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HOLIDAY ISSUE

Writing of the New
South Africa

This holiday issue of FIGHTING TALK is devoted to short stories and satire; poetry and wit: writing of
the new South Africa. Whether by African, Coloured or White writers, it breathes the life — and the
protest — of the embattled peoples of our country.

Apartheid talk of our peoples 'developing along their own lines' is swamped in the growth of cur new
writing. While 'native administrators' strain to fan dying tribalisms, and to nurse the use of a quaint, lac-
oured idiom of a kraal [village) society which they imagine can remain intact after three centuries of White
battering, the young writers of South Africa have turned their backs on the stagnant, the antiquated and
race-ridden.

The myths tell that the African must labour in the factory, yet know nothing of trade unions and stay

aways. The apartheid-men say the people of the Reserves know only bliss and contentment under the Na-
tionalists. Events — and writing of our day — show otherwise.

=

Our writers are using not the flowery, romantic phrases which soothe: "Verwoerd's in his office and all s
right with the world" but the clipped, full-blooded vigorous language of the people of the crowded trains
and townships, the jostling queues and beer halls. They write about the people under siege in the rural
areas; they reflect on the ugliness of race hates and tensions; and produce for a theatre in which the cel-
our bar is being broken down,

Qurs is the most ‘mixed' society on the Continent of Africa, whether the ethnic-grouping specialists can
face that or not: and South Africa's cultural cross-currents are blowing up exciting new talent among ail tie
country's population groups. Mot the least exciting aspect is the ease with which White writers grasp tne
authentic of African situations and the skill with which Non-Whites dissect White society.

This issue produces a small slice of this writing. Some has appeared in other forms, as in the theate

(Fugard's 'Bloed Knot') or in a journal published in West Africa (Zeke Mphahlele en Langston Hughes fivs:
appesred in the Nigerian "Biack Orpheus'). Some of it has been published abroad and enthusiastical.y
greeted by the critics {Charles Hooper's BRIEF AUTHORITY and Marion Friedmann's THE SLAP), only ‘o
be Lanned by the South African Government as unfit for South African eyes and minds! Yet other pieces
make their first appearance in our journal.
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CUR COVER PICTURE: Tep left and right: Zakes Mokae and Athol Fugard, the brothers ia THE BLOOD KMNOTL.
Lotiem: Bashkar and Surys Kumari stars of KINS OF THZ DARK CHAMBER.
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20 PAGES

Thiz is an extra-large 20 page issue. Due to the printer's holidays there will be no Jenuary issue. The February issue will

appear at the end of January
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The Writers in This Issue:

ATHOL FUGARD's play broke the dead-weight of prece-
dent which decreed that Black men and White could not
appear on the same stage, and his two characters in THE
BLOOD KNOT are the ideal ones to have dene so. This
thin, bearded man with the intense flashing eyes is modest,
self-effacing, direct and unsentimental; talks staccato as he
writes and simply doesn't see colour — in persons, This is
the third of his plays to be performed and it will tour South
Africa and probably London. Fugard, when he isn’t on the
boards stepping into the skin of one of his characters, de-
vates his workmanlike approach to the theatre to the Re-
hearsal Room of Union Artists, where this play was first
tried out.

‘ZEKE' MPHAHLELE grew up in Marabastad Location and
the smell of its open drains permeate his DOWN SECOND
AVENUE autobiography. His first love was teaching but
Bantu Education stopped that. Mext he was literary editor
of DRUM, then lived in Migeria for three years, teaching,
writing, studying and publishing brilliantly trenchant criti-
cism, attending conferences of the All-African Peoples' Con-
ference and deciding what to try next. At present he is
Paris-based and in charge of an African cultural project of
the Congress for Cultural Freedom.

DENNIS BRUTUS, the ebullient Port Elizabeth teacher under
notice from the Education Depariment; Coloured Peoples’
Congress campaigner last month served with an order ban-
ning him from all meetings; journalist, short story writer,
poet |when he has the time), is probably South Africa's
most effective one-man campaigner, as the guardians of
segregation in sport know to their cost. His sturdiest child
THE SOUTH AFRICAM SPORT ASSOCIATION has demol-
ithed organisations and prejudices entrenched decades long-
er than its young adversary, and if Dennis Brutus continues
to have anything to do with it, will see that the colour bar
in sport is the first to go.

