"Yours respectfully", Judge Snyman tells Advocate
Vorster that, though the 90-day detention clause is "in
conflict with the principles of our Common Law", it may
be justified by "circumstances as revealed in my Inquiry".'
These are presumably to do with the growth of the P.A.C.,
·~a cancer in our society . . . that can be eradicated,
provided that energetic action is taken against it". It may
also be justified writes Judge Snyman "in view of the
'cold war' here and abroad" . . .
There are those who think that the ending of what
remained of the rule of law was justified by the need to

eradicate the P.A.C. and to guard us against the "cold
war". And there are those who do not. Our liberal
adviser must surely be among the latter; and now perhaps,
less dazzled by the "shining light", he may more clearly
see that pit of evil than he did before,.
Yet the majority of White South Africans are unaware
of what they have lost. It seems sure that their own deeds
will not restore their right to a fair trial, let alone win
it for their black fellow countrymen. This is an objective
of the South African revolution, of which the Paarl Riot
was an early, tragic warning.
•

Through
Shakespeare's Africa

in the teeming, creeping, eruptive, swelling, brooding,
Inenacing, bursting, weeping, cajoling, zigzaggin~ charivaria of life, that the spectacle becomes stirringly
interesting.
Of course, bv violence here is understood its whole
protean totality: of rape and robbery; of murder and
massacre; of ribald jokes and bawdy ditties; of gaudy
dress and extravagant swagger; of inspired oaths and
ferocious religiosity; of high-falutin' political declamations
and many-limbed terminological crocodiles.
This, Shakespeare would have understood without the
interpolations of the scholars, and in this wise the world
of Shakespeare reaches out a fraternal hand to the throbbing heart of Africa.

Falstaff, Dumizulu
Dube, Agincourt

CAN

THEMBA

ANTHONY SAMPSON, SOME-TIME EDITOR of Drum, was
perhaps the first person to remark that the turbulence of
urban African life was like the stage of Shakespeare's
Elizabethan world-the action, the passion, the lasciviousness, the high drama, the violence and then: "Exeunt with
corpses". One supposes that violence as life's ordinary
stuff can be found in many other communities over the
world. I would not be surprised to learn that in parts of
Chicago of an evening saunter, even today, a couple could
be "coshed" and robbed; that in Rome or Venice a jealous
lover still doesn't hesitate to slip a knife between his
rival's ribs; or that in Shanghai a man could actually be
shanghaied. I do not doubt these contingencies.
But in most of these places violence comes as an event
ad hoc from outside the normalities of life. Too often they
are the material for novels or newspaper headlines. They
invade and impassion the minds of men. What makes
Africa's violence so unique is the uncanny sens'e that it
is essentially of Africa. In a way that is not necessarily
unsympathetic, it is true to say that violence is the core
and fibre of Africa's being, ,and this those true Africans,
the Negroes, Bantu and Afrikaner fully understand.
Pure, unmitigated violence, however, unrelieved by
contrasts of pity and tragic sens~, by depth and attenuation, by dementia or malevolence, becomes sheerest horror, or a kind of bore. In' a word, brutality. It may make
for a fairly accomplished sort of hell, but it does not
express the arresting fhigh -drama of life, despite the
excesses of adventure writers and narrators of jungle-life
stories. It is just here that that drop of human compassion
CAN THE M BA, former assistant editor of Drum
and now a teacher in Swaziland, has had many stories
and essays published here and abroad.
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THUS IT COMES WITH LITTLE surprise that the starting point
in the Shakespearean odyssey for many an African who
has staggered through literacy is Julius Caesar. There is
a translation in Tswana by Sol Plaatje which loses nothing
of that play's dynamism by giving it the kgotla atmosphere.
But recently a friend of mine who wanted to make it more
contemporary told me the tale thus':
Apparently, Chief Kaiser Msi had trampled down the
haughty heads of most of the lesser chiefs in the Transkei
and left them licking their bruised ambitions, 'while he was
climbing in the Bunga to th'e leadership. He was so widely
acclaimed by the rabble and the world at large that many
of these disgruntled chieft.ains murmured:

"Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves."

