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Statement by HE. M. Achkar Marof
(Guinea), Chairman of the United
Nations Special Committee on the
Policies of Apartheid of the Govern
mellt of the Republic of South Africa
at the 57th meetin/J on 7th April 1965,
on executions in South Africa.

TUDAY WE MOURN THE EXECUTION by
the authorities of Pretoria of two South
Africans for acts or alleged acts arising
from their opposition to the inhuman
policies of apartheid.

As the Acting Chairman informed
the Committee at the last meeting, we
have received information that Mr.
Washington Bongco was secretly exe·
cuted early in February without any
news in the South African press.

Mr. Washington Bongw, a news
paper vendor, was found "guilty" of
being a member of the regional com
mittee of the African National Congress
in East London. of being the volunteer
in-chief of the regional committee, ot
soliciting funds for the organisation ..
and of engaging in acts of sabotage.

Sentencing him to death on March
23rd, 1964, in Queenstown, Mr. Justice
Cloete denounced this "dreadful or
ganisation" to which Mr. Bongco be
longed. (Cape Times,' March 24th
1964.)

He was refused leave to appeal and
had been in the death cell at Pretoria
Central Jail since July 1964.

Mr. Bongco, it may be noted, was
arrested as early as February 1963 and
brutally beat~n We have received a
copy at a statement made by him in
the death cell on July 15th, 1964. I
will not read to you the story of the
brutality inflicted on him by the police,
although they fully knew that he was
a T.B. patient. He had to stay in
hospital for more than three weeks as
a result of the assaults. He was
charged with nothing more than the
trumped -up charge that he was illegally
in East London.

He was detained under the 90-da)
law in July 1963 and charged much
later with sabotage when he insisted on

suing the police for assault charges.
Even after the death sentence, he was

told by the police on April 27th, 1964,
that his life would be spared if he gave
evidence against other Africans. He
refused.

IN MOURNING THE DEATH of Mr. Wash
ington Bongco, the courageous patriot
of South Africa, I would like to say
that in the opinion of decent humanity,
the "dreadful organisation" in South
Africa is not the African National
Congress, led by such outstanding men
as Chief Luthuli, Nelson Mandela,
WaIter Sisulu and Oliver Tambo, which
has patiently sought a peaceful solution
for half a century in the face of utmost
brutality and provocation. The most
dreadful organisation in South Africa
is the racist regime of the White
minority which stands condemned
today of wanton murder of patriots
who struggle for a new South Africa
based on the principles of the United
Nations Charter.

As we mourn the death of Mr.
Washington Bongco let us remember
also the three patriots from Port
Elizabeth executed on November 6th,
I964-Mr. Vuyisile Mini, Mr. Wilson
Khayinga and Mr. Zinakile Mkaba.

Let us remember also the numerous
members of the Pan -Africanist Con
gress who have been executed since the
beginning of 1963. We have recently
received an incomplete list of 47 of the
persons executed and I read their
names:

FROM PAARL
Fezile Felix Jaxa, Lennox Madikane,

Mxolisi Damane, Jonathan Sogwagwa,
Johannes Notyawe, Fanele Matikinca,
Thembekile Titus Nyovu.

FROM BASHEE
Patsolo Xhego, Mtalatala Xhego,

Thembeni Swelindawo, Bawukazi
Mgqikani, Light Mgqikani, Beka
pantzi Vulindlela, Bennett Mpetu,
Sadunge Vulindlela, Weduwedu
Nokuhla, Nqaba Memani, Sihelegu
Vulindlela, Siwani Mlahleki, Manini
Mzanywa, Lusi Mthembekwana,
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Mkwenkwe Gaqa, Poli Mili, Bonase
Vulindlela, Mbaco Xhego, Nto Nkani,
Ntsokolo Mhlabeni, Tuse Mzanywa,
Tswepo Monyukela, Maliza Vulindlela.

FROM KRUGERSDORP
Richard Matsaphae, Josiah Mocumi,

Thomas Molatlhegi, Petros Mtshobe.

FROM QUEENSTOWN
Mtutu Apleni, Nothimba Mbozwana,

Bonakele Ngcongolo.

FROM COFIMVABA
Katsekile Philaphi, Siqwayi Mhlaba,

Ngalo, Mbizo.

J-RUM UMTATA

Galeni, and five others.
The South African press thinks so

little of the lives of Africans that they
do not even announce or report the
executions.

TODAY WE MOURN ALSO THE DEATH of
Mr. Frederick John Harris. 27-year-old
former chairman of the SOllth African
Non-Racial Olympic Committee, which
opposed segregation in sports and
a d v 0 cat e d exclusion of segr~gated

South African teams from the
Olympics.

Mr. Harris, a teacher and a member
of the Liberal Party since 1960, is one
of those few courageous White men in
South Africa who believed passionately
in racial equality, identified himself
with the oppressed people and suffered
persecution. His passport was seized
in 1963. He was served with banning
orders in February 1964 preventing him
from continuing his work with the
Liberal Party and the Non-Racial
Olympic Committee.

