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After the ban

THE BANNING in South Africa of The New African, Africa and the World, and
Revolution in Africa on June 18, 1965, passed almost unnoticed in South
Africa, entirely unnoticed elsewhere. The home-grown one of the three, The
New African had been banned by actions taken against it in various formsagainst writers, staff, printers, agents - always short of an actual ban, while
the South African government continued to advertise the freedom of South
Africa's press, as a counter to police-state accusations outside. The ban has
fallen, the freedom of the press is presumably that much less of concern to the
South African government. It coincides with the third major police raid on a
South African national newspaper, this time the Rand Daily Mail (previously
raided were the Sunday Times, Johannesburg - after its Broederbond exposures - and the Evening Post, Port Elizabeth - after a long career of hardhitting liberal criticism of apartheid).
It is a sign of the growing need of the apartheidists to strengthen their
fortress that they have sacrificed the old boast of a free press by banning The
New African and the others and by both raiding and threatening the Rand
Daily Mail.
.
It is not for us to speak for the Mail and Mr. Laurie Gandar, its editor.
Let us congratulate them and hope that they can withstand the attack of South
Africa's Vorsters and- Van den Berghs. Doubtless Africa and the World and
R-evolution in Africa will continue to find their secret way into the Republic.
The New African in its editorials in 1962 and 1963, when threatened by the
State, resolved to go on. It has done so by moving to London, and sending to
South Africa. It will continue to do so in a manner not to be vouchsafed here.
It is hoped that lnkululeko \vill prove a worthy successor to The Neu' African
in South Africa.
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DENNIS BRUTUS
8TH JULY, 1965 Dennis Brutus, South African patriot and poet, was
released from Robben Island prison after serving eighteen months for breaking
his banning order by attending a meeting of Olympic administrators, leaving
the country without a passport, and resisting arrest. He has now returned to his
wife, May, and his children, in Port Elizabeth. He has been placed under
house arrest for the next five years.
In his honour we publish a poem written before his banning order was
imposed in 1962, and submitted then to Breakthru the international poetry
magazine, to whom we express grateful acknowledgement.
This sun on this rubble after rain.
ON
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Bruised though we must be
Some easement we require
unarguably, though we argue against desire.
Subscription rates
World Surface Mail: 1 year R2 - £ 1 - $2.80;
6 months RI - 105. $1.40; Renewal: 1 year
R.1.80 - 185. - $2.50.
Students in Southern Africa: 1 year R1.50155.; Airmail: 1 year U.S.A. $6 - S.A. R4.

THE NEW AFRICAN
12A GOODWINS COURT
OFF ST MARTINS LANE
L 0 N DON \V C 2 E N G L AND
Published by Gransight Holdings Ltd., 12 Gayfere Street,
London, W.l, and Printed by Goodwin Press Ltd. (T.V.),
. 135 Fonthill Road, London, N.4, England.

Under jackboots our bones and spirits crunch
forced into sweat-tear-sodden slush
- now glow-lipped by this sudden touch:
- sun-stripped perhaps, our bones may later sing
or spell out some malignant nemesis
Sharpevilled to spearpoints for revenging
but now our pride-dumbed mouths are wide
in wordless supplication
---: are grateful for the -least relief from pain
-

like this sun on this debris after rain.
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AFRICA IN ITS TIME of awakening and reconstruction is regarded
with uncertain speculation by interested parties who, engaged in
a cold war, are anxious to see wheL.1'Ier Africa's emergence means
a gain in their contest for ultimate power or the reverse. The influence of the communist East on the African political scene therefore, becomes of interest in so far as it swings African development
towards socialist lines.
African socialism must be seen as an acknowledgement of the
significance of Eastern experiences in nation building. At this stage
of its definition the East has already had major developments in
the construction of socialist states. But African leaders have emphasised the differences between their intended systems and
" scientific socialism." The differences within Africa of collectivised
or communalised economies themselves betray a flexibility in
African Socialism that does not characterise those of affirmed
Marxist-Leninists. Nor is Marxist-Leninist theory acceptable in
Africa as a whole; but various leaders have sa~d.that although those

Marxist principles which are held not to apply to Africa are adhered
to in other countries, they should not be mechanically applied
in Mrica - which in their opinion would be a travesty of Marx's
teachings. African nationalists .argue that European conditions
fostered Marxism, and socialisn1 is relevant in Africa in so far as
it serves Africanist ideals.
Africanism restated in our modern context cannot hold the view
that it is in man's nature to live in inevitable strife. Africanism, it
is true, holds that the best basis for social dynamics is found in
the differences between individuals in a society, but this does not
mean class war as Marxist theory holds. It is important, however,
to note that whilst Marxian classes are held not to exist in African
society, the effects of industrialisation by the colonialist is clearly
accepted.
ONE OF THE NATIONALIST LIBERATORY movements of South Africa,
the Pan Africanist Congress, states for instance that in South
Africa in particular - and this is generally applicable to all Africa
- the African is the real worker. In contrast to the dictatorship
of the proletariat the Congress stands for a dominance of African
interests over those of exploiting minority groups. Because the
African nationalist insists on an Africanist orientation, it is understandable that he views the ultimate African Socialist Democracy
as a third social force in the world and his ultimate contribution to
this feuding world. In this, incidentally, is contained his" guarantee" for the success of positive neutrality.
African leaders have gone on to expound viewpoints and aspirations with regard to this aspect of the question probably for the
same reasons that leaders in the West have recognised a necessity
for an ideology sufficiently viable to provide an answer to communism. Thus has Africa felt a need in the face of spiritually dissatisfying ideologies to propound and develop its own. It has been

is the pseudonym of a South African refugee
now living in'Dar es Salaam~ which he fled to in 1964 while in his
fourth year at Wentworth Medical School in the University of
Natal (Non-Europeans) at Durban.
OBE D M A T L A L A

Arms for the Love of Allah
expressed as the historical mission of Africa - and indeed it is
if one just calls to mind the resentment Africa feels towards
foreign domination and control! This' applies equally to Peking
as it does to Moscow, London, Washington - and of late - to
Bonn.
The imperialists are now the enemy of Africa precisely because
they negate self-detennination of the Africans. On the other hand,
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the East having so far had to reluctantly support nationalist movements in Africa, relies on the dialectic march of history to bring
ultimate global victory to communism.
But Africa has no desire to go Red and now seeks to safeguard
its survival in developing the ideology of Africanism. Whether
it is called "humanism" - a loose translation - or "familyhood" as in South and East Africa respectively, the urge is there
to "strive for perpetuation of communion with ancestral spirits
through the fight for African freedom ... and to rebuild the
destroyed shrines" with a firm faith in the survival value of the
inherited" faculty of knowing" of present-day Africa.
will find greater significance in the lessons of the Russian Revolution and the long
years of China's revolutionary war than will other Africans, perhaps. Their fight will stii!, like the others, be as between a privileged minority against a long-suffering majority armed with a
dynamic ideology and led by advanced elements of the society. In
the Southern Africa context then, there might be a greater reflection of socialist methodology than was experienced in black Africa
before. Leaders in South Africa have indicated, for instance, the
fate of the wealth of the country in the event of their taking over
by armed force.
If any of the reflections of a class war in southern Africa will
be clouded by racist overtones especially in South Africa, the result
may well be a dictatorship of the indigenous. The nationalisation
programme may also be so extensive that the problems of private
ownership might appear only in a mild form.
Elsewhere in Africa the governments have found it necessary to
define socialism in a manner which at the same time allo\vs the
existence of private ownership and a great emphasis on state planning. When the governments do find the money they need, they
\vill initiate industries in a planned and orderly manner and thus
increase gradually and to the benefit of all the public sector of the
economy. The experience of the socialist states will certainly be
very readily made available especially when it comes to advising
on, and the training of personnel for, socialist pro; ects.
TODAY THE AFRICAN IN THE FASCIST SOUTH

IT CAN THUS BE SEEN that although eastern influences are permitted in African politics they gain acceptance on condition they
serve African freedom as seen by Africans themselves. An example
is readily found in Tanzania's recently tabled report of a presidential commission investigating the best arrangements for the
guaranteeing of democracy in a one-party state. This undeniably
eastern conceptual influence is being given an African complexion.
The Kenya Government also recently brought the whole question
of socialism in Africa under careful study and arrived at a distinctive socialist programme.
African Nationalism will be the movement that posterity will
see as the first manifestations of Africanism - a third social force
that is destined to resolve the sharp contradiction of our times. It
is characterised by an adaptation of suitable influences from the
two opposing power blocs and their incorporation into a new ideology of Africanism - a nationalism that may be exclusive but
purports to provide a solution that may solve the problem of man's
relationship to his fellow men.
__

ABOVE: Professor z. K. Matthevu1s, Acting Principal, at the graduation ceremony in 1956

The Christian Union Building from 'lvithin the ruzns of
the old military For! Hare

BELO\V:
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'~Refreshed

by the precious files of our traditional weekly Fort
Hare Diary, memory evokes a year which began quietly but effectively, and closed sensationally." (Professor F. H. Rand, "The
Year at Fort Hare," 1959)

Fort Hare Record

WINSTON

NAGAN

The recent dismissal of Mr. Curnick Ndamse from the staff
of Forte Hare University College for "insubordination"
spotlights once again the record of Fort Hare since its rape
by the Verwoerd regime in 1960.

UNTIL UNIVERSITY APARTHEID was introduced in 1960, non-white
students could attend the "open" universities of Cape Town and
and the the Witwatersand, could enrol at the University of Natal
in segregated classes, and could become students at the non-white
University College of Fort Hare.
In December 1953, the government appointed the Holloway
Commission" to investigate and report on the practicability and
financial implications of providing separate training facilities for
non-Europeans at the Universities." The question of the desirability or otherwise of such separate facilities was not included in the
terms of reference.
In its report published in February 1955, the Holloway Commission rejected the suggestions of new ethnic universities for nonEuropeans mainly on financial grounds. It suggested that if segregation was desired, the most practical scheme \\'ould be to concentrate·non-white students mainly at Durban and Fort Hare.
Towards the end of 1955, the government appointed an
inter-departmental committee to obtain further information, particularly on the financial implications of providing separate facilities, and to advise on how the scheme could be applied. This committee worked on the hypothesis that separate ethnic colleges for
non-white students were de jure, a!1d de facto, going to be established, and that the University College of Fort Hare would admit
only Xhosa-speaking African students. In point of fact, a separate
University Education Bill was published before the findings of the
Committee were made public.
In the Government Gazette of 15th November 1957, a notice
headed "Hybrid Bill" declared the intention of the Minister of
Na~ive Affairs to introduce a Fort Hare University College Transfer Bill early the following year.
In the face of large and influential opposition from the universities and students in South Africa, and from students and academicians all over the world, "The Extension of University Education
Bill" was passed in 1959: This Bill was the culmination of the
efforts of the Nationalist Party, which had been in power since
1948. In that same year, Dr. D. F. Malan proclaimed that the enforcement of University Apartheid was "urgent" state policy.
The motivation for this bill is illustrated by the following:
" I am confident that no European at Winburg or anywhere else
will tolerate their son or daughter sitting in the same class room
with non-Europeans. This is the reason why the Government is
doing everything in its power to establish black universities." (C.
R. Swart, State President, then, Minister of Justice, Cape Times,
25th March 1957.) " The real reason for this legislation is to ensure
the maintenance in South Africa of that which is one of the greatest
cultural treasures of the white man, viz: abhorrence of miscegenation." (Dr. C. de Wet, South African Ambassador in London,
then. A member of the Commission on the Separate University
Education Bill, in Parliament 29th May 1957.)
"We do not want (Non-Europeans) in the same university as
the young European students of today, who are the leaders of

NAG A N, now at Brasenose College, Oxford
University, was a student at Fort Hare and an active member
of NUSAS.-

WIN S TON

tomorrow. We do not want Europeans to become so accustomed
to the native that they feel there is no difference between them and
the natives." (Dr. H. F. Verwoerd, Prime Minister, then Minister
of Native Affairs, Cape Argus 19th March 1958.)
THE TRANSFER OF FORT HARE UNIVERSITY COLLEGE ACT, which
was coterminous with the former act is often regarded as the more
tragic in terms of the proud tradition which was built at the
College, of its associations with Rhodes University, and of events
which have since taken place at the college. Why was the college
taken over by the Government? Dr. Verwoerd supplies us with
the answer. "If the Native ... is being taught to expect ... a
policy of equality, he is making a big mistake" (Hansard 1954).
He later spoke (in 1959) of the educationalists who "create the
wrong expectations on the part of the Native himself." It was
quite clear that the Government was tired of Fort Hare producing
" Black Englishmen . .. to -~struggle against the Afrikaner."
Protest meetings were held all over South Africa against these
Bills. At Fort Hare 20 members of staff and 380 students marched
in protest through the streets of Alice.
Fort Hare was a multi-racial organisation: in 1959 the staff
consisted of 28 whites, 10 Africans and one Coloured. The University Council was composed of 19 whites and 3 Africans and the
Senate of 21 whites and 4 Africans. Of the 498 students, 37%
were Xhosa-speaking Africans, 33% came from other African
groups, 15% were Indian and 15% were Coloured. Such an
arrangement was not acceptable to the Government.
During the parliamentary debate on Fort Hare the Minister of
Bantu Education said that Fort Hare was nothing but an English
University for non-whites. Because of the admission of different
groups of non-whites, English had become the official language
used by the students in neglect of their own languages and traditions. If they spoke Xhosa instead, this language would eventually
reach the status of a university language, and the Xhosa culture
would be developed. The Council of Fort Hare was denied permission to be heard at the bar of the house before the second
reading of the bill.
It was announced early in July, 1959, that the principal (the
late Professor Burrows), would not be re-appointed when the
Bantu Education Department assumed control. He would be replaced by Professor J. J. Ross from the Afrikaans University of
the Orange Free State.
The Vice-Principal Professor Z. K. Matthews, was informed
that he would be re-appointed as a state employee, subject to the
proviso that he resigned from the African National Congress.
Professor Matthews, who was to have gone on pension shortly,
refused to do this and announced he would not accept the appointment, thereby sacrificing his'· life pension. Two other staff members
were not re-appointed. Professor Leslie Blackwell (a former judge
of the supreme Court of South ,,"'\frica), and Lady Agnew (Snr
lecturer in Geography). Others to be dismissed were Professor
Rand (English), Sir Fulque Agnew (Registrar), who described his
dismissal notice as a "certificate of decency," Professor Williams
(History), and Messrs. Beard, Israelstam and Hutton. The Minister
of Bantu Education is reported to have said, " I disposed of thei,·
services because 1 will not permit a penny of any funds of wh~ch
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1960

1961

I hmJe control to be paid to any persons who are known to be
destroying the government's policy of apartheid." Other members

(a) That Fort Hare Students' were to apply each year for permission to report for registration.
(b) Together with the application form, must be attached a
certificate of good conduct by a Magistrate, Bantu Affairs Commissioner or a Minister of Religion.
(c) The Minister has the power to refuse a student admission
even though he complies with all the conditions of registration.
(d) No person may be on the college grounds as a visitor of a
student without the prior approval of the rector. No Fort Hare
student or student group may visit any other institution without
permission of the Rector and the institution concerned.
(e) Any student contravening these regulations must be brought
before the college disciplinary committee and legal representation
will not be allowed at the enquiry.

of staff resigned, among them Dr. M. Webb, Mr. S. B. Ngcobo,
Mr. C. L. S. Nyembezi, and Mr. A. M. Phahle (all professors or
Senior Lecturers).
The reaction of the student body to this is best expressed ina
resolution unanimously passed by all 498 of them.
"The Government in its dictatorial action in dismissing our staff
members without stating any reasons, has added to the atmosphere of
insecurity and uncertainty, that has engulfed Fort Hare during the
past few years. This atmosphere makes the normal pursuit of academic
activities almost impossible. But, let it be noted once and for all, that
our stand as students of Fort Hare, and as future leaders of our country
upholding the principles of Education as universally accepted remains
unchanged and uncompromising. Our outright condemnation of the
University Apartheid Legislation remains steadfast. We wish to warn
the architects of white domination, the whole country and the world
at large, that we will not be held responsible for the disastrous repercussions of this apartheid policy, which in the foreseeable future will
destroy the entire social, political and economic structure of our
country."

