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Towards unity

SI CE The N e'ZD Africl1ll was started, in Cape Town close to four
years ago, we have been asked "where we stand" in our opposition to the
South African regime. 'The question has always seemed of great importance
to those who have asked it, and we have had little difficulty in replying. Repeatedly, the policy of this journal has been made clear: we stand for radical
change in South Africa. We aim, as a paper, to provoke and to present original
ideas on how that change is to be brought about. And we expect to do so, not
by producing some deus ex machina, but by including as many different ideas
as we can, produced by those who seek, with us, to end white supremacy and
replace it with a radical and democratic system.
.
This means that we are not tied to anyone set of proposals, or to the
programme of any political party of organisation - South African or otherwise. Indeed, part of the reason for our coming into being (and our continued existence) is the fact that no one ·b.ody has produced a policy or a
programme generally held to be comprehensive enough to win unquestioning
support. That is why we see it as part of our function to carry articles - however much we may disagree with particular views expressed - reflecting the
ideas and activities of both of the major South African radical opposition
movements, as well as a host of individuals unconnected with them.
T he New African does not, in fact, exist to support a particular party,
but to promote those ideas which will successfully bring about a radical change
in power in South Africa - from a minority to the majority. As such, its
main concern is to move away from the old slogans, which were so often
allowed to pass for serious thinking in the past. And its policy is to provide a
means whereby constructive proposals for change can be made publicly and
can be discussed, no matter what their origin.
EVER
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OVER AND ABOVE our desire to contribute in thi~ way to the creation of a
dynamic and radical set of policies, we have always sought after something
else: the achievement of a unified opposition to the regime of whit~ supremacy.
It would be unrealistic to suppose that this could be achieved overnight. The
failure of the United Front has left scars that will take a while to heal, and
there are very real problems - practical as well as political- that will have
to be solved before any meaningful attempt at unity can be made again. But
it must be made. Far too much energy, talent and resources are being wasted
on duplication of activities; and the disunity has produced disillusionment
among genuine supporters of the cause of South African freedom - among
the member nations of the Organisation of African Unity no less than amongwell-wishers in Europe, the United States, Asia and Latin America. In the
Republic itself the desperate situation of the now scattered members of the
banned freedom !Jlovements makes the ending of this internecine cold war
abroad even more necessary.
One thing is clear: those who share the desire to bring about a democratic system in South Africa cannot afford to maintain, on this issue, the
negative stance of the past. The character of the South African opposition has
always been centrifugal, with one or other section rushing away at high
speed from the centres of agreement, and the principles they share in opposing
what is being done by those in power.
If by remaining unallied to one section or another The New. African can
help to reverse this trend, it will have achieved more than it ever could as a
mere mouthpiece.
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THE OVERWHELMI G VICTORY of the Rhodesian Front, led by
strong-man Ian Smith, in the Colony's general elections on 7th
May, meant the end of the multi-racial opposition Rhodesian
Party, led by David Butler. White R.F. candidates won everyone
of the 50 A roll seats elected by a 97,000-strong roll, the monetary
and educational qualifications of which are pitched so high as to
exclude all but a couple of thousand Africans. The thumping
majorities showed a 29% swing away from the party which under
Sir Edgar Whitehead had governed the country until December
1962. Mr. Ian Smith was thus given the blank cheque he had asked
for to do whatever he thinks fit, including making an illegal unilateral declaration, to obtain Rhodesia's independence from Britain.
In the contests for the 15 seats elected by the predominantlyAfrican B roll (11,000 strong), five Independents (white Dr. Ahrn
Palley with a bigger maj ority than any of the African candidates)
and 10 African R.P. members, were elected. Thus the Parliamentary leader of the R.P. is now black, and that Party, unlikely
to retain the support of its former white members, will probably
wind itself up in the near future.
WHEN THE FORMER PRIME MINISTER Garfield Todd was ousted
from the leadership of the Southern Rhodesian governing party
in 1958 for being too liberal in colour matters, and when in the
ensuing election his U ni ted Rhodesian Party failed to win a single
seat, it was clearly demonstrated that the white electorate had no
intention of practising the doctrine of "racial partnership" to
which they were then paying lip service. The May election results
seven years later have simply confirmed and underlined this. The
only new factor in the present situation is that the whites are now
being more honest with themselves and the outside world since
they dropped the hypocrisy about "multiracialism" which had
camouflaged their true colours during the decade when Rhodesia
was part of the ill-fated Federation. The settlers' chief reason for
wanting independence is to ensure that Britain will not" interfere"
by imposing a democratic system in the Colony.
Rhodesian-born Ian Smith, with his flat, clipped Rhodesian
accent and expressionless voice and face, has in the last year done
a remarkable job in canalising latent white nationalism into a
strongly-flowing stream. He has made it respectable for whites to
say openly what they really think about non-whites, and white
insults to blacks, with remarks like " Go back to your trees" are
now de rigueur even in Parliament. At a press conference the day
after the elections, Mr. Smith was asked what time limit he set on
Africans achieving majority rule. He replied: "If we get to a
stage where eventually we have a take-over by Africans, we will
have failed in our ideas as far as this country is concerned."
THIS IS, OF COURSE, the fundamental issue, and the whites are
being quite rational in their determination to hang on to absolute
political power. Their refusal to accept the possibility of black
rule, not only now or in ten or 15 years' time but ever, is underElL E E N HAD DON, editor of the Central African Examiner, was
recently, with her husband, a Rhodesian engineer, banned from
visiting Gonakudzingwa, place of detention of Joshua Nkomo and
his ZAPU colleagues.
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standable. They cannot reasonably be expected voluntarily to give
up the positions of privilege and the high standards of living which
they enjoy in Rhodesia. With few exceptions - professional men,
senior executives and wealthy businessmen, for example - Rhodesian whites are fully aware that Africans could co~paratively
quickly be trained to replace them, and that should an African
government come to power they would have to compete on, at
best, level terms with Africans. Few could expect to be able to
live as comfortably anywhere else in the world should they emigrate. Consequently they will oppose· bitterly any moves which
might conceivably lead to a sharing, let alone a handing over, of
political power to the four million Africans.
Among the many defects of the present constitution is the fact
that it does not entrench a minimum proportion of African-elected
B roll Parliamentary seats. There is nothing to stop Smith from
increasing the number of white-elected A roll seat5 from the present 50 to 100, and reducing the number of B roll seats to one, if
he is so minded; Britain has no legal rights under the 1961 Rhodesian constitution to interfere with any such move. But the
Rhodesian Government can only change the entrenched Constitutional clauses by obtaining, in addition to the two thirds Parliamentary majority the R.F. now has, the approval of the four racial
groups voting separately in a referendum or the consent of the
British Government. The cross-voting provision permitting each
roll to exert a 20~ influence on the other is entrenched. Mr. Smith
has said that he would like to see this removed but that, should
Britain refuse her consent, his Government would just have to
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ac ept this. "I don't vi ualise the ort of thing that is going to
provoke us into taking matters into our own hands like the British
resisting legislation or denying concurrence," (sic) he told a
questioner. "The issue would be if we believe we have got to the
stage where it looks as though we are going to lose the civilisation
we have built up and the forces of Communism are going to take
ver our countr or are assisting extreme racialists (m italics) to
take over. These are the conditions I visualise when we believe we
would be entitled to take matters into our own hands."
BE A POI TER to the tactic Smith might adopt
if Britain continues, as she must unless she is willing to sacrifice
the Commonwealth, to refuse to grant independence to Rhodesia
under a minorit white government. Since 1959 successive Rhodesian governments have had to take increasingly tough and represive "security" measures to control a dissatisfied and restive
African population which outnumbers whites by 18 to 1. Thouands of African nationalists are serving long prison sentences for
offending against the Law and Order (Maintenance) Act and
hundreds more are detained or restricted withou trial. The security
legislation under which the are held had bee enacted b Whitehead before the 1961 Constitution came into effect in December
1962, and therefore cannot be thrown out b the Constitutional
Council because it offends the provisions f the constitutionallyentrenched Declaration of Rights. But when the Constitutional
Council reports adversely on new legislation introduced since the
1961 Constitution became effective, then uch legislation can be
tested in the Courts and if the bench agrees with the Constitutional
Council's opinion, the legislation is then invalid.

THESE WORDS MA

THE SMITH GOVERNMENT are finding that even the very wide
securit measures alread on the statute b ok are not tough enough
to enable them to hold nationalist leaders incommunicado without
trial for long periods, as they would like t do. But an attempt last
ear to re-enact and then use Whitehead's 1959 Preventive Detention (Temporary Provisions) Act to hold komo and 18 others in
prison without trial was declared illegal in Court and the men had
to be released from jail. They were immediatel re-restricted under
the Law and Order (Maintenance; Act, but even the remoteness
and unhealthiness of the Gonakudzingwa restriction area, on the
border of the Portuguese-owned Mocambique, has not deterred
Africans from visiting their leaders and ever week hundreds make
the long and difficult journey to the area. The Minister of Law and
Order told Parliament in March that he was searching for some
way of stopping this contact of the leader with the people, and
Smith in an election speech referred to the necessity to make constitutional amendments to improve "security." But clauses affecting the Declaration of Rights and the Constitutional Council are
entrenched, thus requiring Britain's consent to any amendments.
It seems unlikely that Britain will agree to fur-ther reduction of
the minimal rights Africans still have. It may be, therefore, that
Smith's pretext for declaring unilateral independence - and he
never tires of reiterating that independence is vitally urgentmight be that Britain has "interfered" in Rhodesia's affairs by
refusing to let him make the constitutional changes necessary to
prevent a "take over by Communist-backed racial extremists" of
Rhodesia's" white civilisation."

e
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Persecution or
Sanctuary
Will the British Labour Government
allow collusion between Verwoerd and
the High Commission Territories' police?

MATTHEW NKOANA

IF THERE WERE STILL any doubts about British-South Africa police
collusion across the borders between South Africa and the British
High Commission Territories of Basutoland, Bechuanaland and
Swaziland, these must have been set to rest by the political trials
now going on in Basutoland and South Africa. The trials raise certain crucial questions whose repercussions will echo beyond
Southern Africa for a long time yet.
Any attempt now to deny such collusion, on the part of either
the British authorities in Basutoland or the Colonial Office in
London, would be ludicrous. The British, who remain responsible
for internal security and external affairs in Basutoland and Bechuanaland and for everything in Swaziland, are still as answerable as
ever for these territories before the court of world opinion.
The most crucial question is: Is the British Labour Government
prepared to support V erwoerd's apartheid regime against those who
would topple it by force if necessary? Are the British people prepared to see a violent revolution in South Africa suppressed in their
name? If not, what mandate has Her Majesty's Government to
conduct the witch-hunt that has been unleashed in Basutoland
against anti-Verwoerd revolutionaries?
The British record of hostility against the Pan-Africanist Congress of South Africa in all the three High Commission Territories
makes nauseating reading. They are doing Dr. Verwoerd's dirty
work for him. This marked hostility against the P.A.C. is not mitigated by the fact that it is simple to explain. Those who fight for
a real change in South Africa, and command what it takes to do so,
cannot endear themselves to the hundreds of pro-apartheid elements
in the administrations and settler communities in these territories,
nor to British investors in South Africa.
Thus it was that a joint British-South Africa police raid wa~
carried out on the offices of the P.A.C. in April 1963, followed by
a massive police swoop throughout South Africa. The interesting
thing is not that the British Government did not intervene to stop
the harrassment of the P.A.C. in Basutoland then and since, but
rather that there should have been an outcry, in South African and
British newspapers, and by their black cronies, not against
Verwoerd and the British Government but their victim, Potlako
Kitchener Leballo.

IT IS NOW COMMON KNOWLEDGE that people who escape from political persecution in South Africa find refuge in the High Commission Territories. It is a British tradition to give political asylum
to any "fugitive who has a well-founded fear of being persecuted
for reasons of race, religion, nationality, membership of a particular
social group or political opinion," as a Johannesburg newspaper put
it recently.
That, at least, was the position until 1963 when the Colonial
Office drew up a new "formula giving the criteria by which an
applicant may be given political asylum" in Basutoland, Bechuanaland and Swaziland. Under this formula, fugitives would be allowed

