ngs .are done wIthI?
the framework of democratic freedoms and libertIes, the result IS
a political leadership that is responsible, popular and accountal:>le to
the people. The political system that results is able demo~ratIcally
to effect political change, in a homogene?u~ and. stable S?Clety..
The indexes of a modern economy, WIthIn thIS analytIcal framework would be urbanisation, industrialisation, gross and net
natio~al product and the like. The functional role of participation
by the masses should be self-evident. In Tanzania, for example, all
the government policies and a~?viti~s geared to rur~l areas so far
are intended to excite and mobIlise hItherto technologIcally stagnant
peoples so as to arouse in them a sense of g? ahead. ~he .peo.ple,
through a variety of local development commIttees and InstltutlO~s
and with the assistance of community development staff and agrIcultural extension officers, are seeking to modernise their traditional
methods of farming so as to attain a better life. On the other ha~d,
through various para-gove~ental institutions. such as co-operatIve
unions, consumers' co-operatIves, Mwana~chI Development Co~
poration, National Development. ~orporatlo~, etc.., the. Tan~an~a
masses are being enabled to partICIpate effectIvely In theIr n~tlon s
commerce and trade - all this in the total quest for modernIty.
THE PROCESS OF MODERNISATION
FROM THE FOREGOING it should be clear that the process of modernisation is highly loaded and complex. It encompasses ~ll peoples,

groups, organisations and component. structures of a socIety: Above
all modernisation is a process of SOCIal. change a~d. ad~ptatlon. On
the other hand, social change is a functIon of soclalisatlon. The t":o
processes, that is socialisation and social. change, ta~~ ~lace In
sequences over time. The pro~ess.e~ start ~Ith the mObIlI~atlo? and
democratisation of clusters of IndIVIduals In response to .d~ffuslon. of
new ideas, new information, new programmes and poltcIes, whIch
together combine to stimulate a group of people to want to behave
. in new ways.
.....
DR. A . H . R W EYE M A MU, M.A.} Ph.D., lectures in Political
The process of social mobIltsatlOn sometImes used Inte:chan~eably with "public communication", then leads to new artIculatIon
Science at the University College, Dar es Salaam, Tanzania.
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of private interests by associated groups which emerge as a result.
Simultaneously, if interest articulation parallels demand, new
socialisation parallels saving. Saving is a factor which makes
possible new satisfaction for new demands. The process of socialisation produces a new man with new ideas in sufficient quality and
quantity to stabilise innovation over time. However, in order to
incorporate innovation, a society must translate it from private
interest into public institutions. That is, it must be adopted and
internalised by the political system as being " legitimate". Also it
is necessary that a new and peculiarly relevant process of political
recruitment evolve. Some of the newly socialised generation must
be incorporated into the political life so that the interest can be
aggregated and sustained in the national institutions, thus also
changing or modifying the latter. This model of developmental
process was beautifully summed up by Daniel A. Lerner in Communication and Political Development (edited by Lucian W. Pye).
He said: "Starting from a breakthrough in communication, reinforced by new ways of socialisation, a new political class is
recruited that aggregates the new interests articulated within the
society in such a way as to create its new institutions - its version
of modernity." It is impossible to avoid using somewhat difficult
language if this process is to be described accurately. It will repay
careful study.
The above model of developmental process has one more
advantage. In addition to illuminating the concept of societal transformation and growth it also explains the concept of political
dynamics. The latter becomes clear if we restate the model in
different words. A multiplicity of interest articulation from the
initial processes of social mobilisation and socialisation are what
social scientists call the foundational aspects of a political system.
The needs, desires and aspirations of various associational interest
groups thus mobilised create wider demands (and supports) upon
the political system through its organs of governance. Once governmental responses to such group demands and supports are satisfactory the result is an equilibrium within the system, whereby
demands and supports on the one hand equate with politico-administrative decisions of the government on the other. However, the
governmental responses must take place within the context of stable
and generally accepted political institutions. Otherwise emerging
groups will attempt to gain positions of power and influence by
revolutionary means. In short, an efficient and viable political
system can be gauged by its capacity to survive and its ability to
make decisions that are widely accepted and which therefore,
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satisfy demands upon it. It is this political equilibrium which
maintains a balance between stability and change.
RELEVANCE TO

TANZANIA'S EXPERIENCE

IN THE WAKE OF INDEPENDENCE, December 9, 1961, Tanganyika
was perhaps the most ill-equipped state in Africa to support an
intensive era of nation-building and modernisation. The new
nation's economy, polity and even the degree of national integration were all feeble and fragile. Under the leadership of Dr. Julius
Nyerere plans were immediately fonnulated to build simultaneously
a new and peculiarly Tanganyikan economy and polity.
Over the period, the process has included a reorganisation and
popularisation of T ANU, innovating or modifying, and later
politicising the administrative structures of governance, and a
consequent aggregation and monopolisation of political powers and
authority on the part of T ANU in order to deploy that power to
effect social mobilisation on a national scale. By mid-1965 TANU
government felt that the new ideas, values and symbols of political
authority and power were sufficiently entrenched in the minds of
the populace to permit a gradual process of decentralisation and
delegation of power to the subsystems. Thus the new Tanzanian
constitution and the resultant general elections of September 1965
mark a new chapter in Tanzania's quest for modernity. The opening
of T ANU gates to every citizen and the provision of an element of
competitiveness in elections to all political offices, have gone a long
way to popularise the political leadership and to make it more
accountable to the people.
The impact of these constitutional changes upon the leadership
and the populace is already evident. Every holder of political
office now knows that he has to keep in touch with the people if he
is to continue holding that office. On the other hand, the people are
increasingly getting to realise that it is they who have the final word
when it comes to deciding who shall govern them and in what
manner.
In summary, it may be stated that in dealing with pre-industrial
politics, the first step in nation-building is to start off with a highly
centralised political system. But there comes a point in time where
it becomes necessary to decentralise and liberalise the political
system so as to effect a meaningful measure of mass participation.
It is the latter condition which sets the stage for a people to
continuously initiate and sustain political and economic growth
under conditions of political stability.
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Kongi's
Harvest
in tails
Unique moments
among
disappointments
at the
Dakar Festival

JOHN NAGENDA

Photos by J ohan Rienstra

Mali Dancers

is beautiful, and its people also. Seldom does
one meet such piquant females. I arrived in the evening, at that
nostalgic time when twilight gives way to darkness. The heat of an
African day was rising off the earth and the coolness setting in. And
in the distance the sea was roaring into the land. When we stepped
off the plane, there was a welcoming party of Mali drummers and
dancers, and behind them the new airport was seething with
excitement, filled to bursting with festive crowds. In some ways,
the festival was for me to start with its climax.
Time, as it always does, has now settled and mellowed the
feelings of frustration and fury which were to be my constant
companions in the days that followed. Bluntly, there were too many
occasions when the festival became an organisational nightmare. At
times, indeed, it seemed as if there was a conspiracy to keep people
away from the performances, and many of these people had travelled great distances. The Press (especially those from countries other
than France) had a particularly hard time of it. Even today I
would willingly do damage to the despot who was in charge of
press arrangements.
More seriously, there was the atmosphere in which the festival
was run. The purpose of the festival was "to present for the first
time, as a cultural entity, the powerful and vivid contribution of the
Negro to our life and times ".
But if you came expecting fireworks, if you thought that there at
last was going to be a translation into action of all that is most
urgent and enthralling in Negritude, you were going to suffer
disappointment on many occasions; and when this happened it
was rarely the fault of the active participants.
There should have been at the festival, a passion, even a
torment, which accompanies birth and rebirth. Instead there was
well-bred geniality, tolerant smiles flickered on the urbane faces
of the audiences, and surrounding all there hung the smell of
THE TOWN OF DAKAR

J 0 H N NAG END A, former publishers' representative in East
Africa, is a poet and radio journalist u,ho has recently toured the
United States on a commission for Life magazine.

Top Katherine Dunham Below (left) Aime Cesaire

impotency. Those participants who strained to give all they had,
were viewed in the same light in which a roaring lion behind bars in
a zoo is viewed. Symbolically, we who had come to witness Black
discoveries, were asked to attend Kongi's Harvest in tails (1 appreciate the pun), and when these proved scarce, the order was
changed to dinner jackets. I treasure the pitying looks which were
bestowed on those who turned up in native costume. 1 had not
quite realised to what an extent much of Senghor's poetry is selfactivated, simulated, passion.
I disagree profoundly with those, mostly foreigners, who see
Negritude as a dead issue, who would have us believe that its day
has drawn to a close. To me it seems, and Dakar is merely one of
numberless examples, that the fight which Negritude fights has
gone underground, become more subtle and therefore much more
dangerous. It is as true as it has ever been that Negritude is not an
end, but we do not even begin to use it if we mouth its name and
do not put it to practice. By now we should be weary of our lies.
Taking all this into consideration, the active participants gave
amazingly of their best, in spite of many occasions when they were
incensed by their reception. It was good to be reminded of the
tradition in Africa of pricking the pomposity of the mighty. The
satire was always present, whether in the plays or in the singing or
in the dancing or in the art exhibitions. In some of our modern
African situations, it has become difficult to remember that weapons
have always been open to us in the past, with which to control
excessive greed for power, and that ridicule is high on the list.
What made it particularly poignant, was the wholehearted participation in this sport by the audiences, and especially when the
ordinary man-in-the-street was allowed into the shows.
The actors, whether they were talking or singing or dancing,
afforded us some unique moments on stage: The quality of delight
is perhaps the most elusive in acting - actors might laugh and
suggest happiness, but delight is something beyond this; it is a
moment which comes from far inside and can never be feigned. It
feeds on conviction - those who have ceased to believe cannot be
delighted. And here in Dakar we witnessed such delight.
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Everyone commented on the power of the Traditional Art
Exhibition, and it was one of the highest achievements of the entire
festival. What amazes me is that nobody passed comment on the fact
that practically all the pieces were owned by foreign museums, and
that a very strong case can, and must, be made for returning them to
their. countries of origin, since the manner in which they were
acqwred can be questioned. As for the exhibition of modern art
work, it is true that there was much there that belonged to the
foyers of air terminals to tempt tourists, but there were a number
of pieces which convinced, especially from Nigeria. And the eye
was drawn to some amusing pop, especially from Ivory Coast.
OF THE FESTIVAL AS A WHOLE, perhaps there was too much that
was similar, and not enough variety. I think that a future festival
will have to see that different countries are encouraged not to
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Sita
and
Sewgolum

Johannesburg,
May 1966
I find myself thinking about Nana
Sita each time I want to think about Papwa Se\vgolum. The
two Indians live in somewhat different worlds even though they,
like all non-Whites, suffer a common injustice. Mr. Nana Sita
of Pretoria, Transvaal, is a businessman-philosopher of the Gandhian tradition and Mr. Papwa Sewgolum of Durban, Natal, a
modest golfer of world class.
Mr. Sita, determined, high-principled and 70 years old, is the
kind of person who would rather suffer for what he believes in
than allow evil to triumph. For almost three years he has been
fighting, single-handed, against the Group Areas Act, the law
under which white South Africa determines which kind of people
should live where.
Twice he has been brought before court, twice convicted, and
each time sent to jail for refusing to get out of his house and
business premises which lie in an area now proclaimed" white."
Another court action is pending against him as he still occupies
the premises. To him, as it ought to be to all right-thinking
people, the order to get him out of the premises where he has
lived almost all his life, is more than mere nonsense.
His defiance is sustained, by his belief that evil can never overcome good and he has bluntly told his persecutors: "I will resist
to the end." On the other hand Mr. Papwa Sewgolum seems to be
saying that he will do anything, right or wrong, and without
complaining, as the Government decides.
BY SOME STRANGE CHANCE

