Time for a United Front

IN
South Africa?
that the freedom movement will continue to be;
ineffective in this country for as long as the deep divisions exist
between the various widely separated groups of which it consists.
It follows that before the freedom movement can be successful,
its various organs have to be co-ordinated and its activities
rationalised in some form of Front. This Front will, of necessity,
have to comprise groups and individuals who differ basically in
their desired eventual outcome of radical change for South Africa.
The most obvious divisive factors between movements in South
Africa are two: race and ideology. The most significant attempt to
remove race from political organisations has been in the steady
life of the Liberal Party; the most significant attempt to create an
organisation in which ideological differences were to a certain
extent forgotten, was the Congress .Alliance. And . perhaps the
most significant outcome of attempts to impose an ideological
pattern on the Congress Alliance was the birth of the PanAfricanist Congress.
Until these three movements and their subsidiary organisations
can reach some sort of operational agreement, or until a new
movement can develop which can proclaim the wishes of the
majority of South Africans who oppose apartheid, and in its
newness outstrip and absorb the mass of the other three, opposition
both inside and outside South Africa will be of little avail.
There are indications that such a movement may come into
existence. Within the present membership of the Congresses, and,
it is rumoured, among former members of the banned ANC, there
is an attempt to have the Alliance drop its outworn emphasis on
uniracial organisations. If this is successful, it may provide the
framework for the type of mass organisation that has existed in
other African countries in which an oppressive regime is the
single focus of opposition.
Admittedly, this would only solve part of the problem. ' There
would still remain the barrier of ideological differences. But there
are a sufficient number of objectives which all groups have in
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common, over and above their agreement on the need
to destroy apartheid, to enable to unite-in the situation
that both Dr. Blaxall and Mr. Evans describe in this
issue-and to keep the ideological fundamentalists from
exerting a destructive influence.
Only when there is a united force inside the country,
will it be possible for the leaders (inside and outside
the country) to speak with any authority, and to be
able to press for the kind of action which would seem
most likely to topple white supremacy.
•

South Africa's
Revolutionary Opposition

1. Two years
After Sharpeville
ARTHUR BLAXALL
of SharpevilIe:
behind me on that day was the figure of a University
lecturer, Robert Mangaliso Sobukwe. What was he
doing? What was he thinking at that moment in
Pretoria gaol?
There arethose who say that Sharpeville and all that
happened in those fateful days, marked a turning point
in the history of the Union of South Africa, which was
at the time on the threshhold of becoming a Republic.
On the other hand there were those who gnashed
their teeth because they saw in SharpeviIle a set-back
to years of struggle, which led through 1952 to Kliptown with its Freedom Charter, and all the miseries of
the Treason Trial, which nevertheless ended in triumph.
The switch of the footlights in the play for African
leadership unquestionably led to confusion, suffering
and apparent victory for the arm of the law.
In a matter of weeks prominent personalities from
t~e various uno~cial-but !10netheless real-oppositions to Apartheid were finding their way as refugees
across the vast continent of Africa, to the imagined
freedom of ancient lands.
Deep, and even bitter, as were the differences between
the .g roups. in exile they found common cause, largely
because of the hunger and thirst among their hosts to
know the truth about the strange anachronism called
the Republic of South Africa. In the face of such a
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demand how dare the refugees reveal the weaknesses
of their division while the legal power in the Republic
steadily gained strength by virtue of unity?
In two years much water has flown under the bridges
and then, alas on the very eve of the anniversary of
SharpevilIe came news that the slender cord which held
together the United ront had snapped. In exile and at
h0111C the disruptive force of division rears its ugly head
while Authority entrenches itself ever deeper and
deeper.
What does the collapse of the United Front spell for
the forces of liberation (using that word in its widest
sense, which includes the liberation of white rulers from
their fears, as well a the liberation of the unenfranchised from all that retards growth)?
At its simplest level the failure to work with at least
one common purpose is pathetic-as an exile, deeply
involved, wrote:
"Now we are going to engage in petty struggles for
recognition by international bodies and governments. This
is going to absorb mo t of the useful time which we could
employ in more imoprtant directions. H ow apt is the saying
that Nero fiddled while Rome burned."

'Nero fiddled ...': is that the beginning and the end of
the tragedy? personal power.. prestige and so on; and
the virtual inability f the average leader to use his
power while he himself is in the shadows.
And yet there are people who can.
An American Quaker, who has lived and worked in
closest possible association with East Africans, wrote
in a circular letter to his friends in the middle of 1961:
"Spiritually and morally Julius Nyerere of Tanganyika
stands head and shoulders above most African leaders.
except perhaps Kenneth Kaunda of Northern Rhodesia and
Albert Luthuli of South Africa, Whether this will continue
to be sunder the weight of complicated re ponsibilities of
power 'o ne cannot know, but one hopes that the future will
be built upon the past:'

Nearly a year after those words were written we
know that Julius Nyerere had divested himself of the
trappings of power and ... well, time alone will show
the measure of his single-mindedness.
For South Africa the collapse of the Front spells the
failure of leaderless people. Of the four organisations
which formed the front two have been illegal in their
homeland for nearly a year, with leaders immobilised
in various ways. Whether or not their immobility will
add to their stature only time will tell.
To men of shallow thought all this, only two years
after Sharpeville, suggests the collapse of effective
resistance to the tyrannies of racial discrimination. At
the same time there are signs which show us what the
apparent victory of Government policy really is. In the
morning paper of that very anniversary day it was
stated that the Transkeian Chiefs, who had been
brought to Pretoria to discuss home rule with Government officials were lodged in a special house at Vlakfontein, with armed police 111011llted iuard, and that no
visitors were allowed.
Truly there is no victory anywhere for contending
political forces in this infant Republic, but the way is
wide open for the emergence of new leadership. and
rea] unity not of white with white, or black with black,
but all who are ded icated to a single South Africa, fit
to take an honourable place among those nations which
are moving towards the One World of the atomic age.
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2. Where's the
Bloody Horse?
DAVID EVANS
by th e writings on the South African
"left" by people much better qualified than myself, I
can only retort with Roy Carnpbell:

WHEN CO NF RONT ED

You praise the firm restraint with which they writcI'm with you there of course:
They use the snaffle and the curb all right,
But wh er e's th e blood y horse ?