N K 0 A N A is the British and European representative of the Pan-Africanist Congress of South Africa.
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to stay in these territories on condition that they refrained from political activity.
The Conservative Government had found it necessary to depart
from tradition as far as these territories were concerned, and formulate a new and special policy for them. This was clearly designed
to frustrate any attempt by political refugees to engage in any kind
of campaign against South Africa. Already, certain administrative
steps had been taken by the local authorities to achieve the same
purpose. What was now required was Whitehall sanction for a de
facto position.
Up to 1962, South African refugees arriving in Bechuanaland
were merely asked to refrain from indulging in local politics, which
by and large, they did not wish to do anyway. Those already in the
territory by the end of 1962, were asked to sign a new declaration
in which they undertook not to indulge in the politics of "neighbouring territories." This was to apply also to new arrivals, in addition to the condition about local politics.
Generally, the condition of a political refugee amounted to " civil
death" in Bechuanaland. In the settler community and administrative personnel, in both of which white South Africans abound, there
was a subterranean campaign to make the situation unbearable for
the refugees. Even journalistic pursuits, such as sending reports to
newspapers on political events in the territory, were placed by the
police in the category of " interference in local politics."
IT IS NECESSARY TO GIVE INSTANCES in which there has been blatant discrimination against the P.A.C. in the treatment of refugees
in the territory. In giving these instances, we have no wish to cast
aspersions on other organisations which have been treated better.
The point we wish to bring out is that the hostility against the
P.A.C. is calculated, and must be understood as a pro-apartheid
campaign. The P.A.C. is considered by the white people of South
Africa as the most serious threat to their supremacy. This is because
in terms of mass following, it is the most powerful organisation in
Southern Africa as could be determined from an authoritative faetpaper published by the South African Institute of Race Relations
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in 1963. In addition, its methods and policies have always been
anathema to the whites.
In September 1963 Harold Wolpe and Goldreich, both of them
members of the Congress of Democrats, flew from Swaziland
to Bechuanaland and were rightly granted asylum there. But two
weeks later, in August, a party of P.A.C. refugees flew from
Basutoland to Bechuanaland and were refused asylum there on the
grounds that they had already been granted this in Basutoland.
The six refugees were forcibly put on the same plane and flown
back to Basutoland.
They had scraped their last penny and sold their belongings in a
desperate bid to beat an air-space ban due to be imposed shortly
by the South African government. They included Mr. Makhaola
Bolofo and his wife and two children, Mr. Dan Ncayiyana and Mr.
Boyce Sinkile. Their sad pleas to the British authorities to take into
consideration the expense they had incurred in paying for the hurried charter flight and the scholarships that awaited some of them
abroad - these were utterly in vain.
In July 1963 twenty-eight refugees were air-lifted from the
Francistown air-strip, which is run by the Witwatersrand Native
Labour Recruiting Association. The flight was sponsored by the
African National Congress. The next day a much smaller, fiveseater plane was due to pick up the writer and others of the P.A.C.
from the same air-strip. An application for permission had been
made, but the labour company flatly refused landing rights.
WHILE THE LESOTHO COMMUNIST PARTY, the only one such party
that operates legally in the whole of Africa and has well-known
links with the outlawed Communist Party of South Africa, functions freely in Basutoland, the P.A.C. is being continually harrassed
by Basutoland police, acting in collusion with the South African
Special Political Branch of Police. A communication from the
P.A.C. in Southern Africa reports:
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" In August 1964, a South Mrican police sergeant stationed at T elle
Bridge border post, opposite Quthing, was invited to be present durin.g
a court case involving P.A.C. refugees, R. Rigala and others. During hiS
visit, he was entertained by Police Officer Khutlang of Basutoland
Police.
" Since then Khutlang has been transferred to police headquarters in
Maseru on promotion. Soon after his arrival he openly vowed to
, destroy the P.A.C. in Basutoland.' With him it is no longer a quest!0n
of executing his duties in apprehending defaulters, but he has set him..
self the task of campaigning against the P.A.C.... In November, 1964,
two other P.A.C. men, Dipu and another, were arrested in Quthing,
and a few days after their arrest two South African special branch
men from their (Dipu's) districts in South Africa came to interrogate
them in Basutoland, with the connivance of the Basutoland police...."

R. Rigala and the others with whom he was arrested, like the
others arrested at Quthing, had just crossed the border into Basutoland to seek political asylum. Referring to the Rigala case, Mr. Z.
B. Molete, P.A.C.'s Publicity and Information Secretary who had
recently come from Basutoland, told a Press conference in London
in December last: "They were arrested by Basutoland police for
entering the territory illegally. Despite overwhelming evidence that
they were genuine political refugees, the three men were charged,
tried and convicted...."
This is but some of the background leading up to a court case
now proceeding in Maseru in which nine P.A.C. men are appearing
on a charge of "plotting to commit offences" in the Republic of
South Africa "while using Basutoland as a base." They inlcude
two members of the P.A.C.'s Presidential Council, Messrs. E.
Mfaxa and T. T. Letlaka, who are respectively a teacher and an
attorney pursuing professions in Basutoland. The others are Gasson
Ndlovu, Kwenzi Vincent Hlabisa, John Thwayingana, Wigram
Sobuza, George Faku, Lekoatokoato Letsoha and Rufus Zonyana.
The two members of the Presidential Council are alleged to have
"conspired together with the other accused or instigated" them
and " others unknown to the prosecutor, to carry out a plan for fullscale and violent revolution to destroy the present Government" in
South Africa. The law under which they are charged is known as
the Prevention of Violence Abroad Proclamation, which was promulgated in all the three High Commission Territories in July,
1963.
In the above case some wimesses were brought from South Africa
by the Basutoland authorities with the co-operation of South Afri- /
can police. Similarly, two witnesses were flown from Basutoland to
give evidence in South Africa in the case in which four P.A.C. men,
Kwedi Mkhalipi, Sonkongo Muleka, Jack Jaxa and Wilson Mketshane are appearing on a charge of recruiting people in South
Africa for military training abroad.
As stated by us from time to time, the world has to learn to live
with the spectre of an armed revolt in South Africa. The British
no less than other people have got to accustom themselves to the
idea, and so get off the hypocritical stance which their Government
has taken on the South African question. Does the British Government deny the inevitability of an armed struggle in South Africa?
On what moral grounds can anyone justify the active hostility of
the British administrations to the P.A.C. in the Southern African
terntories ?
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· .. "And I urge you to join with the Missus and
me in fighting the oppressive legislation of the
government ..."
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H. B. KI M M EL

I LOVE THE PUBLIC GARDENS in Cape
"Are you a refugee from the Transkei
I USED TO GO to the Gardens nearly every
Town and was strolling in there one Satur- Saturday morning after shopping in town yourself?" I asked.
day morning when my attention was caught but it was not until some weeks later that
" No, I'm afraid not. An old boy-friend of
by a figure leaving the Public Library and I again met Jan Leibbrandt as he was going mine actually first aroused my interest in
walking down the steps.
the plight of the whites there. He is a bit
up the Avenue towards the Gardens.
Except for the fact that he was much
He seemed livelier and greeted me loudly of a hero now. He had been arrested for
fatter and no longer wore a school uniform as I caught up with him.
beating up a kaffer but managed to escape.
he looked much the same as when last I had
"How are you and how is the move- Imagine treating a white man like that!"
ment?" I asked.
"What did you do before you took up
seen him many years before.
" Leibbrandt!" I called out, (( aren't you
" Man, terrific. We have our setbacks but this?"
Jan Leibbrandt?"
things are generally improving. You must
"Oh a number of things. I was at uni" Of course yes. Aren't you Sam give me your address and we'll put you on versity. I've worked in the Animal Welfare
Warner?" he replied coming round the our mailing-list."
Society and in the office of the Nationalist
fence.
"And how are you settling into South Party. I've gone overseas. In between I've
"Of course."
African life again?" I asked.
had a nervous break-down.
" Hell, we were at school together."
" Now I'm doing this. This has been the
" Man, it's just O.K. Here a person can
He had been an Afrikaans-speaking boy employ whom he likes. If one needs a ser- most worthwhile. I feel I am really doing
but had attended an English-medium school vant there is no shortage. Here a white man good. It is not like an ordinary office job."
and he spoke the language fluendy.
" Well, I'll be back some time to see
can hold his head up high because he knows
c, What are you doing these days?" I the country is his own. Over there he is whether Jan has arrived."
asked as we sat down on a bench.
not too sure."
" Oh, you might as well know. He is back
"That's just it man, nothing - and
" But while it is marvellous to live in a in Cape Town, after all."
you?"
free country like South Africa, one must not
" Really! "
" I'm a clerk. I always was keen on book- forget one's brothers back home.
"Yes. He's very much on his guard. All
keeping."
"Unfortunately, this government, here in the refugees are scared of being kidnapped
" Man, I had to give up everything. My South Africa, which actually created the back to the Transkei."
whole life's work. I had a store in the Trans- Republic of the Transkei, have disregarded
" You can't be serious! "
kei but I had to leave. Life was so unbear- their responsibilities to the white people
" Oh yes. They could catch a white man
able."
they want and paint him black. As he
over there.
"How sad! What are you going to do
"There is even a defence agreement wouldn't have a pass, the South African
now?"
police would send him back. In any case,
between South Africa and the Transkei.
c, That's just it. I am going to do politi"Isn't it shameful! Who knows when the South African Government cannot be
cal work."
those South African arms might be used on trusted, for after all, they founded the TranI remembered now that at school he had the white population!"
skei."
always been good at debating and essay"I hope something can be done," I reI reflected on all this on the way home
writing.
and thought how unaware one was of the
marked helplessly.
" Tell me something about it."
"I'm shortly going on a trip to a num- amount of persecution and suffering in the
" You see, I am what you might call a ber of white countries overseas. People over world. How complacent we all were.
refugee from the Transkei. In many ways there must be told how difficult it is for a
it is a black man's country and over there white man living in the Transkei."
a white man cannot do what he likes. It's
" Goodbye," I said as he turned off to go I FAILED TO RECEIVE any circulars from the
not like here."
to the library, " give me the address of your office but a few weeks later Jan telephoned.
" That is shameful!" I replied.
office, and I'll look you up when you They were rather short-staffed and wanted
me to come to help address envelopes on
(( Yes, now I hope to start up an office return."
Saturday morning. I agreed quite eagerly.
over here as the headquarters of a moveA number of people were busy working
ment which will fight the system over there." ONE DAY, SOMETIME LATER, I was passing
"Look, I must be going," he said sud- near the address he gave me. I was feeling when I arrived at the office. Jan looked well
and full of energy. Someone stood at the
denly as he rose to leave. " I'll see you some depressed and thought I would go in.
" No, Jan has not come back yet," the door, on the alert.
more."
I asked Jan whether his trip had been ensecretary said in reply to my question.
cc I'll look out for you," I replied, "and
"I'm glad to see the movement has an couraging.
good luck! "
office," I observed.
"Man. I made a lot of -contacts. I have
" Yes, it's difficult. All the worthwhile been trying to find the right pressure groups
H. B. K I M ME L, a frequent contributor to causes are broke," she answered.
to get their respective governments to act
The New African, taught in Cape TOfJ)n
She was an efficient looking girl, sophisti- on the Transkei issue. I found a great deal
before leaving South Africa for England.
of sympathy among people like the Empire
cated and a little unhappy.
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Loyalists in England and the John Birch
Society in America.
"These organisations have promised me
that if I formed a government in exile in
Cape Town, they would recognise it whenever they won power."
cc I have also been trying to organise a
boycott of Transkei goods but everyone
agrees it will be ineffective unless we can
persuade the Transkei's main trading partner, that is, South Africa, to co-operate."
"That would be difficult," I replied,
" but don't you think that a boycott would
hurt most the very people whom it is intended to help, that is the white men with
industries on the borders of the Transkei,
and possibly the white people in the territory itself?"
"You know, that really is a silly argument. No cause has ever been won without
sacrifice. Besides, when the blacks in the
Transkei begin to feel the pinch economically, they will be more ready to work properly. At the moment these Bantu are better
off than in any part of Africa and far too
self-satisfied."
The others in the office had gone on intently with their work except for an occasional knowing smile. It was as if they had
heard all these arguments before. I felt
somewhat ashamed of myself. Except for
the inevitable eccentric who went into political movements, they all seemed so dedicated.
"On Saturday night," Jan pointed out
to me as we concluded our work, "we are
having a party for Piet Fourie who has just
arrived from the Transkei. I hope you can
come. The idea is to raise funds and to
attract people into the movement. Here is
the address."
I had not intended going to the party but as I had
quarrelled with my wife, I went off on my
own.
The secretary \from the office was at the
door. She asked me for fifty cents and I
went' in. There were about thirty people
there when I arrived and the number hardly
seemed to rise above this throughout the
evening. Most seemed despondent but the
five or six who had actually been to the
Transkei could be coaxed into talking about
it and could command the most attention.
Piet Fourie was introduced. He wore a
THAT NEXT SATURDAY NIGHT

suit and an open neck shirt as if he had
worn his Sunday best to the beach and had
decided to be comfortable. He had very
curly hair and a flat nose.
He made a speech to the effect that we
should hunt down Bantus in Cape Town
who had come from the Transkei and beat

them up.
It became obvious during the evening that
a split was developing in the movement.
There were those who believed in violence
to achieve liberation and others who did not.
I als,o learned that a government in exile had
been formed but everyone did not approve
of the cabinet.
I had promised to give one or two people
a lift home but before we left, there was a
row because someone had found another
wearing a jacket that had apparently been
produced in the Transkei.
"If our own people cannot observe the
boycott, how can we expect others to do
so !" he screamed.
DURING THE WEEKS that followed, I
received circulars from the office but my
wife persuaded me not to go to the meetings.
"Do not get mixed up in politics," she
said.
One evening, however, I was coming
home with her from some friends when we
met the secretary coming out of a cinema
with a friend. She remembered me.
"How is Jan Leibbrandt?" I asked.
"I suppose he's all right. He's broken
away with Piet Fourie. They're starting a
new outfit."
" A more militant one?" I asked.
" Yes. They plan to attack Kaffirs from
the Transkei working here in Cape Town
to induce the others back home to change
their attitude to work."
" And the rest of you do not believe in
this ?"
" No. Hitting a cheeky Kaffir is one thing
but I do not believe the time is ripe for
political violence. All other means of coercion have not been exhausted. For example, I am still hoping for United Nations
action on behalf of the whites in the Transkei."
On the way home my wife was furious.
"I told you to leave politics alone." she
scolded.
I saw Jan Leibbrandt only once more. It

was late one afternoon during the week and
he was hurrying down the Avenue. He
looked over his shoulder once or twice. Perhaps he still feared being kidnapped. He
seemed to try to avoid me.
" Hullo Jan, how are you?" I asked.
" All right," he said smiling as if he had
just recognised me.
As he did not look friendly and seemed
anxious to leave, I said goodbye. I thought
he felt disappointed in me. Perhaps he felt
I did not sympathise with his splinter-group
or did not recognise his government.
whenever I asked
after him, people seemed to be making excuses for him, others were evasive. Nobody
offered any definite information.
Now Leibbrandt is a common South African name. My wife had an ailing uncle with
that name, and it was through this fact that
I learnt, of Jan's death. We had gone on a
month's holiday to the eastern Transvaal
and when we arrived back we learned that
the uncle had died. She felt we had to visit
his grave. At the cemetery a workman directed us. " You will find a Leibbrandt buried
in the last month down there," he said.
It turned out to be Jan's grave.
On the tombstone was the following engraving which my wife found enigtnatic" So He drove out the man and He placed
at the east of the garden of Eden Cherubim, and a flaming sword."
The next day I managed to go to the
office of the Cape Argus and asked for the
back copies for the last month.
When I found the report it had this to
sayAFTER THAT MEETING,

\VHITE l\1AN BRUTALLY KILLED

The body of tan Leibbrandt, 34, farmer,
was today found in the Bantu men's
quarters, Langa, after an explosion. It is
believed he was kidnapped and then murdered with an explosive device. The room
in which he was found was used by men
who had recently arrived from the Transkei
and twenty-five have been arrested and
charged in connection with the incident.
" We shall nip any terrorism in the bud,"
a police spokesman commented.
When I told my wife what had happened,
she persuaded me not to say anything.
"Whose side are you OD, anyway?" she
asked.
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In these autobiographical notes by the illegitimate son of a
former South African member of parliament are glimpses of
that half-world inhabited by light-skinned "coloured" people
fathered by white men, often prominent citizens. The
opening extract dealt with the subject's childhood on a
Western Cape farm and his schooldays, up to the official
discovery of a "white" child in a "Coloured" school.