A.ND TO BE MR. PAPWA SEWGOLUM is like being in the dark,
not knowing exactly where you stand. Although a professional
golfer, he has in the past few years been banned and unbanned
and banned on several occasions from participating in the money
game. First he was banned from the Professional Golf Association's recent tourney in Johannesburg but later permitted on
condition there would be no black spectators around during the
game. The Western Cape Open turned out not to be so open
to him, as he was barred from participating. Somehow without
the usual, customary moanings, he was allowed to play in the
Port Elizabeth tournament. He was later banned from the Natal

duplicate the efforts of their fellow states. And I did hear mutterings that there was too much dancing altogether. I must say that
many of the most meaningful moments were attained during these
sessions.
The conclusion must be that, in spite of everything, it was worthwhile. Apart from what this Dakar Festival offered during the talks
and discussions, and during the performances and exhibitions, it
gave artists a chance to meet. Some were old friends separated by
huge distances, others were strangers meeting for the first time,
who, again and again, found themselves talking the same language
of creativity. And it was the first festival of its kind. The fact that
it happened at all, and that even then people were already talking
about a second one, tells a lot about its achievement. And I will
not quickly forget the sight of the ordinary people of Dakar dancing
in the streets.
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Open Championship but this decision was rescinded principally,
I think, because he was holder at the time of the championship
trophy and even these men did not want to grab it from him
without his losing it himself. And much to their comfort, he has
now lost it to Gary Player.
Papwa was also banned and, at the last minute, permitted on
appeal to take part in the South African Open" this year and in
any other tournament in which he has previously played up to
the end of last year." It is apparent that this will be his last
participation in "white" golf in S'outh Africa, his fatherland.
Mr. Sewgolum does not cry out against this injustice although
there can be no doubt he is, like almost all of us, a living bundle
of discontent. His resilient courage, his good golf, his brilliant
sportmanship - all earn him complete rejection. And there is
no doubt, too, that all this unassuming, self-effacing man needs is
assimilation into the golfing world, no matter how strenuous the
circumstances are.
Twice when he participated in the Natal Open, that is, when
he won it and when he lost it recently, he received his purse in
the open because by South African law there would have been a
violation of social apartheid if he were invited into the nearby
white club house. And as if to comment on the ugliness of human
relations here, it rained on both occasions, which means that he
actually stood twice in the rain to receive his purse.
I HAVE A FEELING that golf means more to Papwa than it does
to any other golfer of repute anywhere in the world. The facts are
simply that Papwa is poor and, as an unskilled worker, knows
no other job. No doubt he could work as a waiter or street
cleaner or a messenger. Or he could make some living from golf
by becoming a caddy, for no one is in any hurry to stop nonWhites from humping White players' clubs around the courses.
The treatment of the Indian golfer, which can be summed up
as "now you see him, now you don't," ought certainly to be
abhorred by golfers the world over. In South Africa, however,
fellow golfers remain silent. No one has protested against his
bannings. Everybody seems to agree to his being tossed about.
A Johannesburg daily which commented editorially on Papwa
put it this way: "No sportman ever asked for less than Papwa.
But to the politicians this self-effacing little man who is hardly
literate and aspires to nothing except professional golf, became a
symbol - the symbol of a party's determination to have its way.
His very appearance on a "White" course became a "threat" ~
to the sepJirate identity of the White man. So he has had to go,
aided by the majesty of the law and the vast panoply of power
the State wields.
" With his going an era ends. There has never really been any
mixed sport in South Africa. The little there has been has not
been noticeable. Now this has been stopped. But the world must
still be "satisfied" and the White man's games go on; so the'
tortuous search continues for a formula whereby White and'
non-White sportsmen can be separate but together. All Back
teams can become All White and athletes run together (elsewhere)
as long as they travel separately.
"To the vast majority· of White South Africans this doubtless
makes sense. To the rest of mankind it is stark, staring lunacy."
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LEWIS NKOSI
A
Story
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The servants can do that for us! "
Saying to her in his marvellously gentle
African voice, saying, "Mrs. Shaw, you can't
do that sort of thing! You can't do it. It's not
allowed! "
He was aged twenty-one. A round brown face,
skin as delicate as a purple flower. Dark soft
eyes which were permanently astonished at the
world; and thick curving lips. She thought, looking at him: a slim young man in the very prime
of his strength - supple, agile, though given to
introspection. A cynosure of his people's hopes.
Then growing sulphurous with a heavy female
lust she squeezed against the edge of the settee,
fervidly listening to his sad-toned chiming voice,
now grown tepidly warm and slyly sympathetic,
saying, "I know how you feel about it, believe
me, Mrs. Shaw; and I'm very grateful and
honoured; but we can't change this country
single-handed. Besides it's against the law! "
In her mind she was listening to an old
formidable song. Bitter, dangerous, sceptical. If
you don't like my peaches ... why do you shake
my tree. She said impatiently, "What kind of
law says I can't do what I like in my own
house? You say you have no quiet place in which
to do your studies; therefore I'm offering you
one of the guest rooms at the back of the house.
It's as simple as that." She knew it wasn't as
simple as that, but - what the hell! Who cares?
She said, " A single quiet room in the back of
the house! Surely a small thing to offer someone
in a cwilised country."
He laughed, showing healthy white teeth in a
gentle dark mouth. She had used the word
" civilised " out of scorn but also out of love for
the country. Still, she thought, he is right to
laugh; an indiscreet word to use concerning a
country whose barbarism is only too well-known
though sometimes well-intentioned. For instance
this matter of doing what you like in your own
house - an Englishman's home is his castle!
Of course, but we are not English, are we ? We
are likely to be raided and searched by the police
any time . . . his castle! Quite a foreign concept.
I mean, after all, we are not English, merely
English-speaking, which is nearly English.
Almost, but not quite. F or instance, how can
you possibly respond to Oh, to be in England
now that April's there . . . He is right to
laugh. She herself began to laugh, glad to be
laughing with him. I mean, what difference does
it make to you that the chaffinch sings on the
orchard bough.
" In England - now," he said, then paused,
looking at her, at her surprised eyes. "I was
going to say even in England there is now a law
..." For the second time he paused, staring at
h~ trembling, rose-hued lips, at the eyes damp
WIth heat. He started, noticing under the lownecked sweater the veiled thrust of a pink nipple
beneath the tenuous silk of a white bra. "You

see, Mrs. Shaw, I'm studying to be a lawyer,
you know." He went on insufficiently, his breath
catching in his throbbing throat, suffering. He
endured her dense sexuality. "Studying to be a
lawyer you know! Now Section 24 of the Urban
Areas Act has laid down in black and white ..."
Feeling hot and itchy in the infernal weather,
feeling as though the entire weight of the massive house was crushing her limbs beneath it,
also feeling hot and damp in those parts of the
body which mattered most, she eyed the swimming pool at the bottom of the garden, thinking
carefully would he like to take a dip too? He
could borrow Eddie's bathing trunks. Such awful
summer weather ! Would he like to take off his
clothes and . . . her mind stopped, dazed by the
heat, crushed by need, and she fingered the
elastic band of her soft slip beneath the gay
floral skirt.
Again, eyeing the swimming pool she almost
suggested it, but thought: Aw God, no, that's
going too far. I mean, you can't 'actually swim
with them in full view of the neighbours. Brown
and white limbs entangled, bobbing up and down
in the cool cleansing water. Perhaps a cramp in
the muscle and a firm brown hand moving surely
under the water. Moving! Grasping! Seizing!
She let her hot breath wheeze through a
mouth held slightly open, her gleaming teeth
bared to the summer heat. Nevertheless, she
couldn't get rid of the picture from her feverishly tormented mind. She was wearing her blue
swim-suit, before she leapt into the water her
tall slim body curved itself double in the air,
turning, unrolling itself, the suntan showing
through the pellucid surface of the green water.
Muscle cramp, she cried, slowing down for the
help of the hesitant brown hand. She felt the
hand on her slim leg. Firm.
Rub gently, she ordered.
Move fingers gently under.
There! That's right. That's where - (there!)
- where the muscle is tight.
Under the smooth white thigh. Under the
smooth flesh.
Under!
Flash! She stopped her daydream.
Oh, God, no! That is going too far. Think
of the neighbours talking about it. A white
woman ,too! W ife of a wealthy motor tycoon. I
mean, it's not as though she was just another one
of those Doornfontein tarts disgracing themselves
with natives all the time. Wonder what got into
her? Found with a native. 'Stru's God, the
police say she was found in very compromising
circumstances. It's six months in jail and no fine!
Visibly she shuddered and fine beads of sweat
broke over her upper lip.
"You see, Mrs. Shaw, under the Urban

Areas Act," he resumed, " an Mrican can under
no circumstances occupy the premises in an area
set aside for white occupation. And under this
law occupation is variously defined. Even a visit,
for instance, can be defined as occupation. 'Going
to a restaurant to eat can be interpreted as such.
I can only stay in the house if I'm employed
here. That's under the Servants Act of 1954."
Such awful weather, she thought. A long
hot summer. "Well then it's -settled," Ruth said
stubbornly, like a child determined to get her
way. " From now on you're employed here! "
He giggled. "What as? "
" Anything. Houseboy. Garden boy. Anything
you like! " She moved her legs up on the settee,
the skirt falling away from her long slim legs,
and she stared at him out of pale blue eyes set
in a thin long face, the mouth a little slack passionate. Wriggling her toes she examined her
bare feet critically. Red paint on toenails beginning to peel. Got to do something about that.
She scratched her knee, then she -scratched the
bare flesh above the knee, his hardening dark
eyes following the movement of her small hand,
the muscles of his face quivering, a slow hot lust
beginning to steal into the vulnerable eyes; and
she, feeling triumphant, understood, slapped her
skirt down, dazzling him with her smile and
concealing the focal point of his suffering. She
said, "Oh, it's so hot, I'm almost persuaded to
take off my clothes! "
In her mind she sang the song sadly, moving
the lips soundlessly:
I don't mind being in jail
but I got to stay there so long ...
Vivid black men singing vivid blue songs.
Good morning blues
Blues how do you do?
She watched his round dark face full of vivid
suffering; and the pain reminded her of another,
earlier pain. She was fifteen then, perhaps sixteen and she was very much scared and greedy
at the same time. He was greedier than she was,
pale and thin and fiercely intelligent and there
was a look of doom about him as though he
could not, was not meant to, last long before he
went back to his maker. Under a pale wintry
sky, lying behind a thick clump of woods,
making him love her. It was a hopelessly sixteenyear-old way of making love - hurried, painful,
and the memory of the afternoon was still severe
in her mind. She had cried afterwards; she
couldn't stop crying. She had felt so diminished
as a human being, she had felt a receptacle of
his terribly futile passions; it was as though she
had absorbed all the pain he carried in his sharp
male body. And lying back, looking at his eyes,
so greyish blue and introspective, she felt then
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that the world had become for them a lost place
for lost people. That Baldwin boy had nearly
ruined her style, she had been taken up with
everything be did, his wit, his elegance, his
vivacity. She had later learned from a friend,
Joyce, to cope beter with the other trivialities she
might have never learned to cope with had she
stayed only with the Baldwin boy.

EDDIE, HER HUSBAND, said, " Clara and Herman
don't like the idea. They say we're simply
asking for trouble."
Feigning surprise, she said, "Oh, Eddie, you
do speak in riddles! What do you mean Clara
and Herman don't like the idea? What idea? "
She sensed his embarrassment. He would have
preferred not to talk about it except in very
vague terms. And because of that she guessed
that whatever it was the Collinworths didn't like
had something to do with Sipo. She stared
questioningly at his face, refusing to help him
out. "Well," he started, floundering almost immediately, "it's not strictly legal, you know,
keeping him in the house."
Her nostrils flared. "Now, wait a minute,
Ruth. I am the first one to defend every person's
right to . . ." He forgot what the" right " was.
So many of them had been whittled away
already, were gone perhaps for ever.
"Sipo and I went over that this morning,"
she said. "So long as we register him as employed by us he has every right to live with us."
They were not sure how much he had heard,
when they looked up there he was. Perhaps he
had already been standing there for a full minute.
In his hand he was holding a briefcase bulging
with books and in the other hand a sheaf of
papers. Dark-suited, lithe, looking the young
chief he was destined to be when he returned to
his people in the Eastern Cape. Their reactions
to him were pride mixed with fear. They were
like children caught playing with their private
parts and they felt slightly guilty.
" Good evening, Sipo."
" Good evening, Mrs. Shaw, Mr. Shaw."
" Had a good day? "
" A busy day. We are very near exams."
Uncomfortably he began to edge his way
toward the door. They watched him until he
disappeared down the passage. Eddie said, "I
hope he likes living here. It is the best that we,
as liberals, can do to help, I suppose! "
She laughed, glad to be able to return the fire.
" Is that all we can do really? "
"What do you mean?" He said, staring.
"We can't change the laws of the country
single-handed, can we? "

She smiled equivocally.

