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saying it, 'We do not know him. We \vash
our hands of a black man who raises his
hand against a white man.' But I was not
angry with them for a man must fight his
own fights sometimes. I also felt that the
white. men were separating in order to
gang up on me-like the turkeys do. But
this was as it should be, for they are the
kings of the earth. And just as a boy among
us can never best a man so among them a
black man cannot best a white man.

"Now Littlegreeks was standing up
again. This time I hit him with my left
fist-the fingers of the right were still
numb from the hardness of Littlegreeks's
jaw.

" But Littlegreeks did not reach the earth
this time, for as he was going down I saw
a phalanx of spades shining in the sun
from the pulish the Kimberley earth had
given them. Then I knew how that Egyptian
whom Moses killed must have felt.

" Behind me was the Big Hole, in front
of me was Littlegreeks, and beyond were the
white people with shovels in their hands.

"Now, let me tell you about that Hole,
in case you don't know. It is so wide that
you can't throw a pebble across it; if you
throw the pebble down the hole the sound
of it reaching the water at the bottom comes
back to you when you have forgotten that
you ever threw a peble.

" So you see how it was. I could not go
forward because of the shining shovels and
I could not hope to jump across the Hole.
I picked Littlegreeks up in my arms just as
he was reaching the ground and carried
him the four or five paces to the edge of
the Hole. The shovels say my intention and
paused in their advance. Littlegreeks saw
my intention and started screaming like a
stupid monkey that has been trapped with
a handful of mealie grains in a gourd.

"I looked at his frightened coward's
eyes and felt humiliated for having fought
a woman. I felt more humiliated that I was
just about to throw a woman down that
Hole.

"But Littlegreeks kept on screaming at
his friends to drop their shovels, and they
did, and I dropped Littlegreeks - on the
ground not down the Hole.

"HOWEVER, THIS WAS OT the end of the
matter. I had committed the biggest sin a
man can commit; I had raised my hand
against a white man and so the mine police
who had been attracted by the commotion
marched me off to the lock-up in the com
pound. Here I had time to think about this
and how to get out of it.

"I knew that if I appeared before the
magistrate on the following morning I
would be put in prison for a long time.
You know the common saying: Prison is
the home of all men, but I can assure you
that no man ever willingly goes to that
home. I tried very hard but I could not
think of a way of escaping.

"Later in the evening two of the mine
police - they sent two I think because
they were not sure I could not overpower

one - came to escort me to the private
house across the courtyard of the com
pound. The moon was full and the sky
was clear even at the home-in-lavl of a dog.
And I thought to myself: Even if I over
power these two hounds of the Great Place
I cannot get far without being caught for
there is no darkness to hide me.

"They opened the door of the private
house for me and I pushed the bolt from
the inside. When I had finished what I had
gone to do there I saw suddenly, as if I
had been struck by lightning, the manner
of my escape which was like this:

" I pushed the bucket, it was full, through
the trap door at the back. But the bucket
fell on its side and dirtied the ground be
hind the compound. Fortunately the police
standing outside the door of the private
house did not hear the noise of the falling
bucket for the men in the compound were
dancing, singing, and keeping time by
clapping their hands - and you know how
much noise that makes.

"I went out by the head through the
hole one squats on and then through the
trap door on the other side - the trap door
that the Baca people use for removing the
buckets; but not without a mighty struggle
for you can see how big I am; and not
without getting dirty from all the smelly
waste that had fallen out of the bucket; but
I did not mind; a man, if he is going to be
a man, nlust undergo such trials.

"As soon as I was standing outside I
said, 'My shins what did you ever do
for me?' And I can tell you that day my
shins worked as they had never worked
before. I~unning, then, in that bright moon
which turned night into day, I expected
to be shot down at any moment. But I got
away safely. I sometimes wonder what ever
happened to those guards for they were
black men like me and the owners of the
mine must have thought they had conspired
with me to let me escape. As you well kno\v,
My Son, white men can never think straight;
they always see what is not there. Thus it
is sometimes easy to deceive them.

" Anyway in three months I had walked
to Cape Tovm. I did not dare go by train
in case they had sent my description up
and down by the wire and I did not dare
go to my home because that is where they
would look first for me - anyway all my
money, about £15 in the gold sovereigns
you never see in these days, was locked up
in my kilt \vith my belongings.

"The manner of my getting tu Cape
Town is a story I shall tell you later, if you
want to hear it. The important thing is that
I was never caught. In Cape Town I even
changed my name and never wrote home,
so that in time I came to be forgotten and
five years later I returned to my home.

"Now, I am sure, you want to know
why I am telling you this story. Well, it's
like this: At home it is my name that is
on the preaching plan to give today's ser
mon and this is the story I would have told
'the people of the Lord in an effort to show
them that if you have outwitted the Devil
you should never remain to discuss the
matter with him - if you can.

Portuguese students
sIR,-Having been represented at the first Con
ference of Portuguese Students Abroad which
took place in Brussels between February 19th
and 21st this year, we are sending you the Final
Declaration of the Conference in the hope that
it may be published in your paper, if not in its
entirety at least some extracts.

We emphasise the importance of this being
the first time in the forty years of Salazar's
dictatorship that Portuguese students have been
able to meet in freedom.

The Committee is sure that the publication of
this document can help to clarify public opinion
internationally of the hopes of the Portuguese
students in their own country and abroad.

JOSE LARA JO

Secreta'ry, Portuguese Students Association
Committee in Great Britain, lIB Bromley Grove
Shortlands, Kent, England

[Space pennits us to print only this extract:
t( The large nU1nber of expulsions from

Portuguese unive1"sities, the colonial war, the
anti-den'locratic poli~ies of the Salazar Govern
ment and the 1nediocrity of Portuguese education
hcrve forced many Portuguese students to leave
the country. But our meeting was not convened
with the sole aim of solving the problems which
arise fronz our exile.

ft We also wish to give all ou?" support to the
struggle of Portuguese students for freedom of
association, an integral part of the fight of our
people for democracy, against the colonial war
and for the complete independence of our country
from foreign econontic, political and military
control. Also in these last few years, the fascist
character of the Portuguese dictatorship, which
1nurdered General Humberto Delgado, has re
t: ealed itself in a particularly violent form when
seeking to crush the stntggle for independence
of the peoples of Guinea and Cape Verde, S.
Tome and Prince, Mozambique and Angola. We
strongly condemn the colonial war, and hold
Salazar and those who support him responsible
for the deaths which this war is causing amongst
the peoples of the colonies and also a1nongst our
own people. We also hold his regin'le responsible
for the increasingly dependent situation in which
Portugal is being placed by this war. - EDITOR]

Frontier
SIR,-Thank you very much for your letter
giving me the names and addresses of those
people to whom you are sending FRONTIER on
our behalf. I should be very interested to hear of
what is happening to them from time to time.

rd like to take this opportunity of saying how
important I think your magazine is both in
showing the way in which art and literature are
flourishing and in being able to get across to
South Africa that there is still some humanism
left in the world. NATALIE REI
277 Trinity Road, London, S.W.18, England

[So far 62 subscriptions have been donated.
We have several hundred names and addresses of
fighters against apartheid in South Africa to
whom we are hoping to send FRONTIER - see
p. 82. - EDITOR]