LANGE

THAT VERY AFTERNOON the principal called on
my mother. I do not know what passed between
them, but that evening I heard my mother and
her husband talking in whispers. The only words
that reached me came from my foster father:
U Very well then, if you think he can do something, let the old Boss come."
Meanwhile my white father had sold his farm
at a very high price and settled at the Cape,
so I was not surprised to see him at our house
one day. His greeting to me was friendly and
my reply was: "Good afternoon, Boss," the
wrong but conventional form of address expected
in South Africa by people who are white.
That evening we sat down to a lordly meal.
The so-called Boss had brought my mother a
leg of mutton, with other meat, a bag of sweet
potatoes, and other vegetables. We were very
poor and it was not every day that we had
enough to eat. And my foster father was ageing
rapidly - he was much older than my mother.
What was more, the dealer who had hired him
and on whose land we lived was virtually bankrupt even before our breeding of pigs and poultry was reasonably under way.
For Standard Six I had to go to the Athlone
Central School, now known as the Alexander
Sinton High School. It was very difficult to
obtain admission to this school. Athlone had a
population at that time of some hundred
thousand and there were only two secondary
schools and one high school in the area. _
The children of this school paid less attention
to my colour, for with its great population Athlone has thousands of people light in colour.
I was eager to matriculate, but when I reached
Standard Eight we had become so terribly poor
that it was impossible for me to go on. My
father lost his job. My three elder half-brothers
had in turn left home to earn their living somewhere else without sending any money home.
The outlook was very gloomy.
To seal our fate, some undesirable characters
used to hang around my foster father and tempt
him into drinking with them. Although my
father took a drink from time to time, he had
never been addicted to drink. Now there came
a change. He drank more and more and our
home was on the way down.
At seventeen I was strong and healthy but
without a job. With my meagre education it was
difficult to obtain work. And I was not classed
as white, and in South Africa people who are
not white are destined to be cheap labour.

my foster father and I decided to take work with a trader in firewood, to
keep the wolf from the door. The brush grows
everywhere on the Cape Flats, especially around
Philippi, and rooikrans as a firewood was in
great demand. Meanwhile my mother took in
washing. If it had not been for her, I do not
know what would have become of us.
When things were going well again, the three
prodigal sons - my three elder half-brotherscame back home empty handed. I was really
frustrated. It was not as if I was unhappy at
home, but I wanted to keep on learning and I
could not. I was not going to remain a woodAT OUR WITS' END,

cutter for the rest of my life but I could not get
on to my feet.
After a few weeks my brothers and I began to
quarrel: they were not prepared to help me
with the woodcutting. When we sat down to
table they were the first to help themselves but
they would not do a hand's turn of work.
One evening I was very tired: we had had
a long day. When I got home two of my brothers
and some of their friends were drinking. One of
the unwelcome guests made a remark which entered like iron into my soul.
"Oh well, the Boer looks done in this evening," he said with a sneer. I jumped to my feet
and had him by the throat. My brothers took his
side, but my mother thrust them away and took
me to my room. In anger and despair I burst
into tears.
I did not sleep that night, but I could not
tum and toss as one usually does when sleep
fails to come because I had to share my bed
with one of my brothers. He kept on moving
and made the bed narrower than it really was.
His drunken body was warm and sticky against
mine and the fumes of cheap liquor sickened me.
the next morning. I had
decided to leave home and find work somewhere
else. My mother and I sat in the kitchen discussing it. She did not scold me and I could
see that she understood. My foster father sat on
a box, with a steaming mug of black coffee in
his hand. My grandfather - my mother's father
who lived with us - was also busy with his
coffee.
"But where can you go, my boy?" asked
Grandpa.
" \Vould the Boss not give him a job?" came
from my foster father.
The Boss was naturally the man on whose
farm I had been born and who had sent us away
from the farm.
Nobody answered.
My father picked up the axe, said good-bye,
and left for the brush.
He had hardly gone when I turned to my
mother and burst out: "Mother, whose child am
I?"
She could see my anxiety and misery and I
could see that she was in the throes of an agonizing struggle with her innerself. My brothers and
sisters were still asleep. My grandfather sat so
still that I had almost forgotten he was there.
That was why I jumped as he said:
" My child," his voice was deep and authoritative, " you are the Boss's child."
. A. ". peculiar tremor ran through my brain. For
a moment I expected that mother would deny
the serious charge, but she hung her head and
then said: "It is true, my child. You are the
child of a white man. The Boss is your father."
It appeared that she could not really refuse to
submit to the Boss, for she had to think of her
husband's. job. And the children had to be fed
and clothed. The whole sordid thing reeked of
blackmail in a disguised form. If you got out of
favour you had' to leave the farm. You could
be blamed for something you had not done. The
farmers in the neighbourhood would be warned
against you.
I DID NOT GO TO WORK

My patient black father had had to endure
everything in silence. What he said to my mother
remains a secret.
What could he do? He would not have dared
to go and discuss the matter with the white man.
He would rather have risked sinning against the
invisible God about Whom his parents and their
forebears before them had learnt - perhaps by
drinking too much, cursing, or something even
more serious. The powers and the privileges of
the white man in the Republic of South Africa
are wide; even in his state of semi-literacy he
knew that too well.
The Boss could go as far as shooting him if
he spoke too much. It is easy for a white man to
say that he thought it was a ,dog ... or a baboon
he was shooting at. Nothing more would be
heard of the matter - there had been such cases.
The Missus, poor woman must also have been
through the valley of mental agony and drunk
deep from the cup of bitterness. And she was
still to be tormented much, for I was not by a
long way the only child he, the Boss, was to
have by women who were not white.
to forgive her.
"My son," she said, "you are not the only
one who can claim the Boss as his father, but
fortunately for him they do not look so like
your father as you do. You are .his absolute
image."
My mother did not realise then that hardly a
few months after her confession a child was to
be born to an unmarried girl of about my own
age who would also resemble the Boss very
closely.
MY MOTHER BESEECHED ME

THROUGH A CHANCE MEETING with an old school
friend at Athlone, I heard of a clothing factory
that was taking on hands, and I was lucky
enough to be one of those taken on as a leamercutter. It seemed to me that the man making
the selection regarded me as white, and I said
nothing, the thought flashing through my mind
that he could think what he liked as long as I
got my job. In any case a couple of those taken
on as learners were definitely not white, so I
could not be quite certain that he had accepted
me as white.
At this time I was lodging with other people,
also in Philippi. For some time, as I have
already mentioned, misfortune had dogged my
parents. When some friend notified them that
there was a vacancy on a fann at .Elgin they
packed up. They were only too eager to leave
the Cape, for they were fann-people to their
marrow and at their age they could not adapt
themselves to the strange ways of the people
who lived at the Cape.
Everything went very well with me at the
clothing factory. The white foreman and even
the assistant manager looked upon me with
favour.
From time to time I spent a week-end at
home. I can well remember how my family's
new employers and the members of his household stared openly at me when they first saw
me. They could obviously not understand how
my mother, light brown of skin, had such a
white child by such a black man.
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Some of my half-brothers were still in Cape
Town, and we often went out together. One day
we were on a bus. Because up till that time there
had never been such a thing as apartheid on
Cape Town's buses, the three of us sat together
right at the front, going to Sea Point. The conductor took our fares and then told my brothers
to go and sit at the back. I stood up too. "You
are all right," the conductor said. I blushed like
fire and did not know what to do, so I remained
where I was. My brothers, especially the elder
one of them, later made it hot for me because
I had not joined them.
As my understanding increased I became more
conscious of the part the colour of a man's skin
plays in South Africa. If I had grown up in
Cape Town I would have known that much
sooner. If I was hungry, I could eat and drink
where I liked as long as I could pay for it.
In shops and government offices the staff was
always friendly to me; but the way in which
some people who were not white were treated
filled me with disgust. Once I was with my two
brothers - half-brothers - who were in Cape
Town when the man in the ticket office went
for them because they had not the right amount
of change with them. Where the devil was he to
get the so-and-so change for a pound note? I
was going to say something but thought better
of it. My poor half-brothers dared not remonstrate for these racialists are alway ready to call
a policeman - their brother in support of apar..
theid. Few policemen in South Africa will listen
to the explanation given by people who are not
white; the police would have charged my
brothers for creating a public disturbance.
As time went on I came to a decision: I
would obtain recognition as white and my father
would have to see to it. The next day, the very
next day, I would call on him at Parliament. •
[To be continued.
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Fusane's Trial is set in Mashobeni, a
district in Swaziland, a stone's throw from
the South African border. The play is about
changing Mrica. And Fusane is caught in
the cross-fire between the old and the new.
In my own lifetime I have seen the Swazi
tribe, into which I was born, ravaged by
change. I, myself, was part of the tribal
dislocation and still remember the tonnents
of real or imagined alienation when I returned from university. Today I like to
think that my education, far from removing me from my people, has made me more
aware of their permanent valuableness. For
as the Swazi saying goes: "A person is
only a person because of other people."
FUSANE: Mfundisi, I'll
MFUNDISI: Now, now,

kill myself!
now. There's no need

to talk like that, Fusane.
FUSANE: I mean it, Mfundisi.
MA-MAGWAZA: I don't blame the girl. I'd
kill myself too.
MFUNDISI: Patience, you're not helping things
- talking like that.
MA-MAGWAZA: That's how I feel. It's a
shame.
MFUNDISI: I agree. But....
FUSANE : I'll kill myself before
become
Shabangu's wife.
MFUNDISI: It won't come to that. It will be
all right.
MA-MAGWAZA: All right! Would it be all
right if our Nozipho was being forced to marry
a man she did not want?
MFUNDISI: Be reasonable, Patience.
MA-MAGWAZA: Reasonable! That wicked old
man! Why, Shabangu's old enough to be her
grandfather. Reasonable, indeed! And he has
five wives already!
MFUNDISI: You won't have to marry him,
Fusane. Nobody can force you.
FUSANE: My father's forcing me. He says I
am Shabangu's wife because Shabangu paid
him lobola of five cattle when I was a child....
MFUNDISI: Still, he can't force you.
FUSANE: I won't go, Mfundisi. I'd rather die.
MFUNDISI: No need for that kind of talk.
This thing must be stopped. I don't know why
the District Commissioner hasn't answered my
letter. When did I write, Patience?
MA..MAGWAZA: Last week - Thursday.
FUSANE: (Crying) I won't. I won't. I won't.
A L F RED HUT CHI N SON, author of
Road to Ghana, is of mixed Scottish and
Swazi descent, and was brought up in South
Africa as an African. A . member of the
African National Congress, he was one of
the 150 accused in the Treason Trial of
1955-9, during which he escaped from
South Africa, eventually settling in London
as a teacher.
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MFUNDISI: You won't. All
MA-MAGWAZA: Poor child.

right, you won't.
There, there. No
need to cry. No old goat will get you.
MFUNDISI: There's still time. The wedding's
not till next month.
FUSANE: Shabangu says he wants me next
week.
MFUNDISI: Next week! Where's your father,
Fusane? At the lands?
FUSANE: No. I left him at home, Mfundisi.
He will be going to a beer drinking party at
Shabangu's in his honour.
MFUNDISI: I'll see him today. Before this
evening's service. I'll talk to him.
FUSANE: Try, Mfundisi. But he won't listen.
MA-MAGWAZA: What does your mother say?
FUSANE: What can she say, Ma-Magwaza?
MFUNDISI: I'll talk to him. And to Shabangu. And first thing tomorrow morning, I'll
send a telegram to the District Commissioner.
MA-MAGWAZA: Fancy selling one's own child!
It's barbarous ... criminal!
MFUNDISI: He doesn't see it that way_ He
thinks he's within his rights.
MA-MAGWAZA: Rights!
MFUNDISI : Yes, Rights. It's the tribal custom.
MA-MAGWAZA: But this is the twentieth century.
MFUNDISI: And so it is. Times have changed,
but some old customs survive - misfits in these
times.
MA-MAGWAZA: Huh! How's Nduna, Fusane?
FUSANE: He's all right, Ma-Magwaza. He
wants us to run away.
MFUNDISI: Run away together? No. No. That
won't do. We'll fight this matter. It can't be
allowed to happen. Tell N duna to come and
see me.
FUSANE: ~"'es, Mfundisi.
MFUNDISI: Don't worry, my girl. I'll marry
you to Nduna yet! You'll see.
FUSANE: Mfundisi and Ma..Magwaza, I can't
tell how grateful I am to you I feel so much
better after seeing you!
MA-MAGWAZA:
Come whenever you want.
Come any time. This is your home, my girl.
FUSANE: Thank you, Ma-Magwaza.
MA-MAGWAZA:
How's
the
dressmaking,
Fusane?
FUSANE: All right, Ma-Magwaza.
MA-MAGWAZA: I've always said that you were
the best dressmaking pupil I ever had.
FUSANE: You are too kind. Well, goodbye,
Mfundisi. Goodbye, Ma-Magwaza.
MA-MAGWAZA: Goodbye, my child.
MFUNDISI: Goodbye. And don't forget what
I told you. I'll marry you and N duna yet.
SPOT: (DOOR) (Exit Fusane)

•
Fusane, if you don't listen to
your father the ancestors will turn their backs
on you.
FUSANE: Mother, I've told you - I'm not
going to Shabangu.
MA-MTETWA: And what do you expect your
father to do? Think of that.
FUSANE: (Emphatically) I'm not going to
MA..MTETWA:

84/ THE NEW AFRICAN I JUNE 1965

Fusane's
Trial

trouble, any ill-treatment and my daughter
comes back home. She's not coming here to beg
for food ! We Mtetwas never begged for anything ... straight back home. There'll always
be a place for her.
MAGAGULA : The women of this kraal live
like queens.
SHABANGU:
(Shouting) Hey, you, LaN gwenya, bring us another pot of beer. Eh!
Where's La-Nkosi?
LA-NGWENYA: I don't know, Shabangu. She
was here just now.
SHABANGU:
Yes, it's just like La-Nkosi.
Once there are men around she can't sit still
- I know h e·r. One of these days I'll tell her
to pack up and go back to her people.