During the spring of 1959, the newly appointed Rector, Professor Ross, and his Registrar, Mr. Du Preez, visited Fort Hare.
'The electrifying tension of the preceding months broke with the
shower of tomatoes which greeted the new arrivals. Both beat a
hurried retreat from Fort Hare and only returned on January 1960.
The closing of the era is best described in the moving words of
Professor Rand:
"Without partiCUlarising further, among many activities, we must
mention the unforgettably restrained, but emotional 'completers' social '
at which presentations were made to the members of staff dismissed....
And so the climax of remembrance came with the presentation of a
silver tea service and a canteen of cutlery to the principal inscribed
Fortis cadere, cedere non potest."

1960
of Fort Hare
was assigned to the Minister of Bantu Education by the Government as from 1st January 1960. The first significant act of the
new regime was to victimise the whole of the 1959 Students
Representative Council. The Minister said their readmission was
not considered by him to be " in the best interests of the College
because of their activities in 1959." The new SRC was not allowed
to continue its affiliation with NUSAS (National Union of South
African Students). During September 1960, NUSAS officials
visited Fort Hare to discuss the question of its affiliation with
NUSAS. The rector refused the officials permission to address the
student body on the campus, but at a public meeting in the town
(Alice), indignation was expressed at the ban on NUSAS and the
ambiguous status of the new SRC. Feelings ran high on the campus as protest meetings and demonstrations were being staged.
The students resolved to dissolve the SRC until a new constitution
had been drawn up. (The new Constitution was never approved
and a new SRC has never been constituted.)
The College authorities quelled the unrest by demanding on
penalty of dismissal, that every student should sign a declaration
rea,ffirming hisjher acceptance of college regulations.
A few days later more 'stringent regulations were gazetted. They
were, inter alia:
.
THE MAIVTEVANCE, l\1ANAGEMENT AND CONTROL

1961
1961 COMMENCED with the non-admittance of Mr.
Mhlambiso, the former secretary of the dissolved SRC. Mr.
Mhlambiso, one of Fort Hare's outstanding student-leaders, later
became a Vice-President of NUSAS, and is at present serving' a
sentence on a political charge.
, Early in the year, when Chief Kaizer Matanzima visited Fort
Hare, students were invited to express their views' on Bantu Education and the new regime. Mr. Mabisela, who expressed views
which were critical of the system was expelled. The authorities
alleged that he had been" insubordinate." The student body were
infuriated and marched en bloc into the rector's office and demanded that Mr. Mabisela be reinstated. It was, however, only after
an appeal by all the non-white staff members, that Mr. Mabisela
was allowed to complete his course. He too is now languishing in a
South African gaol.
Shortly after this event, the college was painted with slogans
pledging solidarity with the Convention Movement, and the " Allin Conference" which had recently been held in Pietermaritzburg.
Other slogans were particularly derisive of the new regime. Mter
long and protracted investigations the Special Branch were unable
to discover who the authors of this "indignity" were. As a result,
the college installed floodlights, sirens and so it was rumoured,
Alsatian police dogs. These· mysteriously disappeared after in-/
advertently attacking the Registrar, Mr. Du Preez, one 'evening.
On 31st May 1961, without consulting the non-white majority,
South Africa was declared a Republic, and subsequently severed
all links with the Commonwealth of Nations. In sympathy with a
general call to stay-at-home, the student body resolved not .to
attend lectures and other functions for two days, following on the
Government's Republic Day celebrations. The call was' 100%
effective and Coloured, African and ndian students remained
quietly in their rooms. The moming of the third day however, a
notice appeared on the 'notice board cancelling all lectures UIftil
"further notice." Shortly thereafter, the whole student body was
given 24 hours to leave the campus. To ensure that this was effectively carried out, the college ~as invaded by members of the S.A.
Police, all well armed with sten-guns and revolvers. Students also
alleged that Saracen arm~ured. ~r~ were i~ the vicinity of Alice.
THE YEAR

TWO MONTHS LATER

the college was re-opened and students were
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1962/1963

1964/1965

required to apply formally for re-admission. Many students
throughout South Africa came out expressing solidarity wi~ Fort
Hare students during this crisis. Rhodes University staged a twoday sympathy strike. Lovedale, Healdtown, St. John's College,
Antata and other educational institutions were temporarily closed
as a result of the hasty action of the Fort Hare authorities.

1964
1964, the unofficial NUSAS Committee issued a statement
condemning ,the detention of Jonty Driver, the NUSAS president.
Late in 1964, a number of students were detained under the 90-day Act. Amongst others, one of Fort Hare's most brilliant scholars,
~1r. Seretse Choabi, who was a former President of the SRC, and
had been recently married. After months of confinement, they
were brought to trial in camera and sentenced to various terms of
imprisonment ranging from one to four years. Mr. Choabi had
declined a scholarship to Oxford in order to complete _his M.A.
thesis.

1962
numbers of students were arrested,
charged with political offences, convicted, and sentenced to long
terms of imprisonment. Special Branch Police activity increased
tremendously on the campus. Often road-blocks were set up and
cars searched. One peaceful Sunday morning, two lecturers from
Rhodes University came down to Fort Hare to give some additional
lessons to a student who was completing his degree under Rhodes
University. Detective Sergeant Hattingh of the Special Branch,
accompanied by Mr. Du Preez, the registrar, in addition to being
particularly abusive and rude to the bewildered lecturers, searched
them in full view of the students. They were ordered to leave the
campus immediately. The Fort Hare students were so disgusted,
that they issued a public apology for the "platteland-like"
behaviour of Mr. Du Preez and "his" special branch. NUSAS
officials had established contact with Fort Hare students, who expressed the desire to fonn an unofficial branch of the National
Union on the campus. This Committee was able to arrange a
Seminar with Rhodes University students somewhere in the Eastern
Cape. Towards the end of the year more students were arrested
and charged with sabotage and sentenced to long periods of imprisonment. Mr. Masondo, a lecturer in applied Mathematics, a
man with a brilliant academic record, was sentenced to 12 years
imprisonment. His wife and their five children, who were residing
in a college house, were ordered to vacate the premises at short
notice and leave was refused the students to embark on a fundraising scheme to tide her over. Mrs. Masondo was doing ,the
second year of her B.Sc. degree when she left Fort Hare. During
December 1962, Fort Hare Students attended a NUSAS executive
meeting.
DURING THE FIRST SEMESTER,

1963
1963, a Fort Hare student was able to slip away and
address the SRC of the University of Cape Town on the conditions
at Fort Hare. Another was able to represent Fort Hare at the Day
of Affirmation of Academic and Human Freedom held in Durban,
and a number of students were able to participate in the National
Seminars for Youth Leaders, now held annually in South Africa.
The Security Police were soon on the move and a party given by
one of the professors was stopped when Sergeant Hattingh arrived
uninvited. He told the professor that it was occasions like those
that created a feeling of equality in the students. The Professor
replied that that was precisely his aim. Another incident that left
a sour taste concerned the child of one of the new appointees, who
called a student a "Kaffir Pig"; the student instantly gave the
child a spanking, whereupon the father instead of approaching the
college disciplinary committee, reported the student to the Police.
The student was found guilty of assault and sentenced to pay a £5
fine. The student body raised the money to pay the fine.
EARLY IN

IN

1965
the senior Lecturer in Public Administration was dismissed from the staff at Fort Hare. Apparently,
whilst attending a seminar of the University of South Africa, he
was reported to have said that "separate development" (the
euphemism for apartheid) had not brought any economic benefits
or professional opportunities to the African people. The charge
against him - " insubordination."
A few months ago a publication called Education for Success
(Booklet No. 28 in the series" Reports on South Africa ") appeared
in London. This publication is an attempt at justifying Bantu
Education and separate ethnic Universities. However, the publication correctly states that the history of Fort Hare is an " eventful "
and " proud" one.
RECENTLY MR. C. M. C. NDAMSE,

e

Break in the Sun
David Thomson
This is the story of a man who, under
the impact of Africa, loses his sanity
and then regains it. It is 1961; Daniel,
hero of the author's much praised
earlier book Daniel, is sent from
England to Tanganyika to make a film
on the occasion of independence. No
sooner does he arrive in Oar es Salaam
than he begins to have hallucinations;
some beautiful some terrifying. After a
spell in the local hospital he starts
home again by ship. In Mombasa, where
it docks for a few days, he meets an
Afro-Japanese girl; and their painfully
intense relationship forms the climax of
this extraordinary book.
price:: 21 s.
BARRIE & ROCKLIF'F, 2 Clements Inn,
London, W.C.2, ,England
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MONDLANE OurChances

DAHLBERG:
Dr. Mondlane, will you
please tell me how many refugees from
MOfambique are there presently in Tanzania?
MONDLANE: At this present moment we
have a little over 7,000 refugees from
Mo~ambique, in two camps in the southern
part of Tanzania. But originally there were
more than 12,000 who came at about the
same time, soon after the beginning of
hostilities in September. But many of these
have become absorbed in the population of
southern Tanzania which is the same ethnically and linguistically as the people of
northern Mo~ambique.
D : But what about these 8,000 people
whom you call refugees, and in what conditions are they living?
M: They live in camps which were established by the Tanzanian government aided
by several humanitarian organisations, such
as the United Nations High Commission
for Refugees and the World Lutheran
Church Organisation, the World Catholic
Relief Organisation and the Red Cross of
Tanzania. But the total responsibility to
carry out the programme of servicing these
people and making them happy and so on
is done by the Tanzanian government.
D: What about the schooling of these
people? I imagine that must be something
of a problem.
M: It is still a problem in that first the
concentration of help for the refugees was
to be for the purely material needs of these
people, settling them into camps with shelters and homes, and then to establish medical services, food, supplies and whatever
was materially of immediate need or immediate use. But later my wife who is running the Mo~ambique Institute in Dar es
Salaam sent a team of teachers to find out,
what proportion of the population was of
school age and how many of the adults
could be interested in an adult education
programme, and she is still working out
this. Nothing very definite has yet been

Dr. Eduardo Mondlane, president of
FRELIlvlO, the MOfambique freedom
movement, was interviewed for Swedish
Radio by Hans Dahlberg, to whom this
transcript is gratefully acknowledged.

established, but plans are being worked out
to help these refugees. There is another
camp much more to the south where a
school is already functioning for refugees,
especially for the children of the refugees.
And there is another camp at Bagamoyo in
the interior ... on the coast, in the old town
of Bagamoyo where about 400 young men
are camped where a full primary school
programme is running now. It is being
directed by the Institute also.
D: And what means do you have to make
this programme really u'ork?

1\1: It is very difficult to get the programme running, but my wife has - as for
aid from various countries ... originally
when she established the M~ambique Institute, she had got a grant from an American
foundation in New York, which made it possible for her to build a centre in Dar es
Salaam, a whole building which now houses
over 55 students, secondary school students,
with a number of Mo~ambique teachers. She
is now making appeals for this programme
to continue to function as a secondary school
training programme to make these young
people able to accept scholarships overseas
for technical and university education. But
these funds have not been easy to get....
The programme depends purely on charitable aid from charitable humanitarian
organisations all over the \vorld.

I imagine that you calculate that
these very highly educated people will some
time return to a free MOfambique, but
what about the bulk of refugees? Do you
expect them to return, too? I think quite a
few of them have settled here in Tanzania.
D:

M: Our policy is that as many of
M~ambicans who are in areas that

the
are
already affected by the struggle, by the
armed struggle, stay inside as much as possible. The reason for the departure of these
people, to become refugees in foreign countries, neighbouring countries, is the ruthlessness of the Portuguese police and army.
But even then we feel that our people should
do everything possible to hide within
M~ambique and come back and work in
M~ambique because the success of this
struggle depends on their presence there.
And it is much better for them to survive
in their own natural home environment than

AN

INTERVIEW.

to go out to another country and then
become a burden to others. But those who
have been forced to leave the country, such
as those thousands who have come to Tanzania and a few thousands who have gone
to Malawi and other parts of East Africa,
we insist first and foremost that they be
adjusted to the environment in which they
are, in other words that they be settled.
They must try to achieve a normal life, as
normal a life as possible, that is they must
accept, for example, farms and work in the
fields and produce their own food, build
homes that look as much as possible like
the homes they left in M~an1bique. And
with the help of the government of Tanzania and the foreign humanitarian organisations they adjust and become settled. Now
we believe also - and we have good reasons
to believe this - that after the independence
of our country the largest proportion of
these people will come back, because they
are Mo~ambicans, their home is in Mo~ambique, their whole history and their whole
life is tied with Mo~ambique. Even if it
takes ten years, most of these people retu~n
to Mo~ambique and \ve \vill be happy to
have them back.

I

,

D : You talked about the campaign which
started in September. Would you tell us a
little about the scope of this campaign.
First, where is this campaign taking place?

M: Well, the campaign did start on the
25th September as arranged, after a number_
of years of trying hard to make contacts
with the Portuguese to negotiate our independence in the same way that other
African states have managed to emerge out
of colonialism through negotiation.... We
failed, and on failing we decided quite early
as a matter of fact, because we know the
Portuguese, that there would be no con- versation, so we prepared ourselves for war,
fight, as a formal pressure on the Portuguese
to force them to negotiate. Our total aim
is really to talk with the Portuguese, to get
them to make a compromise and give us
complete independence in our country. Now
we do not prefer war, we prefer peace to
war, but in the present circumstances we
have no other alternative but to accept the
reality. If you cannot get freedom, you have
got to fight for it, and our people have
decided they will fight for it. So we began
on the 25th September our war - so far a
"
\

THE NEW AFRICAN/JULY 1965/105

guerrilla war. It will continue to be a guerrilla war until some other factors make it
possible for us to use other techniques. We
are fighting now all the way from the north
to the middle of the country, and our plan
of course is to fight in every part of Mo~am
bique. The main problem for our not being
... not actually shooting in the very south
of the southern part of M~ambique is
logistics. Mo~ambique is 1,750 miles long
on the coast and 1,500 miles long as the
crow flies from north to south. It is not
very easy to penetrate the deep south of
Mo~ambique, but even then, just about
three weeks ago the Portuguese government
announced thatit had arrested a large
number of our freedom fighters in the
southern part of M~ambique. Fortunately
they only got one part of our forces. We are
continuing to prepare ourselves, the people
of Mo~ambique, southern M~ambique are
angry. They are themselves going to pick
up arms and join the forces that are fighting
in the rest of the country. We are sure that
this war will continue.

been watching their reaction to the Angolan
war that has been going on since 1961, and
the Guinea war in Portuguese Guinea has
been going on since 1962. So we are not
surprised that they are now denying that
we are fighting in M~ambique. In fact they
contradict themselves quite often, because
weekly they issue dispatches of the casualties of Portuguese soldiers in M~mbique,
while at the same time they try to minimise
the situation saying that there was no war
at all. We are quite accustomed to this. We
continue to fight as we have decided to fight
until the Portuguese actually admit it to
themselves first and then to the rest of the
world that they are not standing on a peaceful situation in M~ambique.