MORONGWA SERETO is the nom de plume of cne of
South Africa's leading African short story writers and jour-
nalists who draws his themes from the urban townships.

MGIBE, our writer on jazz, is foremost in the development
of a South African musical genre today. His work with
jazz groups and choirs is helping set new standards here,
while overseas Miriam Makeba and the Belafonte Choir are
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using his vocals and the Sheffield Symphony Orchestra is
shartly to perform one of his compesitions. He plays the
trumpet, saxophone, timbula, violin, clarinet and piano with-
out ever having had a lesson.

T. H. [Harry') GWALA — First African trade union organ-
iser in Pietermaritzburg, this 41 year old former teacher has
been in the thick of African political campaigning since the
‘forties; banned under the Suppression of Communism Act;
arrested and brought to trial three times for contraventions
of it, and yet acquitted. From one court room he was whisk-
ed straight off to emergency detention in 1960.

ALF WANNENBURGH is a young College instructor in his
‘twenties; an easy mixer but not easy about race intolerance;
who has been busy this year digging up material about epi-
sides in Cape Coloured political history.

CHARLES HOOPER comes of the distinguished line of bat-
tling persons in South Africa whose work in Zeerust during
the crisis of the 1957-8 peasants’ struggles grew into a book
which throbs with penetrating understanding of the people
and the issues which inflamed them. Too penetrating for the
Government: it banned the book.

MARION FRIEDMAMMN, noew in England where THE SLAP
was published this year and then banned for South African
readers, was prominent in Liberal Party circles as secretary
of ity Transvaal branch,

PHYLLIS ALTMAM published "THE LAW OF THE YUL-
TURES" in 1952 and has not yet solved the problem of find-
ing time to write between her trade union work for the
South African Congress of Trade Unions, She has taken to
"mining" her uncompleted second novel for material for
short stories. Satirical writing is the thing, she feels, as South
Africa is one wvast satire. This is her second published
satire.

CECIL WILLIAMS, outspoken South African producer of
plays of protest, interviewed KRISHNA SHAH, visiting In-
dian producer who has brought KING OF THE DARK
CHAMBER to South Africa.

RAYMOND THOMS is a student of classics and English,
detained during the 1960 Emergency.
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One Brother Was Black...

From "THE BLOOD KNOT" by ATHOL FUGARD

This is a play in seven scenes, with two characters. It is an episode in the life of two
lonely brothers, Zachariah (dark skinned) and Morris (fair skinned) who begin a pen
pal friendship with a woman. The scenes are played out in Korsten, Port Elizabeth in
an ugly tin shack: fish and chips out of tin plates, an enamel basin and packets of fcot
salts for the after-work footbath for Zachariah, an alarm clock that rings stridently to
mark off the routine dreary existence of the twe. Zachariah goes cut to work; Morris
stays behind in the shack, doing the chores, setting the clock, planning for their "fu-
ture’. [“A lot of people get by without futures these days" says a line in the play.)

"AH YES THAT WEARINESS . . ."
[

in SCENE 3 Morris is sitting on his
bed counting a roll of bank notes and a
small heap of ceins, The alarm clock
rings. He carefully puts the money away
in @ tin box . . . next he resets the alarm
clock, and finally he places an enamel
basin on the floer in front of one of the
two rickety beds. ZACHARIAH ap-
pears . . . silent and sulien. He goes
straight to the bed where he sits.

Morris: You look tired Lonight old man.
[Zach looks askance at him.) Today
too long 7 1 watched yvou dragging your
feet home along the edge of the lake,
1] =ayw, 1 =aid, that that was a weary
koaly.  Am I right old chap?

Zach: What's thiz 'old fellow' thing you
got hold of tonight?