Shabangu, mother.
MA-MTETWA: (Sighs) What do you think you
are going to' do? (Change of tone) Tut, tut,
Fusane. What's wrong with Shabangu? He's
not a cripple or anything. He's old. You can't
blame him for that. He'll look after you. It's
said that old men make good husbands. Moreover, being old, he won't trouble you much. He
hasn't even tried....
FUSANE : (D esperately) I'd kill him if he
tried!
MA-MTETWA: That's what I thought about
your father. Look at me, Fusane. Look at me
properly. Do you see anything wrong with me?
Is there a mark, a brand on me? Y Oll see,
nothing's wrong with me, is there? Well, I was
just like you. My father gave me to your father.
Here I am. I've given birth to you and your
brothers. I'll tell you something else, Fusane
- I also had someone I loved. Just like you.
It's hard at first but one gets used to things ...
gets used to things . . .
FUSANE : Did you love him very much,
mother - your sweetheart?
MA-MTETWA: Love! Love? Those are beetles
buzzing in a girl's head ... I'm sorry, my child.
My heart bleeds for you. But there's nothing
you can do. Nothing that I can do. It's the law.
Ma-Ngubane was here to see if you'd finished
her dress. She's coming tomorrow morning.
FUSANE: It's nearly ready. I'll finish it now.
MA-MTETWA: Think about what I've said to
you, Fusane, it will be all right.
FUSANE: It's no use, mother. I won't go to
him.

LA-MKIZE: Aw, look at his eyes. Everywhere.
He must be sorry he can't see round corners.
Jealous old fool!
LA-NGWENYA: That fool Mtetwa sending his
daughter to this kraal!
LA-MKIZE: Eh, Fusane. She's the one who'll
suffer. No wonder she's digging up red earth.
Call this being married - to a thing that's old
and finished. What does he want with another
wife?
LA-SHABALALA: I curse my father who drove
me here with a stick. If I'd known it would be
like this I'd have rather died.

Drink, Mtetwa. Drink, fatherin-law. Eat meat. This is your party. He bore
me a beautiful wife - eh, Magagula?
MAGAGULA: Hau! A real gun of a girl. She
puts out the sun.
MTETWA: I played with you, Shabangu, I
should have asked for ten head of cattle. Ten?
No fifteen.
SHABANGU: Hey, do you hear that, Magagula? Fifteen head of cattle for an infant.
Something I wasn't even sure would live and
grow up. (Laughs)
MTETWA: I played with you. A real missis
- that's what she is. And she works like an
anteater.
MAGAGULA: Au, a gun of a girl! A real rifle.
MTETWA: It was hard work making her. I
sweated, I tell you. Bruised my knees and
elbows. And what do I get, eh? A miserable
five.
SHABANGU: We all know the work you're
talking about! (Laughter) But don't forget that
once she's here I'll have to feed and clothe her.
Like those others there....
MTETWA: She looks after herself with that
sewing machine of hers. She'll be no trouble.
SHABANGU: Look at my wives! See how they
glisten in the sun. The earth quakes where they
walk. They finish my grain.
MAGAGULA: There's no starvation in your
kraal, Shabangu. Everybody sleeps with a full
stomach.
MTETWA: We also eat at my. kraal. Any

SHABANGU:
(Calling) Hey, you women.
What's the muttering about? Hatching a plot to
bewitch me, eh? Let me tell you, others have
tried and failed. This is Shabangu, this! I send
a witch flying to her mother! La-Ngwenya,
hurry up with that beer. What have you been
doing all this time? Putting in poison? Come
on, drink. Enough. I didn't say drink all the
beer. (Lowering 'Voice) Women, Mtetwa! I don't
know why God made the useless things. Lazy!
You should see my lands - overgrown with
weeds! Now look at that! You see! (Shouts)
Hey you, son of Sithole, what do you want there
among the women? Get back to the other men!
LA-MKIZE: I called him for a drink.
SHABANGU: Because you're too full of my
beer, eh, La-Mkize! I've a good mind to spill
the beer. (Lowers 'Voice) That's how it starts,
Mtetwa. These boys haven't come to eat and
drink. Before you know it they're on top. I
know them. (Aloud) It's late - all of you!
Drink up and go to your kraals. Drink and go.
The party's over. I have given you meat and
beer....
VOICES: Shabangu!
SHABANGU: (Bitterly) Yes. Shabangu! Shabangu! And all the time you're planning to bite
my ankles.
VOICE: No, Shabangu.
SHABANGU: Oh, yes, I know you! I wasn't
born yesterday. Drink up and go.
MAGAGULA : You have feasted us, Shabangu.
SHABANGU: Waste of my beer on hyenas. Eh,
Mtetwa, it's a pity Fusane and her mother

SHABANGU:

•

•

LA-NGWENYA: He's started LA-SHABALALA: Call this a

the old fool!
kraal. More like

a prison.

couldn't come. My beer's been wasted on these
dogs and hyenas. What does she say, Mtetwa,
what does Fusane say about coming here?
MTETWA: What can she say, Shabangu.
SHABANGU: Eh, I think your Mfundisi wants
her for himself. He was here today....
MTETWA: Oh, he's mad, Shabangu, mad!
Forget him.
SHABANGU: But, Fusane. Is she happy? What
does she say?
MTETWA: Err ... Well ... What can she say?
SHABANGU: Well, next week, eh? Next week.
Mtetwa, you dog, you made me wait a long
time. She was ripe long ago.
MTETWA: Oh, no Shabangu, she was still
growing. Treat her well, eh? But I played with
you, Shabangu. I should have made a big gap
in your herd.
MAGAGULA: Aw, not in Shabangu's. No, not
in his herd. There would have been no sign
that any cattle had left. This is Shabangu-whodoesn't-get-finished. Why he can lobola all the
girls in this district....
SHABANGU:
(Softly) Fusane Fusane. Mywife. Eh, you bore me a beautiful wife, Mtetwa.
MAGAGULA: A gun of a girl.
SHABANGU: (With resolution) Mtetwa, tie up
your dogs tonight.
MTETWA: (Alarmed) Eh?
SHABANGU:
You heard me, Mtetwa. I'm
visiting her tonight. I'm seeing the missis....
MTETWA: No, no, Shabangu! Not tonight.
Wait until next week....
SHABANGU: What no? I'm coming. Tie up
your dogs. (Chuckles) Fusane. I'm visiting the
missis. (Shouts) La-Mkize, shake your fat buttocks and bring some beer for my father-in-law.
(Softly) Tonight is tonight....

•

FUSANE: Get out! Get
SHABANGU: (Speech is

out of my hut!
slurred) But my wife.
My darling dudu s'thandwa sami. My little
missis. Come ... Eh, she has spirit. (Chuckles)
I like that.
FUSANE: Father Shabangu, you're drunk. Go
away!
SHABANGU:
Now, now. None of that!
Father! Eh, look at this! A bed. A nice bed
with nice soft springs. He! He! Ntsefestefestefe ! I'll sleep nicely tonight ... Ab, my little
wife ... come. Give your old man a kiss.
FUSANE: Keep away from me!
SHABANGU: A spirited young heifer this. But
I'll tame you. I'll tame you - or this wouldn't
be Shabangu! Got you! Ccme on now. This
won't do.
FUSANE: (Panting) Leave me! Let go of me!
SHABANGU: Ah, they all say that ... but after
... Ha, ha ! Then they sing my praises.
(Struggling and panting) There ... on the bed
. .. that's where you belong.. '.'
FUSANE: Leave me! Leave me ... or I'll
.
SHABANGU: I've left you ... too long
as
it is. I want to find out what my cattle bought.
So you'd bite me, eh? There ... eh, but she's
a strong young heifer, this one ... Ha, but
you've met an old bull....
(Fusane hits Shabangu with her wooden
pillow several times. Shabangu groans and
[continued on p. 86.
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Liberating
Portuguese Guinea
from within

and we asked the people to see the
ments of the state in the liberated areas.
papers of Portugal that the Portuguese
We are now studying the procedure to
journalists told the truth about our
adopt for the creation of an organ paralcountry. We understand that the Ambaslel to the party, to lead this state, but
sador in London doesn't know the situathe headquarters of this organ will be
tion in our country.
necessarily inside our country and this
GINWALA: I see. I'd like to go back a bit
organ will enable us to have easier work
into the history of your struggle and your
in the international field.
party. I believe it was founded in 1956. GINWALA: But this organ hasn't been set
AMILCAR CABRAL
Did you start an armed struggle immeup yet?
interviewed by
diately?
CABRAL: At this moment we have created
CABRAL : We had several phases of the
some committees parallel to the party
FRENE GINWALA
fight. After the creation of our party,
for the administration of the country
and we created our party underground
and in a few months we create this organ.
because of the surveillance of the Portu- GINWALA: SO of necessity the help you can
guese, we began the political work; first
get in Europe would be from individuals
in the towns. But in 1959 during a strike
and organisations and not from gOfJernGINWALA: Mr. Cabral, you have been reof dockers, Portuguese troops killed
ments?
ported as saying that the struggle in Pormany people, and we understood in this CABRAL: It depends on the government.
tuguese Guinea has now entered a new
time that it was not good to fight ...
We believe that all people living in peace
phase. Could you perhaps elaborate this?
non-violent, and in the towns also. And
CABRAL: Really the struggle in my country
and freedom will help us, and if there
we begin the work in the countryside.
are governments interested to help us we
is now in a new phase. First because we
We organised peasant people and in
have liberated enough part of our terriwill receive help with satisfaction.
August 1961 after the beginning of the GINWALA: How much help are you getting
tory to create new problems. In these
struggle in Angola, our party declared
from African countries?
liberated areas, which we estimate at
the passage to direct action; sabotage, CABRAL : You see in our party we think
about 40% of the country, we have
economic sabotage principally. In 1963
that the fundamental help comes from
now new problems; we have problems
we begin with the general armed fight.
for the administration of the country, we
our people and that other help is good
These are the phases of our fight.
and is enough. We expect from other
have problems for the education of the
people and also for establishing com- GINWALA: Now, where did you train your
people the help they can give, not the
troops and your guerillas and where did
merce - the internal commerce, and we
help we need. Until now the Committee
you get arms for your struggle?
have also problems of health and of social
of Nine of the O.A.D. have given us
considerable financial help and material
assistance in general. During last year CABRAL : Our people were trained in the
forests of our country. We utilised only
we did a great work in this field accordhelp. Other states like Algeria, Ghana
the conditions of our country to prepare
and so on gave us also help.
ing to the resolutions of the Congress of
for our struggle and the people that GINWALA: It strikes me, Mr. Cabral, from
our party. On the other hand in the
trained these soldiers were African milimilitary field we have created our guerilla
what you said that your movement has
tary coming from the Portuguese Army.
army last November. This army enabled
a very fundamental difference from
The first arms we got were the arms
us to extend the struggle to all the nonmost of the nationalist mOfJements in
that these people took for us from the
liberated areas. We think now of new
Africa in that it is very firmly based in
Portuguese Army. Also we tried all the
phases of the fight and we are preparing
the country itself. It's not an exile moveundergrouud possibilities to get arms.
to develop this fight until victory against
ment, is this true?
Actually after the creation of the O.A.U. CABRAL: You see, our party since the comthe Portuguese forces.
we received arms from the African counGINWALA: When you say you have liberated
mencement, the beginning of our political
tries in general.
large areas, just how much is this area?
struggle, we established this principleCABRAL : About 40% of the country and GINWALA: Now, what support do you exa fight of a people is their affair, is the
pect from Europe? What support do you
the population is about 350,000.
own people to this fight, and like all
want from Europe?
GINWALA: Now the Portuguese have denied,
sentiments is inside, is the interior devethe Ambassador in London, I under- CABRAL: First, political support, that is to
lopment that determines all other things.
say we don't believe that the European
stand, last week denied you had liberated
We refused completely to be an exiled
people and the governments of Europe
anything at all. Do you have any commovement.
ment on that?
are alive to the fascist government of GINWALA: Where are your leaders?
CABRAL : You see, first, the Minister of
Salazar. Second, we hope that all kinds CABRAL : All the leaders are inside the
of organisations and also governments
Defence of Portugal himself already in
country, only four leaders are generally
1963 told in a press conference in Lisbon
can supply us in the fundamentals that
out, but going and coming back inside
that we controlled 15% of our country,
the country.
we need, like articles of primary necessity - clothes, medicals things, salt, GINWALA: Now, you as Secretary-General,
sugar, milk and so on. In this time of
are you normally based outside Portuour struggle it is more important for us
guese Guinea?
to get economic help than, even weapons. CABRAL: Until the armed fight, yes, but
A M I L CAR CAB R A L, secretary-general of GINWALA: Who does one give this econoafter the armed fight I am normally
mic help to? Do you have a government
based inside and the President of our
the African Party for the Independence of
in exile?
party is in house arrest in Bissau, the
Guinea and Cape Verde, is at present visitcapital.
ing Europe in order to gain support for his CABRAL: No, we don't have a government
in exile, because our party is against GINWALA: SO, when you leave, after your
party and to publicise its activities.
travels in Europe, you will, in fact, rethis. Our party always thinks it is the
turn to Portuguese Guinea.
development of the struggle that deterF R E N E GIN W A L A, a South African and
mines our political comportment. And CABRAL : Yes, to Portuguese Guinea, imformer editor of Spearhead, Dar es Salaam,
mediately.
now we realise that we have in our
is with the Transcription Centre, Londcm,
country a state, we have all the instru- GINWALA: Thank you Mr. Cabral.
to wh€Jm this interview is acknowledged.