THE DAY EDDIE SHAW left for Cape Town he
appeared at the bottom of the steps as she was
climbing up to her bedroom, wearing her towelled moming gown; and for the first time he
called her by her first name. He was wearing
khaki slacks and a cream-coloured shirt. Long
after the incident she remembered even the way
he had stood leaning back, a little supplicant,
his brown face lifted to her and asking, "Ruth,
do you mind if I borrow this book? " The book
was balanced on his hand, lifted also like his face
toward her. She was so shocked at hearing her
name from his mouth; for a while she stood
perfectly still, staring in deep troubled amazement. His use of her first name was the first
incident which changed their relationship
dramatically and significantly. When she realised
that he had done it deliberately she suddenly
became excited, feeling both of them to be
caught in a web of danger, nevertheless feeling
vastly elated and possible. She laughed gaily and
said, " Of course, what book is it? "
et The History of Slavery in the Caribbean/'
"You be careful, Mr. Dumisa," she said,
coquettish. "There are things which are better
left alone."
"Professor Steenkamp who votes for Dr.
Verwoerd says knowledge is power."
" I didn't ask you."
"He says a man's life is full of dark
symbols! "
"You don't say! Is your Professor Steenkamp
a sorcerer? "
" He is a man in command of a vast body of
knowledge. "
" In command of a vast body! "
He laughed appreciatively, watching her legs
still wet from the bath. And whoever wakes ...
sees some morning, unawares, that the lowest
boughs and the brush-wood sheaf, round the
elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf. Beads of water
glistened on her long legs. But inside her body
she was dry -as tinder, ready to catch fire, she
fled up the carpeted staircase calling cheerfully
back to him, "You may read, Mr. Dumisa. Suit
yourself! Life is a closed book one thumbs
listlessly till slumber comes. I mean Africa is! "
Holding the morning gown about her naked
body she ran. Dazzling. Beautiful.

THESE TWO WEEKS when Eddie was
away in Cape Town on one of his business trips
she sensed a cheerful explosiveness hovering in
the air. Once giving him tea at table her hand
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touched his and there was instant tension, fingers
closing quickly and frantically upon the wrist.
They stared at each other, appalled by the
hunger in each other's eyes. Smiling, his lips
became mournful, hovering too close to hers.
Under the table she fled his knee only to bring
her body close to his when they were both
unaware. Yet there was also panic, she trusted
not in words to express whatever it was she was
feeling, fearing that once expressed this thing
would bring down the edifice. But late at night
in the study, when they were looking through the
photographic annual she came suddenly into his
arms, taut -as electric wire but urgent, and he,
surprised, let her slip through his arms, embarrassed. She pushed his cupped hand away from
her breast.
" Sipo! We can't do this. I must be out of
my mind. Please forget it ever happened."
She often wondered afterwards whether it
would have happened had not a girl, one of his
fellow-students, called for him at the house one
afternoon when he was not in. She was a limpid
blonde with sly serpentine eyes in an oval face
and knees that were soft, dimpled, annoyingly
childish. Suddenly she became frenzied with a
sharp violent jealousy. "Are you a friend of
Sipo's? "
The girl was darkly secretive. A slow smile
went up her face. "In a way, yes. I'd say we
are friends though I admit, Sipo is difficult to
get to know. I mean he is so proud, aristocratic
and all that. I suppose it has to do with the fact
that he is the son of a chief." She smiled,
tightening her chin girlishly. Blue-stocking type,
Ruth thought. Vaguely bohemian and now only
too happy to cultivate an 'affair with an African
student? She wondered. Still, when the rebellious
period is over she will settle down with a nice
blond boy from Lower Houghton and contribute
money to liberal causes. Perhaps take in an
Mrican student who needs quiet and peace in
which to study. In the girl she saw herself and
felt sick.
" How long have you known Sipo Dumisa? "
"Mr. DumisJ?" she repeated incomparably,
playing her ace. Ruth's rage was towering. " Oh,
I'd say for over a year now."
The girl was smiling at the older woman's
confusion. She said in her adultly pretentious
voice, "We all find him a remarkable person.
He is just like one of us. I mean with Sipo you
forget he is black really." When the girl stepped
out Ruth was conscious of having banged the
door too hard. She flopped down in the nearest
chair and for a long time was aware of an
aching lonesomeness and a wish that the world
was an easier place to live in.
For half an hour she moved aimlessly about
the house, picking up books here and there and
returning them to their places in the shelves,
putting on records and listening to them incompletely in the evening when the sun goes
down, isn't it lonesome when your lover can't be
found. Feeling faint and comburent with a slow
powerful desire, she took a prolonged bath in
preparation for a dangerous, raging, tempestuous
journey. Listening to the blues from the phonograph filling the still afternoon air in the house
with a wit-sharpened pain of thousands of black
men sold into slavery and futility. Your shoes
ain't buttoned, your clothes don't fit you right.
She was scenting and powdering herself in front
of the mirror. See, See, rider, where did you stay
last night? On this night she would know him.
She sat on the balcony, watching the strong
silent night overshadowing everything in the
square. After the heat of the day it was a cool
night. The stars were very close, shining like
sequins over a vast overhanging blue cloth of
sky. She sat in a chair, in her nightgown, the
light gone out in the room, in the other rooms
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and in the Johnson house across the street dark and quiet now. After four hours of undying
revelry they had pulled down the shutters and
closed shop, the last drunk having staggered into
the street.
She felt cool now and knew that partly it was
because of the bath she had taken earlier, soaking her body in the hot water for half an hour.
How welcome had been the feel of the coarse
towel rubbing vigorously against her body, how
refreshing. Only then did she realise how uncomfortable she had been all day long, the slow
burning heat pressing down upon the skin. Now
thinking of him sleeping in the safety of the
guest room just below hers filled her body with
tension. She half stumbled into her bedroom.
It was her worst night. Right from the start
she knew it was going to be her worst. The
tossing started earlier than usual, the turning
and the tossing. She lay on her stomach, but
after a while the stomach muscles began to ache.
Then she turned and lay on her back. That too
finally proved uncomfortable. She turned the
pillow over because one side of it had become too
hot to lay her face on; she turned it and punched
it with her slim fist. Then she moved away from
the spot where her body had warmed the sheets.
Her efforts to get some sleep had proved all but
futile.
In the dark things were shadows and insubstantial. Nothing was real except dreams, and
she moved in a dream. If you don't like my
peaches, stay out of nzy orchard. She moved in
a dream, feeling her way against the wall with
her hands. She stood inside the room - his
room - trapped suddenly in the warm air of his
breathing, in the gentle nasal sound he made as
he sucked the breath through his mouth. say, if
you don't like whisky, well baby you'd better
get used to wine. Feeling like one about to make
a momentous decision for which there was no
parallel, for which no signpost could provide
clues as to the difficulties of the journey, she
determined upon one thing - to travel; there
was hardly any time to ponder the consequences.
Her body was in sweat, a slow kind of uncertain sweat, which attempts to trickle down but
pauses halfway from the armpits, near the
belly, down along the thighs. The silken gown
she wore felt heavy and foreign to the skin.
Gradually she was moving toward the bed, but
before she had reached it he stopped breathing
and she could feel him coming awake, then with
a start sit up. She said, " It's me, Sipo! I had
to see you. I had to come to you. I know I'm
crazy - Oh don't you think I know that? I'm
crazy, crazy, crazy ..."
His mouth stilled hers.
She was thinking that the crucifixion must
have been a long agonising pleasure of surrender
to anguish, the feel of nails piercing the skin,
the wedding of flesh to the tree, the trickle of
warm blood and the voices of the night in the
passionate ears of the subdued victim. She
thought of the crucifixion as a way into the
darkest centre of the soul, the transport of
human senses through pain and anguish into a
stillness of the blood, and the sudden falling of
the body, the yielding, the sagging of limbs, the
feel of spikes in the flesh; and she felt nothing
but warmth, the deep sense of utter and ungatherable abandonment of her body to something for which there was no appropriate word
to describe, something neither good nor evil, but
a state of grace, of knowing, of feeling and of
apprehension, and she let herself be carried
away into the night, raving madly on the crest of
a white-flecked wave, feeling the depth of the
night like the sweep of wide water against naked
limbs.
The black man slept in the hollow of her
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long nights,
day's aches grinding,
we sat hunched in the shadow of barbed wire fences
swallowing sighs
at the clangfall of proud boots,
searchlights tearing the guts of night.
the green of our years
dripped red and dried in the sand,
bleached soon,
too soon,
into the grey brittleness of age,
while sights fell faint on horizons
dimmed by patient squinting,
straining for glinting spearpoints
in the sun
and the whisper of a promise
stilled by the years.
but methought i heard last night
the roar of voices choking the firmament
shaking the stars from celestial anchors
and the mountains from their roots in the oceans,
crying: freedom!
earth
gave birth
to a breed of heroes
grappling with the transient hour.
were these nongqawuse's mystic warriors
bursting the womb of time to wreak vengeance
for the spoliation of centuries?

i listened . ..
and trembled to the fevour of the roar . ..
freedom!
cry freedom and stril~e!
for our sun is risen from beyond the sombre
shadows of qatlhamba,
and the hour labours with the seeds of liberty;
cry freedom!
MAKHUDU

RAMMOPO
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so rudely hewn!
great stems of fallen trees,
you stir me at my crude primeval core,
slash anew old knotted scars
whose quivering centre holds
the quicken'd silver of my repeated hurts.
was god cway
when these my trees crashed dO'Wn
and left me
naked to the searing <Winds,
a bleeding sapling,
lone and tender on a naked plain?
they have fallen, my trees.

did you hear
the sharp tattoo of felling axes
bite like steel on steel?
it was the diamond centre of my trees
shattering the m~ow in the fellers' arms.
they hmJe fallen, my trees,
but the tremor of their falling shook
and loosed
the very roots of the vandal's soul;
and this sapling on this naked plain
is multiplied a myriadfold
by the harsh <Winds of its nursery.
you, whose grim memorial is
this field of blood
and crucifixes cast in broken limbs,
sleep well.
MAKHUDU

RAMMOPO
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Comment
Africa's
unrevolutionary
youth
Ike M. Mafole
THERE DOES NOT YET exist a revolutionary
youth in Africa from which we South
Africans can draw inspiration. Even Algeria,
which has emerged from the crucible of
armed struggle for seven and a half years
has not yet produced a mature and cunscious
revolutionary youth. This was confirmed by
the overthrow of ex-president Ahmed Ben
Bella who, despite the accusations fabricated
by his power-hungry enemies, .was the ~~t
popular and admired leader In AlgerIa In
particular and in the Continent in general.
We do not as yet have ideas and ideals
for which we can lay down our lives. There
is instead an instability and glaring opportunism which grabs and clutches at every
situation for good or evil. There is no
critical attitude which examines and questions the validity of every action on matters
of principles, policies, and beliefs. We uncritically tend to accept and echo officiald~vm
even at its worst, and call ourselves patrIots
and nationalists whilst we are no less than
opportunists.
The socio-economic and cultural situations in Africa are challenging and to my
mind these have not yet been squarely met
in most independent African states. There
are fur instance, social evils like prostitution,
with it the continued abuse of the African
womanhood by foreign adventurers and even
ourselves, and these have had no answer yet
from the conscience of a conscious and
revolutionary youth which should be the
enemy of the cuntinued existence of the
legacies of colonialism. The mass illiteracy,
I K EM. M A F 0 L E is an exiled South
African student at the Universite Libre
du Congo~ Leopoldville.