From which it may be gathered that I feel there is
too much celebration of the "victories" of the left and
too little. analysis from inside of its failures and shortcomings, By the left, I mean all parties and organisations, including Liberals. which accept extraparliamentary action,
Lord Attlee said in 1937 "There is a danger, that a
party may be so concerned about its own health that
it becomes a political valetudinarian incapable of taking
an active part in affairs. It may discuss its own internal
condition to such an extent that it disgusts all those
with whom it comes into contact."
Very true. But there is an alternative danger which
the South African extraparliamentary opposition seems
to ha ve forgotten -that the "patient" may become
infirm and even di e because no one in the household
has the temerity to argue that it is ill. much less attempt
to diagnose its illness.
Tn the journals of organisations of the South African
left there is much diaanosis-i-of rivals.
It is easy- too easy sometimes-to agree that the
United Party is a dying dog-in-the-manger: that its
unwillingness to 1110Ve forward is only rivalled by its
unwillingness to move aside and-one should add-the
ina bility of th e Progressive Party to sweep it aside.
It is equally easy to agree that what the Progressive
Party is offering this fever-ridden country is a tranafter ser ving on the Evening
Post.. Port Elizabeth. is now a freelance journalist
and an acti ve Liberal in N atal.
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quiliser peddled by an organisation as sleek, as smooth,
and as rich as a De Beers diamond; that the party's
goal is rule by an industrial elite which (its theoreticians
reason) will be carried to power by the actions of the
very people it will be deprive of any real share of that
power.
If the left has done nothing else it has made clearin the teeth of much opposition from vested interests.
the mining press and the Nationalist newspapers-to a
great number of people that the motives, if not the
techniques of the three white parties (National, United
and Progressive Parties) are essentially the same-the
maintenance. of white supremacy and economic privilege for all time. One feels that in The New African it
is really unnecessary to point out that the Progressive
Party (despite its few non-white members) seeks not
social justice for all but the protection of the profits of
the fe~ b.y propitiating b?th critics outside and agitators. within by the grantIng of marginal concessions
within the framework of the Inequality State.
As .a. result of pressure by the extraparliarnentary
OPPOSitIon.. and other factors . cracks have appeared in
the facade of the cit~del of white sunrern acy. They
have become so obVIOUS that even those behind the
walls have become uneasily aware of them: hence the
hasty and inept attempts at plastering by the South
African Foundation, the hasty att~mPts by the
Nationalists to jerry-build new partitions in the Transkei and. elsew~er~ ~nd the arch attempts by the
Progressives to mvrte Into the crurnblinz castle some of
those pressing against it from outside. ::;,
Unf0T!u~ately the celebratory noises occasioned by
these strrnng events have obscured the fact that the
opposition machine is making some queer noises.. that
some C?f t~e crew have quit,. that there is squabbling 'in
the ~rIv7r s seat and that Internally since Sharpeville
and Its Im~ediate. aft,~rrnath a .Iot of the rev has gone
out of the. revol~tlon -to put It somewhat inelegantly.
~here: IS, for Instance.. the chaos. In 1960 the PanAfricanists launched their go-to-jail campai cn. Concress
spokesmen (and who am T to argue?) denounced ' the
~enture as premature and opportunistic and irresponsible, One was .also told t.hat Congress had the people
ceared to a~t In. a superior. phased camnaicn. Since
then the ;\frlcanls~s have be~n accused of "sabotaging"
Congress s ca!TInalgn. Yet If the C;0ngress carnna ign
were so. superior ann so comprehensive whv ' vas it not
swung Into effect in the propitious atmosphere irnrne-
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diately after Sharpeville, and why has it not been
introduced since?
I feel strongly about this. In Port Elizabeth, shortly
after the swoops the atmosphere was charged. Kgosana's march on Cape Town had seized the imagination
of white and non-white alike. A not inconsiderable
number of white Port Elizabethans-some of whom
belonged to no political party-was prepared to defy
unjust laws in sympathy with non-white South Africans.
Had they done so they might have started a chain
reaction. who knows? In the event they were advised to
wait for Congress in Johannesburg (or somewhere) to
advise on the next step. They waited, and waited . . .
finally when enthusiasm had ebbed the plan came. It
was to be a week-long stay-at-home set some short time
in the future. That strike naturally failed and I cannot
help feeling that a great opportunity was lost through
defective political anticipation.
None of this justified the subsequent behaviour of the
"African Nationalists". Called upon to support the
Action Council's stay-at-home scheme they withdrew.
Their reason-that the goal was a multiracial convention-is specious or sinister, depending on the viewpoint.
Why the Action Council called for a three-day stayat-home is still a mystery to me. A prolonged strike
aimed at toppling or pressuring the Government is
understandable. a day of mourning has value as a moral
gesture. A three-day cessation of labour looks suspiciously like a holiday.
cannot escape criticism here. Its
indecisiveness over the stay-at-home cannot have
improved its public image or "its private confidence.
The stay-at-home had the unhappy effect of convincing many previously hesitant whites that the Government is able to continue its policy of repression
indefinitely. It is also unfortunate that the extraparliamentary organisations did not draw the obvious conclusion that no sectional move in opposition has any hope
of succeeding. At any rate greater co-operation has not
resulted.
This is hardly surprising when one examines the
statements directed against other organisations by some
leaders of the" African Nationalists" and some of the
passages of Maiube (which is often reminiscent of
Torch at its flaming worst); it is hardly surprising
when one knows that Liberals had to withdraw from a
Congress-Liberal demonstration against inter alia, the
Unlawful Organisations Act-because Congress refused
to request the lifting of the ban on the P.A.C.: it is
certainly not surprising when one organisation of the
left invites a spokesman froin another -to share its platfonn then reads out a vigorous attack on a prominent
member of the guest organisation; it is certainly not
surprising when Contact and New ARe not only trade
vitriol editorially but publish in their news columns
accounts of events in Basutoland which seem to have
been written about different countries; and when the
rigidity of "line" of such journals as Fighting Talk
indicates to the critical reader a fossilisation of attitudes
which makes discussion seem pointless. And if ever
there was a need for frank and generous discussion
surely it is now. Perhaps The New African has a role
to play here.
THE LIBERAL PARTY
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indication of the ill health of the left
than the compulsive "you're a feelthy red" and "you're
an imperialist" schools of journalism is the fact that
"African Nationalism" in South Africa, unlike similar
movements to the north excludes all non-Africans, while
preaching non-racialism. On the other hand the Congress Alliance has not met this challenge as it should
have -by knocking down those anachronistic partitions
in its own structure-but has. decided, in the words of
its leader ex-Chief Lutuli (in Let My People Go), that
the time for non-racial parties is not yet.
The collapse of the United Front overseas is' another
indication of the fratricidal tension which is riving the
left.
Finally and painfully I turn to the Liberal Party. I~
must be recorded that its noble attempt to create within
the racial minefield of this country a truly non-racial
organisation is foundering. White South Africans of
"liberal" intentions prefer the comfortable parlour
liberalism of the Progressive Party to the often chill
isolation of a party which has been carried increasingly
left by the logic of its principles and idealism. On the
other hand tbe party's past and its lack of cohesion
have so far prevented it from acquiring a mass African
membership with which white radicals can effectively
share their undoubted courage and ability. It survives
because of the energy and drive of many dedicated
individuals-and the growing strength of its rural
membership. Its talent for "welfare work" in the good..
co-operative, non-paternalist sense, and the radicalism of
many of its members are frustrated by its lack of mass
support. Its Fabian role remains, but between it and
the public looms the Progressive Party. Consequently
it is a party desperately seeking new directions.

A MORE SERIOUS

main dilemma is not the
dilemma of Liberals alone. Randolph Vigne put a
sensitive finger on a defect-and perhaps it is the
greatest defect of them all-shared bv all left organisations when he remarked in the first issue of The New
African "the failure of the Congresses or Liberals to
gain a mass following" ("Realities of Conflict", The
New African Vol. I No. It
Now there is a subject for discussion. Could it be.. to
set Campbell's image agallop in new nastures "the
bloody horse"? To the north Malawi has (I Quote from
memory) a million plus members. the United National
Independence Part v half a million. the National Democratic Party 300.000 before it was banned. Yet the
African National Congress never to my knowledge
exceeded 100.000. Is it, as Mr. Vigne suggests "due to
a lack of rapnort between these organisations and the
mass"? Would a Congress-Liberal merger be the
answer? Is it possible? Are the qualities of South Africa's Browns and Lutulis and Sobukwes irreconcilable?
I was chiding a friend, shortly after the stay-at-home..
for leaving the country. Feeling at the end that 1 had
perhaps been too harsh I said I understood that the
period of change might have its unpleasant side. He
cut me short.
"It's not," he said crisply, "that I fear the revolution.
it's iust that I feel the damn thing win never take place."
I wonder how many potential recruits for the left
feel that way.
•
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Three views of South Africa's

1. Piet de Vries
speaks
his mind ...
HAROLD HEAD
just couldn't understand how any
white man can be without a job. Besides the call ?f
commerce and industry, look at th~ many. ave~ues In
government. The!e is the public serv.lce, ~hIch v~rtually
employs thousands of whites and IS dally callI~g. for
more and more whites. They even have a commission,
whatever ·that means, then there is the government that
looks after the volk,
Look at me, Piet de Vries, only nine months fr~m
the platteland and the progress I've made, position I ve
gained, at th~ Ioca.l prison. ;And w~a~ do I do? Report
on duty at SIX thirty, A bit of dnlhng to loosen .our
limbs. Then off. It's only sometimes that I report a. b!tle
bit earlier. Just to count. Yes, count. And ~ot liftl~g
anything up or scratching around. But Just plain
counting. Counting of kaffirs' heads. Although they are
counted each night they have to be counted the following morning again, because you can never trust .t~ese
kaffirs. Toordokters. From there, we take our positions
in the yard. God, if you want to see a good. kaffir, see
him in the morning in a prison-yard, kneeling on the
ground while having his meal. At yo~r ~ase. ~o~ an.d
then I'd play with one of them, by kicking him In hIS
arse, hell, and then you should see how a kaffir smiles.
Now in my span, I've got a good lot of kaffirs. 1
never even think that it will ever be necessary to use
my revolver on them. From the first moment .1 took
them out I let them see that I'm not their brother. I
told them they are convicts and I'm a baas. Most of
them were there for not paying their taxes or carrying
their passes. They are the ones that make it hard for
the government to pay its debts. And then when
they are sent out of town to their homes in the reserves,
they keep staying on. So I haven't got much time for
kaffirs.
So for the whole day, all I have to do is see that they
do their work and don't try to run away.
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Even the warders in the offices don't have to work
so hard. There they have kaffirs that are a bit educated
and they do all the work. You hardly have to worry
about any mistakes in the books, because those kaffirs
know. As soon as they make a mistake, they lose their
staff positions and then they'll have to go and work
on the lands.
At lunch there is always a kaffir who wants to clean
my shoes. And here I want to tell you. The things ate
good at cleaning. My holster, my belt, my buttons, my
badge. My kaffirs make them shine like the colonel's,
bearing in mind he has a kaffir who does only that
wock.
.
At five o'clock, the day's duties are over. Well, then
we just have to chase the kaffirs to their cells, count
them again then lock up.
What more can one want. Now listen. I live at the
barracks. In the morning when we wake up, all we have
to do is wash our faces then sit to a scrumptious
breakfast. I don't have to make my bed, clean my room
or do any other thing. The department sees to it. And
these kaffirs make delicious pumpkin-fritters. I'm telling
you. They are the only kaffirs that I don't mind giving
.
some tobacco every now and then.
Oh, how ' I like to climb the koppie on a Sunday
morning, when I don't go off to town to see Willem
and his wife. There you see the beauty of a prison farm
colony. The bridges, the . dams, the irrigation schemes,
the fruitful lands, the cows grazing in the fields and the
beautiful ·cottages of the married quarters. God, and to
think all that beauty is created by kaffirs. Honestly, I
really believe the government is doing a lot to help the
kaffirs. When they're free men all they do is rob,
murder, steal and rape. But here, under the government's hands they are at .least doing things for their
own good. No wonder some of them have the habit of
staying away for only a month or so.
What more can a man want?
I really must get Mina to let Willem take on work
here. Look at me saying work, when I've just told you
about the easy life. There is no work for the same pay
that is as easy as this job. Look at the dangers of a
railway shunter, the long walks of a postman, sometimes carrying kaffirs' letters, and all other work. If it's
not this, it's that.
No government has ever given such a lot of work to
our people. What a black B.A. or Matriculant does,
any 'Standard Six or Standard Eight white does. My
vote will always go to the present government. Look at
other .parties against the government, what they speakof, one man one vote. Where will we be? There is too
many kaffirs, more than we' are, Phew. How any of the
whites can think ' that way beats me. One man, one
vote, sis.
5