•
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Fusane's
Trial
C. J. DRIVER

Aged twenty-six
I am afraid to die,
That last night's dream
Of an old fat-faced man
Trapped in a war of sweat
Might take my face from me.
Aged twenty-five
I caught a disease
Of each alone in a cage,
Who in goes striding
And out comes crawling
To daily dying flesh.
Aged twenty-four
I saw how hunger
Shoved its thin fingers
Into each skin and eye
Till abstractions lived
In define of bone.
Aged twenty-three
I spoke out bravely,
Named the people's needs Declared my private war,
Great abstractions made
Of love and death and pain.
These celebrations of age
Have jumped each fact
With new lust, new flesh Till I trouble my bones
With a love each year
And each love a last.
But I am devised
Only a means to die;
What is now, what was,
Must share my cage
With that fat-faced man
Who comes, my age himself.

Fusane screams repeatedly. Mtetwa and MaMtetwa come running into the hut.)
MA-MTETWAH Fusane! Fusane!
MTETWA: What is it? Oh, God!
MA-MTETWA: (Seeing Shabangu) Oh! Shabangu! Shabangu!
FUSANE: (Sobbing hysterically)
(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS)
NDUNA: What is it? What's happening?
MA-MTETWA: Oh, Nduna! It's Fusane. She's
hit Shabangu with her wooden pillow. Look.
MTETWA: (Alarmed) I can't hear him breathing.
NDUNA:
Let me listen. (Pause) He's not
breathing. He's dead.
MA-MTETWA: Dead?
MTETWA: Dead!
NDUNA: Dead.
MA-MTETWA: Fusane, what have you done?
MTETWA: Shabangu dead? Dead?
NDUNA: Oh, Fusane, my dear. My darling.
FUSANE: Oh, Nduna, Nduna. He tried to
rape me.
MTETWA: What are we going to do now?
MA-MTETWA: (Gives death ululation)

•

(FIERCE DIN OF VOICES)
Fusane Mtetwa! Fusane Mtetwa 1 Are you sitting on your ears! Wake up!
This isn't your mother's house. This is prison.
You're used to killing people. Take. Things for
you. That old man there!
MTETWA: Here. This way, Fusane. It's your
father. I'm here. Oh, this noise. How are you,
Fusane? Can you hear me?
FUSANE: Yes, I hear you. I'm all right.
MTETWA: Your mother greets. Oh, this noise.
Mother greets you. And Mfundisi. They greet
you. Do you hear me?
FUSANE: Yes. Thank them father.
MTETWA: What, Fusane? What did you say?
I don't hear you.
FUSANE: Thank mother and Mfundisi.
MTETWA: Yes. Yes. I'll do that. Is there anything you want?
FUSANE: No. Nothing. I'm all right.
MTETWA: We're buying you a lawyer. Do
you hear? We're buying you a lawyer.
WARDRESS: Time up! I said time up! Next.
FUSANE: Goodbye, father.
WARDRESS: Are you deaf, you murdering
bitch! Old man, go away. Don't cry. They
haven't hanged her yet. Next. Look sharp.
WARDRESS:

•

In the Supreme Court of Swaziland
at Mbabane. Regina v Fusane Mtetwa. That
the accused, Fusane Mtetwa, is guilty of the
crime of Culpable Homicide. In that on the
19th day of September 1964, (Begin slow fade)
and at Mashobeni, within the jurisdiction of the
ahove Court, the accused did....
CLERK:

PROSECUTOR: ••• and that hy repeatedly striking the deceased - an old man - on the head
used force in excess of that warranted by the
situation. In short, your Lordship, the Crown

will prove that the accused is guilty of the
alleged crime of Culpable Homicide. The
Crown will call two witnesses. (Pause) Your
Lordship, I now call Police Sergeant Amos
Nkomo.
(Pause)
CLERK: Place your right hand on the Bible
and repeat after me: I swear that the evidence
which I shall give....
Thank you.
the defence have any questions?
questions, your Lordship.
I now call witness for the prosecution, N duna Nkosi.
ORDERLY: Nduna Nkosi.
JUDGE: (Pause) Swear in the witness.
CLERK: Place your right hand on the Bible
and repeat after me: I swear that the evidence
which I shall giveNDUNA: I swear that the evidence which I
shall give....
PROSECUTOR:
JUDGE: Does
LAWYER: No
PROSECUTOR:

NDUNA: Yes,
PROSECUTOR:

•

sir. He was dead.
Thank you. The Crown rests,

your Lordship.
LAWYER: Are you well acquainted with the
accused?
NDUNA: Yes, sir. I wish to marry her.
LAWYER: Does that mean you are betrothed
to her?
NDUNA: No, sir. That was not possible.
LAWYER: Would you pleaC)e explain why.
NDUNA: Her father pledged her to old man
Shabangu. (Hotly) She hated him. He was forcing her. But she loves me. We were going to
run away.
ALL: (Munnur in court)
ORDERLY: Silence in Court.
LAWYER:
(Considerately) Just one more
question. On the night in question, did the
accused ask you to do anything?
NDUNA: Yes. She asked me to report to the
police.
LAWYER: And did you do that?
NDUNA: Yes, sir.
LAWYER: (Gently) Thank you. No further
questions, your Lordship. With your Lordship's
permission I will call my first witness, the
Reverend Alfred Magwaza.
(Murmuring of crowd)
CLERK: Place your right hand on the Bible
and repeat after me: I swear that the evidence
which I shall giveMFUNDISI: I swear that the evidence which
I shall give....
MFUNDISI: Yes. I went to see her father that
evening. And I also talked to Shabangu.
LAWYER: And what did they say?
MFUNDISI:
They were detennined to go
through with it.
LAWYER : In your opinion is the accused a
violent or reckless person?
MFUNDISI: Oh, no. Indeed not. She is a
very gentle and conscientious young woman.
And hardworking too. She helps to support her
family with her dressmaking.
LAWYER: Thank you, Reverend Mapaza.
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PROSECUTOR: Reverend ,Magwaza, this assessment of the accused's character is, of course,
just your own opinion.
?viFUNDISI: Well, yes.
PROS ECUTOR : Would it be true to say that
generally speaking people are on their best
behaviour with ministers of the church?
MFUNDISI: Perhaps. I don't know.
PROSECUTOR: Isn't it possible that you saw
only the best side of the accused's nature?
MFUNDISI: Well ... I have known her many
years.
PROSECUTOR: Thank you.
LAWYER : I now call the accused's father,
Kufa Mtetwa.
JUDGE: I think this is a convenient time to
adjourn. We will hear the next witness' evidence when the court reassembles.
ORDERLY: Rise in court.
ALL: (Murmur of voices)

•

LAWYER : Do you love your daughter, Mr.
Mtetwa?
MTETWA: Yes, she's my child.
LAWYER: How old is she?
MTETWA: Eighteen.
LAWYER: How old was she when- you betrothed her to Shabangu?
MTETWA: She was six.
LAWYER : She is a mature girl. Why hasn't
she gone to Shabangu before this?
MTETWA: Shabangu kept asking for her. He
said she was old enough but I kept putting him
off until I could do so no longer. He wanted
,her with red eyes.
LAWYER: And why have you kept her at
home all this time?
MTETWA: I wanted her to grow up.
LAWYER : Isn't it true that you wanted her
at home because she supported the family with
money from her dressmaking?
MTETWA: Well, yes. The harvests have been
bad.
LAWYER: What were your daughter's feelings
towards Shabangu - the man you betrothed
her to?
MTETWA: She didn't want him.
LAWYER: And knowing this you were forcing
her to go to him?
MTETWA: She was already betrothed. Shabangu paid five head of cattle.
LAWYER: But she did not want Shabangu.
MTETWA: She is my child. She has to do
what I want.
LAWYER : Including marrying a man she did
not want? Leaving the man she had chosen
herself?
MTET\\,TA: I am her father. Shabangu was
wealthy. He would have looked nicely after her.
LAWYER : You were forcing her - weren't
you?
~{TETWA: Female children have no choice....
LAWYER: What about male children?
MTETWA: They're different. They are men.
LAWYER: On the night in question, did you
know that Shabangu was going to visit your
daughter at your kraal?
MTETWA: I did.

LAWYER: You did not stop him?
MTETWA: No. It was his right to do so.
LAWYER : And don't you think it's wrong to
force your daughter?
MTETWA: No. It's the custom. Her mother
was given to me. It's the custom of my people.
It may be hard but I was doing nothing wrong.
I was doing nothing wrong. (Sobs)
LAWYER : Are you sorry that your daughter
is in this trouble?
MTETWA: I could die. But what could I do?
Tell me? I had eaten Shabangu's cattle....
LAWYER: Y-ou could have let her marry the
man she loves - Nduna Nkosi.
MTETWA: Yes, I could. I should have listened
to Mfundisi Magwaza. But I am an old man
- I follow the old ways. Times have changed.
But it's the custom. The custom. (Breaks down
in sobs) My poor child. My poor child.
LAWYER: That is all, your Lordship.
PROSECUTOR: I have no questions, your Lordship.
JUDGE: Orderly, help the old man down.
(Pause) Does Counsel for the Defence wish to
address the Court?
LAWYER: If it please your Lordship. Your
Lordship, this is an obvious case of self-defence.
I submit, your Lordship, that the Crown has
failed to prove that the accused acted recklessly
or in any way used more force than was necessary to defend herself. I submit that she struck
the deceased.... She is a victim of a custom
that belongs to the past. Are we to allow ourselves to be encumbered by dead, sterile and
barbarous customs as we march into the future?
Your Lordship, I hope not. I respectfully ask
this Court to return a verdict of not guilty.

To the Editors
Semantic Confusion
SIR,-Africa is an absurd place, absurd in the
true sense of Camus' definition of the absurd.
To a visitor perhaps its absurdity is its most
telling characteristic. There are forty-two countries in Africa, most of which seem to be
attempting to play out their own versions of The
Mouse that Roared. Political propaganda in
Africa exceeds everything else in its absurdity.
Here is a good example of the "polemics"
which reverberate around Africa: (This appeared
in a regular publication of one of the most sophisticated political groups on the continent, one
of the underground South African groups).
WHAT WE UNDERSTAND BY NON-ALIGNMENT
We recognise the policy of non-alignment as
seeking a realistic and humane solution of

ALL: (Murmur in court)

•

JUDGE: .•. and after consultation with the
Assessors, I find the prisoner not guilty of the
charge. I therefore direct that she be released
from custody forthwith.
ALL: (Loud murmur in court)

(TRAFFIC NOISES)
MA-MTETWA: Fusane, my childl Oh, Fusanel
FUSANE: Mother I Mother! (Sobs)
MFUNDISI: Let them weep.
FUSANE: Oh, father.
MTETWA: Fusane! My daughter. My own
little girl. You forgive your father. You forgive
your old father.
.
MFUNDISI: It's over. It's all over.
FUSANE: Mfundisi and Ma-Magwaza?
MA-MAGWAZA: How are you, my girl?
FUSANE: I'm all right, Ma-Magwaza. I'm
all right. Thank you for all you've done for
me. Oh the sky and sun and birds circling high.
MFUNDISI: Have you forgotten Nduna?
FUSANE: Mfundisi!
MFUNDISI: Yes, I know. We were young too
once, eh, Patience?
MTETWA: Take her Nduna, son of Nkosi.
Take her my son. Look after her nicely. She's
yours.
MFUNDISI: Didn't I tell you, Fusane, didn't
I tell you I'd marry you and N duna ? I did.
Yes, I did.
•
Fusane's Trial was produced in the African
Service of the B.B.C., London, on 25th Nooember, 1964.

the problems of the day. We do not regard
the policy of non-alignment as the expression
of passive aloofness to international situations as they develop in the atmosphere of
"cold war" between the western imperialist
powers led by U.S. imperialism and the
countries of the Warsaw Pact who enjoy the
support of progressive mankind in so far as
they played a decisive role in 1956 to stop
the tripartite imperialist aggression against the
heroic United Arab Republic led by President
Gamal Abdel Nassar, and in the Carribean
crisis when the V.S.S.R. acted in a glorious
and sober manner to prevent the U.S. warmongers from pushing the world into the
abyss of thennonuclear war. There are
numerous other....
Which perhaps goes to prove how very important the misuse of the language is in Africa
today; generally the misuse of the English language. Such semantic confusion was responsible
for the expulsion of the two U.S. diplomats from
Tanzania in January 1965, leading to the subsequent near-rupture of relations between the U.S.
and Tanzania.
D. E. STEWARD
Tanga, Tanzania

[shortened]
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OLD
WALL
FACE

BILL MARSHALL

of a rocky mountain stood a humble village. Among its inhabitants were a group of merry old men. Theirs
was the life of people brought up in a special way under the maxim of village life in which they grow to like and enjoy it. Apan from
the usual work of farming, these old folks had taken to distilling local gin secretly, somewhere in the forest, to meet the growing demand from the big towns, and to help augment their finances in times of poor yields from the farms.
Among this group of law-breakers was my dear old father. He never seemed to enjoy the fun of his colleagues, and was always
glum and taciturn. For instance, he would not join them in whistling that same old tune his mates never forgot after a good session
at the secret place. He would not even play that accordion which lay dusty and dormant on the table in the corner of the room. At
times he would just gaze into empty space biting the end of his pipe. His face was without expression. I had once punched a village
boy on the nose for describing my father as " Old Wall-face." Not that it wasn't a fair label, but did he have to say that to my'
face? I punched his nose and we became good friends ever after.
SOMEWHERE AT THE FOOT