ignorance and backwardness of the African
peoples call for sacrifices from a revolutio~
ary youth. How many youth J?ovements In
Africa have embarked on projects or campaigns 'vf wiping out this mass illiteracy,
ignorance and backwardness of the rural and
urban population? How many have. volu~
teered to combat the backwardness In agrIcultural methods and techniques for more
and better production? Instead we. ha,,:e
young men and women even at the umversIties whose sole worry is "huw soon do I
complete my studies so that I can. earn a
living?" There is little thought gIven to
" how am I going to help bring about better
changes in the lives of my peoples? " Instead there is talk about money, cars, and
women.
There is no thought given to intellectualism, that is, the pursuit of knowledge for
the sake of it, for research, creativeness, or
inventiveness, and thus one meets pseudointellectuals or just learned men and women
who are vague, pompous, complacent and
unconscious 'about the changes around them
for they live or aspire to live far in the skies
and away from the realities of their situations and peoples.
and even songs about
Pan-Africanism, but how much meaning
these have to most of us still remains
questionable, for it seems our activns do not
tally with our words. One still finds people
bogged down by tribal allegiances and loyalties, people still forming tribal associations
even at universities when the current cry on
the Continent is national and Pan-African
unity. I was shocked and ashamed on a
number of occasions when people - including university students - did not even know
where South Africa is. This has made me
wonder what then Pan-Africanism actually
means, and how it can be achieved whilst
there is still so much ignorance even at the
highest institutions of learning.
Undoubtedly mass education will help,
whether through formal means, or youth
movements, as wen as through all media of
infvrmation and propaganda. These and the
development of inter-territorial transport
and communication, economic and cultural
co-operation, exchange of visits like in
sports, musical groups, etc., will help awaken
the spirit of Pan-Africanism, as surely it
needs to be awakened.
THERE ARE TALKS

e

Amnesty
SIR -The South African government is spreading'the news far and wide of its Fifth Anniversary Republic Day amnesty for prisoners. Y O?
might keep us infonned of the nature of thIS
amnesty: it is to be feared that it will apply
merely to good clean warders who have killed
prisoners; dominies who have soiled th~ cloth
behind some haystacks; and worthy pohcemen
who have 'augmented their meagre income by
breaking and entering. Probably they need more
room in the goals for more politicals.
FRED PRAGER
Anton Langergasse 9, Vienna 13
[U In ter111S of the amnesty all prisoners
serving terms of up to and including four 1110nths
may be released uncanditionally/' says The Star,
Johannesburg, 14 May, 1966. As 44.8% of the
prison population of 70-80,000 are serving ane
month or less, the newspaper calculates that
about half the number will go free. Longer
term prisoners will only get remission of one
fourth of their sentences. U All these remissions
are in addition to the remissions normally due
under the prison laws." adds The Star. Scarcely
any political prisoners serve sentences less than
six months, and none are allowed remission, so
few, if any at all, of the country's 7-8,000
political prisoners 1nay expect freedom 012 31
May, 1966. - EDITOR]

Neocolonialism
SIR,-It was no doubt desirable for your journal
to publish a review of Dr. Nkrumah's Neocolonialis'n (DAVID RUBADIRI, March 1966) but it
is a pity that your reviewer took it so seriously.
Countries which have just achieved independence are naturally nervous of losing it again, but
no one, not even the Communists, I feel sure,
have any desire to re-subjugate these states.
Other countries such as the United States,
Australia, South Africa, and New Zealand have
in the past proved that there is no threat to their
liberty if they continue to trade with their fonner
mother country until such time as they feel that
they can find other markets more profitable to
their needs. Indeed their present prosperity is
the result of their doing so. After the USA
secured her independence, she remained largely
dependent on Britain for her capital requirements
and technicians, and that in spite of having
fought an eight year war with the mother
country. In those days there was no such thing
as anti-colonialism, but there was sound business
sense, which most Mrican states lack.
Somerset West, South Africa
[Since both The New African and Inkululeko,
where the review appeared, are banned in South
Africa, we have withheld our correspondent's
name. - EDITOR]
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Who is the
racialist?

The charge that
South African
pan-Africanism

MATTHEW
NKOANA

==- racialism

is examined

any African leader in South Africa, be he of
the PAC, ANC or any of the smaller groups. Ask him if he has
ambitions or feels the need for what Leo Kuper and many other
liberals refer to as "African domination." The chances are that,
depending on the manner of approach or the character of the man,
you will be told your fortunes or simply to go to hell!
And rightly so, because you would be betraying a frame of mind
that stems only from a racially-diseased intellect, and insinuating
that he, too, is a victim of this mental disease. You would be seeing
the man as a projection of your own image.
Perhaps it was inevitable that so many who were born, educated
and otherwise culturally moulded in the chronically racialist environment of apartheid South Africa should find its problems difficult to
contemplate other than in terms of racial considerations. The
neurosis is deep-seated, and those who through a liberal education
ultimately escape from it seldom do so unscathed. From an early
stage the educational system itself promotes the virus, and only a
few manage to escape it at 'Varsity level, even then only in the rare
instances when a really progressive lecturer or professor can be
found.
Dr. Kuper is not one of the few whose political thinking has been
divested of racial encumbrances. I do not mean he is a racialist. He
is as much a nonracialist as Chief Albert Luthuli is - in the
political fashion. Luthuli, after all, is a product of much the same
educational influences. No doubt Dr. Kuper will be pleased to be
placed in the same category as Luthuli whom he admires. About
Luthuli Kuper writes*: "Congress leaders persistently attacked
racialism, and the President-General, Chief Luthuli, used his
prestige and power to promote racial co-operation." He then quotes
Luthuli as saying about the ANC: "It is as opposed to a racial
majority masquerading as a democratic majority, as it is opposed
to a maj ority of any kind, racial or otherwise, dominating over
others because, for some reason, it seized the full control of the
State."
Deploring the idea of Africans going it alone, and advocating
co-operation with and" respect for other freedom lovers in other
racial groups," Luthuli (as quoted by Kuper) says this will lead to
"a deeper appreciation and trust of one another in the truly free
democratic South Africa we are working for. Such co-operation,
born of comradeship in the struggle, would be the surest guarantee
against the arrogance, now and after victory, of would-be politicalexclusivist dictators." Luthuli is an honest man, and perhaps Dr.
Kuper is, too. I don't think either of them understands by the term
racialism the same thing as I do, or else they would not be so much
concerned about a future "racial majority masquerading as a
democratic majority." That they are so concerned, means they know
no politics.
The true racialist shuns people of other races because, for some
reason or other, he feels a revulsion towards or despises them. It
may be that their habits nauseate him, or they are of a cultural
n;ould that is strange to him, and he finds their ways and customs
dIsagreeable. In time these things harden into myths and prejudices,
PICK OUT AT RANDOM
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M A T THE W
N K 0 A N A, European representative of the
Pan-Africanist Congress (South Africa), reviewed Le Kuper's
An African Bourgeoisie in the April 1966 issue.

compounded by the victim's consciousness of his own racial identity
and imagined superiority.
As a social evil, racialism is easily remediable. It has the same
staying power as fear of the unknown, of which it is an essential
element. Knowledge - general knowledge and science - makes
short shrift of such maladies. It can become a social problem only
where it is deliberately fostered, which is invariably for economic
advantage, as in South Africa. May I repeat what I wrote about the
" habits and institutions" of South Africa in an article in The New
African of October last?
"These habits and institutions are racialist in orientation, but
racialism is the effect rather than the cause of a system of crass
economic exploitation. This is not to underrate the scourge that is
racialism in South Africa. It is a terrible mental disease once it
takes hold of the victim, but it is not in the blood; it is not congenital. True, there are many - tragically too many - among
white South Africans in whom racialism has become a kind of
second nature. But this is not a natural phenomenon. It is fostered
and nurtured in the European homes and schools and in public life.
The books the children read are littered with the grand myth of the
black man's inferiority. But it remains an artificial growth; so
artificial, indeed, that it has become necessary to enact legislation
to bolster it up and patch up yawning cracks in the racialist wall.
Thus we have laws preventing intermarriage between the races,
banning multi-racial worship or social mixing in entertainment,
sports and other vulnerable spheres. Without this elaborate intervention from the cradle to the grave, those whites who do not know
which side their bread is buttered might multiply enough to disturb
the stnletw"e of White supremacy and so bring about the end of
economic privilege."
IN HIS CHAPTER entitled" Political Choice Racialism or Nonracialism, Violence or Nonviolence," Dr. Kuper shows great concern
over what he describes as "the racial exclusiveness" of both the
PAC and ANC, but more so of the PAC: "The Pan-Africanist
Congress, in contrast to the African National Congress, makes a
virtue of racial exclusiveness both in organisation and mode of
~tnIggle." This whole chapter is devoted to a White liberal's subjective interpretation of Africanism, a philosophy which Dr. Kuper
finds to be, at best, " rationalisation of racial exclusiveness." Everything he considers racialistic in the ANC he attributes to the
Africanists who, for one reason or another, remained in that body
when the rest broke away to establish PAC. These Africanists (in
the ANC) "criticised the secession, not on principle, but on
grounds of expediency, claiming ... that the Africanists should have
worked for their point of view within Congress. . . . Indeed the
matter was more complicated: Africanism had an emotional appeal
for Africans, even where the intellectual commitment was to a
nonracial democracy."
It doesn't seem ever to have struck Dr. Kuper, to whom Africanism is incompatible with a nonracial democracy, that a white man
can be an Africanist - least of all himself, one must assume. This
brings us to the crux of the matter. Those who go to Africa from
Europe and still remain, in their habits and thought, Britons,
Dutch, German, etc., and above all in their loyalties, should not be

*In An African Bourgeoisie (Yale University Press, 1965)
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surprised if they do not find ready acceptance by the people of
Africa into African Nationalist organisations. But this is only one
aspect of the problem.
To all intents and purposes the Europeans in South Africa remain
Europeans, associating together in all spheres of life to the exclusion
of the Africans. This they have done for more than three centuries
before the more stringent apartheid laws came into being, doing it
of their own free will. All that time and up to this moment, they
have treated the Africans as untouchables, as inferiors, and through
various ways demonstrated to the Africans that they intend to keep
to themselves for ever and ever, a foreign element from Europe who
would not become part of the African nation. What is worse, they
have not only kept to themselves but literally displaced the African,
robbed him of his lands and through sword and gunfire beat him
into submission to their unwanted rule. If because of all this, the
African does not trust the white man as an ally in the struggle to
overthrow the present set-up, it is absurd for anybody to say this is
black racialism.
Absurd, but explicable in psychological terms. The psychological
aspects of Dr. Kuper's brand of political thinking are intriguing.
For so long as the African struggled seemingly ineffectually against
oppression in the five decades of the ANC's existence, no charges
of "black racialism" were heard. The greater the pressure for
change, the more widespread became the notion of " African domination ", emanating from among the Whites.
Dr. Kuper admits that the PAC and the ANC each" proclaimed
itself dedicated to the ideal of a society in which race would be
irrelevant," and quotes Mangaliso Robert Sobukwe as saying that
"the freedom of the African means the freedom of all in South
Africa, the European included ..." But he goes on to say that" in
a multiracial society, an exclusive national movement based on
racial membership must be racialist, whether ·the movement is one
of Afrikaner nationalism or of African nationalism." I 'have already
pointed out how Whites in South Africa keep to themselves. In
that sense South Africa is not a multiracial society, but a country
into which a European group has been transplanted, a group that
refuses to integrate into the local population, and which therefore
remains spiritually and otherwise an alien group. This, however,
does not mean that individuals from that group who so wish may
not be integrated into the African population. But this is a personal
matter; it is not something that the local population can or should
impose on anybody. A feeling of kinship must come naturally. The

individual must be drawn by his own sense of belonging.
an African Nationalist movement, as distinct
from a political party merely concerned with the implementation of
policies for social reform in a free country. It is a movement for
national liberation and nation-building. When they broke away from
the ANC the Africanists, who a few months later founded the
PAC, announced: "We are launching out on our own as the
custodians of ANC policy as formulated in 1912 and pursued up
to the time of the Congress alliance." The essence of that policy
was African Nationalism: the creation of a nation out of the various
tribes and a united political organisation to defend their freedom
and secure their rights. The realisation of African aspirations, the
announcement said, would come only through the total overthrow
of White domination.
Kuper acknowledges that " the racial hatreds and oppressions in
the society are such as to make an Africanist movement inevitable.
And there are strong political pressures in the same direction, since
the emotional appeal of nationalism is likely to be the most effective
rallying point for a militant African unity." The difference between
Kuper and myself is that even if he were absolutely convinced that
the only way for the Africans to secure their freedom was through
such a movement, he would withhold his approval of it because of
his fears of " African domination." The fact that the Africans are,
in fact, the vast majority of the people of South Arica and are
indigenous to the land would carry no weight with him.
Even if I were convinced that such a movement would lead to
black racialism, I would rather have it than have my people continue to groan under the oppressive yoke which has tormented them
for more than three centuries. Fortunately, however, the economic
causes of a deliberately-fostered racialism have no room in a
Socialist democracy, and the PAC is committed to socialism, "the
most equitable distribution of wealth," as quoted by Dr. Kuper.