And finally. Look at n1Y uitimate position in life.
Head-warder, chief warder, lieutenant, captain, major,
commandant, colonel, possibly field-marshal depending
on the behaviour in Langa. Hitler's dream come true in
my country, in our own country. I don't know what the
kaffir politicians are talking about. Saying this is their
country. They belong in the Congo. After all that is
where they all come from. Oom Hendrik made it quite
clear and he is right. The South African nation means
the white people of the country. And he should know.
He's a Doctor of Philosophy. Spent half of his life
thinking and very much respected by the church. Not
communist inspired like these kaffir agitators. That is
why the prisons are so full of them. They'll never get
anything right, wanting to be equal with us. I could
have understood it if they were white. But black as
they are. The savages. To think what they did to our

people on the trek. And now they want us to be good
and kind to them. And what is good and kind in them?
A kaffir is only good and kind when he is dead. May
they all die out.
Hmmm. I better go in and see whether that kaffir has
finished ironing my shirt and trousers already. Mina
must really try and get Willem to sign on. Right now
he has no future, selling insurance to the kaffirs in
Nyanga. As if they want insurance, or know what it
means. All they know is making children, more black
kaffirs coming into the world. Bringing diseases, poverty
and ignorance, then off to gaol.
For me there is a pension fund, medical aid, buying
aid and every other aid that I may need. Long service,
and who knows my children can be proud to say, their
father is Field-Marshal Piet de Vries who won Alexandra Township for the country.
•
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attacks on the Government of
South Africa and the blatant misrepresentations of the
overseas press, it is particularly important that the
Pinko problem be put in its proper and objective perspective. We must first study the background to the
problem. Who are the Pinkos? Where did they come
from? What part have they played in the history of our
country? What is their way of life?
.
.
The Pinko-Caucasoids, generally known as . Pinkos
for short invaded the African Continent some 400 years
ago. Th~y originally came from the .western tip of the
Eurasian Continent and slowly migrated southward
until they spread all over Africa. Our own South
African Pinkos first immigrated in 1652. They belong
to two major tribes or ethnic groups, the amaBoer and
the amaBriton, with an admixture of other smaller
Pinko tribes. All anthropologists are agreed that the
Pinkos, physically different though they are from Africans, belong to the same Bantu species. They seem to
be endowed basically with the same innate abilities as
Africans, but due to environmental or educational

factors, they suffer under certain handicaps. For
example, being unused to manual labour, they appear,
on the whole, much less resistant than Africans to
strenuous efforts. This is not to say, however, that they
are innately inferior to Africans. It just means that their
abilities lie in different fields. The accusation, often
heard overseas, that our government views the Pinkos
as inferior is completely slanderous. We believe that the
Pinkos, under proper guidance, have a great future
ahead of them, and my Department in particular is
devoting its energies to the development of the amaBoer
and the amaBriton along the lines where their natural
abilities lie.
Our critics overseas often have a completely unrealistic image of our South African Pinkos, comparing them
to the Pinkos of Western Eurasia. It must be remembered, however, that our Pinkos have been cut off from
the main currents of Pinko Culture for over 300 years
and, hence, are much more backward. Our Pinkos are
a simple, fun-loving, homely people very close to
nature. The understandable ill-feeling of some Africans
towards our Pink os is due to the fact that the Pinkos
have introduced many undesirable things into our
country, for example slavery, firearms, diseases such as
smallpox and syphilis, tobacco, hard liquor, deforestation and erosion. My government and the more enlightened Africans realise, however, that the Pinko
contribution to our country has not been entirely
negative. To cite only one illustration, their folk remedies have been a real contribution to modern medicine.
Having dealt very briefly with the background of our
Pinko problems, we must now answer the unfair
criticisms that have been levelled at us concerning the
treatment of Pinkos in South Africa.

*Before becoming Minister of Pinko Administration and Development, Dr. Makatin held the chair of Pinko Anthropology
at the Nkrumah University in Lutuliville. His book Kinship
and Marriage among the amalloer is already a classic. He
therefore writes in his dual capacity as a scholar and as an
administrator. Dr. Makatini is a fluent amaBoer and amaBriton linguist, having been brought up among Pinko children
on his father's farm. He therefore knows the Pinkos inti. mately,as his warm and sympathetic treatm~nt of his subject
cannot fail to convince the readers. (The Editor.)

[1] Why do you Africans consider the Pinkos
inferior?
This is a completely false accusation. The Minister
of Pinko Education the Hon. Julius Ngwenya, recently
said in Parliament: "It is unbelievable how clever some
of the Pinko children are, when given the benefit of
our African. educational system. They seem to have a

2. The Pinko
Problem
Dr. the Hon. PAUL MAKATINI*
IN VIEW OF THE VICIOUS
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special mechanical aptitude and will, in due course,
make competent technicians in the Pinko homelands",
Our great Prime Minister, Dr. A. K .. Ndlovu, de.cla::ed
at the opening of an amaBoer dancing, beer-drinking
and meat-roasting feast to celebrate their migration
(trEk) into the interior of South Africa: "I have the
greatest confidence in the future of the Pinko people,
We do not regard you as inferior as some of your
agitators tell you. If you accept our guidance and
co-operate with the government, we will accomplish
great things together".

[2] Why are Pinkos segregated?
Here too .the true position of our country is being
deliberately misrepresented. South Africa consists of
several language groups and we believe that each group
can best develop along its own lines and in its own
areas, just as the Bolivians live in a different country
from the Pakistani. There is nothing discriminatory
about that. Pinkopolis, the urban location of the Cape
Peninsula, and the many rural Pinko reserves of the
Free State and the Southern Transvaal are 'being gradually developed as self-governing areas under the
trusteeship of the Department of Pinko Administration
and Development. Some of this land is among the most
fertile and best irrigated in the country. How many of
our critics know that the total area of the Pinko reserves
equals the combined area of Luxembourg, Monaco, the
Vatican, San Marino, Andorra and Lichtenstein?
.
Apart from these important facts, the Pinkos themselves want to be segregated. They are a very proud
people, very conscious of their old traditions, and they
do not want to mix with us Africans. After 300 years of
settlement in South Africa, they have retained tenaciously their own tribal culture and have proved
unassimilable, They retain their quaint. dialects (notable
for their absence of clicks), their ancestral totem (the
sprIngbok) and their . religion (christiAnity) with its
strange rites of passage (confirmAtion) and its vestiges
of ritual cannibalism (commUnion), their colourful
costumes (such as the eye-catching "bikInis" worn by
Pinko ·belles who, in their primitive innocence, seem
quite unconscious of their nakedness), and their many
interesting customs such as montrgamy, Monogamy,
(being married to only one woman at the time) for
example, seems to have a stabilising influence on the
Pinko family. It is moving to see how many Pinko
males (those who have not been corrupted by detribalisation) remain faithful to their ' mates through their
entire lifetime. Pinko marriage rites are a delight ' to
anthropologists because of the transparent phallic symbolism of the ceremony which culminates in the passing
of the fourth finger of .the left hand through a ring.
Previous governments have tried to turn Pinkos into
imitation Africans, and the result has been a ludicrous
caricature, because a leopard cannot change his spots.
Once a Pinko, always a Pinko. The present government,
on the other hand, tries to retain and bring out all that
is good in Pinko culture, while, controlling the bad
aspects of it such as tobacco-smoking, drinking and
inter-tribal warfare. We want to combat the detribalisation of the Pinkos, one of the major causes of divorce
and crime .among them. In short, we 'want the Pinkos
to remain essentially Pinko.
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. [3]. . Why do Pinkos have . tocarry..passes]