MY FATHER HAD BEEN like this since I grew to know him. He would talk of nothing save the old black curse which, according to him,
had been cast on him.
He had known no happiness since. "Your poor mother was such a good companion of my life," he once murmured to me in a
deep husky voice. "I'm sorry, my son, sorry that you lost both your mother and your little sister. That is the worst luck I can think
of ever befalling a man. But you've grown up a nice boy. My only comfort in life." He turned his face away from me and I knew
his eyes were filled with tears. I couldn't ask him why he was crying because my eyes were also filled with tears. He lit his earthenware pipe and puffed a thick cloud of smoke. I could smell the familiar tobacco.
My mother had died through delivery when I was but a toddling three, and I had been brought up under the tender care of
my father. Our village lay on the southern bank of a little river in which we used to fish together. On one of our fishing trips, my
father had told me of the black devil whose curse had killed a man in the neighbouring village. I had heard a lot of these strange
stories to my liking and out of simple childish curiosity, I popped out, "Father, and would you say that this black devil had taken
all our sheep that have been missing?" He looked at me with his familiar pan-face and said, " Of course, my son, and these folks in
that village never found old Sambo's body till this day. I only hope you'll grow to believe it some day."
THIS STORY HAD HAUNTED me all day long but that would not stop me from going to hunt birds on the cocoa farms. My father had
warned me against this and I had waved it aside with boyish impudence. I had taken to hunting since we began having less to do on
our new cassava farm. I loved birds, especially their fine feathers ;and when I had accumulated a basketful of fine multi-coloured
feathers I would one day make a comfortable pillow with them. I would sleep on it and I would have pleasant dreams, perhaps about
fine birds. I thought to myself: so I must shoot some more birds and add more feathers to what I have. There was no stopping me. I
wished my father shared this ambition with me.
For some odd reason, he decided to share my interest in birds. I would find him standing a few yards away and he would even ask
me the names of some of the birds. I usually knew when he was coming near. I could smell his pipe a good distance away, so I
would prepare to tell him about some new birds I had found. They were always the cousins of the ones I already knew, and I would
tell him why their colours differed. These were all my own formulations and I hoped myoid man believed me. I knew he did,
because he would stroke my tufty hair and say I was clever.
IT WAS ONE fine morning. The African sun was blazing like a furnace. We had been working on our new farm by the river. At noon,
it became so warm we retired under a big shady tree that spread its graceful branches over the stream. Mter a short treatment to his
pipe, my father lit the old favourite and gave a few puffs. The smoke rose slowly till it disappeared among the trees. He was enjoying it. I stared at him for a long time trying to find out why he differed from the other fathers in the village. I only saw what
that cheeky boy said: "Old Wall-face." I smiled to myself and my father smiled back. I wondered what he was smiling at; per-
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haps at a similar recollection. It is interesting how memories could work on people. He took his pipe from between his teeth and
said to me: "Tuli, will you go and bring some food from the village? And don't forget to bring some water from the large pot
under the mango tree." These injunctions made me feel funny inside. The sort of funny feeling one gets, as a child, without rhyme
or reason. To walk all that distance to the village and back. All on my own? I was afraid something might happen to me, or perhaps
my father. I was sixteen then and had been in the company of my father most of the time. Always together. My father knew what
was going through me, because he patted me on the shoulder and said, " My son, you'll have to pick up courage like a big boy.
You are a big boy now; big enough to stand on your own feet. This vast land of mine will be all yours some day when I'm no more.
Everyone has to die some day, but old men die first. Look at my age, (he pointed to his not-too-grey hair), I shall not be too young
if I died now. I've taught you many things, you know all my borders from east to west and can handle my gun like any other youngster on this land. I reckon you're not a lazy 'un on the farm either. So you must pick up courage and live like a man when I am no
more."
EVERY WORD SOUNDED like the blacksmith's hammer. Would he leave me one day to face this big, big wide world all on my own,
and perhaps to pick up courage to defend myself against that old black devil he had so often spoken of? My father had been my
guide all my life and what would this big, big wide world mean to me without him? I raised my eyes and when they met his, they
were filled with tears. "Father," I sobbed, "I understand." Even though I didn't know what I understood. He stroked my tufty
hair and said I was a good boy. I turned and walked towards our village.
His gun was resting comfortably against a young cocoa tree when I returned but my father was nowhere. I called, yelled and
hallowed but in reply, an owl hooted back. How I hated owls! I had almost yelled myself hoarse and was on the brink of tears when
I heard the sound of heavy footsteps behind me. I turned round in rapt anticipation only to be shocked by what I thought I saw. I
knew I saw him because he spoke to me. He was a tall man with a long black staff in his long hairy hand. His eyes, which shone into
mine, were like diamonds from King Solomon's mines. He bore all the features of the black devil that my father had spoken of. His
lips sheathed a row of large white teeth and his protruding forehead stood like a cooking pot. I stepped back with fear, holding
on to my father's gun. This made him laugh rather weirdly, revealing his giant teeth, and said; "So your father asked you to pick
up courage against me, eh? Him you will behold no more, and you will not need that courage against me, the Old Black Devil of
all times! "
THAT AFTERNOON WAS A STORMY ONE and it saw me walking along the banks of the stream. I could feel the wind biting my face,
almost tearing my clothes from me. I held my father's gun firmly in my hand. It was my only companion, my last straw. There
was little water in the river but it was running as usual. The white pebbles were more prominent than ever. The sun shone partially
on the water and it looked cleaner than I had ever known it, so the temptation to drink from it was simply irresistible. I knelt down
to drink but, to my horror, I saw the image of the black devil reflected in the water. My heart flew out of me. Was it my childish
imagination or a reality? I sprang to my feet and found myself facing him. He was standing at the other bank of the river more
devilish than ever. Filled with fear, and perhaps a little courage, I boomed: "You Black Devil of old, the robber of my happiness
and the cause of my father's sorrows, wait till I teach you a lesson!" And without waiting for him to reton or call some evil curse
on me I pulled the trigger of my father's gun. The shot sounded like a cannon. He screamed wildly and then moaning almost to a
whisper, he murmured: "Oh you young man of great courage, my life is no more at your gun's end. Adieu!" He sank into the
ground, melting into a thin stream of blood that ran into the river we used to fish.
I stood there like a tree stump, not knowing what to do. Then from the distance, I thought I heard my father calling. "Too,
I told you not to play with that gun!" Was it my boyish imagination or a reality? I smelt the familiar tobacco and knew it was a
reality. I turned and saw my father coming and smiling in a way I had never seen him smile before. I wondered why that boy in
the village called him" Old Wall-face."
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of the Dutch Reformed Churches withdrew
from membership in the World Council of
Churches there was great concern because it
was realised that real communication with
the largest body of Christians in the Republic would virtually cease. There are, of
course, many other Christian communities in
South Africa who are members of worldwide organisations: e.g. Lutheran, Methodist, Anglican, Roman Catholic, etc; thus a
wide exchange of personnel, and thought,
takes place all the time.
A little over a year ago the British Council of Churches decided that there is a good
deal of confusion in the minds of their
members as to how their brethren in South
Mrica are faring, what is their attitude to
the racial pattern of the Republic, and to
what extent - if at all - this is a concern
for British Christians. A committee was
appointed which, in due course, produced
a report which quickly became controversial.
Wisely the officials of the B.C.C. decided
that the only thing would be to publish the
report and let it speak for itself. This has
now been done in the form of an attractive
paper-back. It is good to know that it is on
sale in the Republic in spite of containing
quotations by banned persons (we have just
learned that one book-seller is so surprised
he is asking legal advice as to whether a
retailer would be guilty of an offence in
offering it for sale, in spite of release by the
censor board).
or sections:
1. In fourteen pages of introductory
matter is stated the facts which led to the
establishment of the working committee. In
20 numbered paragraphs are stated the
various possibilities for the development of
the country as a whole (my italics) which
THERE ARE THREE PARTS,

face South Africa. Actions taken in the past
by the British Government and the British
Churches are also reviewed together with
some suggestions made from time to time.
I t is from this section, paragraph 47, that
much misunderstanding has arisen. Describing various policies the writer of the introduction refers to the policy of sanctions with
these words" The justification for this policy
is seen by its supporters in the doctrine of
prophylactic violence." Some hasty readers
were so mesmerised by the words that they
spread abroad that the British Council of
Churches advocated sanctions as a form of
prophylactic violence. In actual fact the subsequent report itself deprecates sanctions, at
any rate if enforced by invasion.
THE SECOND SECTION, AND BODY of the book,
is the report itself. Obviously such a weighty
document must be read, it cannot be summarised. What stands out is that at the end
the working committee do not leave the
Council in any doubt as to their conviction
that the situation is very grave, constituting
a challenge to everything which is summed
up in statements issued on human, and race
relations by such international bodies as the
United Nations and the World Council of
Churches. As Britain is a member of both
those bodies the working committee maintain she cannot escape responsible action to
show complete distrust of apartheid policies,
but, the working committee say, it will not
be enough for Britain to depend only on
resolutions passed in general assemblies,
positive action is essential. To this end the
report section concludes with some very
striking proposals the working committee ask
the Council to discuss with government
representatives. The committee is to be congratulated on the hard work it must have
put into these detailed suggestions which
again cannot be summarised, they call for
study. The last section of the book consists
of 21 appendices which alone are worth the
price of the book.
Few people will be completely satisfied
with the report, or its recommendations.
Timorous people will find it too radical,
while some radical people will regret the
forthright comments on sanctions. But a
little reflection will show that it has gone
as far as any Church document has the
right to do. The function of Church leadership is to analyse facts in search of truth,
and to indicate how the service of God
must be absolute, whatever the pressures of
the state. It is to be hoped that it will be
widely read in the Republic, in spite of the
fact that it is actually addressed to Christians
in Britain. If there is suppressed fury, or
open hostility it will be good, for by such
means is conscience awakened, and the
greatest of all needs in white South Africa
is an awakened national conscience.
•

Origin East Africa: A. \tlakerere Anthology
edited by David Cook (Heinemann's Mrican
Writers' Series)
THIS IS A REFRESHING and adventurous collection of short stories, poems and plays by young
East African writers, some of whom
ames
Ngugi, for instance) now have established reputations, and others who have never been published before. The publishers and editor of this
skilfully compiled anthology should be congratulated for taking this chance of encouraging
young and unknown writers, a risk which has
been fully justified because the book is already
. selling well in Africa; it should be widely read
in Britain, too.
The declared intention of this anthology is
to urge young East African writers to be less
diffident about their work, in the just belief that
the sweet smell of success - or the sweet smell
of a publisher - will give them the confidence,
which most writers need, to develop. But apart
from its good intentions, this book deserves attention in its own right. The writing has a direct
and mature grace, completely free of posturing,
that makes it specially notable.
Twenty of the twenty-five contributors are
from Kenya, the Republic of Tanzania and
Uganda; the others include two Malawians, a
Nigerian, an American and a Briton; all studied
English at Makerere and this collection of their
work was drawn from seventeen issues of Penpoint, the English Department magazine.
There are four excellent stories by J ames
Ngugi, whose delicacy and sharply controlled
passion is particularly effective in " The Return,"
a short story about an Emergency detainee
returning home to his village after years in a
detention camp. Mr. Ngugi captures, with a taut
sensitivity, the complicated strangeness of reality
to anyone who has been shut off in the mad
unreality of captivity:
"The road was long. Whenever he took a
step forward, little clouds of dust rose, whirled
angrily behind him, and then slowly settled

a

Blank Spot

Africa To Me by Emily Hahn (Seeker and
Warburg)
EMILY HAHN, A FREQUENT CONTRIBUTOR to the
New Yorker magazine, has collected in this
book a number of her pieces of reportage on
Africa; competent, superficial, chatty pleasantries. In her note at the front of the book she
candidly apologises for the fact that much of
her material is now out-of-date, which undoubtedly it is. She is most readable in her modest,
factual descriptions of Nigerian Independence
celebrations, but her oh-what-a-jolly-gymkhana
tone of voice can become tedious and even repellent. C".•. I asked the chief what he thought of
Lumumba's recent shenanigans....")
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Tracing
the Attitudes
Shula Marks

again ... with every step he seemed more and
m<!re c?nscious of the hardness and apparent
ammoslty of the road. Not that he looked
down; on the contrary, he looked straight
ahead as if he would, any time now, see a
familiar object that would hail him as a
friend and tell him that he was near home.
But the road stretched on."
Mr. Ngugi and two other talented contributors - Peter Nazareth and Elvania Namukwaya Zirimu - are now, we learn from the back
of this book, studying at Leeds University, and
it would be valuable to know how they feel they
are progressing there.
~HE THRE.E POE~S

by David Rubadiri are partIcularly Interestmg, and are revisions of some
of his earlier work. His fine poem, "Stanley
Meets Mutesa," concerned, as much but not all
of the writing in this book is, with the mixed
emotions when whites first gatecrashed into
African territory, ends with these lines:
" The tall dark-tyrant steps forward
He towers over the thin bearded whiteman
Then grabbing his lean white hand
Manages to whisper
~ M tu mweupe karibu '
White man you are welcome,
The gate of reeds closes behind them
And the west is let in."
All the contributors in this volume interest
me - I greatly enjoyed the tongue-in-cheek
humour of Gabriel Gicogo's story, "The Sword
of Njeru " - and as I haven't the space to disc.uss them. all, I can only hope they will in
time contnbute to The New African and enrich
our readers with the exciting creative writing
that is growing in Africa. Can you hear us,
Misses Kokunda and Zirimu, and Messrs.
Waiguru, Haji, Nagenda, Hokororo, Gatuiria,
K?unga, Chacha, Mkapa, Ngugi, Rubadiri,
GIC?gO, Eyakuz:, Kaggwa, Kariara, McCarthy,
K:anenye~ Ba~erJee, Kagwe, Ngulukulu, Mutiga,
Atyegbusl, Nazareth and Bing?
•
She is very loyal to her friends, and quotes
what she calls a "lighthearted" letter from a
Kenya settler called John who wrote to her during t~e. Emergency: " We are told by the
authontles that we must carry guns at all times
the idea being that the cook might shoot us.
doubt it, but I confess I have often thought of
shooting the cook."
John, she tells us, no longer speaks so " lightheartedly." Which is pretty decent of him.

i

has this sentence
near the beginning: "In South Africa, though
not in other African countries, the word for a
nat~ve is 'native '." She then chirpily refers to
natlyes all the way thro~gh, reserving the word
Afncans for those countnes where Africans have
the power - and therefore the respectability? to make her avoid offending them too much.
Parts of her book seem stunningly pointless,
such as her first chapter called cc The Great
Blank Spot." That's an excellent summing up,
although I'm sure that her intentions are, on
the whole, good.
B.M. •
HER CHAPTER ON SOUTH AFRICA

The I1nage 0/ Africa by Philip D. Curtin
(Macmillan, 50s.)
Records of the African Association, 1788-1831,
edited by Robin Hallett (Nelson, 70s.)