But there were other Xhosas, mostly from the cities,
who resented the rapid rise of this upstart. They sought to
clip his pinions, but the snag was that, being city men, itl
would have been hard for them to convince the tribesmen
that it was in the holiest interest of the Transkei that Msi
should be assassinated. A bright idea hit them! What they
needed was a high-placed Xhosa, one everybody respected, one known to be ,honourable, to lead the conspiracy. And who else, they thought, but that dashing,
young gallant chief, DiIizintaba Sakwe. It was tricky; this
Sakwe Was of the blood and the soul of honour; he would
never even consider political expediency; murder would
appal him; conspiracy he thought base, unless ... unless
... it touched upon the impeccable glory of the Transkei.
Yes, let's get him through his love of the Transkei and his
martyr-like belief in her eternal honour.
As the Americans, would say, they sold him the line of
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how Kaiser was ambitious, and his ambition threatened
the 'weal of the Transkei, and how Kaiser had to die that
Transkei might live. These trenchant sentiments fired the
heart of Sakwe, and they decided to kill Kaiser on Ntsikana~s Day.
On the night before Ntsikana's Day Kaiser's wife, Nombulelo, dreamed of savage happenings. Worse still, the
witchdoctor, Makana the left-handed, warned Kaiser:
"Beware the Day of Ntsikana!" But Kaiser brushed these
ominous prognostications aside and went to the Ntsikana
celebrations.
The conspirators approached him as if they were his
friends. They pleaded with him "for the repealing of my
banish'd brother" who had been sent from a Transvaal
prison to Robben Island. Each of the conspirators pleaded
for this repeal in mock obseqious manner, but Kaiser
haughtily declared that he was as constant as the Southern
Cross.
The,n they stabbed him, one after another, and when he
saw Sakwe also as one of his killers, he cried out in
anguish: "Tixo, nawe, mntwanenkosi!"
But matters were not going to be left there. A judge of
the Supreme Court, investigating these dire deeds, made
an interim report so alarming that the conspirators were
hounded. In Basutoland to which most of them fled they
were hunted by people of their own people until one by
one they committed suicide in the Maluti Hills.
One thing that still reverberates in the Transkei is the
magnificent speech said to have been made, by a young
Xhosa lawyer on the occasion of Kaiser's funeral. It is
believed this speech, more than even the judge's report,
inflamed the mercurial tribesman against Sakwe and his
fellow-conspirators. His eloquence so roused the mob that
factions forgot their feuds and went berserk in their
passion to avenge Kaiser Msi.
Ah, me . , . that is fantasy ...
how many Shakespearean
situations find echo in African life.
Consider a few . . .
In the Johannesburg of the .1950's there was the King
of Jive, huge but electric Dumizulu. In the London of the
1580's there was jolly old FalstatI'I the merriest ruffian in
literature. This is no idle parallel, for just a London like
that and a Johannesburg like this could produce a Falstaff
and a Dumizulu.
When Sophiatown was still "live theatre", Dumizulu
dominated the shows at the Odin Cinema in Good Street.
The highlight of Talent Night which fell every Tuesday
was the jive contest between Dumizulu and another legendary character called Mpshe. l"hey were a kind of Laurel
and Hardy. With all his blubber, Dumizulu had a trick of
making the eiderdowns of flesh around him wiggle while
the pith of him stood stock still. Indeed, all his movements spoke the infinite cheek and ludicrous incongruence
of township life, and
BUT IT IS MORE THAN ODD

"Falstaff sweats to death,
And lards the lean earth as he walks along."