D: I suppose that the best way to describe
the method of war you are using is to say
that it is aboui the same kind and type of
war as the war in Algeria. ... Is that right?

M: Yes, \\Te are. We feel that it is important for the peoples of the world to kno\v
from, let's say neutral sources, what is
happening in M~ambique, especially in
this struggle. But at this stage we don't
feel that it is very wise for us to invite
foreign journalists to come, because we cannot assure them the minimum amount of
security that is needed for a journalist to
be able to send dispatches home, especially
because we began only in September 1964.
We are continuing, and after three or four
more months (June-July 1965, EDITORS)
,ve should be in a position to invite foreign
journalists to come. But there is one important thing that differentiates the chances
for security in M~ambique from the
chances of security in Algeria, and that is
the racial problem. The Algerian people
are white Africans. We are black Africans,
so a foreign journalist - if he is European
or American - would have an awful time
to hide in the midst of the struggle that we
are cerrying out. We are part of the natural
milieu of M~ambique, we speak the languages of the area, we pass for locals in
every part where we are, but a foreign
journalist would have an awful time to he
able to camouflage and stay in the bush
with us at this stage. Later, of course, we

M: It is true. In fact, it was Algerians
who helped us to establish the first basis
of our struggle by training our first few
hundred men who were able to train others
and are continuing to train others within
and outside of M~ambique. It is really
with the aid of Algerians that we were able
to begin anything, so our techniques are
exactly the same as those of Algeria, and
those of Vietnam.

D: T he Portuguese attitude in this case
has been to deny that anything at all of importance is going on.

,; -M: That of course is typical of the Portuguese. They just want to hide their heads
in the sand, in Africa denying the existence
of Portuguese colonies, just as they deny
that they are racists and that they oppress
and enslave our people, just as they deny
every misdeed that they are engaged in in
their colonies in Africa. So when the war
began, we were not surprised to hear them
deny that there was ever any fighting taking
place in any part of M~ambique. We have

D: The outside world knows considerably less about the situation in M ofambique
than they did about the situation in Algeria
during the liberation war there. It was much
easier for foreign journalists to go into
Algeria. Are you planning to stimulate
foreign press interest in this field?

are sure we will be able to invite foreign
journalists, as we will be able to control
areas that thus will be safer from Portuguese encroachments and therefore enable
them to survive, at least give them a certain
percentage of chance to survive.
D : May I finally ask a question about
yourself. You l1..'ere born and brought up in
MOfambique. Why did you leave it?

I was born in the southern part of
I was born actually in what
you call bush. My parents were traditional
people, they never knew any European
language or European people in any way.
I grew up there, and then I was taken to
local schools by Swiss missionaries, Calvinist missionaries, and after which I went
to the city of Lourenco Marques, where I
lived from _the age of fifteen until I was
over 22. And then I went to South Africa
at the age of 24 to finish my secondary
school, and I went to the University in
Johannesburg where I was expelled by the
Malan government, the present Nationalist
government in its second year of life in
1949. Then I went back to Mo~ambique
and I got a scholarship from a foreign
humanitarian organisation. I \vent to Lisbon
University, where I studied a year. Because
of the fascist system of Salazar I could not
stand it, so I asked for a scholarship, and
I went to America. And I was already 31
years of age when I went. I will be 45 this
year. So I studied in the United States, did
my Ph.D., my doctor's degree, and I worked
five years for the United Nations, and I
went home to Mo~ambique in 1961. I
visited again to get in contact with my
people again. Then after that I was sure
the Portuguese position was unchangeable,
and I talked to many Portuguese officials
and I discovered they were not interested.
The trends of change that were taking
place in Africa, they were against them.
So I felt that my job with the United
Nations was not fruitful insofar as I hoped
to help my people for freedom. So I
resigned. Then I returned to Ne\v York,
and I went into teaching for a year to prepare to come to Tanzania after the independence of the country, which I did in 1962.
Since then I have been living here, working
here.
M:

M~ambique.

e
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A COMEDY

DAVID

RUBADIRf

B: (Rustle of newspaper) These newspapers! There's nothing in them. Hopeless.
(Yawns) What's the time? John will be home
soon. I'd better tell the boy we shan't want
tea. (Calls) Boy! Boy!. ~ . oh, god, these
boys! Bo-o-o-y!
YOWASI: (Coming on) Memsahib! Memsahib,
you call?
MRS. B : Yes, Come a bit quicker in future.
Now, Yowasi, I want you to listen carefully.
YOWASI: Yes, memsahib.
MRS. B: Bwana will be home from the office
soon. But we shan't want any tea. Hapana
kwa chai lea. Understand? No tea.
YOWASI: Yes, madam. Me can go, Madam?
MRS. B: N dio wewe mweze k'lvenda sasa. N akuja
saa moja.
YOWASI: Thank you, madam.
MRS. B: All right, you can go now. And
Yowasi ....:..YOWASI: Yes, memsahib?
MRS. B: Tomorrow you must clean this room
well. Just look at this table. It's filthy!
YOWASI: Yes, madam. Tomorrow, madam. Er
... You like I bring tea now, madam?
MRS. B: Oh, ye gods! No! Now, listen very
carefully, Yowasi. I said Bwana and I will
not be having tea today. Hapana kwa chai
- najuwa?
YOWASI: Ndio. Najuwa sasa ... Oh, memsahib!
I hear the Bw·ana's car.
MRS. B : You can go, then, Yowasi. But be back
by seven, won't you?
YOWASI: (OU) Yes, madam.
MR. B:
(OU) Just take these files, please,
Yowasi. Thank you. (Gaming on) Well, my
dear. Had a good day? A bit on the hot side
for you?
MRS. B: Oh, John I could scream. I've been
nursing a headache the whole aftemoon. No
one came and I've had nothing to do. And
these boys are absolutely awful - they really
do get me down. We've got three servants,
John. Three. And I can't get them to do a
thing.
MR. B: Hey, steady on, Gwen! You're sounding like a real old diehard!
MRS. B: Well, they'll be the death of me.
MR. B: Look on the bright side, dear! You don't
have to see them again until dinner. We're
going out to tea - or had you forgotten?
MRS. B: (Voice of doom) No, I hadn't forgotten.
MR. B: Aren't you looking forward to this" adventure of ours?
MRS. B: Oh, John. Do we have to go on this
silly expedition? I did hope you would have
thought_ better of it. I don't honestly think
I can face it.
MR. B: Oh, Gwen. What's the matter with you
these days? Here's a chance to see the real
Africa - to meet one of the people who
really matter. Where's the spirit that sent us
out of. England in search of adventure?
D A V I D RUB A D I R I, scholar and writer and
former Malawi ambassador to the United States,
has recently taken up a teaching appointment at
Makerere.
Surely....
MRS.

A'

I might have known you'd bring all
that up, John. The glamour of Africa! But
you know as well as I do that it isn't what
we expected at all. And this tea-party won't
be either. And no one does that sort of thing.
Just think \\'hat people will say about us at
the Club.
MR. B: But, Gwen surely you aren't going to
pay any attention to that sort of thing?
Surely you haven't forgotten that we swore
we'd keep open minds -live and try to
learn. I mean ... Gwen, forget all that Club
nonsense. Mukasa is an excellent fellow.
You'll like him. He's a first-class assistant
and I refuse to have his feelings hurt by
letting him think we despise him.
MRS. B: Oh, all right. If I must go to tea with
Africans, I must. But you know everyone
says it's quite wrong to treat these chaps like
this. Work with them ... yes - but you can't
make social contact. It just won't work.
They'll always let you down. And people
with more experience....
hIR. B: You've been listening to the diehards
again. Don't let your mind get filled with
prejudices, dear. After all, we're only going
to tea. There's no reason why we shouldn't
try it.
MRS. B: All right, John, all right. Don't go on
and on. But I do wish you would see reason.
(Telephone rings)
MRS. B: I'll get it.
(Receiver picked up)
MRS. B: I-Iello. Gwen Brown speaking. Oh,
hello, Dicky. (Hisses to John) It's Dicky
Welboum ... Oh, fine, you know. And you?
.... How's Moira? .. Good ... Where? The
Club? Well, that would be nice, but I'm
afraid we've got something else on ... What?
... Oh, just something else. No, it's not
urgent, at all. I'll let John tell you what it
is. Hang on. (To John) The Welboums want
us to play golf. You tell him. I can't.
MR. B: Give me the phone, Gwen ... Hello,
Dicky! Yes! Well, I'm afraid we can't,
today. We're going to tea with the Mukasas
... The Mukasas ... Mukasa is my assistant
at work ... you know ... Yes, well we do
intend to enjoy ourselves. 'Bye for now!
(Receiver down)
MR. B: A tedious couple at the best of times.
Well, come on, dear, get ready ! We must
be off soon, or we'll offend Mukasa. He's expecting us at a quarter past four.
MRS. B: Do I have to change?
MR. B: Of course you do. Mrs. Mukasa will be
wearing her best. Hurry, though. Oh lord,
look at the time. No, you can't change. We're
late already. We must go right away. Come
on.
MRS. B: Half a minute, John. I'll get some
cups.
MR. B. What on earth for?
MRS. B: But, surely, we take our own?
MR. B: (Appalled) Gwen, what do you mean....
MRS. B : Well, er ... do you think they will
have enough?
MR. B: That was not what you meant, and you
know it. Oh, Gwen. How many more difficulMRS. B:

ties are you going to make? Everything will
be shining clean, and they'll have gone to the
most tremendous amount of trouble for us.
You'll see. We don't want to offend them.
Now, come on.
MRS. B: Wait a minute ... my hair....
MR. B : Your hair looks fine. Come on, Gwen.
It's ten to four, and I told Mukasa we'd be
there at four. We mustn't be late - they'll
have made so many preparations. I know
Mukasa, he's terribly efficient.... (Gradual
fade)

•

Is that all they teach you at school,
Eunicc - to sit there watching your mother
work? Is your husband - if you ever get
one - going to eat your knitting? He'd prefer
this matoke I'm preparing for supper.
EUNICE: But I must finish this today mother. I
promised Paulo I'd get it done today.
MRS. M: Paulo? Who's this Paulo?
EUNICE: Oh, Mother, you are silly. Who's Paulo
- of course you know Paulo. He works with
Father. He's one of the bright boys in Mr.
nrown's department.
MRS. M: Now look here, Eunice - I told you
to have nothing to do with that boy. He
.shows no respect for me at all; and Mrs.
Wandera was telling me the other day that
he spends all his time and money in the
night clubs.
EUNICE: And what's wrong with that? That's
where everyone goes. And Paulo says he's
seen Father at one, too. I wish you'd let me
go, Mother. All the other girls' mothers let
them go.
MRS. M: That'~ quite enough of that. You've no
business to talk to me like that. And just get
a knife 2nd come here and help me before
I really lose my temper. If I had my way
you'd leave that school today.
EUNICE: Oh, all right. (Sulky) This knife is
blunt.
EDWARD: (Bursting in) My tea, ma! I'm playing
football for the school. Do hurry. You haven't
even started!
MRS. M: -You'll just have to wait for your
Father. There's no sugar till he comes. And
while you're waiting, go and bring the goats
in.
EDWARD : Bring the goats in! How about my
uniform? You don't seem to realise I have
to go to school tomorrow. And I've got masses
of homework to do!
MRS. M: The goats!
EDWARD: Oh, all right. (Goes off) Oh, good.
Here's Father, Father, the sugar!
MUKASA: Sugar, what sugar? What are you
talking about, Edward? And no tea ready.
NO TEA! Woman, what have you been up
to? Where i~ the tea?
MRS. M: Sit down. Mukasa, and, stop getting in
a state. Why are you so upset?
MUKASA: Didn't I tell you that the Bazungu
were coming to ·have tea with us today?
.
MRS. M: Oh, that story! Yes, I remember you
said something about Europeans coming here.
But I didn't think you· really meant it. If you
MRS. M:
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remember you'd already had three beers.
This is impossible! Can't you tell
when I mean something, and when I don't?
MRS. M: (Mutters) Not after three beers.
MUKASA: Can't you do the job of being a wife
properly? For goodness sake, do you want
me to lose my job? Because that's what's
likely to happen you know. Mr. Brown will
see what a feckless wife and family I have,
and I'll get the sack.
MRS. M: Keep calm, Mukasa....
MUKASA: Calm! Will you never have any sense?
But there's no time to waste. The Browns will
be here in t(.n minutes, and what are we going
to do? Nothing ready. The place a mess.
Where's the bread, the sugar? Say something,
can't you?
MRS. M: Europeans. Here. It's not possible.
MUKASA: It is possible. They will be here within
minutes!
MRS. M: Why do I have to give them tea?
MUKASA: Because I invited them; now, come
on. Where's the bread, the sugar, and everything?
MRS. M: But you always bring the bread and
the sugar.
MUKASA: But I told you to bring the bread and
sugar today.
MRS. M: But you forgot to give me any money.
MUKASA: But it's your job to remind me if I
forget. I've far more important things to
remember. And so we have no bread, and
no sugar. Just that, right?
MRS. M: That's right. We have no bread and
no sugar. And it's not my fault. How should
I know you were serious about the Bazungu
coming? You only mentioned it once!
(Knock on door)
ROSA: (Coming· on) Anybody home? Of course
you are! But looking so gloomy. Come on!
Cheer up! Let's have a little drink!
MUKASA : Bosa ! And drunk already. This is
all I need. When the Browns come, they'll
think it's a drunkard's home. Go away. Or
no - better still - lend me a chair and two
cups. It's \:ery important.
BOSA: What's important, Mukasa - the cups,
the chair nr the lending?
MUKASA: I've got Europeans coming to tea
now.
BOSA: What! Europeans! (Laughs) Oh no!
Well I've only got glasses. You can have
those if you like. No one uses cup.S these days.
What a fool you are, Mukasa. I told you not
to get mixed up with the whites. It doesn't
pay. Just do your job and come homethat's the way to get on. Tea and sweet
smiles just don't work. You are a fool,
Mukasa. (Laughs again) Look at this house.
You won't keep your job much longer when
they see how the smart intelligent Mukasa
lives at home. Work for your promotion like
me - don't try to suck up to them.
MUKASA: You are all of you utter fools. I like
this chap. I wanted to entertain him. And
now look what's happened. Eunice - run as
fast as you can and get some bread. Here.
No, on ~econd thoughts, ask my friend Patel
to put it on my account. Wait ... No, it's all
MUKASA :

