
township" and the frustration therein being glossed over 
as the gibes of agitators. 

Even the ~o-called "law-abiding Bantu" (such as 
teachers. Radio Bantu announcers and police) don't seem 
to be happy. Listening attentively to a political conversa
tion in the train. a uniformed policeman said: "Hitler's 
loss of World War II was a big shock to many. He had 
the world under his thumb. but because his laws conflicted 
with those of God he failed." He made it clear he was 
only talking about the Germans but it was clear what 
he meant. 

However. there are some people who cannot stand it 
any longer. They have seen the smashing of African 
political organisations. sabotage trials and even Rivonia 
and feel there is nothing left but to get out. They are the 
men and women who wish to turn the independent Afri
can states into economic giants and world powers by 
developing the natural resources there. an opportunity 
they are denied in their own country. They are studying 
accountancy. agronomy. economics and science. They 
know that in the Republic job reservation prevents their 
entry into professional responsibility and respectability. 

THE POSSIBILITY OF NELSON MANDELA and others being 
hanged. is causing concern in the location from people 
determined to stay here. come what may. They have seen 
the bitter struggle in Cyprus. the seven-year Kenya emer
gency and the Congolese battle for united independence. 

Snowball 

a story 

BESSIE HEAD 

IT IS AUTUMN IN CAPE TOWN. Each day the sunset is 
new. with a new theme, but the underlying mood is always 
the same. Always the still. chilled Autumn air controls 
the earth's scent with a nostalgic sweetness that is unlike 
any other season of the year. Sharp. and distinct. these 
scents blend with the yellow-gold sky as it imperceptibly 
changes to a powdery mauve and then a vivid. splashy 
orange-red that pulsates and pulsates. Two children pass 

B E S S I E H E A D is teaching in a primary school in 
Serowe. Bechuanaland Protectorate. having left the 
Republic on an exit permit. 
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The late Patrice Lumumba and Jomo Kenyatta saw the 
final liberation of their peoples. They feel it will come 
here. too. 

The passing of the Bantu Laws Amendment Act is 
seen as an act of provocation by some Africans. It seems 
the Nationalists have learnt nothing from Sharpeville and 
Poqo and are prepared to continue creating bitterness and 
frustration. 

"Bantu Laws Bill shows the whites don't consider us 
people." said a hitherto anti-P.A.C.-A.N.C. man and pro
Bantustan. "They are making things worse." 

"Until the Russians crushed the Hungarian revolution. 
we hoped to see the end of communism there. That day 
never came. We had Sharpeville here. The best thing 
now is to leave South Africa and settle in Northern 
Rhodesia." So say those who have lost hope. 

The mass arrest of militant Africans and the implemen
tation of further apartheid legislation is now posing an
other question: After Poqo. what next? 

The uneasy quiet amongst Africans is not acceptance 
of perpetual subjection. The bitterness is there. and is 
increasing daily. It is a fallacy to believe that since the 
Transkei "self-government" Africans know that apartheid 
is good. 

Maybe something more bitter than Poqo and Umkonto 
will come to the scene. But one thing is definite. the 
unwanted apartheid will meet its day. As a Sepedi 
proverb says: "Nothing lasts forever." Apartheid is no 
exception. • 

by. barefoot. absorbed. with comic red-painted sunset 
faces. Suddenly the sharp black silhouette of roof tops 
appear outlined against the glowing sky. 

IT IS STRANGE how_a scene or a street can evoke pleasant 
or unpleasant memories. It is strange. too. how one's 
life is rather like a railway station. People pass in and 
out all the time and yet so few are of conseqeunce to one's 
destiny. If the sunset reminds me of "Snowball" it is only 
because during the time I knew him I was driven by a 
stronge urge to protect him. He was too passive:..an~.::peace
loving and life knocked him around an awful l6t. '>He 
merely took each blow as it came without question or 
thought of retaliation. I imagine the only peace he ever 
found was when he was at sea in his small dinghy. I 
imagine. too. that he was the kind of man who would 
notice a sunset. 

Capetonians have a witty way of giving people queer 
nicknames. But often these nicknames make sense. Just 
say all the fingers of one hand may be missing. then they 
might call you "Vyf" and you would not mind at all 
because the way in which it was said would bear a tender 
regard for your defect; even to the point of giving you 
great prestige in the neighbourhood. But the nickname 
"Snowball" never really made sense to me because "Snow
ball" was a man who was quite black all over except for 
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his clean white teeth. I must admit that there are many 
things in Cape Town that confuse me! Strangely enough 
"Snowball" ~id !lot mind being called "Snowball" though 
had I been III his place, I would have made every effort 

·to acquire another nickname. It just would have made 
me hot all over to be called- "Snowball". 

