
"Where the hell is Shorty? Shorty's always late?" 
"You know he went for the booze." 
"So where's Mike? He's got the maps. He's the bright 

boy who knows all the plans. Now just when we've got 
to go he ain't here." 

"Look, Barnsey, you're getting jittery." 
"Shit! This isn't fun's play, cheap dramatics. This is it!" 
"Mama, give us another drink." 
"IT my arse-hole. Who d'you think you impress?" 
"But where's Shorty?" 
"Look, Barnsey, the car's not even here. You shoot 

your bloody nerves into all of us. Can't we have our 
drink without your jitteriness?" 

"T-T-To hell with you!" 
"We're going there in any case." 
Poo-poo-poo-poo-poo! 
"That's the car, you bastard, and I haven't even slugged 

my first drink." 
"It may be the cops. Somebody squealed. They know 

all about our plans. Let me out of here! Let me out of 
here! " 

"Shut him up!" 
"Quickly, somebody catch his throat!" 
"His temple!" 
"No, you'll kill him, you ass." 
"Ahhhh! " 
"Untie his shoes, his belt, his underpants, his . .. his 

tie." 
Poo-poo-poo-poo-pooo! 
"They're here . . . . !" 
"Shut up, you fool!" 
"Hank, you dive into that bedroom. Dive, you bastard. 

I don't carredam what instructions are, dive! Tholo, Peter, 
Jamesey, you, you, carry out Barnes as if he was just 
ordinary drunk." 

"But it's only ... " 
"Shut up, and do what I tell you!" 
"Shorty's delayed; I'm sure he's gone to that bitch of 

his, and let us get caught here. Damn his women!" 
"Shut up, you guys, shut up! What's happened to your 

discipline? Has it gone to pieces so early? When the cops 
come, play it easy. You're only shebeeners. Hear? You're 
only orrinary-to-God shebeeners." 

Poo-poo-poo-poo pool 
"Take it easy. Hell, take it easy like me. Remember, the 

cops don't know you're not just orrinary shebeeners. Just 
take it easy, and don't make them think there's anything 
out of the way." 

Pooooooooooooooooooo! 

CAN THE M BA, formerly assistant-editor of Drum, 
Johannesburg, is now teaching in Swaziland. 
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The Fugitives 
CAN THEMBA 

A Story 

Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock! 
"What the bloody-hell is wrong with all you guys. Do 

you think I'll carry all this stuff in by myself? Jeewheezus, 
you guys look all dead-scared. Come and help me with 
all the stuff in the boot of the car." 

"Shorty, you purulent pimple . . . " 
"Shorty, you alone?" 
"Shorty, where you been all this blinking time?" 
"Is it Shorty for sure?" 
"Look, boys, I fetched the booze, didn't I ? I fetched it 

alone, didn't I? I got and paid the taxi and showed him 
the roads, byways from Fordsburg to here. Least you 
could do is to carry the stuff out of the boot out there. 
As it is, the taxi is getting scared or tricky, and may 
shoot off with our whole damned party. Uncle, tell some 
of these boys to help me lug in the stuff, will you?" 

"God, Shorty, you got us scared. Where the hell you 
been?" 

"Scared? You scared, Uncle? Fancy Uncle bein' scared, 
after the big talk he gave us and after I went hell-'n-gone 
to get the stuff for the party." 

"To hell with you, Shorty." 
Poo-poo-pooo! Poo-poo-pooo! 
"Look, you boys, unless we git out to fetch that stuff 

the taximan will eff-off with it all." 
"Okay, let's go. Let's all go out and git it." 
"Come-ahn, Barnsey. You too." 
"After you, sir." 
"To hell with your after-yous." 
"Hey, mister, you gonna take your stuff and pay the fare 

and pay for my time too, or you ain't gonna like me." 
"All right. All right." 
"Take that cardboard box, Tholo. Take the other side, 

Jamesey. Take this box, Uncle. It's Scotch Whisky, the 
horse that never kicks. Uncle, it's a pity to have to drink 
this stuff with barbarians like these. Look out, Barnes, 
you clumsy fool, that box is loose under and the whole 
caboodle will come Ol.l,.t." 

"Shit, git the stuff into the house. Or the cops will 
catch us here with the goods, us bein' the worse goods." 

"You're not supposed to talk politics on this trip." 
"Sssshh! Who talks of trips?" 
"Who's that?" 
"What's going on here?" 
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"Hush. Movement 3 with intent to kill." 
"Grab him! The Jugular" "No, the larynx box first" 

"Chop! the blade of your hand, you fool." 
"But he knows all the counters!" 
"It-it-it's me, Mike, YOll murderolls bastards." 
"Capital S-H-I-T, Mike. This isn't funny. You know 

we':re on tenterhooks." 
"Oh-Oh-Okay, fellers , you've proved your point. Now, 

where's the party?" 
Zooooom! 
"Jeewheezus! look at that taxi git the holy-hell out of 

here." 
"Well, saves me three rand. Come, let's git the stuff 

into the house." 
"Wait a minute. Jane! Jaynee, it's okay now." 
"Nnno! My God, no. He hasn't brought a dame, has 

he?" 
"Jane here's going with us. Only to you she's Siporrah 

Medumo." 
"No dame's going with us." 
"Superior instructions." 
"No dame's !wino with us." 
"Let's get out of this street into the house." 
"Come'n Jane-I mean, Siporrah. They're rough but I 

think to-night just scared shit-stiff." 
"Waaal, and you're not scared. Michael?" 
"Waaal, this is the biggest thing we've tried. This is 

under the nose- but I'll tell you all about it later. Only, 
be careful, they're damned suspicious. Let's join them 
inside, shall we?" 