I

right. Europeans don't drink sugar.
All right, Father.
(To Edward) What are you standing
around gaping at, Edward? Go to Mr.
Elinansi and ask him to lend me two chairs
and his tea-set. Tell him also that I shall
expect him to dinner. That ought to get the
chairs at least.
BOSA: What a head for organisation! Well,
goodbye, Mr. Muzungu. I'm off. You might
be tempted to use me as your houseboy if I
stayed. And I'm not dressed for it. Do I get
a free dinner too if I lend you the glasses?
MUKASA: Shut up, you sot. Get out! Now,
woman, don't stand there like a lump of
posho. Do something. You've got to sweep
the house. Dust everywhere. Have a bath.
Change into a dress. Make the tea.
BOSA: (Laughs)
MUKASA: This isn't funny. Is there any water
on the fire?
MRS. M: My shoes are locked in your box.
MUKASA: Here's the k ... No! (Rattle of keys)
Where is that damned key? ... Never mind.
Forget your shoes. Here's the broom. Come
on. We've no time to waste. Start sweeping.
MRS. M: All right, all right!
(Rhythmic sweeping noise)
MUKASA:
Good, good ... (Coughs) Aah, the
dust! It's choking me! Bosa, get that door
open! Then get out!
BOSA: (Going off) All right ... sir.
(Knock on door. Door opens)
BOSA: (Off) Yes?
MR. B: (Off) Is this Mr. Mukasa's house?
MUKASA: It's them!
MR. B: (Off- Coughs violently) Oh, I'm sorry.
Excuse me. (Coughs) I'm afraid it's the - er
- (Cough) - the dust.
MUKASA: (Going off) Excuse me, sir. Excuse
me, madam....
BOSA: (Off- mimics) Excuse me sir. Excuse
me, madam....
MUKASA:
(Off- shouts) Get out. No, no.
(Coming on) Please come in, Mrs. BrownMr. Brown.
EUNICE:
MUKASA:

MRS. B: Thank you,
MUKASA: (Hisses to

Mr. Mukasa.
Mrs. M) Stop that sweeping! (To Brou'ns) Er, this is my wife.
MRS. B: How do you do?

MR. B:
MRS. M:

(Subdued) Very well, thank you.
(Silence)
MR. B: Er, Mukasa. I'm afraid we're a little too
early for you?
MUKASA: Oh no, sir. Please madam - I must
explain. You see ... Er - my wife....
EDWARD: (Coming on) Mr. Elinansi says he
can't lend the chairs or the cups because he
has visitors too - but he'd love to come to
dinner.
MUKASA:
Er - my
son,
Edward ... (To
Edwanl) You stupid little fool!
EUNICE: (Coming on) Patelo says he has no
bre ... shall I say it?
MUKAS-A: (With resignation) And my daughter,
Eunice. Where are your manners, childrencan't you see our visitors?
EUNICE: How do you do?
EDWARD:
MR. & MRS. B:

How do you do:
(An awkward pause)
MR. B: Well actually, Mukasa, we came to tell
you that we really can't stay for tea. We
have to see the D.C. about something.
MUKASA: (Profoundly relieved) I see. Yes, sir,
I see. I'm very sorry of course.
MRS. B: (With patent insincerity) So are we.
But we'll come another day. And you must
come to us.
MUKASA: Oh, yes, thank you. Another day.
Goodbye, madam. Goodbye, sir. So good of
you to call. Yes,perhaps, another day you'll
be able to come to tea.
lfa~~

•

This latest in the series of African radio plays
was first broadcast on the African Service of
the BBC, London.

NEW AFRICA
The Progressive International Monthly Magazine
on African Political and Economic "Affairs
Subscriptions: £1 (SA. R2. USA. $3)
per annum post paid.

Published at
58 PADDINGTON STREET, LONDON W 1

lOS/THE NEW AFRICAN/JULY 1965

" I'LL BLOODY SHOOT YOU unless you talk."
The bloated little captain was hysterical.
"There's 23 people dead on that station
and this little game of yours isn't a joke
anymore," he screamed.
For a day and a night I had been made
to stand under interrogation at the Grays,
Security Police headquarters in Johannesburg.
I hadn't asked for the warrant when I
was arrested under the 90-Days clause:
legal niceties don't count for anything
under that law. I only tried to keep my
face from breaking up in quivering; I
struggled for composure as I denied any
knowledge of the African Resistance Movement.
This was on the sixth floor of the Grays.
I had walked in freely, minutes before, to
collect a Power of Attorney for a friend
who had been arrested two weeks before.
They searched me and then tried
questions again. I said I knew nothing and
refused to answer. Three SB men took me
to search my flat. They had trouble among
my files and books and newspaper cuttings
so I made some suggestions for selection
which they accepted, if a little warily.
The Lieutenant advised me to eat something as " it might be a long night for you."
His sergeant only spat disgust at a Picasso
nude. "All what you Liberals can think
about is filthy pictures of kaal women."
They handed me to the team of interrogators back at the Grays and then these
three went home. They were to be the
~, good" guys in a pattern of "sweetsour"; they would know something of what
the "bad " guys did to me in interrogation.

on one spot while
they questioned me. Sometimes fou~ of
them would question me in a barrage;
sometimes one would probe me; at other
times they would ignore me as they
chattered sex and sport among themselves.
They would sometimes joke with me or
sympathise with my predicament" You're a nice boy, man. Why don't you
get out of this mess." - and other times
they cursed and threatened me.
I could see the unknowing cinema
crowds in Main Street. I had been due at
a party that evening: WouId my hostess
guess? I had asked the Lieutenant to tell
my mother of my arrest - he never didI WAS MADE TO STAND

but did the rest of the world seven stories
below know 0; care that the police were
forcing people to speak?
Why did I stand, many people have
asked? If I had sat, it is true, I would have
been hit or kicked, but that would have
been better than the slow self-torture of
standing.
I stood because I wanted to beat these
people, I was determined not to show weakness and, perhaps most strongly, to prove
I was right. I think now that this response
is foolish, romantic and inadequate but
most people have done the same.
My back ached and my legs felt a fine
pull of pain as I tried to stand it out. But
worse than this, was the dragging, tediou~
time. I welcomed questions because they
occupied some moments. "We just want a
few liQ:le questions answered and then you
can go home to bed," they offered me tantalizingly.
I started to break after the bomb had
been exploded on the station; it destroyed
my sense of being right and better than
my interrogators. This, coming on the top
of the disillusion caused by the confessions
of colleagues arrested before me, lost me
the will to resist much. So, by interrogation,
solitary confinement and the use of every
psychological stop, they broke me to make
a statement, and others, and finally to give
evidence for the State.

to the police cell I
hardly slept though I had been kept awake
and on my feet for most of two nights. I
vomited on the cold porridge they brought
me in the morning. Later I jogged about to
keep warm. I determined to keep fit in case
I was made to stand again but I couId
hardly manage more than a few arm swings
before I felt ill.
In the afternoon I was moved to another
cell- darker, colder and smaller. I slept
uncomfortably through this day remembering only to ask for the Bible 90-Day
detainees are allowed ~ which I got and
the news that the French had beaten South
Africa in a Rugby test match.
On the Monday the S.B. came for me
again: more questions, more threats, more
promises. I reached a stage where I was
apologetic that I could tell them no more.
WHEN I WAS TAKEN

I began to doubt that I did not know more,
though oddly I kept sonie facts from them,
many of which were quite inconsequential.
After two weeks I did not see much of
my interrogators and I longed to see them,
to talk to them, to have some intercourse
with human life.
I started with a strict routine of exercise and reading. I did exercises I remembered from my rugby-playing day: ; I ran
on one spot; I ran imaginary cross-country
courses, lifting my knees for the hills, striding down them and jumping ditches; I
rolled my socks into a ball and practised
catching off the wall. I set out to read the
Bible (the only permitted reading in 90Days); to read small parts of it critically;
to learn sections off_by heart.
But slowly the cell closed in on me and
I began to pace it restlessly - three paces
up, two across. For hours I would lie on
the bed and stare at the cell walls - 12
feet high, black to six feet, green aboveand dream hopelessly. I dreamt of escaping
- but how? At nine feet there was a slit
six inches deep and two feet wide which
led through a two foot wall to the street
outside. Behind me as I lay on the bed
there were two grimy windows, barred and
with a \vire grill on both sides. The door
was heavy steel with two bars and a padlock
outside.
There was a light in a grill on the wall .
behind my bed. I could choose to have it
on all the time or off all the time. I chose
to have it on because when it was off the
cell was dark, even at midday.
I paced more, I
dreamt more. I did not always get my stipulated exercise time in the prison yard and
then the days were unbearably long. Soon
I stopped running during the exercise
periods and talked to the policemen instead.
When they brought my food I tried to keep
them talking.
Occasionally I would have a visit from
the local Security Branch lieutenant. He
was the "good" guy. He promised me
everything, and he arranged the first visit
from my mother. She came with a -message
from Colonel Klindt asking me to turn
State witness. The S.B. man would see my
mother when she brought food for me. He
would then tell me that she was worrying
about me, that I should be a good so~ and
SLOWLY I WOUND DOWN;
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An anonymous South African is inspired by
reading Ruth First's 117 Days to describe his
own experience of solitary confinement and
interrogation, which led to his turning state
evidence in a sabotage trail.

save her any further worry. In all the four
months my mother suffered much more
than I did. She was close enough to real
life to feel the horror of "90-Days." I
drifted to a state of little feeling.
The trials were times of intense chaos
for me. I felt I would refuse to give evidence right until the last moment and then,
v/hen I was in the witness box, I wanted
to give evidence as best I knew how. My
strongest feeling was to avoid letting the
"good guys" down. It is a feeling I still
have sometimes now (what will they think
of me writing this article?).
I had been moved to Pretoria and when
my 90 days were up I was released and
re-arrested but it did not cause me any
jolt. I don't remember any hopes when they
told me I would be released because I was
then so indifferent to any hope.
Towards the end of November I was
told I would be released without charge. I
was taken to see Brigadier van den Bergh,
the head of the South African Special
Branch, for a bizarre interview. He seemed

intent on impressing me with his fanatical
gaze; he kept me waiting in front of his
desk as he glanced through papers ; he
asked me to work for the police then dismissed my refusal with the advice to be a
" good boy."
I was released after sev~ral false starts
that could either have been bungling or an
attempt to tantalise me.

117 Days* I
relived with a shudder my detention. There
were the interrogators, Swanepoel, Van der
Merwe, Van Zyl, Dirker.
Her detention was a year before mine
and in that time these men have learnt a
little. Ruth First describes how she resisted
breaking. She was not made to stand but
she had the lonely hell alright.
She has been fair to her jailers, telling
WHEN I READ RUTH FIRST'S

*

117 Days by Ruth First (Penguin Special).

The New African
covers Africa
in general
and South Africa
in particular

of humour as well as horror and the careful
account of her feelings and reactions is
valuable. Always she fought and complained with her interrogators and her
prison warders: I avoided making any fuss
but accepted, mostly, my lot. She kept
faith in her rightness: after the station' explosion, and my colleagues confessions, I
lost mine.
Extraneous accounts in her narrativesuch as the inquest on Looksman Ngudle
who died under 90-Days detention - are
disturbing, but they generally help to give
a fuller picture of 90-Days beyond her personal account. Police have no qualms about
beating African detainees for, as they told
me, they do not consider them worth more
subtle forms of torture.
Ruth First stops her story at her release.
I would have been interested in how she
adjusted afterwards. She had been driven
close to nervous breakdown and tried to kill
herself. I was close to this too and I am
still troubled now. I fumble for some sense
in it all.
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Coloured
Son 3

JOHAN

DE LANGE

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. Two previous extracts dealt with the subject's chil,dhood on a
Western Cape farm and his schooldays as a "coloured", leading to his
gradual, planned move over to the "white" world.

HAD LONG BEEN AWARE that it was heaven
upon earth to be counted as a white in South
Africa. On the other hand, it was hell upon
earth not to be white in that country. This was
in spite of the hundreds of churches and what
spoke for Christian doctrine in South Africa.
Indeed, I had long known that the grass was
much greener in the pastures on the other bank
of the river. Perhaps I should be able to give
my parents more help financially if I could
cross the colour line which was that river....
I duly found myself at the Houses of Parliament in the reception room of the particular
member, my father. The receptionist wanted to
know whether I had an appointment, but I
explained that I had had no time to make one
and that I had urgent business with ·him. She
scrutinised me closely. Perhaps I did not look
like a man who could have anything important
to discuss with a highly placed person, and that
without an appointment. At that time I did not
even know how to knot a tie properly.
I had hardly entered the short corridor when
I met my father. He did not offer me his hand
in the passage, but turned and told me to follow
him. Only once inside the office did he shake
me by the hand. I gained the impression that
he was somewhat taken aback. Perhaps he had
never imagined that I should have the nerve to
go the House of Parliament to see him.
I sat down opposite him.
"What have I to thank for this unexpected
visit?" he ~.sked. By this time he had apparently
regained full central of himself.
"My mother told me to go and speak to
you," I commenced. "I am in a difficult position. I have to have an identity card, but ...
well, I 'want to be registered as white. I feel that
you must help me in this, and so does my
mother."
"That should not be difficult. I accept you
as white," he said.
"Yes, Sir ... But I am not treated like a
white man. That is the only time when a person
-is treated like a human-being in South Africa,
as you naturally know." Everything seemed unreal still.
From that time I was never to address him
or any other white man as Boss.
As I looked at the man I was filled with
antipathy. How much he resembled a fat pig,
I thought. And just as a pig was fond of messing, 'he messed up ignorant -women'. In my
I

Imagination I saw his fat body l;llingling blood
with brown-coloured women, the next day perhaps to vote as a Member of Parliament in
favour of a new law enslaving more of the
people who are not white, perhaps- even stricter
amendments to the Immorality Act.
"My boy (ou seun - Afrikaans)," he said,
"I do not thing it will be difficult. We shall
hav,e to work out something." He used the
words "my boy" in the way an older man
would address a youngster and not in the
manner of a father.
"I have had a hard time and my poor old
parents have to move from farm to farm in
their old age. I shall be able to help them
much more financially if I have a white identity
card."
He looked as if he was going to have a stroke.
"You are not to be blamed for what
happened," he said hoarsely. He promised me
that day that I could certainly obtain the desired card. He would see to it. He knew of
people not nearly so white as I was who had
managed to wangle the matter. What is more,
he promised that he would give me money so
that I could dress better - more like a white
man.
"However, before your application can be
considered, you must live with white- people in
a white area for at least six months. Later on
I shall give you money so that you can spend
a couple of months at an hotel. Then I shall fix
you up with some money for a small business,
if you wish."
Very little came of these promises.