For a fact... the relationship of Prince Hal with the
ragamuffins Falstaff and Co. has reproduced itself count..
less of times in urban South Africa. The rich man's son
joining the excesses of ne'er-do-wells, and when their
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nefarious exploits have not come off so welt he pays for
their entertainment in brothel and shebeen. Or the priest's
black-sheep son who gallivants with the denizens of the
nether world. Have not we, Illost of us, looked on them
with ill-concealed joy, and muttered: "Ai, but Rev. Nkabinde's son is quite a boy!"? Such side-views of the human
scene gave us, when the mood struck, "argument for a
week, laughter for a month and good jest for ever."
This striking two-world contrast in South Africa has
already been remarked upon by a few of our more perceptive white writers. Of course, it is the staple of the
Non-white writers from Drum, Zonk, Post, Elethu Mirror,
and such-like publications. But it took Shakespeare, about
300 years ago, to report on the frolics of a high-born
youth from wealthy Parktown among dubious companions
in Alexandra Township. No-one has told us all that Johnny has been doing in Sophiatown, Kent in Alexandra, or
Mike in Orlando. These boys were accepted among tsotsis,
cherries and churchgoers as readily as was Father Huddlestone I wish more of the township bright boys had heard
of Harry Bolingbroke.
And is it really an accident, or just another of my exaggerations, that both young Boeta Shakes and the youth of
the townships hanker after acting and the stage? Dramatisation, posturing, seeking special effects, a're so much a
part of our daily lives that often we are startled when
some critic says such-and-such an African actor was very
good. All the time we thought he was just living, and we
were waiting for him to begin to "act". Perhaps, this is
why we necessarily exaggerate. "Living the part", to us,
does not mean seizing a role and making it a part of our
lives;. it means pouring our exuberance into it, and God
help that role. No wonder Shakespeare stepped off the
boards and wrote the people's stuff. He had found out
how, by pen and imagination, to hoist both groundlings
and gentry right into the play.
Here is an authentic piece of township conversation.
The scene is a Dube shebeen. Five chaps are sitting
around with their drinks. Three are labourers, one a
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school-teacher, and one a cop-but very much off-duty.
The big-bosomed shebeen queen rolls in and out, now and
then, to serve her customers:
But what's wrong with the white man,
he? Tell me, folks. You can't satisfy the white man.
Today, at work, the boss sent me out to the p'ost Office
to buy stamps. When I returned, he wanted to know
"wherrer hell you been?" He said he'd been waiting for
his~ tea since my grandfather's time. I tried to tell him
about the stamps, but he hooted me out for his tea. Ten
minutes later, he came to the sink, leaned in the doorway, with legs crossed and a funny smile on his mouth:
"When will you blacks grow up? I'd never've thought
a man with your education would wash cups and make
tea." I suddenly felt blindingly mad, as if I could stab
him, and suddenly, too, gave up.
SECOND LABOURER: Doesn't help, my mother's child.
The white man's got us by the nose and he's got us by
the arse.
SCHOOLTEACHER (bitterly): It's heart-sore, my brother.
FIRST LABOURER:

COMMENT
The Home-Boy
and the
Backslapper

WE ALL KNOW the old arguments about how liberals,
desiring non-racialism, should react to anti-white
racialism. and I think the general conclusion is that
if they react too vociferously it will look as though
they are a sort of white insurance policy against
ultimate defeat, and thus discredit them in the eyes
of non-whites and do more harm, ultimately, than
good to the non-racialist ideal.
So what do we do about it? When your issue of a
few months ago came out with that ugly monument
to anti-whiteism "Home Boys Abroad" I spent a
couple of evenings writing a piece of equal length
attacking it. When it was finished I asked myself
what was the use of it, got an answer, and threw it
in the wastepaper basket. This trend seems all rather
inevitable too, and I don't know what to do about it.
While I am probably moral enough to discern right
from wrong, that is to say long term practical from
long term impractical, I am not clever enough to
decide which is practical politics in the short term
in the complicated mess of South Africa. And under
such conditions I am inclined to keep my mouth shut
wherever possible and let those who claim such
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Look at me. I'm educated, ne? I know what to teach
and what not to teach, ne? But it breaks my heart to
see what I teach just because the white man tells me
that is good enough for black children. Why do I go
on teaching? I've got to eat. This cop here, too, he's
also a man, he's got to eat. You, too, when you get a
chance to snatch a bag or grab a pay-roll ... (reminiscently) . . . he-e-e, but those boys . . .
THE COP (still off-duty): You speak true, my brother.
The things that I have to do for these white men. Mcui!
(smacking his lips and crossing his fingers) God will
hear us one day. -When He asks me, me I'll say it's
the white man. All those poor men I've led in a crocodile to the jail, it's the white man. All those women I've
left husbandless, childless, nyatslless, God, it's the white
man. Those heads I've broken, those ribs I've kicked
in, those noses, those mouths, those eyes I've bashed
. . . God, I feel like cryin.g my brothers . . .
A LABOURER: By right, it's croooel ...
SHEBEEN QUEEN. Hai, go-away you. You've started to