THE PAC IS IN ESSE CE

WHICH BRINGS US to another important difference between Dr~
Kuper and myself. To me politics is a matter of interests, both
material and spiritual, and all social evils, including racialism, can
have their roots traced to a conflict of interests. To Dr. Kuper the
ultimate evil is racialism, not the cut-throat competition of deviltake-the-hindmost capitalism. Dr. Kuper states that "the basic
assumptions (of the PAC ideology) as the influence of material
factors on political consciousness are essentially Marxist. But the
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conclusions are non-Marxist, that the conflict is a racial conflict,
not a class conflict . . ."
This is Dr. Kuper's interpretation of Mangaliso Sobukwe's
assertion, " Our contention is that the Africans are the only people
who, because of their material position, can be interested in the
complete overhaul of the present structure of society. We have
admitted that there are Europeans who are intellectual converts to
the African's cause, but because they benefit materially from the
present set-up, they cannot completely identify themselves with that
cause ..." Which is, of course, Marxist analysis. But Dr. Kuper,
to whom nationalism and racialism are synonymous, sees racialism
in the PAC's acknowledgment of the obvious fact that those who
derive material benefits from the South African socio-economic setup are Europeans, essentially an alien group, as shown earlier. They
are also, by and large, the agents of European commercial enterprise
in South Africa, the tentacles of overwhelming European imperialism.
Dr. Kuper, a non-Marxist, assumes the role of a rigid interpreter
of Marxism. But as such he seems ignorant of the Marxist position
on the national question, the right of nations to self-determination,
and the historical role of national movements and their economic
base. According to V. I. Lenin, " if we want to grasp the meaning
of self-determination of nations not by juggling with legal definitions, or 'inventing' abstract definitions, but by examining the
historical and economic conditions of the national movements, we
shall be bound to conclude that self-determination of nations means
their political separation from alien national bodies, the formation
of independent national states." Even so, true Marxists never
presumed to prescribe ready panaceas for all situations in all
countries, aside from laying down general principles. The PAC
conclusions which Dr. Kuper describes as "non-Marxist" flow
from the obj ective conditions of our own social milieu and our
own historical experience.
so keen, so over-zealous to pin the racial tag on
PAC that he has so far over-reached himself as to have to plead
guilty to misrepresentation in writing of the PAC's position on the
question of people of Indian descent in South Africa, he refers to
the distinction made by Sobukwe between the Indian merchant
class, which he said was "tainted with the virus of national
arrogance and cultural supremacy," and the poor Indians of the
sugar plantations, who, because of their material position, would be
interested in the establishment of a genuine Africanist democracy.
"But," Dr. Kuper goes on in paraphrasing Sobukwe, "the poor
Indians must first reject the opportunist leadership of the merchant
class, produce their own leadership (Contact, May 30, 1959, p. 9)
and in fact accept African leadership." Dr. Kuper avoids direct
quotations, because they would not suit his purpose which is not
only to distort and change the meaning of Sobukwe's formulation
but also make additions to it.
The original in Contact reads: "The only Indians who can,
because of their material position, be interested in the complete
overthrow of white domination and the establishment of a genuine
Africanist democracy, are the poor' coolies' of the sugar plantations
of Natal. But they have not yet produced (Kuper substitutes must
first produce) the leadership of their own." (Kuper adds and in fact
accept African leadership.) Such distortion and dishonest additions
c~n only come from a racially-warped mind. It is this intellectual
dishonesty which led me, earlier on in this article, to qualify my
belief in Kuper's honesty as a man.
. Still paraphrasing, Dr. Kuper ingeniously creates the damnable
Impression that Sobukwe would have the Indian community quit a
free South Africa, particularly the merchant class, \vhile allowing
the poor Indians to remain on sufferance because" they did not
have the money to go anywhere." In fact, Sobukwe merely points
to the possibility of a future exodus of the lndiam merchant class
from a free South Africa because of lack of a sense of belonging due
to "national arrogance and cultural supremacy" not dissimilar to
that. of the Whites. It is a mere statement of fact that the poor
IndIans, even if they wished to quit, would not be able to do so
because of their poverty.
Dr. Kuper and kindred folk must disabuse their thinking of this
dangerous neurosis.
DR. KUPER SEEMS
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T hat noise sounds like telling off
two birds
equipped 'With metaphors
above a couple on a bench.
T he paths here are confusing
moving round, to square one.
The designers aimed at
roundabouts, copying nature,
repeated moves
which give an illusion of order.
In the distance two stumps
suddenly rise; but it is
two lovers in dark raincoats.
Could I know whose naked child
this in stone was?
" It is a cupid, friend"
the man replies, looking
through my eyes to catch my thoughts.
I scream a silent protest
at this stare seeing
only a feasting desire on
my overseas lips.

A pond
land locked
with a face of silent acceptance
of its public privacy
that looks at dimensional objects
left to float
their aimless problems.
Stones here
seem planted
in the right places,· nothing
is left to chance.
KHADAMBI

ASALACHE

federalism must be considered as a solution to
the hard problem of keeping three peoples and
three cultures within a single national frontier" .

•

were roused by the London
Times's cracks at army rule in Nigeria, based
on the rise of food prices, indecision on action
against Major Nzeogwu and the other promoters of the coup, and the retention of regional
civil servants. "Sectional and tribal rivalries
have re-rooted themselves. The public can see
and feel this," says the Times's man, antennae
recording all Nigeria's feelings, from the smoking room of a Lagos hotel.
The only sources he refers to are "many
editors" who "feel that the honeymoon has
been over for some time 'and that the inability
of the military regime to make up its mind
on vital questions is becoming dangerous."
FRIENDS OF NIGERIA

of the university economics
department at Nsukka, has sent us the copy of
a statement he gave the Lagos Daily Times,
commenting on the above. " It is true that basic
food necessities are growing scarcer and scarcer
in Nigeria and that prices of foodstuffs have
skyrocketted in the last year. . . . It is not
true, however, that because of (this) the military
regime has grown unpopular. (It) is still riding
on the crest of mass popularity. . . . People
accept that but for the army the present shortage [which Dr Aluko says the people ascribe
to the 1965 political disturbances] would have
been escalated both now and in the future. The
general belief is that ... better days are around
the corner."
Dr Aluko lists the means employed to bring
the prices down but is not uncritical of them,
nor of " the speed with which the regime accepts
, popular' outcries which are not always
sensible outcries".
DR

SAM

ALUKO,

in Nigeria also comments for us on The Times's view: "Morale
is still good in the country in general . . .
people are delighted to have the army in place
of the former scoundrels and incompetents".
He concedes "dissatisfaction with the failure
to pursue members of the old political class and
their associates who made away with public
money", and that "decision-making remains
almost completely in the hands of the civil
servants (who are) middle class oriented and
conservative" and "surreptitiously holding out
for a federal solution that will protect their
interests and drive the country into another
impasse."
A POLITICAL

SCIENTIST

with the same point in The
Times which is, after all, only echoing old
British yeamings: "In the north, voices are
being cautiously raised to suggest that, after all,
COMPARE

THIS

DR ALUKO, WHILE NOT CLAIMING to know what
the public sees and feels, comments on recent
visits to N sukka, Enugu, Aba and Dyo to
observe the rising cost of food purchases. "I
was amazed to see several (people) complain
that they now buy fifteen yams for £1 when
previously they bought thirty. The fifteen yams
were enough to feed sixty strong men, which
means 4d. per man per large part of a meal!
Other foodstuffs were equally purchaseable."
The Nigerian pays from a fifth down to a
twentieth of his income on food (his " Westem "
counterpart spends a half to a third), which
points to a problem for Nigerian fanning economics, which Dr Aluko outlines with great clarity.
It is a common situation in Africa: "If prices
of foodstuffs continue to be. so low, farm incomes will continue to remain low and farmers
poor. Educated Nigerians will continue to shun
the farm. Exodus into white collar jobs will
continue. Productivity in the fanning sector will
remain poor while non-farm incomes will increase. Increased non-farm income and decreased
or constant agricultural produce must inevitably
cause price upsurge. It is simple economics.
"Therefore, if the Nigerian government is
serious in its emphasis on agriculture, there
must be guaranteed prices for farmers producing consumer crops, in the same way as there
are for producers of export crops. [ Commodity
Boards and storage facilities are needed.] If
salary and wage earners incessantly ask for and
obtain increased pay, the farmers are also
worthy of higher earnings.
"Since 1946, planning has been agricultureoriented. But emphasis has been on research
stations. Such researches have not been utilised
by the real farm operatives, mainly because of
the illiteracy of the farming population and
because the farmers have been too poor to buy
modem farm equipment and fertilisers, and
employ costly labour. The situation will not
change until more educated people are fanners,
or until large plantation agriculture is introduced and unless the farming income can
purchase more modem equipment. There is a
more urgent need than ever before for a more
rational integration of education, agricultural
research and mass food production."

•
of Johannesburg, staged for the Republic of South Africa's
fifth anniversary festival, is about the plotting
of some "subversives" and an Anglican bishop,
their" front ". The characters, listed by a South
African newspaper critic, read like parody:
"WaIters, a well-known Communist who has
been to Moscow and is a homosexual; Leon
Samson, artist, pseudo-freedom fighter and
adulterer; Arnold, an old - time International
Brigade communist, now alcoholic...." " Shots
and explosions as noises off convey what Walters
and Samson are up to on the quiet, causing the
death of many people . . . " WaIters tries to
seduce a male journalist in one scene and Samson has 'a lusty affair with the nymphomaniac
wife of a gynaecologist'. For good or ill, the
anti-apartheid campaign to stop the flow of new
plays from the outside world seems to have
atrophied theatre in South Africa.
•
A PLAY BY JAMES AMBROSE BROWN

Books
&the
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Enriching
theatre
in English

ROBERT LODER
THE FIRST PERFORMANCE of T he Blood
Knot was played in Johannesburg on the
top floor of a building in Eloff Street that
had once been a clothing factory. I don't
suppose anyone there that evening will
easily forget it. The experience was direct
and gave an insight into human relationships which audiences in New York and
South Africa subsequently found as compelling as we did on that evening.
At one level the play reaches back into
the areas of the mind where guilt and terror
prowl. At another, it tells a straightforward
story of the breakdown of close human
bonds between two brothers and the distortion of their relationship by the accident
of their different skin colour.
Some of the best moments of the play
are those which deal with this inability of
the brothers to find their bearings in a
situation where it becomes almost impossible to distinguish between fantasy and
actuality in their relationship. Numerous
variations which explore the horror of the
South African situation in terms of its
effect on the relationship between the
individuals are played out. They begin
relatively innocuously:
Zak: "I am your boy Zak, Baas."
Morrie: "Who am I? "
Zak: "Baas Morrie, Baas."
Morrie : "Baas Morrie and his boy Zak.
My God! How comical!"
THE

HON.