THEREAFTER I REPEATEDLY tried to see him
again, but he always had some excuse to avoid
meeting me. With the little that I earned as a
learner-cutter I could of course not go to live
in a hotel as rrJy fa tber had suggested. Although
he had my address the money he had promised
never arrived.
As a result of the lack of money I could not
immediately go and live with white people.
My foster father was out of work again. The
oth~r children paid little heed to our parents,
so It was I who had to help. I must admit that
I never regretted this. My black "father" preferred me to his own children, or so it seemed.

My mother also displayed more tenderness towards me than towards the others.
I was never treated as an outcast.

ABOUT T\VO YEARS AFTER I had called upon
my father, the member of parliament, I decided
to look for lodgings among white people. My
wage had slightly increased and I could spend
more on board and lodgings. Friday evening
that week I telephoned a family who advertised
for a lodger.
When I reached the house where I wanted
lodgings, four other young men were on the
verandah. My heart was in mouth. Would
they realise that I was not white? What would
the family want to know about me. Wouldn't I
go to gaol?
For a moment I was sorely tempted to turn
back. Then some invisible force drove me on.
How can they know you are not really white?
You have passed every test so far. Most, in
fact all, people who saw me for the first time
took me for white if I was not with other
people who were not white. Yes, but what about
your identity card? Say they ask you for your
birth certificate, which shows that you are not
white? What then?
Such thoughts were haunting my mind when
I heard a respectful voice say: "Good evening,
Sir. Are you ccming to stay here?"
I turned to see who had addressed me. It was
th.e gardener of the people I intended staying
WIth.
I bade him good evening and for something
to say, asked whether the people were home.
" Yes, Sir. Just go in."
For a moment I thought that the gardener
who was not white would be able to see that
I am also his kind - to sort of sense it, but
then I realised that he was speaking to me with
the special re~pect that every person in South
Africa who is not white is compelled to use
towards white people. And I glowed, thrilled.
I was passing....

THE LANDLORD'S WIFE met me and introduced
me to her husband:
.
" You know, my boy, you are the sixth person
who has been after the room. But I did not
like the looks of the other lads," he said.
"That's true," said the woman, "I did not
take to them at all. The way they wore their
hair, almost like Ducktails ! "
My courage began to return. There was no
doubt that the couple liked me. I could easily
have the room, I hastened to tell myself. But
say they ask awkward questions? My courage
started to desert me again.
After what seemed an age the woman said
" I think we must give this lad the room, dear!'~

I SETTLED DOWN HAPPILY with this family and
became quite a favourite with the old people
and their other. lodger. Frightened once by my
l~ndlord's enqUIry about my doing military serVIce (I managed to bluff my way out of this) I
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A discernible
conflict
Rayrnond Kunene

decided to approach my MP father again, but
again he stalled me with a mass of promises.
He did not answer my letters and I wondered if
his wife was intercepting them, as parliament
was in recess and they would have been forwarded to his home. On the advice of a friend,
a remaining friend of my days before I began
to crawl across the colour line, I decided to give
my father three last weeks to answer. An incident that followed finally decided me to go
ahead on my own to try and get a white identity
card....
to a night club for white
people. I was with one of the friends who had
attended my birthday party . We had only just
arrived when a young girl whom I knew well
came in on the arm of a strange man. She was
not white and had attended the Alexander
Sinton High School with me. This school was
for people who were not white, the so-called
" Coloured."
At first I wanted to steal out unobtrusively,
before she could see me, but fate would not
have it; she saw me. I could see her blush, even
in the dimmed light. She was very light in
colour and could easily be taken for white. Her
escort went over to the bar. My companion was
busy elsewhere. She, let us say her name was
Enid, came to my table.
I was terrified because I did not know what
she would do. As she sat down my terror
evaporated because I realised she dare not say
too much, being in the same boat as I myself.
" I did not know that you were playing white,
too," she whispered.
"This night club is exclusively for white
people," I answered and assured her that she
need have no fear that I should give her away.
"I am here with my fiance. He had no idea
of my backgr~und. My papers are in order. We
are getting married in two months' time. If he
asks you, say we met at a dance at Sea Point,"
she said, her eyes begging me to co-operate.
It was the last time I saw Enid. I hope she
is happily married and well on her way to helping with the survival of the purer than pure
Afrikaner people.
After that evening at the night club I gave
much thought to the wisdom and advisibility of
trying to become white. But then my skin is
white, and therefore I am white.
But is there any achievement in it? It offered
one the chance of a decent life but should I, or
we, with our lighter skins, encourage that
wretched idea of superiority on account of colour
by ourselves crossing over the colour barrier?
Should I not rather try and help to smash that
inhumane and miserable boundary so that every
man could be treated as a man and merit could
be the means of judgment?
My provisional decision was to go ahead and
obtain my \vhite card. My reason was to demonstrate once again that the so-called Afrikaners
(meaning the white people here) did not know
which was which and who was who; that they
are a hybrid nation and would remain so for
ever - no matter how many laws the Government passed.
•
[To be concluded
ONE NIGHT I WENT

Sjal'nbok and Other Poems, by Douglas Livingstone. (Oxford University Press, 15s.)
LITERATURE WRITTEN FRO~i COLONIES by white
writers has cften been characterised by a romantis, nostalgic quality about it which seeks not
only to imitate contemporary styles "at home"
but also to celebrate sentiments reminiscent of
"home scenes." One of the greatest tragedies
of colonisation is that it replaced for the settler
population a variety of human experience with
a restricted artificial world where to be acceptable one had to behave as much like a European
as possible. Canons of behaviour, of literary expression were those of the culture from which
they were removed by time and distance. The
end result of this was a separation of worlds.
Those who lived in China, India or Africa
came back to the home country knowing little
or nothing about the richness of the cultures
amongst •which they had lived. If you asked
those who had spent their life in Africa, what
they knew of the African literature they asserted
that there 'was none "before we came." One
writer commented happily that the heroic epic
did not exist amongst South African indigenous
people and went on to illustrate this by quoting
from a song which he asserted was the ultimate
poetic expression which the African mind could
compose.
In an analysis of Mr. Livingstone's poetry all
this is relevant, not particularly because he
denigrates African culture but because failing
to discover its depth has deprived his poetry of
a necessary extension to his poetic idiom. What
he sees and feels is largely determined by the
European literary norms. It would be asking too
much of any writer to write with the confidence
and intensity of a cultural stream from which
distance can be a decisive factor. Mr. Livingstone's poetic animus is dominated by a romantic vein, perhaps not unnaturally. The exotic
beauty of Africa holds his attention and
becomes an amazing discovery. The clouds, the
storms, the kudu, the zebras, the moon are all
the subjects of his inspiration.
EUROPEANS IN AFRICA have often ignorantly
claimed that the "native remains unmoved by
all the beauty around him." That he should
accept as natural the grandeur of the Kilimanjaro or the beauty of the wild animals seems
most unusual to them. Now the truth, of course,
is totally different. Africa's anthropocentric
philosophy relegates all natural phenomena to
functional position, contrary to general belief.
A flo\ver, a kudu or a tree cannot be beautiful
per se, it can only be used as a symbol of the
beauty of huma:1 qualities. Thus the African
poet describes the hero of his poem as:
" The crimson tree,
That grew alone at the mountains of
N dulinde."
European rcmantic poets have indeed in their
intensity of feeling gone beyond levels of formal
description ~nd depicted "skylarks," "nightingales," as symbols of their condition. Unfortunately Mr. Livingstone suffers from lack
of such symbolism. His descriptions of nature
fail to go beyond a self contained ecstasy. But
Mr. Livingstone does not belong to the age of

romanticism; he has to cope with 20th-century
styles of modem poetry. Now these 20th-century
European poetic styles have become bankrupt
because, like the worst of abstract paintings, they
have developed a cult of private symbolism
which has no functional association with the
forms to which they are related. Mr. Livingstone seeks a compromise which, whilst interpreting the individualistic basis of modem poetry
in European capitals combines the warmth of
his daily experience in Africa. The result is a
poetry conscious of words, perhaps too conscious. The author organises words to give the
impression of freshness, to imitate contemporary
European styles. Unfortunately, the words are
not an integral part of a system of ideas. It is
for that reason that often:
H Everything circles: my distilled and vortexed
solutions suavely split . .. My Soulfull Portion
collapses. Once more a parched bladder croaks
lawlessly, alone~' its situation
Rejected by the statutes of creation."
The use of compound words often jars:
I find it now stinks of me and has not
its delicate swan-necked flagon of you

... the moon through
nets of silver-new
creeper-rose and you.
... horn-beaked toes and wet fringe
of Sioux feathers happy-muddied
This overconcern with words comes of a
desire to fuse the romantic feeling emanating
from the Africa-physical environment and the
stylistics of modem European poetry. The style
of his poetry betrays a discernible conflict between a desire to celebrate Africa's beauties and
to avoid being labelled romantic. This indecision produces a formalistic style interspersed
with romantic descriptions of nature.
THE LIFE OF THE AFRICAN presents for him a
curious external interest. "The gaiety in the
compounds =, is felt only as an external phenomenon, the sjambok itself which has the same
terrifying symbolism for Africans as the
swastika has for the Jews is written about as if
it were a
" good (symbol) on a wall and is still
The only goad the phlegmatic oxen apparently
understand. Of course it is excellent
For killing snakes. ..."
His best poems like the "Sax and Marimbas,'.' "Iscariot," show clearly that he has
talent. " Sax and Marimbas " is a moving poem,
words are more than structures imposed on a
system of thought or feeling, they are active
forces conveying thought and intense feeling.
"Coals frowning in the half-sawn petrol
drum
flick sparks from the darkness of intent eyes,
an angry 01'ange sheen from the glared teeth,
under a starpocked April-cloudless sky."
" Iscariot'~ is reminiscent of Francis Thompson's compact poetic style. This book of poems
augurs well for Mr. Livingstone's future as a
poet. He must cast the net where he is.
•

112/THE NEW AFRICAN/JULY 1965

Angry

The Most

Judgement

Active Focus

Margaret Roberts
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The Anat01ny of Apartheid, by E. S. Sachs.
(Collet, 45s.)

Black Orpheus. An anthology of African and
Afro-American Prose. Edited by Ulli Beier.
Ikeja: Longmans of Nigeria. 1964. Pages 156.
N.P.

IT IS NOT EASY to see why this book was written
in the form the author chose. "My aim ", says
Mr. Sachs in his introduction, "is to present
the true facts about an inhuman system, in
order to arouse the indignation of all civilised
people against it. . . ." But in practice it is
unlikely that many will be aroused - except the
already converted - because Mr. Sachs does not
stick to the facts. Judgments on people and their
motives are unlikely to convert unless they are
substantiated. Thus it may be that the present
South African government " do not care a damn
about the Afrikaner people, and that they unscrupulously exploit religion to serve their despicable ends. . . ."; but it is not enough just to
say so. Too often Mr Sachs rushes off at a
tangent from his argument to present this kind
of angry judgment. He, like many others, has
very good reason to be "spittin' mad", but it
is a mood best overcome when one aims to convert with the written word.
His sense of fury would matter less if the
book could serve as reference ammunition for
the converted. But much of the material is badly
out of date. For example, a sub-head reading
"Conditions of African Workers in Industry
Today" quotes figures relating to the late
'thirties and early 'forties. In this, as in other
sections, he does his cause a disservice, for later
statistics show the position to have worsened
considerably. But basically, the fact is that with
so much written material coming out about
South Africa, this is simply not good enough.
Yet, after taking account of Mr. Sach's transparent prejudices - among which are Liberals
who see the South African situation in race as
opposed to class terms - there remain some perceptive sections on labour conditions in the
period Mr. Sachs knows best. It is a pity he
did not decide to write a " Physiology'" of South
African trade unionism, rather than a very static
Anatomy.
•

Swanzy

THE MOST ACTIVE FOCUS for writing in English
in Africa is centred round the magazine Black
Orpheus in Western Nigeria, a review which
receives a subsidy from the regional Ministry of
Education; and it is from the last five years of
Black Orpheus that the editor has selected these
sixteen stories and sketches by writers from all
parts of Africa, as well as the Caribbean and
the United States. He has divided them into
three sections, which he calls" New Realities,"
" Tradition" and "Experiment". Of these, the
first, delineation of the contemporary world, gets
the largest quota (65 pages), with 46 pages allotted to experiment, and 35 pages to Tradition.
Inevitably, it is the first group which, as a
whole, succeeds best by aiming lowest. All its
stories - they are really sketches - convey with
wonderful precision the very different scenes in
which they are set. Christina Aidoo's "No
Sweetness Here," ostensibly about the tragic
death of a schoolboy of " indecent beauty," conjures up the smells and the sounds of a Fante
fishing village. An Ibo villabe in the forest is
evoked by the more practised, if more mechanical, talent of Cyprian Ekwensi, making use of
the device of a recording trek by a radio producer. The semi-slums of North London, with
all their sleazy humour, make their impact in
Gaston Bart-Williams' "The Bed-Sitter." Then
follow three snapshots of South Africa: a lawyear's waiting room by Ezekiel Mphahlele, a
shebeen queen's establishment by Alex La Guma,
the streets of Johannesburg by Bloke Modisane.
The section closes with a jazz sequence in
America by Frank London Brown, in language
so technical that it is a little hard to follow.
The "traditional" stories are mainly West
African. They start with the curious "Bambara
Knights," by Mallam Amadou Hampata Ba,
translated by Una Maclean, an account of
chivalry from the Middle Niger, the relations of
two high-minded warriors and the pretty young
wife of the elder one. Birago Diop, also in translation from the French, re-tells the legent of the
Mamelles, the two last little hills of Senegal,
which, despite their comparison to breasts, are
apparently the relics of the humps of two hunchbacked wives. We cross the Atlantic for a
modern Anancy story, a tour de force by the
Jamaican Andrew Salkey, who recounts the
fight between the spirit and body of the famous
spider hero, in language that recalls Amos
Tutuola. Finally, there is an extract from a
Yoruba novel by Tutuola's master, D. O. Fagunwa, which concerns the spirits of the forest,
even though the protagonist is a lorry driver.
THE EXPERIMENTS ARE OF MANY different kinds.
Gabriel Okara uses a translation of his native
Ijaw syntax, word-order and images, to describe
a book-worm looking for IT, who is saved
from lynching by a female witch. Camara Laye
contributes a typical allegory, " The Eyes of the

Statue," an essay in loneliness, the meeting of
an old man and a girl, in a country that is not
apparently in Africa at all. "Barion and the
Flames" is a West Indian attempt at surrealism
by E. A. J ames, involving initiation rites, and
the burning of the house of a character called
Primero, a capitalist, by another called Segundo.
This experiment lacks the power of Wilson
Harris' account of "Kanaima," the avenging
god of a wondering tribe of Indians, who flee
from his presence into a little village of Negro
pork-knockers (prospectors). Finally, the American writer Adrienne Cornell attempts a conte,
" Because of the King of France," the story of
a young Negro pianist, who runs away fron1
New York, after an unhappy love-affair with a
Jewish girl, to the Virgin Islands, explaining
years afterwards that he was seeking refuge in
the classic purity of the Grand Siecle, King
Louis XIV, who had summoned Chopin to his
court.
THE ENGLISH THAT IS USED in all these stories,
with one or two exceptions in the experimental
section, is sinewy, pure and strange, and under
perfect control. Who but new Africans could
use their native wisdom with such ease and elegance? "A bad marriage kills the soul. . . Mine
is fit for burial" (Aidoo). "When memory goes
looking for dead wood, it picks up whatever
faggot it pleases" (Diop). " The man who wakes
up early in life, And holds the matter of women
too near his heart, Will never become an important person" (Fagunwa). These contrast with
the astonishing varieties of the regional tongue.
"The lightie here is anxious to see her. He is
an awake boy, a real smart juba, and I like
him" (La Guma). " Just open your mouth and
we'll bliksen you - swart hell" (Modisane).
"The sky is a great pork-knocker's blackboard
and riddle, infinitely rich with the diamonds of
space, and infinitely poor with the wandering
skeletons of eternity" (Harris). " To the window
he went once more and at the night looked. The
moon was an about-to-break moon ". (Okara).
ONLY VERY OCCASIONALLY do we accept the
bitter parable in Modisane, in perhaps the best
constructed of all the plots, of the unfortunate
Caiaphas, with a degree in psychology, who suffers "spiritual castration" at the hands of the
brutal Afrikaners, and is then compelled to
recite Shakespeare at the point of a gun held
by a bully of his own race. "The parable thou
always talketh" is really neither Ijaw nor
English. Occasionally, Salkey's deliberate imitation of Tutuola breaks down, and the" brightfulness" of the night is nearer "artfulness".
Nor is the outsider able to say whether Ekwensi
is using the language ironically, when he remarks, "These men were more than radio subjects. They were television material". One is
not so certain of the accuracy of that humour
as of Bart-Williams' "Putting Angela in his
pocket, he went to Hornsey ".
But these are small reservations in what is,
all in all, the best and most stimulating of all
the many anthologies to come out of Africa that
it has been my fortune to read.
•
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A late
Buchan
Terence Ranger

The Sudden Assignment, by
(Hodder & Stoughton, 35s.)