" ... and make sure, boys, you don't get too pissed. 
You're only allowed this drink to help you steel your 
nerves. You've got to have all vour wits about you all 
the time. That's why we couldn't have the regular send-off 
shindig." 

"Hear! hear! serve mine in a thimble, Uncle." 
"But why the macaroni should we have an unscheduled 

dame with us?" 
"Mike. explain that one." 
"I told you, superior instructions." 
"Superior instructions from whose superior arse?" 
"It isn't smart to make wild remarks like that." 
"Oh, I don't mind telling jumpy brother Barnes my 

little bit in the Why and Wherefore. It's true, I'm un
scheduled. Nothing really vital on this trip is scheduled . 
It only happens there's a fricky little roundabout way from 
Mafeking to Ramatlhabama which I alone know, and my 
job is to get you through there in deadnight that you 
cannot see, see?" 

"Hey, who told you I want Zoda in my whisky?" 
"No, thanks, my dear, I don't drink." 
"How do you trust a dame that don't drink?" 
"Zoobeeriya Eenstrookshuns!" 
"When the hell is this car coming. anyway?" 
"Take it easy, Barnesey, take it easy." 
"Don't keep telling me to take it easy. I bloody-well 

told you the whole arrangement is a monumental balls-up. 
We'll be caught here before we've even left Joburg." 

"You don't even deserve to leave J oburg. You're en
titled as of right to a nice comfy stone. cell in Number 
Four for the rest of your life." 
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"You keep getting at me, Hank. You think I'm scared 
of you. I'll break your scrawny neck for you." 

"You and who'? You can bring your mother, your 
father, your brothers and sisters, your aunts and uncles, 
your cousins and chance relatives. " 

"Why, I'll ... " 
" You'll get yours now!" 
"Cut it out, boys, cut it out! " 
"He's like that when he's drunk." 
"That's the general idea. Barnes has got to be made 

drunk first before we can leave here." 
"Pass that bottle, pally. I can't get decently pickled 

knowing that there's a dame here that doesn't drink, and 
all about: 'I've Got A Girl In Ramatlhabama'. The 
thing's got me so worried my intestines won't take." 

"Well, son, mine are still idling just-like." 
"Tell you what? Let's jazz up this party a little and 

forget about the Great Adventure." 
"Why doesn't Mister Superior Instructions tell us some

thing of the hazards we take in going along with an 
obvious deadweight like Barnesy here? I don't like the 
mysterious ways in which these wonders perform." 

"Let's jazz up this party. Peter, give us a song, will 
you?" 

"Cit on board. ah little chillun. git on board . .. Ah, 
what the hell, nobody wants to sing." 

"Look, Shorty, that's not thrrree fingers, and that's not 
whisky." 

"Easy, man. Gotta save something for the trip." 
"Cit on board . . ." 
"I drink this to the success of Operation Rabbit." 
"Sssshh, you basterd!" 
"I guess we better sing." 
"How about: The Doughty Men?" 
"Ya, with Tholo's rumbling baritone leading us. Peter, 

you're Tshaka. You, Mike, you're Dingane. Uncle's 
Ghandi, Moshoeshoe and Makana . Shorty's Moses. Barne
sey's Jesus. J ane's Piet Retief. 

"Nnnnno! Who ever heard of a girl Piet Retief?" 
"Duzzen marrer." 
" Come'n, Peter, give!" 
Calling all the doughty men 

Who sought and wrought 
And fought and thought; 

Calling them out of the pen 

The bloody lot 
That yielded not. 

U-Tshaka! 

U-Dingane! 

But fought from million down to ten , 
Calling all the doughty men. 

Le-Moshoeshoe! No-Makana! 
A nd what the bloody-hell of Pieter Retief! 

Of Chandi! 
Of Moses! 

Of Jesus! 
UmKulunkulu! give us more doughty men! 
"But who wrote this moving song of the refugees? I've 

heard it told that it just fell together at places where 
fugitives have met for a night or so and wanted something 
to give them heart." 

"Shit, that's poetry. man, heroic poetry, and such things 
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don't just fall together." 
"But how-come Piet Retief got into it? " 
"That's the lofty part of it, son. Retief in his day must 

have had feelings lIke ours . That's what heroic poetry 
knows; the deeper state of a man, not just the transient 
things." 