~T IS A BRA ~E .MAN

who attempts a history of
Ideas. and theIr lll1pact on history. Yet Professor
Curtln has succeeded in doing precisely this in
catching the intangible, in tracing the " unst~ted
assumptions" one set of people hold about another and in showing how this affected their
actions and policies. Thus while at one level
his book is a study of "colonial policy" in
West Africa, at another, much deeper and more
satisfying one, it is a perceptive account of
British attitudes and ideas about Africa and
the Africans. These attitudes and ideas arose
out of circumstances far wider than those set
within the geographical limits of the bookWest Africa - and with repercussions far wider
than its chronological limits - 1780-1850. Indeed it can be argued that we are still sufferin a
from these repercussions today, more than ~
century later, for the image of Africa as the
"dark continent," and of Africans as "inferior" has lingered on and has -affected colonial
policy and practice, to say nothing of human
relationships in three continents.
As the author himself remarks, perhaps one
of tl~e most striking aspects of this study is
~hat It ~eveals how little ideas in Europe were
In fact Influenced by the realities of the situation in Africa. Although there was far more
information at the close of the period than at
the beginning, ideas about Africa were no closer
to the truth in 1850 than they had been at the
end of the eighteenth century. Armchair philosophers in Europe tended to draw on those
pieces of information from Africa which suited
their own preconceived systems of thought so
that the final image reflected not so ~uch
reality as the filtered, selected and reworked
picture of reality necessary to support European presuppositions and theories about the
tropics and. its inhabitants. This was especially
the case WIth the development of "scientific"
racism, where in addition to general and not
unusual xenophobia and cultural chauvinism
an entire system of thought about black me~
and their place in the heirarchical structure of
creation, greatly influenced by the speculations
of biologists, wa s foisted on to Africa. New
facts from Africa were adopted to confirm old
prejudices, and new prejudices were in tum
evolved, with all the authority of contemporary
" science" behind them. As ~ these became accepted and absorbed in turn, new generations
of officials and observers of various sortstraders,
missionaries,
explorers - went
to
Africa already "knowing" what to find.

PROFESSOR CURTIN'S BOOK does far more
than trace the rise of misconceptions about
Africa. It is also a mine of fascinating and
valuable information on the development of
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Of Myth
and Men
Breyten Breytenbach

African studies in Great Britain in almost
every field. The sections on tropical medicine
are particularly excellent. The picture - and
reality - of Africa as a "'Nhite man's grave"
has only been changed relatively recently. The
apparent difference in the mortality of Africans
and Europeans from tropical disease was a substantial "fact" which seemed to support
theories of biologically determined racial differences. Its effect on the European penetration
of Africa cannot be overestimated.
All in all, this a book of outstanding interest
not only to Africanists, but also to the social
scientist interested in the evolution of race
relations and to the historian of contemporary
European thought.
THE RECORDS OF THE AFRICAN ASSOCIATION fit
neatly into a corner of Professor Curtin's book,
and partly illuminate the raw materials of his
study. As the era of the slave trade drew to a
close, a new interest in Africa was awakened,
as a response partly to humanitarian and evangelistic impulses, partly to the desire to find
economic substitutes for the slave trade in African agriculture and "legitimate" trade, and
partly as a response to the wish to apply new
scientific methods to the problems of African
discovery and exploration. All these motives
can be seen at work in the founding of the
African Association by a group of wealthy,
influential and socially prominent Englishmen
for the purpose of filling in the blanks on the
ma p of Africa.
The Association, while perhaps not spectacularly successful except in its sponsorship
of Mungo Park's first journey to West Africa,
was nevertheless responsible for supporting nine
other expeditions of varying value, and for
gathering and collating a not inconsiderable
amount of information about Africa from its
explorers and informants both in Africa and
Europe. By the time the Association merged
with the Royal Geographical Society in 1831
the initial impetus behind it when it had
amongst its founders Sir Joseph Banks, President of the Royal Society and one of the best
known men in Europe, had been dissipated; the
ruling class whose interests and society it reflected was also passing away. Nevertheless the
achievements of the Association were of significance in laying the basis for the later government-sponsored explorations, for the greater
understanding of Africa and its peoples - and
greater misunderstandings - and for the much
later penetration of Africa by the European
powers.
This judicious selection of documents by
Robin Hallett throws light both on the organisation of the Association itself, its founding
members, its finances and its mode of operation
and it illuminates aspects of African history
in the years covered by its reports. The introduction and footnotes are informative, accurate
and entertaining, and the two maps, as one
would expect from a publication carried out
under the auspices of the Royal Geographical
Society, excellent. The price, is, alas, formidable.
•

The Grass Won't Grow Till Spring by David
Lytton (Bodley Head, 18s.)
A Night Of Their Own by Peter Abrahams
(Faber, 21s.)
The Silent Conspiracy by Johannes Meintjes
(Michael ]oseph, 25s.)

ing to establish some truths for himself.
" What then are the forces acting upon me?"
he asks. "The law which forbids what I
want. The lunacies of life in this country
which deny us the dignity of adulthood....
Fairly honest desire to learn, by the most
obvious means, something about the submerged life of our servants." What is this
want? Tina, the Malay girl who works in his
house. His wife and daughter are away in
England where his daughter is to undergo an
operation. They may be gone for three
months at least. Mr. Marais is a bored, lustful man. His marriage has gone to pot, he
doesn't care much for his daughter and the
hole in her heart and he loathes the white
nationalists in power.
to realise to what extent
liberal Anglo-Saxon, or European ideas impregnate South Africa. And the protest of
white people seems to spring from what they
consider an abuse of Western, Christian, parliamentary democracy. It's just not right. It
follows from this that if changes were to
take place, it must be in the hearts and
minds of the whites. A subtler form of discrimination? And a disregard for the fact
that Africa may come up, is coming up with
an African solution - or an alternative as
some may insist. One doe~n't think of fitting
into an African world. One protests because
one finds it unfair that so many Africans who
are ready and able are not allowed to fit into
our world. All this of course assuming that
there are two distinct worlds and that the
differences matter. As someone put. it to me
recently: "White is not a colour, it's a
value."
Back to Mr. Marais. He doesn't succeed in
making Tina C" - Are you the so servile,
Tina, you cannot take even this opportunity
for equality? ") and manages to get the
Special Branch and the Broederbond on his
tracks in the process. A mixed-up white girl,
Mercia, moves in to fill.the gap and the two
women promptly start all kinds of dark
doings together. Relations between women of
different races don't seem to transgress the
Immorality Act. Marais finds the pressure
too much and goes into seclusion where he
has a mystical meeting with a half-mad Mrikaner preacher (who thinks he's African!).
He loses both girls, his daughter dies, he gets
divorced, 2nd ostracised flees back to his shack
- waiting for death. Earlier on he reflects:
"Monsters and their reflection. The wheel
goes round and round and so little will
change when they become masters and we
the servants.... Against that time, if ever
that time comes, I make this pitiful and unlikely record." Protest, guilt, frustration, antagonism towards Afrikaners without being
able to identify with the others, ultimate
despair and mood of getting the most while
the going's possible, liberal Whiskeys.
IT STILL SURPRISES

TO SIMPLIFY AND TO CLASSIFY - both peculiarly South African pastimes. I am tempted
to see these llovelists as "representative" of
three sections of South Africa's population:
English white, non-white and Afrikaner
white. Representative also of the different
reactions to political and racial tensions in
South Africa. The first two books describe
the way in which people of different groups
(or races) are forced by these strains to reconsider their attitudes to, and relationships with
each other. Illusions and myths are tom
down and certain conclusion, or modi vivendi
are arrived at, even if only temporarily so.
And behind these myths are shrouds of other
myths - a straitjacket of myths. However, in
reading Mr. Meintjes' book one wouldn't
guess that a majority of people is dreaming
and scheming revolution, trying to change
the face and the character of this deep
country and that a minority is desperately
trying to stem this flood. To what extent is
this ignorant bliss representative of the Afrikaner? Or is it only so of Afrikaans writing?
Should all creative work reflect these
stresses?
" It is a bleak and wintry prospect of
distrust, discontent and disgust. The grass
won't grow till spring and any such wann
season of the heart seems as unlikely as the
flight of pigs." With The Grass Won't Grow
Till Spring we are drawn into this atmosphere of conflict (between ideology and love,
or just different ideologies?) from the first
pages. If South Africa were to be a machine
one could think of it as a lie-detector and the
narrator of this book, Grevil Marais, is try-
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'Two
Travellers
James Currey

WITH PETER ABRAHAMS we are in the" other
world" - a world of fear and hope, violence
and resistance. Richard Nkosi is put ashore
on the Zululand coast by an unknown submarine with a bag of money for the resistance movement. He is met by and cared for
by the Natal Indian branch of the movement.
Here too there is a love-affair between two
people of different races - Nkosi and Dee
Nunkhoo, the crippled sister of the Natal
leader. (I don't think this is motivated satisfactorilly in the novel.) Karl van As, a
clever young Afrikaner from the Special
Branch, disrupts the underground and tries
to get hold of Nkosi who has by now become
a myth. embodying the spirit of resistance.
Despite the traditional bitterness and fear of
the Indian minority, one of them, Sammy
N aidoo, dies to protect the life of Nkosi.
The violence and the tensions of this hunt
for a myth is conveyed superbly by the
author. Once again we find many reflections
on race relations and the necessity of resistance coupled with the hope that things will
be better once the majority comes to power.
But resistance implies also cruelty and murder. " The real problem here, the real gamble,
the real hope is that our judgment has been
sufficiently sound, our faith in the phantasies
sufficiently strong for our actions to tip the
scales in favour of good." And when van As
questions whether black rule will be better
than white rule, his mistress - Mildred, a
Coloured girl - answers: "I don't know.
What I do know is that there is no hope of any good any more in white rule.... And
when there is no hope of good, then the evil
is complete." I liked this book the best. Despite its unhappy balance between philosophy
and action, it held my interest all the way.
NONE OF ALL THIS for Mr. Meintjes. His
novel relates the saga of the Vorster family
of Zevenfontein, an old Cape-Dutch farmstead, as seen through the eyes of Albert van·
Rensburg, the crippled (again!) son of the
neighbours. " My parents had a sane attitude
towards the Coloureds, accepting them as
human beings with their endearing as well as
their primitive traits. One became aware of
a Coloured Question only in later years ...
(that later) became prevalent and somehow
forced." Abrie Vorster is the hero of this
book and we follow him from the death of
his father through his development as an
artist to his return and death at Zevenfontein.
The farmhouse, retaining all the shadows and
ghosts of the past, becomes an obsession and
eventually drains the life-force of Abrie Vorster. I suppose that is what is meant by a
silent conspiracy. This book is probably the
best written of the three. The characters and
the plot (what there is of it) unfold slowly
to its climax. But, apart from its beautiful
descriptions of the Western Province, it might
as well have taken place in Australia.
•

One Traveller's
(Methuen, 42s.).

Africa

by

Cynthia

Nolan

" WHILE IN DAR ES SALAAM we met, thank God,
many Africans. Thinking of them, it is the
warmth of their gaiety, their high spirits and
their intelligence that I remember." Cynthia
Nolan doesn't" thank God" much; in fact this
is probably the only time she does in the whole
of this diary of her travels with her husband
the artist Sidney Nolan (what an apposite
christian name for the most publicised painter
of the New Australian Image). But it shows how
seldom they managed to escape from the tourists
impedimenta of game parks and international
hotels.
This book would have been better called
"Two Tourists' Africa." For there is a great
deal, quite properly, of Sidney Nolan's reactions
to Kelly-blue skies and Leakey-like gorrillas.
The book is awash with his colour-dipped animals; an elephant stands with geological solidness in the endpapers; a lion makes a sunset
glow with roaring red and yellow. And Cynthia
Nolan's prose trots with neat excitement as she
sees wart hogs. Later she speaks of the "soft
and solemn tread" of elephants.
BUT IN THE END the animals had to substitute
for the folk mythology they were looking for.
Sidney Nolan has painted Australian legends
back to life; there is outlaw Ned Kelly in his
home-made helmet and Mrs. Fraser crawling
along the Queensland seashore. And in this
book there are proud references to both by
Cynthia Nolan as when a hyena gets a tin-can
stuck over his head and when they see Ugandan
women weeding on all fours.
But they did not find new legends to loose
the flow of Nolan paint. The paintings
" Figure" and" Gorilla" slip from man to ape
and back. Cynthia Nolan talks about the Ethiopian bandits, the shiftas, a great deal but no
paintings seem to have been inspired; only that
conventional tourist subject "Beggar." One of

Nastiness with
Compunction
Jiff Jessop
Maud Noakes Guerilla by Alan Neame (Chapman and Hall, 18s.).
MR. NEAME SEEMS UNSURE whether he likes
people. He keeps well back from his characters
(and therefore from his reader), and then seems
to have sudden feelings of compunction about
his nastiness. So you never know where you are
with him.
The effect is curious. You adjust to a tone of
fairly clever (but too diffuse) satire, and then get
brought up sharply by a piece of almost lyric,
sensuous description. Or one of the characters
stops jigging about for a moment and actually
says something that touches.
Maud Noakes is the one constant. Never for
a moment does she achieve humanity. A sort of
'upper-class Justine, but also typically English

the best descriptions in the book is of their visit
to the place near N dola where Hammarskjold's
plane crashed; but it is only really incidentalthat this ice-blue Scandinavian died in Africa.
CYNTHIA NOLAN DOES NOT get to grips with
Africa as she did with her native Australia in
Outback, a travelogue which was intensely alive
despite the burnt-up heart of Australia she describes. The Nolans seem to have tried to impose
their personal image of Australia on Africa. In
the opening pages Cynthia Nolan repeatedly conveys their surprise at how much water they could
see from the aircraft as it flew into Kenya.
In Australia it does not nlatter much that the
Europeans have imposed their Kellys and their
Mrs. Frasers on to a hostile outback; for the
aborigines have to a great extent given up and
died. But in Africa the results of the convoluted
social, economic and political history still live in
the people and the Europeans are outsiders. Not
that the Nolans did not realise this; they just
did not have enough time to escape from their
grand safari. Indeed Cynthia Nolan has good
remarks to make; "for might not Australians
have proved the best South Africans of all?"
The book is shot with many of the excitements
of travel:
" Sidney, who. had been riveted to the
windows now pushed my face closer to the
glass, hissing, 'it's the Niger. You don't
understand. It's the bloody Niger.
, Wide through the landscape of his dreams
The lordly Niger flows .... '
, That was the first bloody poem I bloodywell ever learnt - and there it is '."
How one recognises the first sight of something important in one's personal mythology.
But to express other people's legends takes a
deeper time. Perhaps the Nolans will come again
as travellers and not as tOl1rists and Cynthia
Nolan will be able to write "We met some
people, thank God."
•

comic novel, she has broken with her past to
become a militant pan Africani st. And here she
is, flown into London from Emboland to organise a complicated coup against the tyrannical
British Governor there.
She acquires an unwilling helper in another
standby of English novelists - a well-meaning,
vaguely intellectual but spineless gentleman
devotee. And an enthusiastic circle of more interesting followers - black freedom· fighters and
white trash. Their activities, the gentleman's ineffectual dismay and Maud's weakening contrOl
of events lead to a climax of candlelight and
witchdoctory .
But I'm not sure how funny one can be about
someone coughing blood and sweating with pain.
Mr. Neame isn't sure either, and it's at moments
like this that he dodges anxiously between satire
and feeling, like a cook with two pots on the
boil.
It makes his book more likeable. But it leaves
his reader awfully confused.
F OOlllote: This is a sequel to The Adventures
of Maud Noakes, which, the blurb says, " evoked
extremes of critical comment."
•

