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Church

Concern

Arthur ~ Blaxall

The Future of South Africa (Student
Christian Movement, 12s. 6d.)

WHEN THE CAPE AND TRANSVAAL SYNODS
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 Repub
lic would virtually cease. There are, of
course, many other Christian communities in
South Africa who are members of world
wide organisations: e.g. Lutheran, Metho
dist, 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 Coun
cil 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).

THERE ARE THREE PARTS, 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

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. Describ
ing various policies the writer of the intro
duction 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 sub
sequent 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 sum
marised. 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 main
tain 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 con
gratulated 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 leader
ship 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. •

Sweet Smell of

a Publisher

Myrna Blul7lberg

Origin East Africa: A. \tlakerere Anthology
edited by David Cook (Heinemann's Mrican
Writers' Series)

THIS IS A REFRESHING and adventurous collec
tion of short stories, poems and plays by young
East African writers, some of whom aames
Ngugi, for instance) now have established repu
tations, and others who have never been pub
lished before. The publishers and editor of this
skilfully compiled anthology should be congratu
lated 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 atten
tion 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 Pen
point, the English Department magazine.

There are four excellent stories by James
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

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 pleasan
tries. 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 undoubt
edly 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 repel
lent. C".•. I asked the chief what he thought of
Lumumba's recent shenanigans....")



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 contri

butors - Peter Nazareth and Elvania Namuk
waya 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 par
tIcularly 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 dis
c.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 dur
ing 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. i
doubt it, but I confess I have often thought of
shooting the cook."

John, she tells us, no longer speaks so " light
heartedly." Which is pretty decent of him.

HER CHAPTER ON SOUTH AFRICA 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. •

Tracing

the Attitudes

Shula Marks

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 an
other 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 book
West Africa - and with repercussions far wider
than its chronological limits - 1780-1850. In
deed it can be argued that we are still sufferina

from these repercussions today, more than ~
century later, for the image of Africa as the
"dark continent," and of Africans as "in
ferior" 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 situa
tion 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 philo
sophers 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 Euro
pean 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 ac
cepted and absorbed in turn, new generations
of officials and observers of various sorts
traders, missionaries, explorers - went to
Africa already "knowing" what to find.

BUT 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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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 sub
stantial "fact" which seemed to support
theories of biologically determined racial dif
ferences. 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 evan
gelistic impulses, partly to the desire to find
economic substitutes for the slave trade in Afri
can 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
map of Africa.

The Association, while perhaps not spec
tacularly 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, Presi
dent of the Royal Society and one of the best
known men in Europe, had been dissipated; the
ruling class whose interests and society it reflec
ted was also passing away. Nevertheless the
achievements of the Association were of signi
ficance in laying the basis for the later govern
ment-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 organi
sation 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 intro
duction 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, formid
able. •

Of Myth

and Men

Breyten Breytenbach

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.)

TO SIMPLIFY AND TO CLASSIFY - both pecu
liarly 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 recon
sider 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 Afri
kaner? 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 atmos
phere 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-

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 sub
merged 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, lust
ful 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.

IT STILL SURPRISES to realise to what extent
liberal Anglo-Saxon, or European ideas im
pregnate South Africa. And the protest of
white people seems to spring from what they
consider an abuse of Western, Christian, par
liamentary 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 dis
crimination? 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 Mri
kaner 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 un
likely record." Protest, guilt, frustration, an
tagonism 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.



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 sub
marine with a bag of money for the resist
ance 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 satis
factorilly 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 resist
ance coupled with the hope that things will
be better once the majority comes to power.
But resistance implies also cruelty and mur
der. " 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. Des
pite 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 farm
stead, 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 Vor
ster. 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. •

'Two

Travellers

James Currey

One Traveller's Africa by Cynthia Nolan
(Methuen, 42s.).
" 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 ani
mals; an elephant stands with geological solid
ness 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 Ethio
pian 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 (Chap
man 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
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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 incidental
that 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 des
cribes. The Nolans seem to have tried to impose
their personal image of Australia on Africa. In
the opening pages Cynthia Nolan repeatedly con
veys 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 bloody

well ever learnt - and there it is '."
How one recognises the first sight of some

thing 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 orga
nise 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 in
teresting followers - black freedom· fighters and
white trash. Their activities, the gentleman's in
effectual 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.

FOOlllote: This is a sequel to The Adventures
of Maud Noakes, which, the blurb says, " evoked
extremes of critical comment." •