First of all, we Africans carry identity cards as well.
The only difference is that Pinkos also carry a record
of their 'employmen t. Reference books are to the bene~t
of the Pinkos because they protect them from competition from sturdier African workers, prevent them from
flooding the labour market in the Af~ican area~, and
allow the police to track down d ucktails and agitators
who terrorise the law-abiding Pinkos.
[4] Why are Pinkos not allowed to smoke dagga?
Dagga is a powerful drug which can only be used in
moderation and after long experience. The Pinkos, it
.given free access to .dagga, would. immediately ~buse it
with disastrous consequen.ces to themselves. ThIS form
of "discrimination" is again for the protection of the
.Pinkos towards whom my Department has a deep sense
.of devotion and responsibility.

[5] Why don't Pinkos have the right to vote?
The overseas public must realise that we face a very
.special" situation here in South Africa, and that we
cannot simply apply the system of parliamentary democracy to a society as disparate as our own. When
previous governments · have given the Pinkos the
franchise, the Pinkos have abused it to reduce the nonPinkos .into slavery. It must be understood, that the
Pinkos are a foreign and outlandish element in Africa
and that we Africans cannot run the risk of letting
ourselves be swamped, as the Pinkos have done in the
'past and wantto do once more. The Pinkos can always
return to Western Eurasia if they don't like it here, but
we have no other homeland. Far from returning to their
original homelands, however, the Pinkos flock to South
Africa. There are already twice as many Pinkos in
South Africa as in all the rest of the Continent put
together. Is this a proof of oppression? The very suggestion of oppression is preposterous.
Even though our Pinkos are not directly represented
Continued on page 10

The youth who works in the post office
With his stamp glue sticky mouth agape
Misshapen and uncouth, against whose person
I have great prejudice,
Who speaks a bastard tongue
In an indoor dust decaying voiceIs a lover.
I saw him on the wind filed beach
His Juliet with her seaweed hair
Clammed to his arm,
And I, a socialite in shoes,
Care, or would care nothing for this boy,
But he is Romeo in so/ne adoring eye
And I am not.
1 too have mused on love and claws and

"Darling you are all the sea to me
.A nd all the sky as well," .
. She, flattered into silence clings
And like some three legged lobster shell
They ·limp.
ALAN

DUFF

1

MY THREE MONTHS vacation . ftorn .Harvard
University I went back to New York and ' took up an
.apartment at Greenwich Village, the fading Bo?emian
quarter .which used to harbour most of the rad!calsof
the thirties and provided a sort of haven for artists and
writers seeking cheap rooming houses' and a: sense' of
community. As New Yorkers love to remind y?u~ "~he
Village" is no longer wh~t it used to be. Writers ~e
E. E. Cummings may st111 be there, but even he. IS
fighting a last-ditch battle against the. Department of
Buildings which is out to raze Patchm Place to the
ground because, so the Department argu~s, it lacks
"adequate toilet facilities." John V. LIndsayhas
mourned Mr. Cummings'splight in The Village Voice:
DURING

He has through his poetry brought pleasure and insight to
many of us and has certainly enhanced the . ~ultural re:putation of Greenwich Village and New York City, We WIll be
losers if Mr. Cummings and his wife are forced to leave
Greenwich Village.

However, the 'Department of Buildings s~m~ to h:ave
made · up its mind that superannuat~4 .buildmgs .and
poets must have adequate toilet facilities. No doubt
some of the gin-soaked Sophiatown intellectuals who
clustered around one House of Truth and slowly witnessed the dissolution of that community, '.will share
the rage and sadness that 'has overtaken the Greenwich
Village community. Middle-class New Yorkers are
flooding the Village and are driving out the m~r.e
.impoverished artists and beatniks to seek cheaper habitation elsewhere,
What do I remember . most about the Village?
Certainly, it is now hard to sift the conflicting impressions and images. Perhaps it is a strange look of
looseness, of. a self-conscious decadence, and a nerveracking effort on the part of some of its citizens to be
different from Uptown New Yorkers. I remember the
tourist buses trundling through. the narrow streets and
the malevolent stares from Villagers; and I remember
one sandalled citizen, in particular, yelling meanly at
the intently peering faces: "Tourists!"
..
It is strange how quickly one becomes part of the
Village scene if one lives there; how quickly one begins
. to resent the intrusion of curiosity-seekers. There was,
for instance, this inexpressibly naive blond boy who
approached me while walking down McDougal Street
and enquired: "Say, bud, where's the fun tonight?" My
throat constricted with irritation. I knew he was looking
for beatniks, for the mythical wild free love scenes. Also
I remember those awfully hot summerdays, .hotter than
any I had known in Africa, sitting at the Figaro with a
half-finished script of my play and consuming endless
cups of expresso coffee. One sat there peering through
a haze of heat-induced stupor at the beautiful girlsgold-legged, stockingless, ernbrowned by the summer
heat.
Most of these girls weren't' beatniks at all, were going
to New York University near-by or Columbia uptown,
were actresses 'in-between 'productions, were young
wives of Village young men grubbing ' for ' money on
Madison Avenue, their wives sitting with stone-eyed
I
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babies or boy'friends in the lethargic c~ffee-ho~ses. A:nd
I have a vision of one summer afternoon during which
my girl friend and I sat in a restaurant, watching
·through a huge glass window, the perpetual motion of
people passing by. And there was this girl, walking
gracefully.with bare feet, and seeing me watching her,
she paused, her face cracking into a wide melon sffi!le,
and she waved a slim hand. There was something
awfully childish in the gesture, and yet a grace, a love,
a tenderness almost too dear because it was so freely
given to a stranger.
There was the afternoon in' which we walked down
McDougal Street. A white girl walking toward us with
-:her Negro boy friend paused, and, I suppose, feeling a
sense of camaraderie with: another inter-racial couple,
simply barred our way and compelled us to declare
"whose eyes are prettier, his or mine?" My girl friend
thought the boy's were and I thought the girl's were.
But those were the mellow summer afternoons when
one felt the natural warmth of the Village, the indefatigable candour of its loves, and its brave struggles against
the withering bigotry of racial hatred. .
.
Also I remember the night clubs and the crepuscular
cellars, the sad. cafes and the rain . streaking down the
soulless bars on the Avenue of the Americas. I remem, ber the long-haired beatniks who hung outside a coffee..
house on Bleecker Street, waiting-God knows for what
-while inside the smokey dimly-lit coffee-house, Tad
Jeans, the Negro beat poet, yelled obscenely to the
elect: "White America, my hand is on your thigh," or
whatever it was that he was reading.
But also the Village was for me a warm place, whose
ageing streets were full of bookshops peddling avantgarde paperbacks. Here you went in at about 11 p.m,
and browsed until well after midnight. More often than
not your bookseller played host, sometimes engaged
you ina discursive scholarly conversation on the poetry
of Ezra Pound or the sad obscurity of Ionesco: and
beneath this surface of decay and decadence I referred
to earlier, the .Village often conceals the dauntless
temper of radicalism and rebellion. Architects and city.'
planners like Jane Jacobs (author of The Death and
Life of Great American Cities) turn out to be social
philosophers who spend part of their time gathering
signatures for petitions at the Village. Peace and protest
movements against nuclear armaments proliferate,
deceived neither by Washington's benign homilies nor
by Moscow's attempts at coercion.
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a collection

of individuals

whom I have loved ... '
not out of any vanity, that I
did not climb the Empire State Building-"the tallest
man-made structure in the world." Neither did I take
any ferry rides 'around Staten Island, despite o~e young
lady's plea in favour of such an adventure. I did stand,
though, on 125th Street in Harlem and s~w, with a
mixture of emotions, the Negro ghetto WhICh was to
me, a reflection of what Sophiatown might have been
had it been transplanted to New York. 'There was the
same kind 'o f sprawling, exuberantly rich fabric of life
despite the many privations which people -so obviously
suffered; there were the same kinds of weirdly advertised funeral parlours standing cheek by jowl with
store-front churches, and elderly citizens who sat on
their doorsteps with the same kind of philosophical
resignation that was 'so awfully familiar to me.
Also I saw-and this is what seemed to set the
younger generation apart-a young Negro walking
down Lenox Avenue in a kind of rolling gait which was
later translated for me into a taunting, mischievously
arrogant jazz phrasing by Miles Davis at the Village
Vanguard. Miles and the other younger jazz musicians
seem to be expressing all the colour, subtleties, the
mocking arrogance, and the defensive quality of the
life of a people who live on the fringes of a colour-bar
society. There was. a painful, though touching irony,
when I saw the sons and daughters of white middleclass families desperately trying to appropriate this
-style, while the Negro was forever moving further "out"
in order to elude definition.
I STATE HERE, CERTAINLY