Like many others, he became con
vinced that there .was no way left to
influence the situation except by clan
destine activity. When most of his
colleagues in the underground organisa
tion, the African Resistance Movement,
were jailed or fled the country, he tried
to plan a spectacular demonstration.
He placed a bomb in the Johannesburg
station and telephoned the police so
that the area would be cleared. The
police did not act promptly and an
elderly lady lost her life as a result of
the explosion.

Under the prevailing circumstances
in South Africa, the means of struggle
are for the Liberation Movement to
decide in the light of the conditions in
the country.

The responsibility for the conse
quences lies very much on the rulers
of Pretoria who, in defiance of the
world and all sense of decency, created
a situation which left no other alter
native to decent people than to engage
in violence.

IN MOURNING THE EXECUTION of Mr.
Frederick John Harris, let me say that
it will not be forgotten that in the
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struggle of the South African people
this man, a member of the privileged
group. gave his life because of his
passionate belief in racial equality.
This will serve to strengthen the faith
of all those who fight against the danget
of a "race war" and retain their faith
that all human beings can live together
in dignity irrespective of the colour of
their skin.

I have, of course, known of Mr. John
Harris and his activity in the movement
against apartheid in sports for some
time.

Last July, a few days before his
arrest, the attention of the Sub-Com
mittee was drawn to a confidential
message from him on the question of
sports apartheid.

I have recently received a message
sent by him from his death cell in
Pretoria Central Prison in January. He
wrote:

"The support and warm sympathy of
friends has been and is among my basic
reinforcements. I daily appreciate the
accuracy of the observation that when
one really has to endure one relies
ultimately on Reason and Courage. I've
been fortunate in that the first has stood
up-my ideals and beliefs have never
faltered. As for the second, well, I'm not
ashamed-I know I've shown at least a
modicum of the second."
When I think of John Harris, the

first White martyr in the cause of
equality in South Africa, I am reminded
powerfully of a great White American,
a man who gave his life over a century
ago-on December 2nd, 1859, to be
exact-because of his passionate hatred
of slavery: I mean John Brown.

People said then that John Brown
was eccentric, that he was unwise in
attacking the arsenal at Harper's Ferry,
Virginia, and that his act would only
strengthen the slave lords.

History has made a very different
judgment. Whether the particular act
of John Brown was right or wrong,
wise or unwise, his cause was right and
invincible.

Those whose hands are stained with
the blood of John Harris have, unfor
tunately, not learnt the lesson of John
Brown.

On that fateful day of December 2nd,
1859, as he left his cell to mount the
scaffold, John Brown left his last mes
sage: "I, John Brown, am now quite
certain that the crimes of this guilty
land will never be purged away, but
with Blood."

Within two years, the nation was
embroiled in a civil war in which it
paid the price of half a million lives.
The north resounded with the anthem:

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering
in its grave,

But his soul goes marching on.
I wonder if Dr. Verwoerd and his

cohorts and apologists are seeking a
repetition of history. •

THE ANONYMOUS CONTRIBUTOR writes
that this obituary profile was com
piled from private and published
sources, notably the interview with
Ann Harris by Jill Chisholm, pub
lished in the Rand Daily Mail,
Johannesburg, November 7th, 1964.

A THIRD-GENERATION SOUTH AFRICAN,
Frederick John Harris was born in
1937 and spent part of his childhood
on a farm at Eikenhof in the Transvaal.
From earliest days his intellectual
brilliance was recognised in the family
circle. He became a radio "Quiz kid"
and his relatives, several of whom were
teachers, used to say half -seriously of
him that he would one day be Prime
Minister. From an early age his main
dream was of himself as a statesman
in an ideal South Africa.

Many white South African schools
are still places where brawn is more
admired than brain; in Harris's school
days this was even more the case. He
was not a happy schoolboy either at
his primary school, where he was an
English-speaking boy among Afrikaner
children, or at high school where he
could not match success at his work
with sporting prowess. He matricu
lated with distinction in 1954.

The tolerant, catholic atmosphere of
the University of the Witwatersrand
brought John Harris out in a way that
school had failed to do, and he was for
two years a member of the Students'
Representative Council. His life was
not bound up with university affairs,
however, and he kept up the family
tradition of open-air life with hitch
hiking, camping and country excursions
in vacations. He had met Ann Pearson
when she was still at a Johannesburg
convent, and their boy-and-girl affair
lasted through university and teacher
training. Against family opposition,
Ann being a Roman Catholic and John
a free-thinker, they were married in a
Roodepoort registry office in April
1959, both having taken up teaching
posts.

IN THEIR EARLY YEARS of marriage the
Harrises saved hard and in 1960 went
to England, John entering Pembroke
College, Oxford, and Ann teaching at
a secondaJY modern school at Abing
don, near Oxford. When an unexpected
pregnancy forced them to the realisa
tion that their savings would not carry
John through Oxford without Ann's
earnings as a teacher, they decided to