knowledge do all the talking. Nobody wants the
opinion of anyone who actually admits ignorance.
While I was -in South Africa it was of 'course
somewhat different. In the little world of liberalism
in which I moved, I always felt I was expected to
feel slightly guilty about being white-that I could
say that whites were a lot of slobs but could not say
that blacks, partaking of the human condition, were
also a lot of slobs. I felt I had to be friendly with
people I would not have chosen as friends and to try
and like people who were not likeable-because they
were black; that I had to admire scholars who were
not good scholars but who were black scholars (and
after saying -things like this I still feel I can't leave
unsaid and understood that I found others of their
race who I genuinely liked, who were good scholars,
and so on, but have to underline it) I and other
liberals did not only have to contend with the enmity
of other whites, which is- bearable if you have so
chosen, but with the weight of guilt of everything
that any white· had ever done to any black since van
Riebeeck landed-although many of them had not
profited from it. All this without even the psychological benefit the Africans and Coloureds had in
having a group with which to identify-and a feeling
that ultimately and in their lifetime they would be
accepted in their proper place. In short it was good
training in what it is like to be in a despised minority
group without any hope of personal justice in the
future.
Now we know there are liberals who can not only
see this but grin and bear it. Good for them-beside
such people the conventional martyrs are good time
Charlies-but I am not made of that stuff; some
distance I will go for the sake of my fellow men but
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politika again. I don't want ma-politika here at my place.
(The tension breaks. and they all laugh hilariously.)
Now turn to King Henry V, Act IV. Sc. 1 in the English
camp at Agincourt, and listen to the dramatic irony in
the conversation between King Henry, Michael Williams
and John Bates, wherein the common men, for a moment,
speak their mind in the king's. face (save thatln these
latter days consultation as direct as this is frowned upon).
These men are obviously loyal subjects, but the king is
needled and brings heavy artillery in argument against
them, and later when he is alone again he erupts into that
noble soliloquy on "Ceremony".
I chose no sides in this lofty debate. I only point to the
mood in which the common men speak and think of their
·overlord. It is almost the apologetic voice of that cop in a
Dube shebeen who utters Bate's words:
"If his cause be wrong our obedience to the king wipes the
crime of it out for us."
BUT THAT FAMOUS "act of immorality" committed by
'Othello and I>esdemona fascinates me more than aught

not that far. Therefore my reactions were what might
be expected of a member of a despised racial minority. Being hampered, unlike most such groups in
the world, by a belief that the majority group did in
fact come first, I could still try to persuade them in
my off duty moments that whites were also human.
This desire is no longer so strong, because I no
longer have this feeling of personal rejection in the
only world whose ideals fitted my own. I am in free
competition with everybody else in Australia and
thus I do not need to feel that the money I am
getting (more than I got in South Africa) is in any
way the wages of exploitation for which I must feel
guilty. I even find it would have been easier for me,
or at least as easy, to work my way through univ~r
sity here than in South Africa, so I do not even need
to feel guilty about having the job. And I can take
people as I find them, or leave them, without regard
to their race (if your Home Boys author had come
to Sydney instead of London he would have found at
least one ex-Liberal who did not feel he had to slap
him on the back and be big pals with him-perhaps
he . would have liked it better). In short, White
Australia policy notwithstanding, I am allowed personally to actually be non-racialist instead of just
hoping for it.
This does, I hope, show why I am now in a
position to be more objective about the political
realities of South Africa and liberalism therein-that
is to say less horrified at the sight of new racialisms
being added to old. Perhaps the pendulum has to
swing a bit before coming to rest, and my emotions
no longer demand that I try to stop it in the middle
if this is not practical.
H AR R Y 0 XL E Y
Department 0/ Social Anthropology,
Sydney University
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else. And appropriately, it starts noisily . . . "Brabantio!
Brabantio!" hollers Shakespeare's arch-plotter,
"Even now, now, very no\v, an old blac'k ram
Is tupping your white ewe"!