ROBERT

LODER,

now living in London, was actively
associated with Union Artists, johannesburg, and the Zambian Arts Trusts,
Lusaka.
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Raymond Mazisi
Kunene:
The New Voice:
in African Poetry

MOFOLO BULANE

Athol Fugard and Zakes Mokae rehearse The Blood Knot in London
But the pace quickens and in the last
scene of the play we have a frightening
exposure of the degradation involved in
the denial of another person's right to exist
and the retaliation this invites.
Fugard has not attempted to resolve
this situation. The two brothers are locked
in the relationship much in the same way
that the South African whites, despite
apartheid, are locked in a very active and
intense relationship with the Africans of
the country. The fact that this relationship
is by and large a degrading and stultifying
one has little to do with its duration.
UNLIKE The Blood Knot, The Dutchman
is a play with a definite angle. LeRoi Jones
would possibly be impatient with Fugard's
understanding. He is concerned with action.
He wants to bring home to American whites
the full impact of their own racial behaviour. But the play is written ,vith the arro~anc~ of someone who knows that power
~s b~Ing acquired by the underdog and that
1t wIll be used to resolve the racial conflict,
and finally establish the negro position.
How different this is from South Africa.
. J ones aggressively poses the issue of
vIo~ence in The Dutchman. The dialogue is
f~rIo~s and overtly erotic. When the confhct IS brought to an end by violence one
feels, .whatever its literary merits, that the
play IS powerfully calling the audience to
actIon. While The Blood Knot illuminates

a complex human predicament, The Dutchman casts the white man uncompromisingly
as the enemy.
LONDON'S AFRICAN l\lUSIC and Drama
Trust, in association with the Transcription
Centre, is doing a season at the Hampstead
Theatre Club in July of three African plays,
one of which will be The Blood Knot. The
second of the two evenings will be The
Trials of Brother lero and The Strong
Breed, two plays by Wole Soyinka. The
Dutchman, by LeRoi Jones, will be performed at a later date.
The African Music and Drama Trust
plans to assist a group of actors in London
who, over a period, will take part in a
number of plays that it is hoped will make
a professional contribution to the theatre
in Great Britain. Not all of these plays will
achieve a commercial showing but the
quali ty of the work should be such that
even if the productions are shown in a
workshop they will still constitute a valid
experience for the audience and will be
no less professional for their relatively
humble setting.
If the Trust and the Transcription
Centre are able to bring the work of such
writers as Soyinka and Fugard before
audiences here and at the same time to
encourage the creation of new works from
Africa and elsewhere, theatre in English will
be that much the richer.

e

IT IS NOT POSSIBLE in a short article to
seek to establish the place and determine,
without the risk of sweeping generalisations,
the significance of an author or a poet
worth his salt. The proper way would be
to view his against the background of
literary output, to identify his voice in the
torrent of declamation and vindication, selfdiscovery and self-expression that have
become characteristic of the violent wave
of national consciousness since the end of
World War 11.
Upon reading Mr. Kunene's poems, one
immediately discovers that there is a poet,
the secret of whose charming and touching
verse is its simplicity, clarity and originality.
To those who know him, the P'vet in question
has never failed to win admiration because
of his simplicity. He is not, like so many of
us mentally castrated in the Western
tradition, a caricature of European culture.
This is clearly demonstrated by the idiom
and cadence of his poems which are steeped
in the traditi'vnal Zulu oral poetry: apt
lyrical associations interspersed with images
from the sonorous world of the Zulu heroic
epic.
As we shall shortly see, he invokes the
familiar landscape of the land of Shaka,
with word-pictures that are not mere structures superimposed over the overall piece
of exotica. Rather they are associated with
the deepest thoughts of the poet's people,
with the sentiments of the land to which he
is first and foremost, addressing himself.
They may be concrete place-names and
proper names of historical significance; or
some other phenumena that have come
to be accepted as expressive of the best in
human nature or the worst in life. But
all these do undergo a complicated process
in the creative mind of the poet, when
they finally come out on paper they are
closely and fittingly knit into the mosaic of
words that transport ideas and aspirations
and force a corresponding reaction on the
part of the reader.
MR. KUNENE POINTED OUT in T he New
African (July 1965) the place and use of

M 0 F 0 LOB U L A N E, a South African
is studying world literature at the Friendship University, Moscow.
J
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symbol and images in African poetry. Here,
he rightly observes, the African parts company with the plague of Europe, the love
of things in themselves without any reference to their role in the social setting.
The explanation is that Europe has, for
the most part, been exposed to such socioeconomic factors that her mentality cannot
be but materialistic in the get-rich-quick,
painful tradition that dealt in slavery in
Africa, Asia and Latin America.
"To the Proud" immediately suggests
the grim factors that brought it to the
poet's mind. In part, he says:
"In the twirling mountains overhung
with mist
Foretell Nodongo the proud name of
the subsequent hours
Since when you beat the loud music of
your wings,
The secret night creeps underneath the
measured time.
We who stood by you poverty-stricken
Shall abandon you to the insanity of
licence
And follow the winding path
Where the wisdom granaries hold increase."
Showing the dilemma and the downfall of
the proud, the emptiness of their dreamlike existence, it is as though the poet
seeks to destroy them at the shake of a
duck's tail:
" Then shall your nakedness show
Teasing you before the unashamed sun.
Itching you shall unfurl the night
But we the sons of Time shall be our
parents' race."
The question is not who the proud are. It
is clear that the proud are not individuals,
each locked up in his own little world.
Rather they are a social evil with their
"pealing boast." Defeat is awaiting them,
for, says the poet,
"Now that the symbol on which you
stand shall vanish
Nuw that the dawning awaits us with
her illusions."
His concluding line of another poem, where
he bids the beloved
" Hold these leaping dreams of fire
With the skeletal hands of death,"
is typical of the Zulu style:
"Farewell, yewu ... ye."

The piece is free of that pessuDlsm and
extreme exploitation of the inner world
that has given room to individualist poetry,
poetry locked up within itself.
" As Long As I Live," with its reiteration,
which binds the poem together and enhances
its rhythmic effect, stands in the direct
line from the late Zulu poet B. W. Vilakazi.
I t is as if the stick has been passed on to
him in the relay race. (Whether or not the
late B. W. Vilakazi got the honour he
deserved in his own country, is beyond the
scope of the present article to dispute.)
The poet reels off with steady ease:
" When I still can remember
When I still have eyes to see
When I still have hands to hold
When I still have feet 10 drag
So long shall I bear your name with all
the days
So long shall I stare at you with all the
stars of heaven .
As long as I live
"
This is the poetry of love, mature, devoted
love; this is the poetry of spring in which
the beauty and meaning of life are, so to
say, unrolled before the human eye. This
piece has some serious undertones and connotations. Despite the poet's solemn promise
to his sithando (beloved) to
". . . wander around the rim of the sun
Till her being attains your fullness . . ."
the reader catches glimpses of the human
soul battling against odds, defying "their
sadistic beasts." Love does not, in Mr.
Kunene's hands, degenerate into a stereotype. Love, we gather from the Zulu poet,
is the sweet stuff that sustains one on the
hard road of life. He clicks with Shakespeare that" 'Tis (love) the star to every
wandering bark ..." This is clear from another poem, " The Echoes."

MR. KUNENE HAS FIRMLY established himself in the realist tradition. In doing so, he
has not sacrificed the lively Zulu imagery
at the altar of a fastidious demi-god of
intellectualism. To the knowledge of the
present author, there is a lot of Zulu poetry
rotting in Mr. Kunene's shelves in his London fiat. This justifies Mr. Mphahlele's
reiterated demand for publication, where
possible, in African languages.
Mr. Kunene is one of the most powerful
and authentic voices in African poetry to
come out of Africa in the past twenty
years. Without seeking to force similarities,
one might suggest that he is teaming up
with such African poets of talent as have
been thrown up by Ghana, Cameroun,
and Nigeria. Perhaps, he is one of the new
voices in African poetry . . . One admires
his guts to be indulging in " poetic exuberances " considering the formidable task before him as a freedom fighter sticking to
his guns in a grim political struggle away
from the familiar South African setting:
" the twirling mountain," " the vast summer
hills," " the slow heave of the valleys" that
form the spinal cord of the body of his
dramatic poetry.

At the
frontiers
John Papworth

The Pacifist Conscience edited by Peter Mayer
(Rupert Hart-Davis 42s; Penguin 9"5 6d).

incorporates two main
stands. First, and it came first, was the awareness of a personal need to repudiate violence and
renounce war. In the western world the inspiration to take this stand came largely from the
teachings of Jesus. No doubt when bishops have
prayed for victory in war, or maintained a
morally treasonable silence on nuclear ,veapons,
they have assumed the injunction " thou shalt not
kill" to be a printer's error, or 'a mistranslation.
But a determined minority has assumed the word
" not" is there by intention and, often at great
and frequently supreme, sacrifice, have refused to
take any part in war. It is not generally known
that more than sixty Conscientious Objectors
died as a result of their treatment in British
prisons during the first world war. Nor that the
numbers of CO's who have suffered varying
periods of imprisonment (five years is common
today in the USA) must run into hundreds of
thousands.
The second stand, a more modem one, but
drawing on Christian, Buddhist, ·and other
ancient sources, has sought to spell out these
personal beliefs into general social terms 'and
as a discipline which can enable people to confront war and oppression with effective moral
weapons. The outstanding exponent of this approach has been, of course, Mahatma Gandhi.
He was preceded by such intellectual giants as
Tolstoy and Thoreau and today we can add to
the list such names as Einstein, Schweitzer,
Vinoba Bhave, Martin Luther King and Danilo
Dolci.
THE PACIFIST TRADITION