Lord

Alport.

LORD ALPORT'S book will no doubt be read by
many as a companion volume to Welensky's
account of the last days of Federation. It does,
indeed, furnish many interesting discrepancies
and a good deal of fresh information.
But it deserves to be read for itself. It is a
very personal book and a very revealing one. In
no sense an official statement, it shows very
clearly what sort of man was chosen to represent Britain on the Federal spot. It also shows
what happens when a man of Lord Alport's
sort - a distinguished version of a classic
British political type - is set to grapple with
the realities of Africa today. Lord Alport is one
of the last, perhaps, of those characters given
a classical mythical definition by John Buchan,
of which writer there are constant echoes in his
book. A man of firm and honest values, believing in Britain's guiding role in the world, sustained by a religious faith which has always
seemed in perfect consonance with his political
and social values, liking and looking for adventure - a fitting person, it might be thought,
to choose as the last of the Central African proconsuls. Mr. Macmillan, when offering Lord
Alport the job, referred him back to the distinguished careers of Lord Milner and Lord
Curzon; it ~as ironically appropriate that the
man who saw the winding up of the British
imperial interest in Central Africa should have
been so much imaginatively in the mould of'the

lA

great shaping imperialists.
Lord Alport tells us of Enoch Powell that
he is one of the few great romantics in British
politics today. Lord Alport himself is clearly
another; it takes a high capacity for romance
to be a John Buchan man in the Tory party
of the 1950s; to believe in the continuing fitness and readiness of Britain to meet the imperial responsibility in an age of quarter-principled, three-quarter expedient withdrawal. Sent
out to defend British interests, Lord Alport was
from the start at variance with his colleagues
and masters in his continued stress on British
responsibilities.
He was even more at temperamental odds
with the African situation itself. Men of his
type, with all their real virtues, have always
been lacking in imagination; but it used not to
matter since they could impose their concepts
upon the realities of the African situation, sometimes really shaping it, sometimes creating for
themselves at any rate a recognisable, world in
which to live. Lord Alport found himself in a
world where the men and the forces he could
not imaginatively understand were those which
counted: the African nationalists, whom he
believed quite ucready to rule; the Irish servants
of the United Nations, whom he believed motivated by a purposeless hatred of England, continuing a quarrel which reasonable Englishmen
thought ended in 1922; even the " sinister looking half-Chinese" U.N. bodyguard he saw in
the Katanga; these were the people who were
actually deciding Central Africa's fate. It was
difficult enough to understand Welensky; impossible to understand sympathetically the
forces which were breaking through the imperial
crust - " dark, corrosive forces," Lord Alport
found them, "which if given the chance would

destroy everything for which Britain and its
people stand."
OPERATING WITH HIS twin romantic misconceptions of Britain and Africa it is no surprise that
he was consistently beside the point in his
recommendations. It emerges from the book that
some of the oddest and least practical ideas of
those odd years emanated from Lord Alportin particular Sir Edgar Whitehead's scheme for
Northern Rhodesian partition. Lord Alport's
Sudden Assignment was undoubtedly a disillusioning failure.
Yet even those most sympathetic to the new
nationalisms of Africa; to the United Nations
view-point in Katanga; and to the rest of the
forces which Lord Alport failed to come to
terms with; will surely find the character which
emerges from this book in many ways an attractive one. Clearly he wasn't our ally or our
friend. Had his advice been taken there can be
no doubt that the Central African situation
would have been much worse than it is now.
Yet there is scmething there; something in his
sense of obligation, which gives dignity to his
failure. When today the great danger for
Southern Rhodesia especially is a British washing of the hands, it is no bad thing to have
Lord Alport end his book with the call to
Britain not to forget "that it still has a debt
to pay in Central Africa." It would be pleasant
to believe that Lord Alport will come in time
to define that debt rather differently and be
able to give" help and understanding" not only
to those" who shared with Britain in an attempt
to establish a non-racial society" but to those
who follow the different, and we must hope
more practicable, romantic ideals of African
nationalism.
•

frica Report_I

The most widely-read American journal on Africa
Objective, comprehensive news on a country-by-country basis;
expert analysis of trends and dynamics; personality profiles;
maps; photos.
Book Department reviews all major new books on Africa.
11 issues each year plus a year-end index $6 per year

AFRICA REPORT Dept. NA, Suite 505
Dupont Circle Building
Washington 36, D.C., USA

Our sales points
in Africa, America
and Europe are
increasing but
the safest way of
getting The New
African monthly
is to subscribe.
There is a form
on page 79

114/THE NEW AFRICAN/JULY 1965

Quality

The Past

and less

to Life

Alfred Hutchinson

Robin Hallett

One Matt, One Match et, by T. M. Aluko.
(Heinemann, 16s.)
.
A Surfeit of Sun, by Sean Graham. (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 21s.)
1 Speak of Africa, by J ames Halliday. (Blackwoods, 18s.)
The Second Round, by Lenrie Peters. (Heinemann, 18s.)
MR. ALUKO'S NOVEL is of outstanding quality.
It carries throughout the stamp of a highly
gifted writer. It is set in the village of Ipaja,
in the cocoa-growing region of Nigeria, where
an outbreak of cocoa disease threatens the
farmers with ruin. The fanners are agitated,
too, by the government's campaign to cut down
the stricken trees and passions run high. And
to this troubled scene comes Cambridge-educated
Udo Akpan as the new District Officer. Though
an Mrican, he is as much a foreigner to these
parts as the white man he succeeds and his
fellow Africans refer to him without rancour
as the "black white man." His work is bedevilled by Benjamin Benjamin, a colourful
nationalist agitator and scoundrel, who commands both the ear of the chief and the columns
of a nationalist newspaper. Benjamin Benjamin
revives an old tribal land dispute - converting
the substantial sums collected for the Igbodudu
Land Appeal Fund to his own use. There is a
mild, inconclusive riot and a killing.
But the main strength of One Man, One
Matchet lies not so much in the plot as in the
magnificent characterisation. There is a fascinating interplay of character and motivation. The
characters are drawn with warmth and sympathy
and at no point does the author try to manipulate them for his own ends. Mr. Aluko has a
sharp eye for human foibles and even the most
dignified of his people are not above ridiculousness. The characters are memorable: flambuoyant Benjamin Benjamin; irascible old Chief
Momo; rich, vain and gullible Olowekere,
jockeying for a chieftancy; meek and mild
Reverend J osiah Olaiya, anxious to divert some
of the streams of campaign money into his
church. But they are lovable people - even the
unworthiest of them. And in the unhurried,
rural tempo of the book they play out their
individual dramas under the author's kindly but
ever-watchful eye. Life is charmingly inconclusive and here and there Mr. Aluko gracefully
squanders an incident which promised possibilities. But the sure touch is always there, evoking
the smell of 1If ~
In an age of axe-grinding it is remarkable
that Mr. Aluko does not seem to have an axe
of his own to grind. There is an absence of
posturing: that is left to his characters. Mr.
Aluko, too, never passes judgment: that is left
to his readers. And neither does he explain his
characters to potential foreign readers: there
is no need because his characters are universal.
The writing is clear, with many a sudden comic
turn. Perhaps the book could have done without the last chapter which is explanatory, for
by then the drama has been well and truly
played out. One Man, One Matchet is a significant contribution not only to African writing
but to the world's writing and one looks forward
to this talented Nigerian writer's next book.

A Surfeit of Sun by Sean Graham is a
competently written novel set in Thomor, West
Mrica. Mr. Graham has closely observed the
customs of his subjects and his book has a
West African flavour. Much play is made of
Sarah Green's sense of alienation on her return
home after years in England. In Thomor this
first African woman barrister plunges into an
affair with Mervyn Clarke, the young white
Fisheries Officer. Their affair is played out in
a state of crisis because the fish on which
Thomor depends are late that year. There is a
reversion to the old ways and members of the
Yewe Fetish Cult sacrifice Dede, Mervyn's
Mrican mistress. In the trial for ritual murder
that follows, the lovers find themselves in opposing camps: Sarah defending the accused;
Mervyn appearing for the prosecution. The
trial section of the book is well-handled.
Mr. Graham has written a good yam with a
tension that hold3 out to the very end. The
main characters, however, remain on the whole
unreal, though many of the minor characters
flash into life. Fuad, the Syrian storekeeper,
exudes an ecrthy humour. While the affair
between Sarah and Mervyn generates some interest, it never develops into anything significant
and neither does Sarah's voluntary exile in the end.
HALLIDAY'S I Speak of Africa will no
doubt appeal to some British readers but what
Africans will make of it is another matter. The
story is told by the retired general manager of
Luwongo Lead Mines and is an account of the
wind of change blowing a British colony into
independence. Uhuru has an initial bad turn
when leadership is captured by the bad" Lion
Warrior," Washington. Kambaluma, but all ends
well with the benevolent, chieftainly Joshua
Mpungu ensconced in the presidential chair.
His country is humming. There are British
bases and a flourishing trade with South Africa.
Unlike the damnable Pan-Africanists, President
Mpunga believes that African rule would spoil
South Africa and in this he is in full agreement with Dr. Verwoerd. Mr. Halliday criticises
much that deserves to be criticised: graft, corruption, self-seeking, intolerance - and deserves
praise for his courage. The book is full of droll
characters with droll names like Ice-cream and
Lemonade. Droll situations involving witchcraft
and cannibalism abound. The reader is treated
to some strange insights, for instance, that the
Africans love the Afrikaner, Dr. Pretorius,
"because the bwana never talks to us." No
doubt some old British colonial types will see
in Mr. Halliday's independent state of Luwongo
an Mrica after their own hearts but I do not
think that this book will have much appeal in
Mrica.
The Second Round by Gambia-born Lenrie
Peters is the least successful of the four novels.
It is set in Freetown, Sierra Leone, and concerns the return oi Dr. Kawa to his native land.
This is obviously a subject which has a deep
interest for the author and one suspects that
Mr. Peters has also experienced the alienation
of the "been-tos." His story somewhat runs
away with him and his imagery is more suited
to poetry than prose.
•

JAMES

Great Britain and Ghana: Documents of Ghana
History 1807-1957, edited by G. E. Metcalfe
(University of Ghana and Thos. Nelson and
Sons Ltd., 84s.).
ONE OF THE MOST TRULY EXCITING intellectual
developments of recent years has been the " discovery" of African history. Ten years ago it was
possible for well-educated people to assert in all
seriousness that Mrica was the continent without a history. Pressed to define what they meant
they would explain that history is dependent on
written documents, that most African societies
were pre-literate when they were brought under
European rule and that there could therefore be
no such thing as African history. The old arguments are not quite dead, they are still occasionally brought out by eminent professors at
ancient universities, but to any honest and
serious scholar the view that Africa possesses
no history of its own is nothing but an absurd
myth. For today the work of an ever-widening
circle of scholars - in Africa, Europe and
America - is showing that the sources for African history are infinitely more abundant than
anyone dared to imagine even a few years ago.
The oral traditions of African societies, the sites
of ancient settlements, the distribution of plants
or languages, the archives af European powers
- from a study of all these various sources the
historian can gradually piece together the pattern
of the African past.
BASICALLY WHAT ANYONE INTERESTED in history
is trying to do is to bring the past to life, to
find out how men lived in ages other than our
own, to note the contrasts between different ages
and to discover how these contrasts came about.
To this task the studies of the archaeologist, the
botanist and the linquist can make - at least in
so far as Africa is concerned - important contributions; but the reports of these specialists
usually make difficult reading. If the ordina(y
reader is really to feel the proper excitement of
history, really to feel that he can hear the voices
of men who lived long ago, he must turn both
to the records of oral tradition and to the documents whether published or unpublished, contained in libraries and collections of archives.
"To the African," W. E. F. Ward has suggested in the preface to his History of Ghana,
"history is living in a way it cannot be to the
European." He goes on to illustrate the significance of oral tradition from an incident in his
own experience. "An elder once gave me the
story of a gallant feat of arms performed by an
ancestor of his seventy years ago. When he had
ended, he broke down, got up hastily and left
the circle, and walked up and down outside for
twenty minutes striving to recover his self-control." The importance of oral tradition needs
stressing, for the old man, the repositories of
tradition, are dying off. One of the most urgent
tasks in the field of Mrican history is the record..
ing of this vast fund of historical material before
it fades into oblivion.
THE DOCUMENTS IN THE ARCHIVES are more
durable; but for most students of history they
are usually completely inaccessible. How many
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Ghanaian students, for instance, can afford to
visit the Public Record Office in London's
Chancery Lane? Those able to do so will be
able to find there file upon bulky file filled with
the correspondence sent back to the Colonial
Office or to other Government Departments by
the English traders and colonial officials who
worked on the Gold Coast from the seventeenth
century onwards.
But now Mr. Metcalfe has come to the aid
of all those who possess a real interest in Ghanaian history, for he has been through all the
archives from 1807 onwards, selected the most
interesting documents, added to them extracts
from the most important printed documents of
more recent years and brought this mass of
material together in a handy, well-arranged and
extremely well-edited volume.

as Mr.
Metcalfe points out "to illustrate the development of British policy in Ghana between 1807
and 1957. 1957 is, of course, the date of Ghanaian independence. 1807 is a date of almost
equal significance, for in that year the British
Parliament abolished the British slave-trade.
From 1807 " the task of African civilization," as
it was called, became a more or less continuous
element in British plans for that continent. However inadequately conceived or mistakenly pursued, however over-laid at times by other selfregarding motives, this concern for African
welfare essentially distinguishes the period after
1807 from that earlier phase of Anglo-Ghanaian
co-operation in the slave-trade which, mutually
profitable to the men of both races at the coast,
was based on the devastation of the African and
Ghanaian interior." This is Mr. Metcalfe's
summing-up. Not every one would agree it.
Thus a Ghanaian politician, Mr. Obetsebi
Lamptey, speaking in the Legislative Council in
1949, could accuse Britain of "clapping their
(Le. the Ghanaian people's) neck into the noose
of another slavery more insidious, more farreaching in its intensity, more devastating in its
effects than the physical slavery which preceded
it. Britain's control," he concluded, "has ruined
this country."