All the horror that one can conceive in the imagination
of a backveld farmer who has tended his lands, jealously;
guarded his honour, savagely; and contemplated his
women in this dark jungle of black, virile, uninhibited
men, fearfully; leap up when those words are hurled to
afright the night. The tool most immediate that Iago
knows he should use against Desdemona who !t~ dared
to love a blackman is to "incense her kinsman" against
the accursed union. This appeal to the herd-mania is all
the more remarkable when one considers that it does not
come naturally to suprenle egotist, Iago.
It is not as if Iago is the kind of man who would be
genuinely outraged by anything that merely concerns other
men. For some people one can say that they are sincerely
revolted by the "unnatural behaviour" of their fellowmen.
Not so, Iago. "Whip me such honest knaves," he would
say. But he knows that this thing that he is about to
detonate touches the pack nigh and keenly. It is the
most direct route to mob frenzy.
Odd now, we who live in the great cities of South Africa
do not feel so sweatily the herd animosity of the white
man as do our brethren in the country. True, limply, unconvincingly the white men about us try to cast their
arrogance around, but it is oft so sickly pathetic that it
raises more a smile than a scowl. But we are loudermouthed. We have managed to uncurl the veneer of the
white man where it has warped a little and, after the first
start of surprise., we have met eye to eye with him, fallen
off our haunches on our backs ·and gaffawed.
But . ..
Where we have proven that we are his equal-in evil as
well as in genius-we have raised the fury in him. With a
little education, a little fluent English, a little know-how,
a little self-assertion and a little desiring of the sweets of
his life and the women (where else at this stage will we
find such charming, sophisticated felines?), we threaten
his barest self-esteem. Moot, further, the fiction that we as
savages are sexually more compelling, and you have announced Armageddon. You do not have to whistle at a
white girl passing by. Only the crude ones among us play
it that way. Cultivate yourself into a. superior being;
grapple with something in their world and succee~: ~e
come a scientist, a literatus, talk as if the high-brow things
come naturally to you: a theory, a poem, grand passion;
and, especially, despite your ebony complexion, that you
have a sensitive soul and cannot abide the crudities of
your own people, even. Then trembling whitedom looks
round at you with that curious mixed reaction of fear,
wrath and horror. Ecrasez l'in/time!
It is just this that Othello went and done. Worse still,
he made himself indispensable to the state. It is this, also,
that the urban African is continually doing. He acquires
degrees, if no more from Fort Hare, then Britain or
America, and now dares to pontificate on the body politic
or the cosmos.
.
.
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BUT AFRICANS, TOO, have vitriolic things to say about their
fellows who go for white girls. Apart from the pious lie
of those who declare that they never desire a white girl ..
A friend of mine tells me that if ever he got arrested for
raping a white woman, he would tell the judge: "Your
Honour, I'm aggrieved that anyone could ever imagine
that I would ever be attracted by a scrawny, colourless
woman like that. Look at her, if you please, and tell me
what is there in her meatlessness that would ever attract a
man of my tastes. Allow me" to bring before the court a
full-blooded African woman, and I will show you where
I am capable of rape. But this ... this ..."
Apart from the sour grapes, I say, many Mricans sincerely believe that those of us who do manage a while to
get white girls, get only the scum, the what the boss
wouldn't stand a-stinking in his back yard in any case.
So, what kind of girl did Othello get? On Cassio's
arrival at Cyprus, Montano asks whether Othello is
wived. Cassio describes Desdemona thus:

"He hath achieved a maid
That paragons description and wild fame;
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,
And in the essential vesture of creation _
Does tire the ingener."