"The only deeper states 1 know are in a bottle. Pass 
me a drink, lad. " 

"But when's our bloody car coming?" 
KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! 
"There you are, me lad." 
"Jeewheezus, the cops! " 
"Ja, Martina, selling liquor again." 
"Nay, baas, this is my birthday party. These are all 

my friends and relatives. As you can see they're all kaffirs 
drinking within the meaning of the Act." 

"Sure, now, Martina. Let's just see their papers." 
"Aw, they raIl right." 
"Hm. What beats me in this blasted job is that the 

kaffirs' faces in their books and on their heads never tell 
you anything. You know, Gert, these kaffirs could all 
exchange their books with one another and I still would 
not know." 

"Ag, mahn, so long as they got the books. It's these 
cheeky ones that won't carry books that get me the hell 
in. Now, Martina, pour me a nice, large whisky, my 
goodly maid." 

"How come you boys can afford whisky. hey? My God, 
I can't. I suppose, it's all stolen stuff that gets sold here 
in the townships at back-door prices, ne? Not that I care 
much of a damn. My job is to catch communists, not to 
spoil the fun of people who drink decently at home." 

"Ahh! Enniwey, whod've thought I could drink whisky 
every day of my life? Soda from a siphon. Ice cubes. 
Bulb glasses. Ai, Martina, you are quite a girl. Now that 
the tsotsis drink in peace and there's crime even at night, 
working in the townships is not so bad after all." 

"Well, we got to go. Martina, these friends and relatives 
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of yours are nice boys. Give them a whisky each and 
put it on our account, ha! ha! ha! " 

"Ya, baas." 
"Goodbyes, everybody, goodbyes." 
"Liquor on their account. Fancy!" 
"Martina, these nice friends and relatives of yours, give 

them a whisky each on our account." 
"Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
" Ya, baas!" 
"Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
"Goodbyes, everyone of you nice kaffirs, goodbyes." 
"HA! HA! HA! HA! HA!" 
"Sure, boys, you're getting your whisky on the account 

of the Department of Justice. But it's coming out of your 
stock." 

"Jeewheezus, Aunt Martina, you're a spoil-sport." 
"What I hated most was his saying that we all look 

alike. Fancy, my looking like Barnesy here. I thought I 
had individuality." 

"Anyway, Martina., pour that precious whisky, and onc 
for yourself, too. It's probably the last we shall get from 
such an august source, in such illustrious company." 

"To the Department of Justice!" 
"To Freedom!" 

"To nice kaffirs scared shat in the pants!" 
"To hell with it. to Aunt Martina!" 

"TO AUNTIE MARTINA!" 
"There's the car, folks. We better get out of hostile 

country." 
"Goodbye, Aunt Martina." 
"Goodbye Sis Martina." 
"Goodbye, Martinatjie!" 
"Jeewheezus, the dear, old shebeening gal's actually 

crying at the loss of our custom." 
"You've got the good taste of a polecat, get into your 

Boy Scout uniforms, all of you!" 
"What's Jane? A Girl Scout or a Boy Guide?" 
"To hell with you!" • 

I 
• Also present was Mr. Howard Ode11 

(M.P., Maritzburg City), who recent
ly resigned from the United Party 
and joined the Nationalists . .. 

• Senator A. P. Erlank (Nat.): 
Opposition members seemed to be 
concerned about the fate of 90-day 
detainees, but many people in the 
restless world of today would not 
mind being locked up for 90 days. 

difficulties.- Major Piet van der Byl , 
letter to the Cape Times. 

' Many English-speaking people in 
the past looked to England as a big 
brother, but now my call to these 
people is "look to big brother Afri
kaner" ,' Mr. Odell said.- Cape Argus 

Look at what people like Hitler 
and Martin Luther achieved after 
being locked up for long periods. 

For a man with a clear conscience 
there could be nothing bad in soli
tary confinement. 

The psychological effect of solitary 
confinement was not aimed at the 
innocent, but at those whose con
sciences were not clear.- Cape 
Times. 

• Most of us are glad to learn that the 
United States, after its monotonous 
criticism of us, also has its racial 
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• Non-White buses in Johannesburg 
may soon be operated by non-White 
crews, if the City Council approves a 
recommendation put forward today 
by the Transport Department. 

The introduction of non-White 
crews would save ratepayers an esti
mated R80 ,000 a year.- The Star, 
Johannesburg. [H.L.] 

'. Of course, some " civilians" were 
caught up in the desert war. The 
Arabs. But I'm sure they loved it. 
They sold eggs to both sides and 
turned a pretty penny.- Lieut. Gene
ral Sir John Cowley Oil "the North 
African show", Rand Daily Mail. 
[N.K.] 

• Bloemfontein , Saturday.- A 16-year
old Bloemfontein schoolboy who 
tried to apply apartheid himself-he 
said he was told to do so by his 
principal-was found guilty of the 
theft of a blazer this week. 

The boy, a high school pupil, said 
in the Bloemfontein Magistrate's 
Court that he took a school blazer 
from a Native child because "if 
people came from overseas and saw 
a Native wearing a school blazer 
they would think there is no apart
heid and that schools are multi
racial."-Sunday Times, Johannes
burg. [H.H.] 
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