I also remember with glint-eyed clarity James .Baldwin, the brilliant Negro ' writer, sitting on the floor of
Vusi Make's apartment in New York, ferociously
making a point, and then his very dark face suddenly
splitting into a wide mischievous grin which seemed, to
belie the intensity of .his belligerent pontifical ' tone.
Loften Mitchell, the Negro playwright, reading passages
out of Peter Abrahams's Tell Freedom, and suddenly
breaking into tears: "Man, I tell you, this cat suffered!"
.Or Julian Mayfield, author of The Grand Parade, angry
and bitter: "I'm going to Ghana. I hope they can use
me; because if they can't I sure can use them!" Or
Margaret Beels, one sultry afternoon, heartlessly and
ruthlessly pondering America's future, looking, therefore, terribly fragile and vulnerable, because, tough as
she was, something like panic seemed to have crept
into her eyes.
So New York was for me a collection of individuals
whom I loved and some of the things they said-a
single incautious word said passionately and burned
forever in the consciousness of my mind-and these
individuals and what they said bound me more irrevocably to America than all the insulting propaganda
about "the democratic way of life."
Eventually, everybody has his own particular New
York-a New York of his own choice. For some people
New York is Times Square and the insomnious glitter
of Broadway by night; for others it is Fifth Avenue at
the lunch-hour and the enchanting lyricism of its
humanity in motion; or it is the chic long-legged Madison Avenue girls questing for the heroic males to whom
they might gladly yield their costly independence. My
own New York is terribly narrow and perversely
chosen.
In my memory I am sitting again in the dumpy nightclub in the Village, listening to a white girl-a wonderful girl and a wonderful singer-Sheila Jordan. Her
eyes are closed and she is singing, "Willow Weep For
Me." Half-way through her face grows really incandescent, and she tries desperately to convey through
some kind of superhuman effort, what even her
personal lyricism so disastrously fails to convey. I seem
to see her again walking down Seventh Avenue, at the
Village, with her very dark daughter by her Negro
husband; they both set patterns of black and white
against the blazing summer heat!
•
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Continued from page 7
in Parliament, they have an increasing VOIce in their
own affairs. Pinko Advisory Boards are being established in the Pinko homelands, and Pinko chiefs (known
as "Landdrosts") carefully chosen by my Department
for their sense of responsibility, are being trained to
assume self-government in their own areas. Two
Departments with a staff of 12,722 civil servants, 921
of whom are Pinkos, are devoted full-time to the
welfare of the Pinkos, We spend three times as much
on Pinko education as the Canadians do on educating
their Eskimos. The bill for soil conservation in the
Pinko reserves last year was five times as high as the
amount spent for that purpose by Denmark in the whole
of Greenland, a territory twice the size of South Africa,
or by the United States in its sector of the Antarctic, a
dependency 453 times the size of our Pinko homelands.
We ·do not want to mention how the Soviet Union, one
of our bitterest critics, treats its Lapps, or the Japanese
their Ainu, the Argentinians their Patagonians, and the
Bulgarians their Gypsies.
[6] If the picture is so rosy in South Africa, why
have the Pinkos protested at their treatment't
It is a well-known fact that any community has its
share of ducktails, vagrants and criminals. The criminal
elements among the Pinkos organise Commandoes
against the government, by persuading some, of the
Pinkos that they have grievances. The great mass. of
the Pinkos are law-abiding people, however, and do not
let themselves be swayed by the few agitators. The
Paramount Landdrost of the amaBoer, Gert Retief,
stated recently in his quaint yet forceful dialect while
presenting me with a bible (the sacred book .of the
Christians): "We the amaBoer are wholeheartedly
behind our Great Black Father in his efforts to uplift
the amaBoer people. We do not listen to the hyenas
among us who tell us that the Department of Pinko
Administration and Development, and its Great Black
Landdrost, the HOIl. Paul Makatini, want to devour us .
We know that, as the child must learn to walk before
he can run, and as the springbok must suck from his
mother before he can grow horns, so must we listen to
the wisdom of our Great Black Father, the earthly
representation of our Father in Heaven".
The Paramount Landdrost of the amaBriton, Philip
Nelson Sbepstone, concurred with his amaBoer
colleague as he gave me a beautifully engraved crIcket
club or stick as a token of his loyalty: "We are., Sir, a
proud people with a long tradition of bravery, if I may
be so bold as to remind your Excellency the Minister
of Pinko Administration and Development. But we
know our place, Sir. Indeed we do. Thank you Sir, Your
Excellency, for all you did for the amaBriton people,
and, indeed, for the Pinko people in general. As we say
in our language, God (Tixo) save the King, or rather
God save the President of our great Republic of South
Africa."
Nobody can deny the integrity of these two Paramount Landdrosts who have won the respect and
devotion of their people. The odious allegations and
accusations of our spiteful enemies are clearly refuted
by the simple facts which I have presented here. We
shall forge ahead on the road to progress according to
our motto: "Separation is strength."
[P, L. v, ·d : B.]
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The Master of Clare College, Cambridge, Sir Eric
Ashby, advised a thousand students of the University of the Witwatersrand yesterday to keep alive
the thread of understanding between the University
and the African community. "Let the African intellectuals know that in these few acres there is a place
where they are potentially welcome."-Rand Daily
Alail.
Influx control prevents Bantu hardship-Headline
in Die Natal/er.
Students ' in the Faculty of Law may not wear bush
shirts .when attending lectures-Rules for students,
University of the Witwatersrand.
Canaries demand freedom--Headline in New Age
A course in Rudiments and Methods is compulsory
for all graduates. Students possessing diplomas must
take a course in .Living and Conception of Life. The
aim of these courses is the introduction of students
to the Christian and worldly view of life-Article on
Potchefstroomse Universiteit vir Christelike Hoer
Onderwys, Official Year Book of the South Africa,
1960.

_

Koop 'n stuk van u eie Republiek-Real estate
advertisement at Malanshof, near Johannesburg.

_

Expand your horison of knowledge with the most
modern, interesting, exciting encyclopaedia-Advertisement in Rand Daily Mail.

_ .I am sure ·readers must have been quite upset on
reading in The Star on March 29 the recommendations of the Courtesy Campaign to the employer.
We have all had experience of the abuse of privileges given to Native domestic servants and now we
employers have been asked to give even more.
Where is this all going to end? I have a friend who,
when living in Cape Town, where these extra
privileges are provided, was asked by her maid for
a radio l-e-Letter in The Star.

Our Own Business Directory
Apostolic Cash Store, 31 16th Avenue, Alexandra
Township.
Chase Manhattan Fruit Shop, Stand 1330-3,
Moroka.
Holy Family Fish and Chips, Germiston.
Peyton Place Dry Cleaners, Johannesburg.
Pirate Trading Co., 61 Smal Street, Johannesburg.
Self Helping Funeral Parlour & Undertaker, 9 A.P.
Section, Moroka West.
Squeeze Trading Store, 126 9th Avenue, Alexandra
Township.
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3. The Snakepit
ALF