WHY, DESPITE THE GALAXY of talent, both moral
and intellectual, that the pacifist cause has attracted, why, despite the moral impregnability of its
position and the burning desire for peace among
the masses of people of the world, has it made
so little headway?
Part of the answer at least is to be found in
this anthology of pacifist writings which ranges
over the last twenty-six centuries. On the face
of it, it is surely remarkable that there has
been no attempt to spell out in detail the kind of
social structure that would express the desire of
people to love rather than hate one another.
Today this task has clearly become the main
charge on the human heart and mind, especially
perhaps the latter, if the human race is to survive. Some attempt to do this was made by some
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of the early Christians in Rome who sought to
live on the basis of "having all things in
common."
These attempts failed for the same reasons
that the original concept of the modem kibbutz
is failing in Israel. It is one thing to reject the
values of a society and to establish a community based on different values; this involves
a conscious business of choice. But the choice
is not final, each generation makes the choice
afresh. So that a new community will only
prevail if it does so against established values; if
it can't do that it is swamped by them. It is
significant that the only communities which have
endured for long on a Christian basis are celibate
ones; monasteries and nunneries. Adults choose
to join them, there are no children who might
decide to opt out.
THE AUTHORS CITED HERE skirt round this
problem continuously but it is the modems,
Gandhi, Martin Luther King, Dolci 'and
Schweitzer who, by their methods, suggest at
least part of the answer. None of these men has
sought to organise mass movements with the
object of capturing the power of the government
in order to do their work. Their emphasis has
been on small-scale group organisation, plus
unlimited personal commitment. But this still
leaves us on square one. What is new? In the
case of Luther King, Dolci, Vinoba and others
there is the beginnings of a probing in depth to
locate the social forces that are promoting violence and war. Their very approach, small-scale
as it is, raises the question whether the key
factor of the war forces is that they arise from
social organisations that are too large. Not just
too large, but too large for human beings to
control and hence too large to yield the social
fruits, especially peace, that men really want!
Once there arises a refusal to accept the
present basis of political and economic organisation as valid, once masses of people begin to
question what hitherto they have always in these
matters accepted, the prospects of peace take on
a new dimension of possibility. Within the
dimension is a new recognition of the right of
people everywhere to make their own decisions,
rather than have that right perpetually subjugated to considerations of nation-state powerstructures, centralised administration, machines
and machine-scale operations.
Does this sound revolutionary? Of course it
does. A glance at 'almost any excerpt from this
absorbing book will indicate that pacifism is the
most thorough-going revolution confronting the
world today. It is a revolution, not only in
commitment to the well-being of others (and
that is far from being accomplished yet) but in
all the aspects of the organised social structures
in which we live.
It is precisely this latter point which is missing from this book. There is a windy, emotional
speech against war by Victor Hugo to the
Congres de la Paix held in Paris in 1851, and
one can hear almost the same speech at any
conference of pacifists today.
But where is a pacifist theory of the structure
of ~overnment? Of pacifist economics, pacifist
agr1culture, town planning, education and all the
other problems that plague us? It is because
pacifists have yet to work out the answers to
such questions that their message fails to strike
any response from millions of ordinary people
who want peace as much as the most devoted
pacifist, and who are prepared no less to make
sacrifices, if only they could see the point and
relevance of making them, to get it.
THERE A PACIFIST SOLUTION to Rhodesia,
for example? There must be if pacifism is to
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have any reality, but among the manifold generalities of this eminently worthwhile book,
there is no specific indication as to what it is.
As a pacifist who has devoted much time to
travelling in Africa and studying its problems,
I wonder if I may chance my arm at suggesting
a possible approach?
The most astonishing fact abOut Africa is one
that everybody is trying to ignore, to deny or
forget. African civilisation is a tribal and village
civilisation. Over the whole of the vast continent
a similar structure of government once prevailed.
It was through the tribe and the village that the
genius of African capacity for self-government
reached its maturest ripening. Along came white
or Arab trader, slave merchant, soldier, missionary and imperial ruler. They all used the tribal
structure for their own ends, they subverted it
and corrupted it, but they were unable to destroy
it. That privilege seems to be reserved for the
new forces of nation-state nationalism that have
now largely taken over from the old colonial
rulers.
The new forces are doing their best to imitate
the West (or the East, but the consequence here
is not very different). All this talk of progress,
economic development, central government, and
mass political parties ignores one big point.
These forces have not liberated man in the
West, they have enslaved him to huge government machines which are pushing him ever
nearer the horrible goal of universal destruction.
I think the same forces will produce the same
results in Africa.
The alternative is to restore the power of
grass-roots democracy in the villages. Of course
the tribal structure needs democratising in some
ways, of course the villages need electricity and
piped water, but this is no reason for destroying
an African system of government which has
endured longer than our system in the West,
and which, indeed, has shown itself to be more
enduring, more ubiquitous, more sophisticated,
more responsive, more democratic (in its normal
functioning), 'and far more adaptable than any
other system of government the world has ever
seen or known.
We are apt to see the Rhodesian struggle as a
simple matter of Black against White. The real
tragedy is that both sides are locked in a struggle
in terms that can only destroy both. The new
answer lies in a steadily widening nonviolent
assertion of village and tribal democracy throughout Rhodesia, an 'assertion that will reverse the
trend to a soulless life in rootless cities and help
to disintegrate the centralised cash economy on
which so much white power rests. If this seems
wildly unrealistic it is at least worth pausing to
ponder where the supposedly realistic people are
today taking the world. The possibility of such a
revolution, nonviolent, small-scale, decentralised
and based on personal power, based on love and
compassion rather than hate and fear will become
practical politics as soon as the Black people, no
less than the White, wake up to their true
situation.
TO THOSE WHO ARE CURIOUS about thi~ new,
modern radicalism, The Pacifist Conscience
contains a wealth of inspiring information from
sources as varied as Lao-Tzu of the sixth century
BC, the Buddha, the early Quakers, and to such
modems as Simone Weil, Richard Gregg and
Albert Camus. But the aspirant should be
warned; he or she will find few signs on how
to apply the ideas expounded to specific problems
confronting us. The reason is simple and rather
shocking: even at this elementary level he or
she will find that in the whole field of political
debate we are 'still at the frontiers of human
knowledge.
•
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The great
indictment
Matthew Nkoana

The Autobiography of Ma/colm X (Hutchinson,
45s).

in America who "could stop a
race riot - or start one". That is what has been
said of Malcolm X. On one occasion - a landmark in the· freedom struggle of America - an
exasperated deputy chief inspector of police
said of the black leader: "No one should have
that much power."
In his autobiography, published posthumously, Malcolm X lays bare the dynamics
of a movement that created in him the potentialities of one of the world's greatest men in
the making. Alas! a "might-have-been" is the
inescapable verdict forced upon history by an
untimely, tragic death.
A "psychologically revitalizing movement
and a source of moral and social reform" is
Malcolm X's own description of Elijah Muhammad's Nation of Islam, whose "influence upon
the American black man had been basic". And
Malcolm X himself was a living example of its
power of reformation.
He had been lifted out of the gutter and cesspool of the American ghetto, where he peddled
dope and women, and transformed into one of
the most powerful leaders of that land's
oppressed mass of black humanity - from utter
degradation to one of the most brilliant stars
that ever crossed the American skies.
It is not difficult, reading this book, to see
why Malcolm X gained notoriety as a "black
racist fanatic". As a politico-religious leader
he saw as his most urgent task the re-kindling
of the black man's self-respect in a society that
had been brainwashed and made to believe in
themselves as sub-human.
The problem is common to all black societies
under political, economic and social domination
by white. Regard of the white man as superior
?nd ~ll-powerful, with its corollary fear of him,
1S unIversal among the subject peoples. It has a
benumbing psychological effect on them, inducing unquestioning submission to and docile
acceptance of their lowly status.
THE ONLY MAN

tackled the enemy within
people, not only building
an trnage of them in their own eyes as worthy
human beings but using religion to foster a
belief in themselves as superior to " devil white
man". In Muhammad's teachings the white
people were "hypocrites and . . . enemies of
(the) word and revelation of God. . . ."
MALCOLM X ROBUSTLY
th~selves among his
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Bessie' Head

Telling the story of his own drift into
degradation, Malcolm X writes about the agony
he endured going through the process for the
first time of changing his kinky hair to a " thick,
smooth sheen of shining red hair - real redas straight as any white man's." He writes:
"How ridiculous I was! Stupid enough to
stand there (before a mirror) simply lost in
admiration of my hair now looking 'white '.
. . . I vowed that I'd never again be without
a conk, and I never was for many years.
"This was my first really big step toward
self-degradation: when I endured all of that
pain, literally burning my flesh with lye, in
order to cook my natural hair until it was limp,
to make it look like a white man's hair. I had
joined that multitude of Negro men and women
in America who 'are brainwashed into believing
that the black people are' inferior' - and white
people' superior' - that they will even .violate
and mutilate their God-created bodies to try to
look 'pretty' by white standards.
"Look around today . . . and you'll see
black women wearing green eyes and pink and
purple and red and platinum-blonde wigs.
They're all more ridiculous than a slap-stick
comedy. It makes you wonder if the Negro has
completely lost his sense of identity, lost his
touch with himself.
". . . I don't know which kind Qf selfdefacing conk is the greater shame - the one
you'll see on the heads of the black so-called
'middle class' and 'upper class', who ought
to know better, or the one you'll see on the
heads of the poorest, most downtrodden, ignorant black men ...
"To my own shame, when I say all this I'm
talking about myself - because you can't show
me any Negro who ever conked more faithfully
than I did. . . . if they (conked black men and
white-wigged black women) gave the brain in
their heads just half as much atention as they
do their hair, they would be a thousand times
better off."
of black
Americans is true also of White-dominated Africans and of their more fortunate brethren in
free Africa who are still suffering from the
hangover of Colonialism. It would be difficult
for people who have not lived through this
dehumanising experience to appreciate the depth
of this and other forms of degradation.
It would be easy for such people to dismiss
as a great farce the campaign which sensitive,
intelligent blacks like Malcolm X have launched
to discover themselves. "In my own case",
writes Malcolm X, " once I heard of the ' glorious history of the black man', I took special
pains to hunt in the library for books that
would tnform me on details about black history."
In that hunt he was to discover the existence
IN ESSENCE., WHAT MALCOLM X SAYS

of "black empires before the black slave was
brought to the United States ", that Aesop was
"a black man who told fables", to see "pictures of archeological finds, statues that depict,
usually, non-European people", to read" about
Egypt's Pharaohs ", about "the great Coptic
Christian Empires; about Ethiopia, the earth's
oldest continuous black civilization", and so
on.
Malcolm X writes: "I never will forget how
shocked I was when I began reading about
slavery's total horror. It made such an impact
upon me that it later became one of my favourite subjects when I became 'a minister of Mr.
Muhammad's.The world's most monstrous
crime, the sin and the blood on the white man's
hands, are almost impossible to believe. Books
. . . opened my eyes to the horrors suffered
when the slave was landed in the United
States. . . .
"I saw how, since the sixteenth century, the
so-called 'Christian trader' white man began
to ply the seas in his lust for Asian and
African empires, and plunder, and power. I read,
I saw, how the white man never has gone among
the non-white people bearing the Cross in the
true manner 'and spirit of Christ's teachingsmeek, humble, and Christ-like."
The refrain, "devil white man" or "blueeyed devil white man" was to colour Malcolm
X's later preaching of "the Honourable Elijah
Muhammad's teachings", of how" the collective white man had been nothing but a piratical
opportunist who used Faustian machinations to
make his own Christianity his initial badge in
criminal conquests".
Malcolm X spat fire - the fire of truth.
Muhammad taught him: "Don't condemn if
you see a person has a dirty glass of water,
just show them the clean glass of water that
you have. When they inspect, you won't have
to say that yours is better." And so by precept
and ex'ample he spread Muhammad's teachings.
When he was killed, Malcolm X had broken
'away from Muhammad because of their disagreement over "political direction and involvement in the extra-religious struggle for human
rights." But religion continued to colour his
campaigning for human rights, and he became
one of the most sought-after speakers at colleges
and university campuses.
No review of whatever length can do justice
to this book. It is, all in one, an expose of
American sordid ghetto conditions, an indictment against so-called "Free World democracy", and a moving human document portraying the suppressed aspirations, sufferings, and
unimaginable frustrations of 22 million people
living in squalor in the backyards of the world's
wealthiest nation. If it doesn't shock America
into quick, purposeful active public effort to
'solve the Negro question nothing ever will. •

The First Book of Ghana by Norman M.
Lobsenz (Edmund Ward Ltd)
East African Safari by W. H. Stevens (Collins)
Southern Africa by Brian Fagan (Thames &
Hudson Ltd)

ANYONE WHO HAS BEEN to Ghana tells you everything is get up and go there. They say you can't
find so much vitality and activity anywhere else
in Africa. If so, Mr Lobsenz's educational book
certainly verifies this. Short and compact, 'with
a commentary and many illustrations, it is an
introduction to the history, geography, traditional crafts and festivities and the new
industries and cities that are being born almost
overnight. It could be a useful book for teachers
in the Primary school. Possibly for parents too
who have problem little truants at home. They
could always quote this delightful chapter on
going to school in Ghana.
". . . When a Ghanaian sees a young boy
wearing a khaki-coloured blouse 'and shorts, or a
young girl in a simple uniform dress, he salutes
them proudly. These are the uniforms' worn by
children who go to Primary School, and going
to school is one of the most important jobs in
Ghana today ..."
"EAST AFRICAN SAFARI" is a photographic exploration of this most breathtakingly beautiful
part of the African continent. This is not a
tourist's safari but a lone trip by an individual
on the off-beat tracks who paused wherever
beauty captivated him. The young tribal girls
in the remote bush of Kenya are no picture postcard reproductions but real, alive women and
devastatingly lovely. It's all there, the lions,
elephants, giraffes, cheetahs, but rich and excitingly different. Mr. Stevens is not only a skillful
photographer; he has a real love for people and
places as well.