94/ THE NEW AFRICAN / JUNE 1965

ON THE WHITE SOUTH AFRICAN STUDE T FRONT, 1965 will be
remembered, not only as a year of apathy towards radicalism but
also as a year of a decided aversion for matters political. There is,
especially among first-year students in the so-called "liberal."
universities, a strong feeling for" staying out of politics."
In many cases this apathy is mingled with an undercurrent of
antipathy - there is a resentment against those who are " political
people."
First-year students often arrive at the universities with a mistaken impression of NUSAS, the National Union of South African
Students - a body that has been ceaselessly smeared by those at
the political helm in the country. However, even the more conservative students realise that NUSAS is not all that is ascribed to
it by those who fear its non-racial policy. They begin to realise the
value of its discount schemes, of its bursaries and other services.
But the average student at the English-speaking, White, " liberal"
university retains a certain prejudice against the body.
These universities may be called "White" although a small
number of African " Coloured" and Indian South African students
do attend. The number is rapidly diminishing under the impact of
Government policy and these students are now able to attend
courses only if these are not offered at an " ethnic" college (under
conditions described in The New African, March 1965: see" Down
at Bush ").
NUSAS itself has done all it can to dispel its political image.
Among its functions this year, at the University of Cape Town,
was a debate on the value of boxing as a sport and a programme
of cricket films. Besides these activities there have been meetings
of a political nature - and one of these was addressed by speakers
from the apartheid political parties. A film of the Civil Rights
March on Washington in 1963 was shown.

on the campus - which is a far
milder campaign than the witchhunt conducted by the .leaders of
the Nationalist Party - is the Conservative Students Association.
This body circulated slyly constructed leaflets to show that NUSAS
was a body pledged to violence. The CSA recently attempted to
open a branch at the Afrikaans Stellenbosch University but was
slapped in the face by the Afrikaanse Studentbond - Afrikaaner
Nationalist counterpart to NUSAS. Since its rejection it has adopted a line more in keeping with the policies (if, indeed, there be
any) of the official Opposition, the United Party.
NUSAS was, earlier in the year, on the defensive. In April it
took the initiative and attacked the Afrikaanse Studentbond. This
attack - it was more of an expose - took the form of a NUSAS
statement revealing definite proof of correspondence between the
ASB and extreme right-wing bodies in Germany and the U.S.A.
In Germany the ASB contacted an extremist student organisation,
in the United States they wrote to a similar student movement
and to the Ku Klux Klan. Unfortunately for the ASB the correspondence reached the wrong hands. The full story was published in
the daily press but the ASB has kept a meek silence. NUSAS
wanted to know why a purely" cultural" body should make these
contacts.
LEADING THE SMEAR CAMPAIGN

The ASB controlled Pretoria University students held a march
in Pretoria earlier this year. It was ostensibly against the all-embracing enemy: Communism. Oddly, under these circumstances,
the students voiced their most vehement criticism against the
U.S.A. and Britain. They did not approve of the multi-racial
tea-parties given by the embassies of these countries.
The small and dedicated NU SAS groups in these universities
are not permitted to function freely but the racialist bodies are not
interfered with in the NUSAS-affiliated universities. The ne\\'
University of Port Elizabeth's Students' Representative Council
will not recognise NUSAS on that campus.

THERE ARE, ON THE "LIBERAL" CAMPUSES SOCIetieS dedicated to
a democratic South Africa. These cannot, in all honesty, be described as going through a period that will be remembered as being
"active." At the University of Cape Town the Radical Students'
Society functions - barely. A closely knit group of keen organisers
has found that the policy of universal adult suffrage, to which it
subscribes, is taboo with all but a few students. A breakthrough
to the new students is regarded as difficult. On the same campus
the Modern World Society also has a small group of dedicated
followers but a "lay" following, easily accumulated, say, three
years ago is not contemplated today.' The society concentrates on
the production of its Modern W orId 10urnal. This has usually
appeared at annual intervals. The 1963 edition was banned by the
Government. The journal has, in the past, featured details of torture allegations and statements from the dock by political criminals.
Whereas the Radical Students' Society and the Modem World
Society were, a few years ago, "Liberal" and "Congress" respectively, both organisations are now merely interested in expressing a distaste for White (or, for that matter, Black) racialism. Both
societies reject the government's policies, the policies of the United
Party and those of the " qualified vote" Progressive - they recognise the value of the latter among the electorate, however.
There are on the various university bodies what some students
term "campus liberals." These individuals talk freedom, desegregation, pacifism, communism, socialism, liberalism or democratic:
capitalism and become pseudo-emotional about the rights of man.
After all, these attitudes were useful for obtaining election to student societies. It has not passed unnoticed that now that the pace
is hotter these people are fewer. There are still a fair number to
assist in painting a picture of nonracialism and staunch opposition
to official policies. Noises about academic freedom, laced with highsounding principles, are one of the specialities of this group.
The picture on the South African campus is not a healthy one.
Institutions that were once proud of nonracialism and opposition
to totalitarian authority have now succumbed. Fiery snorts from the
apartheid dragon have frightened all but a very few students away
from democratic activities. There should be no cause for" staying
out of political activity, however, as this can be done within the
" traditional" framework. An "anti-communist" march on Pretoria, for example. . . .
_
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Nigeria and Apartheid

SUZANNE

CRONJE

broadened into a personal VISIt. He asked me \V-hat plans I had
made for my stay, and I told him about the Mandela record the
A.N.C. in London had asked me to present to Sir Ahmadu Bello,
the Northern Premier. Anything concerning Sir Ahmadu is of
almost passionate interest to Northern dignitaries whose office
depends very often on palace politics: the District Head wanted to
know more about this gift. I explained. about Mandela and the trial,
and how his defence speech had moved people in London so that
they had a recording made of it, with a famous British actor to
speak Mandela's words; the A.N.C. wanted Sir Ahmadu to have a
copy because they were hoping for his support - for the support
of the whole of Northern Nigeria.
The District Head nodded. " Sir Ahmadu will do what he can
for these unfortunate South Americans," he said.
" Africans," I almost screeched. " South Africans."
" I must have heard you wrongly, heard you wrongly," said the
District Head, frowning a little at my vehemence. "And didn't
you say something about a white government? In Africa? Still?"

explained the situation there and then,
but the response had plunged me into a sea of despondency. I let
it pass. Later, when the District Head was out of the room for a
few minutes, I discovered a magazine with one of my articles on
South Africa in a stack of periodicals in his office. I would have
been less shocked, perhaps not even surprised, if he had been illi~
terate and ignorant - a survival from the feudal past; but he is
not. He is a scholar of classical Arabic, but he has had Western
education; he speaks English fluently, has travelled widely and is
~n exceptionally able administrator. As District Head he is in
charge ot all local government in his terrItory; the previously corrupt and stagnating administration has improved considerably since
his appointment. He likes to talk about modernization, but the neat
filing cabinets along the walls of his office are perhaps just a little
deceptive.
I snapped back to reality, to the remote, self-intent atmosphere
of the Moslem North, as soon as I stepped out of it into the courtyard of his sprawling provincial palace with its high mud walls. I
turned to say good-bye. Out there the fact that the District Head
apparently failed to take any interest in the foreign news pages of
the local paper no longer seemed such a tragedy. Before I went,
however, the District Head said, "This misunderstanding about
South Africa or America has disturbed you - so it is important?
Yes. So you must come back soon an~ explain."
I SUPPOSE I SHOULD HAVE

The decorated
walls of a palace
in Zaria in the Northern
Province of Nigeria
I HAD BEEN AWAY in London for over a" 'yeaT", and when I re~med
to Northern Nigeria last October, I paid the traditi9pal c,qqrtesy
call to the District Head soon after my arrival, as was -e*pt"c~ed of
me. As the Emir's personal representative, the. Distpc,t ~~p.~is by
far the most important person in that large and:popu·lo.US:.part of
the region; but we know each other well, and the formal call
SUZANNE CRONJE is married to a former agricultural officer in
Northern Nigeria '!Where she edited a monthly magazine. She now
lives in London:

I SAID I WOULD, but I have yet to keep my promise. The truth is
that I do not know how to explain. Quite apart from the Northern
Nigerian preoccupation with its own affairs, which isolates it from
world events, West Africans were never exposed to white settler
rule, and they tend to refer to their own colonial experience in 'order
to arrive at a meaningful picture of white oppression. They know,
of course, that the situation in South Africa is infinitely worse, but
to them it is more.a matter of degree: an expansion of what they
suffered. Dr. Nkrumah, for example, writes in Africa Must Unite,
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in the South, opposing Sir Ahmadu's Northern Peoples Congress,
commented on the £500 donation in a surprisingly der-ogatory tone.
Whilst he recognised that it had been made in a worthy cause, he
held the expenditure to be inappropriate as long as Sir Ahmadu's
Northern subj ects themselves were "starving"; in any case, he
said, the gesture should have been left for President Azikiwe to
make. Although an election campaign was then in full swing, the
petty objection indicates that the liberation of South Africa is not
rated of such overriding importance as is sometimes thought, even
in the politically conscious South.
However, despite these disappointing reactions, the attitude towards South Africa has changed radically in the 10 years since I
first came to West Africa. Then, even the Universities showed a
lack of concern and information which was not far removed from
that displayed by my District Head. Today, most literate Nigerians
are at least aware that something is radically wrong in South Africa,
even if they cannot say precisely what.

e

Some there are who make fine distinctions between one brand of
colonialism and another, who declare that the British are 'better'
masters than the French, or the French 'better' than the Belgian, or
the Portuguese or the white settlers of South Africa, as though there
is ~irtue in the degree to which slavery is enforced. Such specious
differentiations come from those who have never experienced the miseries
and degradation of colonialist suppression and exploitation. More frequently they are apologists for the colonialism of their own country,
anxious out of jingoistic patriotism to make a case for it. The colonial
subject, the true bearer of the ' white man's burden,' can have no such
philosophical approach. He is therefore unable to judge the delicate
difference between having to pass through a door marked 'natives' in
any part of the world and one so marked in Johannesburg, simply
because the latter would often be in a separate segregated area.

The difference between British rule in West Africa and apartheid
in South Africa - Dr. Nkrumah notwithstanding - is a difference
of kind. West Africans were, of course, exploited by colonial greed,
patronised and insulted by colonial arrogance, but they were not
dispossessed; no degrading limits were set to their humanity and
manhood; they were never compelled to endure without hope. The
difficulties of putting this across are enormous, more so in Nigeria
than in Ghana, particularly in Northern Nigeria, which differs from
the other three regions in cultural background and political outlook.
It is intent upon itself, proud of its history and Islamic traditions,
and a good way behind the others in modem education and development.
The District Head's ignorance -about South Africa was unusual
for the modern elite, but there is probably only a handful of
Northerners who are really well informed on foreign affairsamong them, fortunately, the Chief Information Officer in Kaduna,
who shepherded the Mandela record through to presentation. Many
people in Kaduna doubted whether Sir Ahmadu would give the
fighters against apartheid his public support; British business was
very actively exerting its influence to combat the danger of sanctions, and Northern Nigeria's connections with British interests are
very strong. At the United Nations, Nigeria has been very halfhearted on South African issues - moderate to the point of obstruction - and since Northern Nigeria dominates the federal
government, I "felt that the public stand taken by the region's premier would be of great interest and importance.
the Mandela record and
donated £500 to the A.N.C. to "help the liberation fighters"
augurs well for the future. The matter was reported in all the newspapers in Nigeria; it was taken up over the local broadcasting
system, which translated excerpts of the· Mandela speech, and the
story of apartheid reached many whose lack of English keeps them
out of touch with world events. The interest aroused was considerable, bringing in numerous enquiries about where the record could
be obtained. It is a sad reflection on the efficiency of all of us who
are concerned with enlisting world opinion against apartheid that
the record was not available in Northern Nigeria at that time.
THE FACT THAT SIR AHMADU ACCEPTED

IT IS POSSIBLY SIGNIFICANT

that the organiser of a political party
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NELSON
MANDELA
No Easy Walk to
Freedom
Nelson Mandela's closing speech in defence.
of himself and the other accused in the Rivonia
trial in 1964 Is now regarded as one of the most
important, and moving, political statements of
our times. More than anything else that has
been said or written about apartheid and the
South African tragedy, it exposes the horrors of
racial hatred and the inhumanity of apartheid
This book is a collection of his leading speeches
and articles between 1953 and 1964, edited by
the South African journalist Ruth First. They
include accounts (and transcripts) of the three
major trials in which Mandela was the chief
accused, and his speeches and papers from
underground and abroad when the' Black
Pimpernel' was, for a time, free. He is now
serving a life sentence on Robben Island.
Nelson Mandela emerges as a major politician
of vision and· humanity.
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