WANNENBERG

"PASSION-FRUIT, AN' NOT A DROP of anything else since
my kiddie died-ask anybody," the little man, wearing
a black tie in a plastic shirt collar, was telling his mate
as Andy and I shouldered our way through the four
deep lining of day-shift stevedores and crane drivers
around the bar and gave a barman the "I'm thirsty"
sign.
Down the other end of the counter I sighted Mike
and Jim Barton listening with no apparent interest to
some fellow wearing a frayed sports-coat and checked
shirt, and Mike nodded to show that he was coming
over. A barman drifted across and sloshed two brandies
into thick sixpenny tumblers for Andy and me, while
Andy looked apathetically at the no-longer-transparent
measuring bulbs and stained wine casks,
" ... but I've laid off the pots now, that's for suretrue's God," the little man was saying.
"What you say they call this place?" asked Andy,
"Snakepit."
"So-howcome?"
" ... must have been mad or something, way I was
carrying on," the little man was saying. Every night
when I got home, I was full of dike; an' there was my
wife with this little sick kiddie . . . gee, that was a
beautiful kiddie-our first ... an' me drunk as a coot
most times . . ."
"Well, look who's fallen from the posh pubs-what
brings you here?" The voice and the hand on my
shoulder belonged to Mike.
.
"Showing Andy around the Cape Town dives. From
Jo'burg-likes slumming." There were introductions
from which the man in the frayed sports-coat and
checked shirt was somehow excluded, although he
insisted on shaking our hands all the same.
", . . was like a ~ousy government keeps contamin~tIng eve~yb?dy .an mucking up the country. Only,
wl~h me ~nnklng like ~ was, I ~as contaminating myself
an mucking up my WIfe an' kiddie," the little man was
saying.
"Keen political discussion up at the Grand the other
night," said Mik~. "Very high level except for one
bloke kept buggenng It up always asking if we wanted
our sisters to marry Kaffirs."
"Good old low-water mark of South African demo~rac'y: to eyery white-skinned boy of eighteen, the
inalienable nght to choose his own brother..i n-law,' said
I
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Andy. And I remembered that he'd always been rather
hot on the political jag-red hot, in fact.
"I'll shoot her! I'll shoot her!" said Jim Barton, stabbing his fist into the counter, and preparing to do the
salne with his head.
"Shoot who?" asked Andy.
"Shoot my sister if she marries a Native."
"Oh, Christ! help me-help us all!" said Mike, slapping his hand to his forehead and reeling in mock
despair.
For a moment I was pleased that Andy wasn't a
crusader or missionary or anything like that to waste
his time arguing with the completely 10st-1 hate
politics. Then this unwelcome fellow in the frayed
sports-coat and checked shirt just had to go and make
his contribution:
"An' why shouldn't she marry who she likes? There's
some of them what's been to the university an' got
degrees an' things, an'. . ."
A possible convert! I'd forgotten that Andy was a
hog for making converts-when they were easy.
"This is a very famous pub," I started. "All the early
gold and diamond deals . . . you remember Cecil
John Rhodes . . . I.D.B. . . . even that shooting last
month ..."
But it didn't help. Andy moved over towards the
fellow in the frayed sports-coat and checked shirt, his
right hand extended. The fellow pushed his empty glass
in front of Andy, and a barman promptly filled it with
tickey-hock. Andy paid without a murmur,
"I'm adjourning to the Grand," said Mike. "Hope
that marriage guidance chap that's so interested in our
sisters isn't there."
Jim Barton followed, mumbling about calibre, velocity, range and an accumulation of ballistic data he'd
been taught when he did his citizen force training.
"Take my advice an' do the same," the little man
~as saying. "NOW. I've .g ot me this bookkeeping job up
In South West, going to get away from all this I'm used
to. Make a 'n ew start-a new way of life. Owe it to my
wife an' other kiddie ..."
"What's the use running away from it? You'll find
the same sort of thing there," his mate was objecting.
"Much better you stay an' beat it here, to my mind.
Make your new life here, then you can say you've
really done something."
"An' the temptations," said the little man. "What
about the temptations? First you think you've got
things going right, an' then one day you meet an' old
pal; bang-back where you were-resolutions an' everything gone to hell!"
" ... so I can get them to send you some literaturestuff to read-that will help you," Andy was saying, as
he wrote his new friend's name and address into a little
black notebook.
The friend was nodding and edging his empty glass
in front of Andy, while a barman unscrewed- the cap
of a tickey-hock bottle.
"Not that I don't love this place-suppose I do,
r~ally. <?nly thing is .I'd like ~o know if I was doing the
right thing by my WIfe an' kiddie if I stayed," the little
man was saying.
11

"If you are willing, ' an' have the strength. to change
your whole way of life-then you can't' miss," said his
mate.
Andy was quizzing his new friend:
"So, whatsort of society do we live i,11?"
"Multi-racial."
.
"But our democracy must be ...,?" .
"Non-racial."
"And that means ...T"
"Equal rights for all, an' my sister can marry who
she likes."
.
"Have you any friends who think the same way as
you?" Andy was trembling with the excitement of his
discovery. "Maybe we can get together and have a
little ..."
"Yes, I suppose I have," said the new friend, tendering his empty glass for consideration. "But there's still
one thing I'll like to as' you first: will you let a Native
come an' sit in here with you?"
"Good heavens, of course yes! I mean if ..."
"Well, not me-'s okay what my sister does, long as
she doesn't bring him home to my place, but I'm not
going to have them coming an' sitting in here with me
-wasn't brought up that way!"
Then, as he presented his glass more insistently, Andy
grabbed me by the arm and pulled me out into the
street. Turning me around, he looked up at the red and
white sign that clashed with the mellowed' maturity of
the teak door:
.'
S.A.R. & H.
WINE BUFFET
WHITES' ONLY,
The little man with the black tie in a plastic shirt
collar had followed us into the street, and .he paused
beside us to see what we were looking at.
"What did you say they called this place?" asked
Andy.
"Snakepit."
"Saw a fil-m called the 'Snakepit' once," mumbled
the little man-'''bout a .mad-house."
•
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FormationAfrica's Need?
COLIN B. COLLINS
Father ColJins suggests that 'formation', as a'
prerequisite for leadership, is the greatest need
great fact that strikes anyone flying
over Africa is the fact of distance. Eight miles up and
travelling at some 600 miles an hour, a traveller still
takes 3t hours to do some 2,200 miles to Brazzaville or
LeopoldvilIe. Once the. border of the Transvaal is
crossed there is almost nothing to see for hundreds, and
sometimes almost a thousand miles. No living thing can
be seen on the ground, particularly over Angola and
the previous Belgian Congo. Distance is perhaps the
one factor that colours everything that takes place in
these two territories. When one sees Angola from the
air one ceases to wonder at the fact that an almost full..
scale war can take place in the northern section that is
scarcely being noticed by the, rest of the world. ' In the
previous Belgian Congo one realises that so often news
of this new state is only news of the larger towns such
as Leopoldville and Elisabethville. Throughout the rest
of this immense area of the heart of Africa, administration at a local level goes on, I am told, almost as before.
It is only in the national set-up that rulers lack to a
certain extent the vision of the whole of the Congo. It
is too vast, too big. To a great extent Parliament is
Leopoldville.
'
I have recently returned from an All-Africa Conference on Catholic education. The Conference was held
at Brazzaville. As on previous trips to different parts of
Africa, two further factors once more came to mind.
This time perhaps they were impressed upon . me to a
greater degree than before.
The first was the fact of political awareness, Politics
seems to be the main concern of every African leader.
Political independence above all else is the fact uppermost in the mind of most Africans. Although
understandable, it has reached in so many people I
have met, the stage of near-neurosis. This state of political concern was so aptly exemplified in Prime Minister
Nkrumah's now well-used cliche: "Seek ye first the
political kingdom, and all things will be added to you."
The second factor is that of the black-white contrast.
It is strange that while in one's own country, the Republic of South Africa, one finds oneself defending. the
Africans against the Whites, in the rest of the Continent
one is so often forced to put the other point of viewPERHAPS THE ONE

REV. COL I N · B. COL L INS
is in
charge of education and Catholic action in the
Bishop's secretariat at Pretoria.

THE

TH E

NEW

A F RI CAN

MAY

1 962

the resident White man's point ofview. But even when
this is done, it is so often found that the audience
reduces all White attitudes to that of prejudice, colonialism or imperialism. While understandable, this
attitude is nevertheless somewhat exasperating.
Hence a few ideas on African leadership and, more
particularly, on what it presupposes, namely 'Formation', may be to the point.
FOR ·MATION