I FIRST MET "SNOWBALL" when we moved into a crowded 
four-roomed house in District Six. The housing situation 
-being what it is, my husband and I were immensely 
grateful to obtain a clean large room to ourselves with a 
bathreolIl and were prepared to put up with the hazardous 
arid inexplicable behaviour of our-landlord and landlady. 
Our landlord was forever threatening us with bOdily 
assault, ably abetted by our landlady who alternately 
suffered from fits or wild generosity and wild anger. One 
never knew where one stood in such a storm-filled atmos
phere. I myself am not usually very obliging. I loathe 
to be at the mercy of those who make irrational demands. 
But then life can teach one some very humbling lessons. 
If my landlady said: "Put out the light," I put it out. If, 
five minutes later she said: ."Put it on," I put it on. 
But underneath the rebel fumed and fumed and frequently 
there were sharp explosions; threats of physical violence, 
a lot of hot air and an electric tension which were as 
suddenly stilled by an outburst of wild generosity on the 
part of my landlady. It always overcomes me when an 
enemy reaches out the hand of peace. I'm terribly bad at 
making up. 

With my husband there was never a note of discord. 
He is naturally tactful and a skilful negotiator of human 
relationships. They adored him. All in all, we the tenants, 
were a subdued lot; "Snowball" perhaps the most sub
dued of us all. I mean, we all had a little party now and 
then, took a drink and sort of let go. But "Snowball" had 
forsaken all worldly pleasures. He was a convert and 
every evening one would see him quietly sitting in some 
obscure corner with his head stuck in the Bible. But it 
made no difference. It only goaded everyone, my land
lady in particular, into reminding him loudly that he was 
once a professional thief and all those bruises and scars 
on his face were because he had served an eight-year jail 
sentence. To them, "Snowball's" religion was a cover up. 
A thief is always a thief. It must have taken great strength 
of character to stick to religion in the face of such provo
cation. 

It is important to expand a bit on Snowball's religion. 
It was very wide and broad-minded wherein science and 
spiritualism and all other contradictory ideas could live 
in chaotic happiness. I have immense respect fot such 
broad-mindedness. It appears to me, from the way they 
talk, that many converted people severely restrict them
selves to reading the Bible. Darwin is out, because he 
~ontrad!cts the story of Adam and Eve. Aldous Huxley 
IS defimtely out, because he once had the audacity to say 
that God was unnecessary. Well, before I ever came to 
discussing "Snowball's" religion with him, I had a peek 
into his room, saw Aldous Huxley and his "Perennial 
Philosophy" among all those pamphlets, leaflets and paths 
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of truth. It surely helps -to introduce a lot of contradiction 
into religion. I think so. 

THE FIRST QUESTION "SnowbaU" asked me when we got 
to discussing things was whether I was a soul with a body 
or a body with a soul. Since I have many converted 
friends I was bound to know the answer to that one, so 
I answered promptly: "I am a soul with a body." 

I was amazed at the smile of intense happiness that 
spread over his face. I felt like a cheat because it must 
have taken him and my friends many gruelling hours of 
thought to have _arrived at any sort of answer thatsatis.
fied them. The question does not concern me either way 
but then I had to learn that my flippant, cynical attitude 
towards religion is useless. Possibly it was only a man 
~ike "Sn~wba.ll" who could ~ive me a humbling lesson 
III that dIrection. For one thmg, he was basically good 
and gentle. That is something that cannot be faked • . . 
goodness. For another, he had a curious mind that was 
incapable of taking a dogmatic stand. Contradiction or 
even apparent contradiction could be called the other 
name of truth. That night "Snowball" and I discussed 
many things that are not even mentioned in the Bible. 

I would have liked to be a strong ally and defend and 
protect "Snowball" from all the harsh blows that landed 
on his head. An impossible task! Once I tried. I heard 
our landlady loudly berating him for being a dirty man. 
I could not see how he could be, because he was the only 
tenant in the house who bathed every night. I told her 
so, but she looked at me blankly, pretending not to hear. 
I never tried again. In fact, one just became accustomed 
to hear "Snowball" getting it in the neck again about 
something or other. His crayfish had a way of lying dead 
for hours and then suddenly arising _ and walking about 
the house. He could hardly pay the rent because each 
day a well-to-do cousin seized three-quarters of the profits 
on the fish under the pretext that he had paid for the 
dinghy. Something was always happening to "Snowball". 

0I?-e day, during a sudden high summer gale, his dinghy 
capSIzed, and I have as yet found no answer to the people 
who pass in and out of my life. • 
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