The Obvious
Message
Sebaretlane

THE DOCUMENTS HAVE BEEN SELECTED,

IMPERIALISM IS A SUBJECT of passionate debate
to anyone concerned with the affairs of Africa.
One of the most intriguing aspects of Mr. Metcalfe's selection of documents is the light that it
throws on the motives of the agents of imperialism. Two themes come out very clearly. One is
the reluctance with which the British Government assumed any responsibilities at all in West
Africa during the greater part of the 19th century; the other is the extraordinary voIte-face
that took place when the British found themselves faced with competition from European
rivals. Thus in 1880 Lord Kimberley, the
Liberal Colonial Secretary, was resisting the
appointments of British Commissioners in the
interior of the Gold Coast, because such a policy
would lead both to an increase in "the direct
responsibility of the Government" and to the
"progressive augmentation of expenditure ...
both of which results would, in my opinion, be
very undesirable." Six years later, however, ·after
the Germans had started to annex Togoland, the
same Lord Kimberley was writing, "It is safe
to assume that the German Government will
annex anything. which is not claimed by some
other Power. Therefore we should make up our
minds promptly as to any territory we really
want, and take it at once."
To bring the past. to life: how well these
documents do that. And how varied they arefor here are English statesmen thinking aloud,
English governors writing confidential letters,
Ghanaian business-men and politicians criticising British policy, overseas experts talking about
the development of industry or education. All in
all, Mr. Metcalfe and· his publishers have done
a magnificent piece of work in producing a book
whose appearance .ls something of. a milestone in
the development· of West African historica.l
studies.
•

The Third World, by Peter Worsley. (WeidenfeId and Nicolson.)
but unsuccessfully, to like
this book and to write an appreciative review
of it. The subject matter is to me of the greatest
interest. Professor Worsley is clearly an admirable person, with a broad-minded tolerance of
many of the failings of humanity. His views
are conciliatory and sane. He displays an encyclopaedic grasp of his great subject. But try
as .I will, I rHust admit that his book leaves me
unsatisfied.
I am not sure that my dissatisfaction is all
Professor Worsley's fault. His book is basically
a plea to the world's white people to take the
Third ·World (to him it is the non-communist
African and Asian countries) more seriously
than so far they have taken it. But I read it at
a moment when the internal disunity of the
Third World is obvious, its disunity and also
its impotence hl the face of American aggression
in the Congo, Vietnam, and the Dominican
Republic. Since the bok was written much of
the gilt has come off his gingerbread.
Unfortunately there are faults inherent in
the book, quite apart from the circumstances
of its birth. It is packed with facts and with
quotations. Nearly all are instructive, true and
important. Yet onc finds it hard to relate this
wealth of data to any general theme. One finds
it difficult to know whether the book has indeed
any message except the rather obvious one that
the Third World is of growing importance, that
many of its values are needed by the rest of the
world, and that the development of the poorer
countries should be undertaken more seriously
by everyone.
I HAVE TRIED HARD,

I

COULD HAVE \VISHED

for a far fuller treat-

On a rural station
Marieke Clark
Zambia Cont1'asts, by Gladys J amieson. (London
Missionary Society.)
FOR THREE YEARS Mrs. J amieson served the
London Missionary Society in N orthem Rhpdesia on a rural mission station. She says she
has tried to paint a picture of life in one small
corner of Africa. The result is disappointing.
One had hoped to find in the book the record
of the experience') of a European who penetrated the surface of African rural life and who
tried to relate the poverty she describes to the
political conditions of the· country; her experiences in the clinic might have been related
to traditional beliefs concerning sickness and
set against the background of contemporary
events; and Christianity might have been reinterpreted. In The Man Next To Me Dr.
Anthony Barker has succeeded in relating

ment of Japan, the only non-European country
to have equalled the Europeans and AngloSaxons in scientific progress, and perhaps the
only one to have received no aid or investment
before "take-off."
The Japanese experience seems to show that,
in development, what is really necessary is a
tough determination to modernise, on a base of
discipline, thrift, and .obed~ence, ~ith the i~
spiration of a fierly natlonahsm, gUIded by vabd
cultural traditions. It seems to show that handouts from rich nations, though they can achieve
something in some countries, have also a
dampening and depressing effect at their best,
and at their worst can ruin the receiver's
morale. It is factors like this that make one
distrust sentences such as "the reduction of
(world) military expenditure to one third of
its present value and could provide the funds
needed to industrialise all the underdeveloped
countries within 10 to 20 years." Surely the
main difference between the developed world
and the underdeveloped world lies in differing
attitudes to savings, personal efficiency, and
hard work. Does Professor Worsley seriously
think that any amount of currency in the world
could effect so colossal 'a change in 10 to 20
years?
There are nevertheless extremely valuable
passages. In particular I shall always keep my
finger on his discussion on the nature of nationalism, and on its relationship with communism.
Having said all these unkind things I feel
a bit guilty. This book is timely. I am glad that
Professor Worsley wrote it. Also the icy blizzards of the J ohnson doctrine cannot go on for
much longer. Either the sun of Kennedyism
(encouraged by books like this) must once again
appear. Or something even hotter than the sun
will put an (·nd to the J ohnson doctrine.
•

modern nusslonary work to the needs of contemporary Mrica. But in Mrs. Jamieson's book
there is conventional description of Africans
sick in the hospital, walking through the bush
t:J obtain drugs, Africans as hard working students, and as demure converts "glad to have
been posted to mission schools because we can
still carry cn the work of God as we did at
the mission."
Mrs. Jamieson's stay in Zambia coincided
with some of the most dramatic months of the
country's recent history. Political matter is not
entirely excluded and occasionally, such as when
she describes election night, October 1962, we
are aware of the historical importance of the
events we are watching. But there is no mention
of the political cross-currents at Serenje, the
tom loyalties of students, and the relevance
of mission education to African nationalism.
Mrs. Jamieson says of a student "he was
a keen UNIP man, but a keen Christian too,
in his own way."
Far from the westernised atmosphere of town,
missionaries on rural stations have unique
opportunities to observe social and political
change; it is sqd that so few of them make use
of their opportunities.
•
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Summons to Ruwenzori by Tom Stacey. (Seeker
and Warburg, 25s.)

British Supremacy in South Africa 1899-1907,
by G. H. L. Le May. (Oxford University Press,
25s.)

Professor Le May rejects the view of historians like Hugh Seton-Watson that the Boer
War is a classic example of a Marxist imperialist war. It \\as, in his view, a politicians' war.
The mining magnates and their London shareholders wanted not war, "but the coercion of
Kruger in their own interests." (Did this not
inevitably mean war? - certainly their interests
seem to have coincided.)

PROFESSOR LE MAY'S BOOK is an account of the
attempt, and failure, of the Colonial Secretary,
J oseph Chamberlain, and his representative in
South Africa, Alfred, Lord Milner, to break
Afrikanerdom and establish British supremacy
in Southern Mrica at the turn of the century.
This study does not break much new ground,
although some use is made of interesting
material from the Milner papers and the Colonial Office records; it is; however, compact,
useful and refreshingly lucid.
Milner was not merely frank about his
designs on Kruger's republic; he claimed without irony, "the credit" for precipitating the
Boer War. His plan was to transform the Transvaal - after the discovery of gold the centre
of power in Southern Africa - into a British
Colony. The Afrikaners would be defeated in
a short decisive war. A policy of Anglicization
and large-scale British immigration would be
the prelude to self-government. Later, the
Transvaal would form the pivot for a union of
the Southern African colonies under British
hegemony.

war, but his plans went awry.
What the Afrikaners failed to win by the sword
was conceded to them by the peace treaty, the
subsequent grant of self-government, and the
Act of Union (1910), which united a selfgoverning South Africa under white majority
(i.e. Afrikaner) rule.
Why did Milner lose so badly and at such a
tremendous cost - an enormously expensive and
destructive three year war which involved the
use of almost 500,000 British troops against a
small Boer force and led to the downfall of
Balfour's government in England?
Milner - and everyone else - underestimated
the capacity and willingness of the Boers to
fight to the bitter end C" Nonsense!" he wrote
in 1900, "there are limits to what they will
suffer...."). His plans were thwarted and upset
by the pressures of domestic politics and public
opinion in Britain and in the Cape Colony
(though not in loyal Natal). Milner was also
frustrated and opposed by the British generals,
who were not interested in his grandiose political schemes and failed to secure the decisive

competent and
romantic English journalist; a combination almost certain to produce sparks in Africa. He
has written an engrossing personal account of
his involvement in an attempt to conciliate
the Bakonjo tribe of Western Uganda, at war
with the neighbouring dominant Batoro tribe
and by extension with the Central Government
of Uganda.
By virtue of an earlier trip to the fabled
Mountains of the Moon Stacey had established
intimate contact with a young idealistic
Mukonjo, Isaya Mukirane. When Mukirane
initiated a secessionist movement to free his
people from the very real oppression of the
Batoro Stacey was called in to see if he could
somehow help to bring the Bakonjo and the
Uganda government to. terms. His brief journey
evokes magnificently the absorbing presence of
a scenery without parallel in Africa as well as
the progressive mental disintegration of his
friend Mukirane, obsessed with becoming a
Messiah to his people.
The principal failings of this book are its
self-imposed limitations. The Bakonjo are only
one of hundreds of tribes in Africa whose lives
have been messed up by colonial boundaries.
National governments must everywhere wrestle
with the leal grievances of these groups and
the need to build national unity through the
encouragement of non-tribal sentiment. The
Bakonjo wanted a district of their own or else
to secede from Uganda. They might have
settled for being placed directly under the
authority of the Uganda government and freed
from administrative control by the hated Batoro.
All of these solutions were and are fraught with
ominous consequences for fragile Uganda politics and these considerations are avoided by
Stacey. His aim is a book which will make
readers feel rather than think about the problems of Uganda and Africa. To the extent that
this book requires scant mental effort its saleability is increased and its ultimate value
decreased.
TOM STACEY IS AN ENERGETIC,

TOM S TACEY COULD HAVE WRITTEN a fine,
imaginative, and thoroughly non-academic study
of a people whom he knows well and cares
about, their problems, and the relation of those
problems to the most pressing issues in Mrica
today· of nation and tribe. He has chosen instead to write an eminently readable journalistic
account of Tom Stacey's - relations with what
he refers to as "primitive people."
, •
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victory and unconditional surrender necessary
if he were to have a free hand after the war.
Kitchener, impatient for promotion to India,
was anxious to come to terms with the Boers.
When he failed, he determined to defeat them
by any means, but his " methods of barbarism"
only stiffened their resistance and earned their
undying hatred.
Irritated and frustrated by their failure to
defeat the elusive conunandos, the British entertained several wild schemes. Hely-Hutchinson,
the Governor of Natal, proposed that Natal be
enlarged to include the Orange Free State and
the Transvaal, with a constitution "jerrymandered" (his own words) to ensure a British
majority in ,~n elected assembly. While Kitchener
toyed with the idea of deporting recalcitrant
Boers and their families en masse to Fiji and
Madagascar.

AT THE END of the war Milner turned down the
offer of the Colonial Secretaryship in order to
carry out his grand design for South Africa.
But time was running out: a grant of selfgovernment by the incoming Liberals would not
be long delayed; British immigrants had failed
to materialise; and the Afrikaners had not been
Anglicised. On the contrary, the war gave birth
to a fiercer, more disciplined Afrikaner nationalism and the old-fashioned leaders like Kruger
were replaced by men who were younger,
subtler and more effective.
United as never before in their Het Volk
party the Afrikaners waited, while the British
nervously blundered and miscalculated. The
Ridgway Committee, sent out by the Liberal
government, were convinced that their franchise proposals (allowing 15 ~ weighting of
constituencies - a proposal intended to benefit
the British, but subsequently turned to their
own use by the Afrikaners) would ensure a
British majority. But the Afrikaners won. "We
are in for ever," said Smuts gleefully. They
were too. Churchill was not worried. Without
the stimulus of opposition, he believed Afrikaner
nationalism and the Dutch language would die
a natural death: English would prevail by reason
of its" innate superiority."