a leader is a person who is mature.
In order to understand what formation and leadership
mean, it is necessary to understand something about
the nature of the man who is mature. Mali is composed
of both material and spiritual elements. These are never
found isolated from each other. They are always found
in a particular person in an intricate combination.
From a physical point of view a person who is
mature, who is formed, is a person who is in possession
of himself. _A. child who stumbles over every stone is
not physically mature. An adolescent is also not completely grown up... A man who allows his passions to
take him over completely is also unformed physically.
This physical possession of oneself is what one might
call an inner harmony of the physical forces within a
person. A mature person is a person who can be strong
and delicate at the same time.
Spiritual maturity involves formation of the mind and
of the will. In a person who is formed from the intellectual point of view there is both reflection and poise. An
intellectually mature person is a person who neither
rushes into things too Quickly, nor, on the other hand,
fights shy .of making decisions. A person of mature
mind sees his own world-of his work or professionas it should be seen. He is competent in it. At the same
time he knows a little .about many other things.
A person of formed will is a person who is sure of
himself. This does not mean that he is stubborn or
badly informed. It simply means that he knows what he
is doing and, does it-deIicately, creatively and
enthusiastically.
In short, a mature person in all respects is a person
who knows what suits 'his own personality and does it.
Of course in the Christian context there should be
still greater perfection and maturitv of individual
persons. By virtue of Christ's life in him, a Christian
personality is perfected. He is perfected in his knowing
of things and of God. He is perfected in seeing things
through Christ's eyes and above all in loving with
Christ's love.
Man does not live in isolation. There is no such thing
as a person on his own. A person is born of a man and
woman. He is born immediately into the society of the
family. Through the family he becomes part of the
greater social unit, be it the tribe or be it a nation. A
formed person is a person who has a proper relationshio
between himself and his society. He has this in
hundreds of different ways. He has it, for instance, in
seeing that his own rights are protected and those of
o!hers. He has it even by. speaking .well the language of
bIS own people. He has It mostly In the personal relationship between himself and other people. To them he
is kind.. gentle, encouraging and understanding.
The mature man in society is a "big" person. He has
A FORMEQ PERSON,
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a certain delicate sureness about himself. He knows
whatis going on. tie articulates the meaning either of
his family, of his tribe, or of his country. When one
meets a formed person, one knows that one is meeting
a person who knows what he is doing and where he is
going. A mature person in society is .a person w~o }s
responding to all the challenges that It offers, be It In
the reforming of a school in which he teaches, or be it
.
in the political leadership of his country.
Leadership or formation presupposes two factors.
The first is that of structure, and the second that of
initiative.
A leader normally depends to a great extent on a
fairly stable background or structure of society. Under
normal circumstances a leader will be bred out of a
certain given series of rules of. behaviour and customs
of a particular group. In short, the leader will be a man
of culture in the proper sense of that word. Arising out
of a particular group he will lead it by basing himself
on the past and leading prophetically into the future.
The leader will, however, not remain completely
conservative in his surroundings. Standing upon the
shoulders of the past, he will show creativeness by
pushing intothe future. He will do this particularly by
being the person who rises to the challenges being
thrown at his particular group or nation.
FORMATION

IN

AFRICA

the two last points of the prerequisites for
leadership, namely structure and initiative, it may be
pertinent to make some remarks at random concerning
the general situation in Africa. ,
Firstly, concerning' structure. Everyone knows to a
large extent that the old tribal structures of Africa are
fast breaking down. They are breaking down under the
influence of the outside world. They are being dissipated by such phenomena as schools, industrialisation
and urbanisation. The White man's wav of life, this
so-called Western civilisation, Africa will never accept
completely as it stands. From the combination of the
past and the challenge of the present, a new structure"
a new way of life. will emerge. This will obviouslv take
a long time yet. It took Western civilisation well over
a. thousand years to achieve its nresent status. Things
move more quickly these' days. But a new Africa cannot be exnected over-night. .
.
It is understandable ' that in the present situation
African leaders are stumblinz over each other endeavouring to acquire political responsibility. The
acquiring of such political power is" however. only a
first step. It is only a first beginning. This is being
clearly seen in such countries as Ghana, Ni.geria. the
ex-Belgian Congo, and Tanganyika. Sooner or later..
leaders must come to realise that the actual material
needs of the people-education in general, and particularly technical education-t-are the necessary means
whereby a new Africa will eventuaIIy emerge. On the
one hand it is short-sighted to condemn so many
African leaders for inadequacy.. corruotion or anything
else. It is equally short-sighted for African leaders to
imagine that once political independence is acquired,
all else will follow.
Secondly, regarding initiative in the African leader:
Although initiative or leadership is scarcely ever taught.
REGARDING
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yet three things are required 'in the African leader today.
The first is a sense of value. The leader must have a
sense of perspective before any valid leadership can be
accomplished. Through perspective he will know that
some things are important, others less important, and
some not important. He will act according to this scale
of values.
A leader must have the technical know-how of
leadership in whatever form it is exercised. To do this
he must be trained. A particularly interesting form of
leadership training is being practised in various parts of
Africa. Groups of people are brought together and
given talks and practical demonstrations of such topics
as a vision of the African reality, past and present;
community development, administration, political
science; techniques of speaking and running public
meetings, and so on.
The third point necessary for the leader is, of course,
a sense of responsibility. Unless the leader acts in the

name and on behalf of his people he will betray his
cause.
It is this last point that I feel is particularly relevant
in Africa today. In the old set-up, leadership of the
chief was subject to the cus toms of the past and the
counsels of the present. Very often today, the African
leader is subject only to the whims of his people and
sometimes not even to that. Power is perhaps the most
terrible temptation of the African leader today. His use
or .misusc of power will form the Africa of tomorrow,
It is too soon to judge what is now taking place in
Africa. Unless, however, leadership training is embarked upon in the various forms, be it in the schools
or colleges, be it in political thought or agriculture;
unless this is done, it may well be that no new Africa
will emerge. Instead Africa will remain for the foreseeable future a plaything between Communism and the
West.

REVIEWS

still less a distinct and easily determined set of institutions-political or otherwise. In other words it is still
largely a system of ideas-reflecting a number of goals
shared by African leaders, with the ideas and the basis
on which they rest still in the process of formulation
and exegesis.
This is not surprising when one comes to consider
the history of the Pan-Africanist movement. Itself
barely sixty years old, it has only operated from a base
(or, rather, a number of bases) in Africa since 1958,
when the first Conference of Independent African States
and the (politically as well as geographically) more
extensive All African People~sConference took place
in Accra.
The speed with which independence has been
achieved by nearly twenty countries since then has also
shifted the emphasis in the movement-s-away from the
vague intellectual gropings on expatriate groups in the
pre- and post-war periods, with their stress on
generalised notions, cultural alienation and racial distinctiveness.. to the political emphasis on unity. .
That this unity does not exist yet is obvious-i-from a
cursory glance at the different 'bloc' alignments (BrazzaviIle, Casablanca, Monrovia), as well as from the
different forms that unity has been made to take wh ere
it has been achieved on a limited scale. There is, for
instance, more than a difference in degree between the
idea of union embodied in the Ghana-Guinea-Mali
entente, and the regional political and technical association of the Brazzaville countries, the Confederation
of the Maghreb, and the purely party-political meeting
ground P AFMECSA.
Mr. Legum does not ignore these differences. nor
does he fail to show that they have been extended into
other fields; his chapter on the division of the trade
union .movement between followers of Mr. Mboya and
Mr. Tettegah of Ghana is most useful. But, at the same
time, he is able to show the broad measure of agreement that does exist between the groups as well as their
individual members on the objective of African unity
and its usefulness as a means of avoiding alignment
with either major power-bloc in cold war politics.
That there is also .substantial disagreement on the