Or, as the boys in Johannesburg would say: "Nay, man,
Boeta Can, you got yourself a Jewess that's got background and bodice; looks like the lord took special time
off to make her. Not one of those weatherbeaten crows
from Fordsburgville." For the boys are particular about
what kind of a white girl you found yourself.
this quickly be said in the world that
Shakespeare cast for Othello and his miscegenatious
doings, this kind of thing_ was not illegal. They had not
yet come round to an Act of Immorality. The law, those
days, was more concerned with whether charms and
witchcraft were practised on a girl to turn her mind to
unnatural love. That was a serious crime. But we in the
townships have long passed that stage. City-bred loverboys who still use "roots" to catch the girls get laughed
out of the shebang.
One thing that beats me is that Shakespeare shows more
compassionate understanding for Othello than he did for
Shylock. Fully comprehendin.g the painfully delicate situation of OtheIIo, undaunted by the cruel circumstance
fate had placed the man in, Shakespeare swells with the
dignity and nobility of Othello's spirit. In Shylock's case,
I could not escape the impression that Shakespeare joined
the carping, hounding, hate-fearing, anti-semitic rabble
to make sport of the Jew. 'Tis strange, 'tis passing strange.
Dammit, 'twas mean. And, fancy, in that other Venice
there was hardly any risk that anyone would have peopled
else the isle with Calibans.
But I wonder what we shall be like when that time
comes, after we have turned the last folio, and the curtain
has fallen upon all the buffoonery and mock-heroism and
painted lives and pathetic half-hopes of our little fretful
spell upon the stage. What manner of men shall we be
•
then ... or, for that matter, shall we be men?
BY THE WAY, LET
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TANGANYIKA

Towards an
Egalitarian Society
FRANCIS

WILSON

Part I of a series on
economic development methods
of the poorest countries in Africa. Her
nine million citizens earn an average income of less than
R40 (£20) per head a year in a country which has few
industries, almost no minerals. and which makes its money
almost exclusively from agricultural prod~cts o~. land
which is still very largely undeveloped. ~hde polI~Ical1y
Tanganyika is one of the most en~ouragmg countrIes 0!l
the continent, economically she IS extremely weak; It
will require a massive effort to develop. her economy into
one which will be really viable in the modern world. The
Government led by Dr. Julius Nyerere, who is. himself a
trained economist, is naturally very aware of thIS problem
and is determined to tackle it forcefully. The purpose of
this article is to analyse the way in which the Government
and people of Tanganyika propose to raise !heir standard
of living and to see what we, in South Afnca, can learn
from their efforts.

TANGANYIKA IS ONE

the founder of Tanu, was the architect of his
country's political independence and is now the mastermind behind Tanganyika's economic development; and so
it is to his speeches and writings that we must look tQ find
the theory behind the present practice of the Government.
Like most African leaders Dr. Nyerere is an _avowed
socialist in that he believes that the wealth of a country
should be as evenly distributed -amongst its people as
possible. He feels that acquisitiveness for the purpose of
gaining power and prestige is an inevitable product of a
Capitalist system which is built on the assumption that
the individual wishes to better himself even at the expense
of his fellow human-beings. While one cannot totally
eliminate such acquisitive desires Dr. Nyerere feels that
they can be much more effectively controlled in a Socialist
system, where everybody is working for the common good,
than they can under Ca,pitalism. Moreover he points out
that, traditionally, all the societies in Africa were socialist

-DR. NYERERE,

FRANCIS WILSON, a South African economist
at Cambridge has recently visited Tanganyika, Israel,
Yugoslavia and France, studying methods of economic development.
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