ONE CANNOT BUT admire the bravery with \vhich
the small Afrikaner nation fought the first successful - and one of the fiercest - of the antiimperialist wars in Africa. But does one wish,
in the light of subsequent history, that Milner
had succeeded in establishing British supremacy
in South Africa? Looking at Southern Rhodesia,
or at the record of Natal, one doubts whether it
would have made much difference.
Professor Le May rightly points out that
white unity was always bought at the cost of
non-white interests (at Vereeniging and in
1910); but, in view of the increasingly repressive legislation since 1910, one can hardly agree
with his conclusion that the grant of selfgovernment by Campbell-Bannerman gave to
South African politics "half a century of
moderation."
•

Ancient African Killgdonzs, by Margaret Shinnie.
These are just two attitudes which greater
discussion and investigation will help to adjust.
(Arnold, 21s.)
But this "book seeks to avoid giving information which is still controversial". And this may
AN ATTRACTIVE LOOKING piece of African book account for its dryness. Not that there is any
boom production. But it is really a school book need to be outrageous. E. \V. Bovill's The
in disguise, which is all well and good since Golden Trade of the Moors shows with what
stimulating books on the history of Africa are spark the stories of the inland kingdoms of West
badly needed at this level. But in this case the Africa can be told.
Somehow Mrs. Shinnie seems to have mancontents are not nearly as worthwhile as the
aged to iron out all the excitement and signifipackaging.
The author states in tl:c Preface that "It is cance of discoveries such as the Nok terracotta
meant for those who have yet to decide on a figurine of the woman with a bun illustrated on
career, in the hope that some of them may be this page. That this was an archaeological dissufficiently interested to wish to explore the cove!)' whi h changed many notions of the
history of Africa further." What a dreary job African past; that some of this statuary may
for history to do. Such an aim reduces the study predate some of the Greek naturalistic statues;
of history to a mere insider's discipline.
none of this does she mention. And this would
Greater knowledge of the unfolding history of be such a good chance to demonstrate the workAfrica is necessary for everybody both outside ings of modern archaeological means of dating
and inside Africa. Their ignorance of the highly by testing carbonised wood.
developed African Kingdoms enabled the colonSo all the beautiful illustrations do not seem
ial powers to look at the history of Africa to be integrated into the book. An African polimerely in the terms of penetration of their ex- tician picked up this book and said "Oh, the
plorers into the "dark continent". And this same old pictures". He was being unfair. But
type of thinking survives among people who if only Mrs. Rennie had used them better. And
have no vested interest in belittling African she and her husband have gathered some interachievement.
esting contemporary illustrations which serve to
At the same time a "chip on the shoulder" show, though she does not seem to make the
type of romanticised African history is growin~ point, that these ancient kingdoms of Africa
up. There is the " Africans did it first" school. were not so much "backward" as that they
It turns out that many of these claims rest on continued to develop at the slow speed of the
the achievements of the Mediterranean-based middle ages until they were suddenly faced
civilisations. And this is just about as sensible with the results of the rapid developnlent of
as laying the credit for the happenings in the technology taking place in the home countries
of the probiIJg colonial powers.
Roman Empire at the feet of the British.
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Soballtu.
Shula Marks

Frere, Imperial High Commissioner in South
Africa, whom he regarded as responsible
for the war, brought him even further odium
and unpopularity.
Even after the deaths of Sobantu and
King Cetshwayo within a few months of
one another in 1883, the history of the
Colensos and the Zulu Royal family was to
be intimately linked.
Courage, perseverance and outspokenness
in the defence of what he believed in were
nothing unusual in the Bishop's life. As
this new book by Professor Hinchliff shows,
these qualities revealed themselves not only
in his preparedness to champion the rights
of the Zulus, but also in his stand on the
theological questions of his day. It is with
this aspect of the Bishop's life that Professor
Hinchliff has been primarily concerned.
Writing from an orthodox Christian point
of view, the author, who is professor of
Ecclesiastical History at Rhodes University,
has been able to present the 19th century
theological disputes in which Colenso was
involved lucidly and meaningfully even for
the non-believer. In the process many of the
misconceptions and inaccuracies which had
crept into the tale of Colenso's battle with
the metropolitan of Cape Town, Robert
Gray, have been cleared away. In his discussion of this episode and the nature of the
Bishop's "heresies," Professor Hinchliff
attains an admirable objectivity and freedom
from bias. May the gap left by his not dealing with Colenso "defender of the Zulus,"
be filled in as straightforward and non-partisan a fashion.

John W ill ia m Colenso by Peter Hinchcliff
(Nelson, 25s.)
SO REVERED BY THE ZULUS was John William
Colenso, Anglican bishop and missionary in
Natal from 1854 to 1883, that even at the
turn of the century educated Africans were
saying that since the death of Sobantu,
Father of the People, they could trust no
white man. In the last ten years of his life
Bishop Colenso, excommunicated by the
Church of the Province of South Africa,
fiercely distrusted by the majority of his
fellow clergy in Natal and a former shadow
of himself in health, devoted all his remarkable courage energy and determination to
secure justice for the Zulus.
His earlier interest in the welfare of the
Africans of Natal and Zululand confronted
by encroaching white settlerdom was roused
to feverpitch by' the travesty of a trial accorded the Hlubi chief, Langalibalele, in
1873. The chief, accused of treason by the
Natal government, had run foul of Theophilus Shepstone the autocratic Secretary
for Native Affairs, formerly the Bishop's
most staunch and powerful lay ally, thereafter one of his bitterest antagonists.
Colenso's defence of Cetshwayo at the time
of the Zulu War some five years later and
his opposition to the policies of Sir Bartle

it is
the Bishop's views as missionary which hold
particular interest. At a time when the
majority of missionaries in Africa were still
culture-bound in the extreme and preaching
hell-fire to the "benighted heathen," the
Bishop's ability to transcend the prejudices
and value-judgments of Victorian England
is all the more remarkable. Colenso was
apparently groping towards a Universalist
religion even before he left England. He
believed there was a divine spark in each
man, which it was the task of the missionary
to reveal. His views on baptism and polygamy, both grossly unpopular in his own
day, were a development of this and of his
generous humanitarianism.
The account of how Colenso was led from
an initial unquestioning fundamentalism to
his criticism of the Old Testament by the
questions of his African converts is particularly appealing. It brings to mind the
remark attributed to Disraeli after the defeat
of the British troops at Isandhlwana, where
the Bonapartist claimant to the French
throne was killed:
"A remarkable people the Zulus; they
defeat our generals; they convert our
bishops; they have settled the fate of a great
Europe~n dynasty."
•
TO THE STUDENT OF AFRICAN HIS TORY,

ENNEDI MASSIF is situated in the
Sahara area of the Chad Republic, northeast of Fort Lamy, on the Sudanese frontier. This area, far away from the main
routes of communication, has been ignored
until very recently even though the massifs
of Haggar, Tibesti and Tassili have been
explored and have revealed important
artistic discoveries.
Erosion has scooped out many caves in
this sandstone massif. These caves have
been lived in and used by nomad populations as natural shelters during centuries
and even millennia. The climate on -this
plateau, 1,450 metres high, is fairly mild,
and the summer rains make possible the
existence of a varied flora and numerous
fauna (gazelles, antelopes, ostriches, panthers, monkeys). Several thousand Bideyats
or Goranes follow the rains with their
flocks. The impossibility of cultivation
forces the Ennedi population to lead a
pastoral life that has been the same for
6,000 years.
Since 1930 French soldiers have pointed
out the existence of painted shelters, but
it was not until 1956 that an expedition
was sent to study the peoples (Zaghawa
of the North Ouadai) and systematically
to unearth the paintings. The results of this
expedition, led by Gerard Bailloud in 1956
and 1957, were shown for the first time to
the Parisian public early this year.
Gerard Bailloud left Fada with a Gorane
guide and four camels. During the next
year, camping at the foot of red rocks, he
covered an area within a sixty kilometres
radius, visited more than 500 caves and
discovered 200 paintings. The rock paintings have been transferred from the wall
itself on to drawing paper and then carefully coloured on the spot in water-colour,
to copy the original colours exactly. These
are the life-size pictures which we can see
at the Museum of Decorative Arts.
The base of the sandstone wall is a light
yellow, on which the frescoes have been
painted in a limited colour range. The
colours consist mainly of red ochre, an unfailing and surprising violet, white, black'
and sometimes brown.
These frescoes cover several thousand
years of history and prehistory: from the
5th millennium B.C. until the 18th century
A.D. Successive generations sheltering in
the caves have decorated them, and in this
THE
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200 frescoes from Chad were exhibited
at the Museum of Decorative Arts, Paris,
early this year. They were brought to world
attention only in 1956 - 57 of them by
Gerard Bailloud's expedition to the caves
of the Ennedi massif, in that year. Together
these rock paintings cover about six millennia. T he exhibition was described for
Preuves-Information of Paris by Mme.
Claude Servoise, archaeologist at the Louvre
Museum.

1.

VIOLET GIRAFFE: 3RD MILLENNIUM, SIVRE STYLE.

2.

RED WARRIOR ON A WHITE CAMEL: EARLY CENTURIES A.D.

is their aesthetic and historic interest.
THANKS TO THE PICTURES OF DEER, it
has been possible to define epochs and
establish chronology. Periods have been
classified by a dozen different styles. The
first animals represented (giraffes, elephants,
panthers, ostriches - often painted in a line
like the picture of the giraffes) were present
in this northern half of Africa earlier than
horned animals.
This first period was in the 5th and 4th
millennia B.C. At the end of this" archaic"
period, people outnumbered animals. The
drawings are fairly sketchy and look like
silhouettes, but the movement is vivid, well
observed and not lacking in humour. The
masked dancers belong. to this period of the
2nd millennium.
Then cattle appear in herds, and the
wild deer is represented less and less. This
is the long " bovidian " period, which lasted
from the 1st millennium B.C. until the
beginning of the Christian era. The" bovidian " style stops when camels and horses
appear, seemingly simultaneously, in the
first centuries A.D. We find a very vivid
sense of movement in the "red warrior
astride a white camel." The camels are
always shown galloping (which is rare
today). The people are often diagrammatic,
their heads often capped by a chech. Cameldrivers have a long knife and an extremely
long lance. Battle scenes replace daily life
scenes. Towards 1000 A.D. this art gradually becomes debased. Horses and camels
are drawn increasingly clumsily. The
nomads, probably under Islamic influence,
begin to lose interest in life drawing. Beginning in the sixteenth century, the population
became Islamic by the eighteenth. After
this period, graphic drawings in the Ennedi
caves cease. In fact, a few shepherds did
still draw camels, horses and cows in an
increasingly diagrammatic manner on the
walls where their ancestors had painted
pictures full of symbol, life and force.
What is the meaning of this art? What
are the deep reasons which forced each
generation for six millennia to decorate the
cave walls of the Ennedi massif with paintings? Gerard Bailloud does not think there
is one single answer to this question. It
seems probable that the motive was not the
same one for each period. "An entirely
different spirit," he writes, "seems to animate the paintings of the archaic period, so
full of majesty, symbolism and obviously
religious in essence, and those of the bovidian period which become towards the end
small, realistic, narrative compositions often
tinged with humour, rich· in representation
of fights, the art has another motive."
The Chad frescoes are a surprise in the
systematic explorations, only just beginning,
of the vast Sahara wastes. We now know
that a series of rock paintings exists in the
Sahara along a line from Mauretania to
Ethiopia. The discovery of the Ennedi
massif frescoes in northern Chad is another
link, and shows us the past of a Sahara
more populated and less desolate than the
•
one \ve know today.
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tasteful white girls find this attention.
But in the number called " Wow" .the
black girl is shown as feeling terribiy'
flattered that white boys are making a
pass at her. It must not be suppose~
that the show attacks or satirises these
values in any way; on the contrary it
embodies them. They are the values
which the creative teams, all white
South Africans, perhaps consciously or
subconsciously hold.

p

The London Revue Nymphs and
Satires e.xploits African culture
withottt commitment and in the
old whites-on-top package.

THE SOUTH AFRICAN revue, Nymphs
and Satires, which is currently playing
at London's Apollo Theatre, is, to say
the very least, a ghastly affair. Except
for the contribution of the Manhattan
Brothers or the ineluctable and persistent intelligence of Miss Joyce Grant, the
show is monstrously vapid. Its commitment is a drip-dry attachment to fatuity.
It is not only mindless and lacking in an
over all style which might have acted as
a unifying principle for the black and
white members of the show, but lacks
even the basic values which one would
have expected a man of Leon Gluckman's talent to impart to this drifting,
deleterious "black and white minstrel"
affair. As a matter of fact its ethos is
Braamfontein, Johannesburg, and one is
surprised at how frequently the show
insists on our recognition of this fact.
Indeed, the whole point of this article
is to acknowledge this fact which the
show so everlastingly insists upon.
Braamfontein it is then!
I suppose if one were pressed to
choose between the nymphs and _the
satires (or satyrs) one would unfailingly
settle for the nymphs, especially the
flawlessly beautiful West Indian actress,
Helen Downing; provided, of course,
that they were not asked to mouth the
silly songs or go through the humiliating
motions of some of the more distasteful
sketches in this show. At least the girls
are divinely pretty and sexually appealing - though not ultimately appeasing,
'at least, so far as the show is concerned.
If Nymphs and Satires should therefore suddenly disappear from where it
nightly roosts let me at least explain
why I, for one, shall not mourn its
demise; why, in fact, I should celebrate
it. It isn't just the fact tha,t.o'the, show

represents no basic values which one
can respect in the manner of certain
satirical revues however failed and unachieved they finally prove to be: what
is distasteful about this show is the desperate opportunism which inspired it in
the first place.
Firstly, though finally it proves no
such thing,' one was led to believe that
the show would be integrated. Secondly,
by its deliberate exploitation of African
material, one was led to expect a certain ethnic style and quality which,
though not politically committed, would
represent an educated point of view.
For how can one exploit urban township material or any African material
for that matter without revealing some
very basic and fUndamental attitudes to
larger issues? In contradistinction to
the attitudes of certain white South
Africans who deny the very relevance
of African culture to their lives, this
show does no more than skim the surface of this culture while reinforcing the
stereotypes of the blacks held by most
white South Africans.
It was of course necessary to use the
African material in the show as a minimum requirement for its commercial
saleability, since most white South
Africans find it difficult to achieve success outside South Africa without exploiting their assumed acquaintance with
a unique African heritage whose novelty
would act as a pull for European pro-"
ducers looking for exotica. This is not
bad if such white South Africans identify themselves fully with the black
majority of the country who are the
main originators of this culture. In this
show they do not. The blacks do not
dominate the show, they are subservient.
They act mainly as foils for the white
members whose show this is.
Now I \\·ill give examples. Nymphs
and Satires belongs properly to the
social milieu we all know so well, in
which it is generally assumed that every
black woman is dying to go to bed with
a white man but that no self-respecting
white woman in her senses would want
anything to do with a, black man.
'In this show, for instance, whenever
the black boys are lusting after the white
girls much point is made as to how dis-

IF YOU THINK THIS is a far-fetched example, though I don't see why, we will
pass on to another example. Steve Perry,
in one scene, is singing" Country Boy,"
and as he is about to end the song
WaIter Loate, the African boy, is seen
walking by. Perry maner-of-factly kicks
him on the backside. Why, one wants to
know? What satirical point is being
made by this ludicrous portrayal? None
that I could see; but then here too the
notion is steadfastly held by most white
people that it is all right to portray a .
black man being kicked on the backside
by a white person, but that for a black
man to administer physical punishment
to a white person on the stage is unspeakably ugly and embarrassing. Besides, no matter how badly treated by
whites, the blacks are supposed to hold
white people in honest and undying
affection. If any blood is to be spilled
on stage it is a black man's blood that
must be spilled. That, incidentally, is,
the main reason why liberal white critics
respond with such amazing ferocity to
the current plays by the young Negro
pIaywright, LeRoi Jones. For the first ,
time a Negro playwright is making short
shrift of the myth so beloved by some
deluded white liberals that blacks love
whatever is white almost instinctively
and that they will not return physical
violence with violence. By showing a
black boy ,gratuitously kicked in front of
a white audience without making any
satirical point this show, in fact, reinforces the stereotyped thinking of people
already accustomed to the idea that
black people have an infinite capacity
for enduring insult and that they can be
kicked about at leisure.
Sketches like the rubbish bins, I
dreamt I was in Johannesburg, or Joe
Mokgotsi preaching a rousing sermon,
are not enough to save this show. What
'is typical about it is the evasiveness· of '
sketches like "Gone." Most English
people who are insecure alre~dy about
the presence of blacks in this country
must have applauded the portrayal of
blacks leaving, but since the point is
hardly made with any force as to what
happens afterwards in this country whatever satirical point was intended has no
bite. I suppose the defence will be that
the producers intended the show to be subtle. Most of us just think that 'it
was evading the issue. This is a pseudo~
African show in which white attitudes
dominate - a splendid paradigm for
what is happening in South Aftica.
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