Africanism
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Pan-Airicanism : a short political ·guide by Colin
Legum (Pall Mall)
The African Image by Ezekiel Mphahlele (Faber)
Africa, A Handbook to the Continent Edited by Colin
Legum (Blond)
IT IS EASY TO ARGUE about Pan-Africanism, but .much
more difficult to describe it. In the first of these books,
Mr. Colin Legum is not concerned with debating the
merit of the concept, but with. defining it and understanding it as it is used by African leaders today. In his
search for its meaning, Mr. Legum makes substantial
use of quotations from writers and politicians of
African descent, and of documents embodying the
declarations and speeches which conferences, meetings
and individuals have contributed to Pan-Africanist
literature. These alone justify the . publication of the
volume, and they certainly merit the half of the book
which .they occupy.
What distinguishes Mr. Legum's attitude to PanAfricanism is that he treats it as a serious political
force, and does not share the patronising view that it is
no more than a slogan surrounded by a mystique. To
adopt the latter approach would be to ignore the fact
that a wide range of .African leaders, of differing
degrees of militancy, and with vastly different
approaches to the more immediate problems of national
and international politics, have affirmed their belief in
the idea.
Yet the difficulty remains: even if it is a political
force, to be reckoned with, it is not a .political system,
14
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components of the Pan-African idea and the meaning
of each of them also becomes clear.
Mr. Legum believes that these differences reflect a
divergence as to means alone, and that there is basic'
agreement on ends. To me this crystallises the problem
of Pan-Africanism-whether African unity will mean
more than ad hoc agreement on particular policies while
institutions and systems remain fundamentally different;
or whether some hitherto undisclosed factor will emerge
which will enable a single set of them to be fashioned
for use throughout the continent.
'.
To Mr. Mphahlele, who deals with the' cultural and
literary bases of Pan-Africanism in two of his chapters
-on negritude and the African Personality-these
questions are largely irrelevant. Be discards both
notions as being either matters of common sense or of
anthropology. He does not believe that there is any
need to stress African-ness. If there is anything that is
peculiarly African, he argues, it will appear automatically in the work of a .good artist.
This view quite clearly contains a large part of the
truth, but it overlooks the powerful emotional force
behind the early development of both concepts, and
their origin as a reaction to attempts at cultural assimilation and the divorcing of an educated elite from the
mass of colonial peoples. If the original dynamic has
been lost, and the notions have gained a momentum of
their own in the setting of Africa, this does not mean
that they do not exist or have value. Mr. Mphahlele's
attitude also disregards the particular circumstances
which constitute his own range or experience: namely,
the more thorough, if at times ·bru tal, extent to which
traditional cultural patterns have been.. broken down
and superseded in South Africa, -so that there is little
that js distinctive in African culture that has not been
destroyed or somehow incorporated into the institutions
of a multi-racial community.
All this may be so much pseudo-anthropological cant
to Mr. Mphahlele, but it does at least mean that the existence of the two concepts can be explained and 'n ot
just dismissed.
. When he is writing of people, or politics, or criticising
South African novelists and their treatment of nonwhites in literature, Mr. Mphahlele shows no such impatience. The final two chapters of the books-on 'The
White Man's image of the non-white in fiction' and the
'Black man's image of himself'-ar.e both instructive
and useful. So are some. of his .sketches.
Africa, A Handbook to the Continent, Mr. Legum
tells us in his preface, sets out to provide a halfway
house between Lord Hailey's African Survey and Mr.
John Gunther's Inside Airica. It succeeds surprisingly
well in doing so, though it suffers from uneveness, and
includes much irrelevant and unnecessary material
(sometimes more suitable to a travel guide than an
informative work). It does, however, have several
excellent articles on general subiects, the best of which
I found to be the two on 'Aspects of African Art',
which are finely illustrated. I must say, though, that I
found it rather distasteful to encounter full-page advertisements throughout the volume, not least that of
South Africa House-despite the presence of Mr. :
Legum's excellent article on this country to counteract it.
•
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World-Accepting Heart
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In a Green Night: Poems 1948-60 by Derek Waleott
(Cape, London)
DEREK WALCOTT'S POETRY has been published in all the
right magazines-Evergreen Review, The London
Magazine, New World -Writing; he is young (born
1930); he won a Rockefeller Fellowship in 1957, and a
Guinness Award for poetry in 1961; he is a Trinidadian,
a man of colour; and most fashionable of all, he shows
in his poetry both a fierce rebellion against colonialism
and an attempt to substitute an equally tyrannous
opiate-unquestioning compassion. Popular and highlypraised in Britain-"the best poet in English of his
generation't.v-rnaintains Cape's blurb-his work is
comparatively unknown here. How much of the praise
is hot air?
Colour-conciousness recurs throughout the sequence.
In the earlier poems, this awareness, coupled with a
fiercely scornful resentment of the insensibility and
futility of colonialism in some of its aspects, sometimes
leads to factitious effusions like "A Country Club
Romance". In this poem, an attempt at ironic treatment
of mutual unhappiness in a mixed marriage is forced
into a sterile framework copied from Pound's MauberIcy in which form and tone combine to produce an
amazi ng vulgarity:

While every afternoon
When tennis soothes our hates,
I\-1r. Harris and his sons
Drive past the C.C. gates.
While the almonds yellow the beaches,
And the breezes pleat the lake,
And the blondes pray God to 'tea-ch us
To profit from her mistake.'

But even here Walcott's strong point is visible. He reels
in a wealth of controlled, sensuous imagery, expressed
in vigorous metaphor and a tough, Donne-like compactness of language and thought. A more successful piece
on a less individual more symbolic plane is "A Far Cry
From Africa" in which Walcott foresees the changes
impending in this continent, experiences delight at the
assertions of liberty being made by those related to him
in colour and -ancestry, but feels horror at the way in
which liberty is sometimes seized.
I who have cursed
Between this Africa and the English tongue I love?
The drunken officer of British Rule, how choose
Betray them both, or give back what they give?
How can I face such slaughter and be cool?
How can I turn from Africa and live?

Perhaps Noni Jabavu could give him the answer. This
conflict is the central theme running below the surface
A.
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of the poems and of the man h~s.elf. There. is much,
he recognises, that British colonialism has grven him,
most important of which is a passionate love of the
English language and literature. The poems. represent,
"in general, his gradual arrival at a. resol~tlon of the
antithesis between this love and hIS Caribbean allegiances; a resolution achieved by the development
within him of a true Christian sympathy:
Your gaze ....
Contained the emptiness of long canoes,
The patience of brown rivers,
In whose eyes was the sorrow of villages . . .
.
["Pays Natal"]
.. . . bless
What gives some hope to the worst human cause,
The final coal of human tenderness.
["Steersman, My Brother"]

I indicated earlier that this compassion is dangerous if
exercised uncritically. It leads Walcott occasionally. to
maudlin indulgence of the insignificance of self WhICh
he feels in "Roots", in "Times Surprise", and in the
descent "down to the desolation of self" of the poem
entitled "Conqueror". But more often than not, and
this is the point, his poems succeed in conveying to the
reader a vivid experience of the artistic imagination
which conceived them, as well as an equally vivid
impression of the events or feelings inspiring their generation. Walcott once or twice feels a nostalgic regret,
towards the end of the collection (by starting at the
beginning and working through towards the most recent
poems it is impossible to miss his artistic and emotional
development), for the diminutive of his earlier "visionary rage", but is each time strengthened by the realisation
Not the fierce noon or lampless night
Can quail the world-accepting heart.
["In A Green Night"]

Any doubts he might feel about the flagging of his
poetic powers are dispelled when we read poems of the
order of "The Hurricane" with its incantatory charm
and precision of image.
Study the grey storm streak his hair and prize
More than those coarse cauldrons heaven has unended
The salt delight of wrinkled eyes
And his strange sorrow when all storms are ended.

Walcott is an exciting poet to read, and at his best, a
.satisfying one. He is not by any means the "best poet in
English of his generation"-Thorn Gunn is as good
sometimes, to name but one corremporary. Walcott is,
however, an important poet, and he will clearly become
more important. He has depth of insight linked to a
feeling for language and visual imagery which is unusual in the cerebral art we are used to today. He
remembers always that a poem is made of words as
well as thoughts; for him, language is no irritating veil
through which the prophet-poet of the Beats is forced
to wrench his perceptions. In other words Walcott is
firmly in the tradition of the greatest English poetry: it
remains to see whether he will fulfil his very obvious
promise.
•
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Somewhere between
the two ...

JOHN TORRES
Angola: A Symposium-Views of a Revolt. (Oxford
UniversityPress)
. .
.
TO ANYONE FAMILIAR with Angola this latest publication
of the London Institute of Race Relations will make
depressing and confusing reading.
..
.
Out of the ·general welter of opposing VIews, ten In
all, which make up this symposium tW? facts emerge:
Firstly the Africans of Angola are neither ready nor
able to govern themselves successfully should the present revolt succeed, and secondly, without a revolution
in Portugal it is unlikely t~at the Portuguese ~i11 be
willing to make any concessions to demands for Immediate independence.
. '
.
.
The quality of the con~ributlons varle~ gr~atly as IS
only to be expected in this type of pub!IcatlOn. A .. de.
Oliveira for example gives a clear analysis of the sO~lal,
economic and political failures of Dr. Salazar's thirtyfive-year-old dictatorship, but A.ntoine M~tu:mona . has
written an almost incomprehensible description of the
African political groups behind the revolt.
The Rev. Cliflord Parsons, a Baptist Missionary, and
Hugh Kay, a Catholic journalist, have marred the
quality of .their contributions by indulging in some
rather unfortunate interdenominational sniping .which
has done so much to discredit the work of Christian
missionaries in Central and Southern Africa.
Antonio de Figueiredo who presents the case against
Portugal, and Patricia McGowan Pinheiro in analysing
the political background to the revolt, both disappoint
by allowing their personal bitterness to intrude and by
exaggerating-:There is no excuse for Fizueiredo, wh?se
twelve years spent in Mozambique should have supplied
him with enough material to make any exaggeration
unnecessary.
A comparison of Mr. Figueiredo's indictment of
Portugal with Ronald Waring's defence shows how
impossible it is to get an unbiased account of contemporary events from expert witnesses. The opinions
expressed by these two are so hopelessly divergent that
the reader can only try to perceive some of the truth
somewhere between the two.
It was rather chastening for me to notice that with
the possible exception of De OIiveira's contribution, all
the views written by English observers, whether one
agreed or not with their opinions, were superior in both
form and content to those written by the Portuguese.
This made me wonder if woolly thinking can be
called a Portuguese national characteristic. If so, this
may partly explain why Dr. Salazar has remained in
•
power for so long.
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