Brian Fagan produces
evidence to show that the Iron Age of history
lasted in Southern Africa right up to the 19th
century 'and, that in the pattern of living and
agricultural methods of the people of Southern
Africa, further exploration be done and the
development of Southern Africa over the past
2,000 years should be placed within that context.
Indeed, industrial centres remain small p'ockets
as against the vast hinterland where change and
progress are slow to make an impact. Communications harely exist and agricultural methods
are primitive and painstakingly hazardous.
A greater part of the book traces the movements So-ath of numerous agricultural and
stock breeding tribes and their influences. on
each other's life.
•
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A colony

John Henrik Clark

Harlem: The Making of a Ghetto, Negro New
York, 1890-1930 by Gilbert Osofsky (Harper
and Row, New York, $6.95)

BOOK IS AMBITIOUSLY called "the first
social history of Harlem ever written." It would
be more correct to say, this is the best and the
most up-to-date history of how Harlem developed into a black community in the years between
1890 and 1930. There have been other social
histories of Harlem. Harlem has been a natural
attraction for writers, researchers and curiosity
seekers for more than fifty years. Among black
communities in the United States, Harlem is
singularly unique. It is the only black community
that is not on the " other" side of town. Harlem
is located in the heart of Manhatten Island. It is
the most written about and the least understood
community in the world. Harlem became a black
community quite by accident. Gilbert Osofsky
shows how his accident developed into a social
phenomenon.
In the early 19th century Harlem was an
idyllic scene of meadows, woods and brooks. By
the end of the century it had become Manhattan's first suburb, an exclusive upper and uppermiddle-class community. Its broad, tree-lined
streets and spacious homes set a tone of distinction and elegance.
It is evident from the above description that
Harlem was not originally built to contain a
black community.
The author shows the development of New
York's black community of labourers and servants
from their original quarters in what is now the
Bowery to the area that is Chinatown, and then
Greenwich Village, and later to the area that is
now Pennsylvania Station. After a few years the
pressure of other groups drove them further uptown to the "Terrible Tenderloin," site of the
race riot of 1900, while white residents organised
to resist the " black invaders."
Many national pressures helped to create
Harlem and similar communities throughout the
North. Osofsky gives this explanation:
"The most important factor underlying the
establishment of Harlem as a Negro community was the substantial increase of
Negro population in New York City in the
years 1890-1914. That Harlem became the
specific centre of Negro settlement was the
result of circumstances; that some section of
the city was destined to become a Negro
ghetto was the inevitable consequence of the
Negro's migration from the South. This preWorld War I population movement, the advance guard of the Great Migration (as the
THIS

movement of Negroes during the First
World War is generally called), laid the
foundations for present-day Negro communities in Chicago and Philadelphia as
well. These were the formative years for the
development of Negro communities throughout the North."
Now that Harlem was established as a black
community, its people wanted a voice in the
affairs of the city and the state. The voice of
Harlem was timid at first. It took years for its
people to learn the language of political power.
In this well-written and well-documented
book, Gilbert Osofsky has shown the political
and social origins of Harlem's present dilemma.
In the chapter called "A Taste of Honey:
Ward Politics," he has outlined the colourful
and sad political history of the world's most
famous black community.

Remarkable
Try
Alfred Hutchinson

I Will Try by Legson Kayira (Longmans, 21s)
REDOUBTABLE TRAVELLERS that they are, few
Malawians, however, can have strayed so far
from their beaten tracks or have journeyed so
far and for the same reasons as Mr. Kayira.
His journey is in the tradition of Dr. Banda's
journey from Nyasaland to America and Britain,
many years before Legson Kayira was to set out
on his. Without money or a passport, and
armed only with the motto of Livingstonia
Secondary School, "I Will Try," and sustained
only by his" greediness for learning," this young
Malawian walked and worked his way across
some 2,500 miles of Africa on his journey to
Skagit Valley College in Mount Vernon,
Washington, USA.
His journey begun in October 1958, was only
to end two years later to a very warm American
welcome. And what a journey it was. From
Karonga in Malawi, Legson Kayira headed
north on foot for the Sudan and beyond to the
USA. The hardships of his road would have
forced most of us to turn back home and there
to dull the greediness for learning on other
things. I t was in Khartoum, and two years
after his mother had spat a farewell in his face,
that Mr. Kayira's fortunes took a dramatic and

During the twenties white people discove~ed
Harlem again. This time they were lookIng
for entertainment, not living quarters. This was
the period called the Harlem literary renascence.
The community became an attraction for a
varied assortment of white celebrities and just
plain thrill-seeking white people lost from their
moorings. Some were searching for the mythological "noble savage" . . . the exotic Negro:
Great personalities emerged in Harlem dunng
this period and literally put the community on
the map. Harlem became a centre of culture.
During the great depression the community
began to lose some of its lustre and lost its
place as a great ethnic attraction. In the intervening years it became what it is today - an
economic colony exploited, mainly, by outsiders
who have neither love nor sympathy for its
inhabitants.
•

welcome turn. With the help of the American
Vice-Consul and the Public Affairs Officer, and
with monies collected for him in America, he
was finally able to fly to his American college.
The story of the long walk across Africa is
simply and compellingly told. It breathes simple
heroism. It is a tale of hunger and fatigue; of
unexpected and unsolicited friendships. But this
is a multi-dimensional journey as well: a journey
out of the simple, if cruel, horizons of a
Malawian village into the perplexing horizons of
world citizenship.
of the book
deeply moving not, I imagine, merely because of
the first-hand knowledge I brought to the reading
of it: the senseless death of Kayira's brothers
and sisters, the poverty and superstition and,
strange as it may seem in these circumstances, a
stark dignity of African life.
Legson Kayira's narrative is shatteringly frank
and unpretentious; unpretentious in spite of the
stilted constructions of the early part of the
book. The writing, too, shows Mr. Kayira's
incredible capacity for development as can be
seen in the contrast between the gawky writing
of the earlier parts and the competence of the
later chapters.
I Will Try is a book well worth reading. It
is impressed throughout by Mr. Kayira's deep
humanity. And one can only hope that these
valuable qualities in the author will remain
unsullied. For myself, I wish the author had not
tagged on the bit at the end which I can only
describe as advice to students wishing to study
in the United States. However, this irrelevance
does not impair the solid achievement of this
fascinating document. I Will Try is indeed a
remarkable try, and in more senses ·than one. •

I FOUND THE CHILDHOOD SECTION

Retold from
the French-l
Prayer at Sunset.'

CHEIKH HAMIDOU
KANE
THE TWO BOYS LEFT the office at the same
time. Without speaking they began to follow
the path of white marl lined with red
flowers which led to the gate of the District
Office. Samba Diallo cut a flower--·.and
started observing it, then held it out to

Jean.

" Look, Jean, how beautiful this flower
is. It smells good."
He was silent for a moment, then added
unexpectedly, " But it is going to die ..."
His eyes had lit up, his nostrils had
trembled slightly when he had said that the
flower was beautiful. The moment after
he had looked sad.
" It's going to die because you've cut it,"
Jean ventured to say.
"Yes, but if I hadn't, look what would
have become of it."
He picked up a kind of dry and prickly
seed pod and showed it to Jean. Then,
taking a run, he spun round, threw the
pod far away and turned back, smiling,
" Don't you want to come for a \valk \vith
me?"
They left the compound and took one of
the long streets of white marl that crisscross the red sand of the little town. of L.
They walked for a long time without talking, then left the white marl for the red
This extract from Cheikh I-Iamidou
Kane's novel, L'Aventure Ambigue
(Paris, 1ulliard, 1961), is the first of a
series of translations by W illfried F euser
of African literature in French.

sand. A vast expanse of this sand surrounded by milk eltphorbias seemed to be
there just for t erm In the middle of the
place Samba Di 110 stopped, sat down, and
finally lay on ·s back, his face turned
toward the sky and his hands cupped under
his neck. Jean sat down too.
The sun was setting in an enormous sky.
The slanting rays, which are golden at this
time of day, had taken on a purple colouring from having traversed the clouds which
were setting the West on fire. The red
sand, lit up by the oblique rays, seemed
like boiling gold. Purple gleams flashed
over Samba Diallo's basalt face - basaltblack and petrified.
No muscle in it moved. The sky burned
red in his eyes. Since he had lain down
was Samba Diallo riveted to the ground?
Jean took fright.
"Tell me, Samba Diallo, what's a
Diallobe? "
He had spoken just to say something.
The spell was broken. Samba Diallo burst
out laughing.
" Oh, really, so they talked to you about
me. A Diallobe . . . Well, my family, the
Dialloube, are part of the Diallobe p.eople.
We come from the banks of a great river.
Our country also is called Diallobe. I am
the only boy from that country in Mr.
N'Diaye's class. That's why the others
sometimes tease me about it ..."
" If you are a Diallobe, why didn't you
stay in the land of the Diallobe?"
"What about you, why didn't you stay
in France? "
Jean was at a loss. But Samba Diallo
went on, " I'm at home here, I am always
at home. Of course, I would have preferred
to stay in my country but my father is
working here."
"He is tall, he really is. He is taller
than my father."
" Yes, he's very tall . . . "
WHILE THEY WERE TALKING, dusk had
settled. The gold of the sunrays had lost
some of its sheen and from purple had
turned into pink. The clouds had been
covered with blue icing at their lower
edge. The sun had disappeared but already
the moon had risen in - the East, giving
its light. It was easy to see how the SUf-

rounding brightness was made up of the
paling pink of the sun, the milky white of
the moon, and also the peaceful penumbra
of a night that one felt was imminent.
"Excuse me, Jean. Dusk has come and
I must pray."
Samba Diallo got up, turned toward the
East, raised his arms with his palms open
and lowered them slowly. His voice rang
out. Jean dared not move to the other side
of Samba Diallo to watch his face, but it
seemed to him that this voice was no longer
his friend's. Samba DialIo remained motionless. Nothing was alive in him except the
voice which spoke to the dusk in a language
Jean did not understand. Then a shiver ran
down his long white gown, to which the
evening was given a violent tinge. The
shiver gre\tv more marked as the voice rose
higher, became a shudder that shook the
whole body, and the voice turned into a
sob. The sky in the East was an enormous
crystal the colour of lilac.
Jean did not know how long he stayed
there, fascinated by Samba Diallo's weeping under the sky. He never learned how
this death of a day in all its pathos and
beauty ended. He only came to his senses
again when he heard the noise of footsteps
not far from him. He raised his head and
saw the knight in his tunic coming towards
him smiling and stretching out his hand
to help him get up. Samba Diallo \tvas
squatting with his head lowered, his body
shivering. The knight knelt down, took
Samba Diallo by his shoulders, put him
back on his feet, and smiled at him. Samba
Diallo smiled back a clear smile. The
knight very tenderly wiped his son's face
\vith the flap of his tunic.
They accompanied Jean silently up to
the marly street, then retraced their steps
to their home. In the bright moonlight the
street was lily-white. Jean watched ,the twosilhouettes walking away hand in hand, then
he slowly went home.
When he thought of Samba Diallo that
night, fear gripped him. But this happened
quite late, after everybody had gone to
sleep and Jean found himself alone in his
bed. The violence and refulgence of the
dusk were not the reason for Samba
Diallo's tears. Why had he wept?

e

.

Only £1 a year! Or $2.80! Or R2!
World surface mail R2, £1,
$2.80.

T he Business Manager
60 Paddington Street
Marylebone
London W1
Send one year's subscription to:

Twelve issues - 24 pages of Africa
every month-the politics, economics,
cultural and social life of the new
Africa - the best writers and
artists of and about Africa.

-

15s.

Name
Address

.
.

.........................................