Marris: Just a figure of speaking Zach.
The zhapce of round shoulders, a bent
back. & tired face. The Englishman
would sav ‘old boy' but we don't like that
how husiness, ey,

Zach: Ja. Thev call 2 man u boy. You
got a word for that Morric

Marris: Long or short?
Zach: Squashed, like
muouth

Marris: | know the omne

it dida't fit the

VOl MCeHE.

Zach: Then say It
Marrig: Prejudice.
Zach: Pre — ja
Morris: Injuslice.
Zach: That's all out of shape as well.
Morrisg: Inhumanity.

Zach: No. That's when he makes me
stand at the gate,

Morrig: Am I right in thinking you werse
there again today ?

Zach: All day long.

Morris: You tried to go back to pots,
Zach: I tried to go back to pots. My
feet, I said, are killing me,

Morris: And then?

Zach: Go to the pate or go to hell | . .
oy,

Morris: He sald boy as well 7

Zach: He did,

Morris: In one sentence!

Zach: Inhumanity and prejudice, in one
sentence,

{ He starts to work off one shoe with the
toe of the other fool, and then dips the
foot into the basin of water. He will not
get az far as taking off the other shoe, )
Zach: When your feel are bad you feel
it.

Marris: Trv resting your legs.

Zach: IU's not so much in the legs,

idis.

Morris: Find a chalr then. Support your
back.

Zach: Chair! A chair over there! What
vou talking about? A ehair at the gate!
Wake up, man! Anvway, it's not so much
in my back also, It's here. (He puts u
hand over his heart. )

Morris: Ah ves THAT weariness,

Zach: What 1= it?

Morris: The muscles of yvour heart.
Zach: Ja. Ja! That sounds ke 0 all
right. The muscles of my heart are
weary., That's it man! Inside me, just
here, I'm so tired, &0 damned lired to
the bottom of my body of . . . what?

Morris: Beating, That's what a heart
does to a4 man.

Zach (Gratitude): My God, Morrie,
you're on to it tonight., @'m tired of

beating, heating, every day another heat-
ing. (Mow he puts his fool in the basin .,
What's all this beating for anyway?
Morris: Blood.,

Zach: It gety worse and worse, docsn't
it? (Pause) I looked at the stuff onoe,
on my hands., It was red. 5o red gz
Morris: Pain,

Zach: Ja. (Little lzugh). But it wasa't
mine. So it's my heart is it. Getting
tired . ..

DIGGING UF THE ROOTS ...
®

The pen pal venture boomerangs when the girl turns out to be White, and what started almost as a lark, as a diversion|
turns o torment as the two men act out their dilemma: they ars brothers, born of the same mother but separated by the gult
ot colour. The White brother, Morris, forces Zachariah to prebe his blackness, first fo cringe from it, debase himself befora it,

then to glory and triumph in it

SCEMNE 4.

Morris: . . You =See we're digZing up
the roots of what's the matter with you,
now 1 kmow they're deep.  That's why
it hurtz. But we must get them oul,
Onee the roots are out the thing will die
and nover frow again, I'm telling you
I know. So vou've got to get it out,
right out. You're lucky, Zach.

Zach: Me?

Morris: Yes, you. I think for a man like
vou there shouldn't be too much discom-
fort in pulling it right out.

Zach: Just show me how!

PAGE Foum

Morris: Go back to the beginning. Give
me the first fact, {Pause). It started
with Ethel, remember Ethel ., .

Zach: Is white.

Maorrig: That's it. And ...

Zach: And I am black.

Morris: You've got il

Zach: Ethel iz white and 1 am black.
Morris: Now take a good grip.

Zach: Ethel iz 50 . . . 50 . . . snow white,
Marris: Hold it! Grab it all!

Zach: And I am too . .. truly . . . too
hlack.

Morris: Now thiz iz the hard part Zach,

# be prepared boy. Be broad in the
shoulder., Be a man, and brace voursclf
to take the strain, Some men I knew
couldn't and sustained thelr damages
clernanlly.

Now get ready . . . I'll urge you on . . .
keep steady . . . I'm with you all the
way remomber . L . oand PULL! With all
vour might and all your woo heoeave,
harder, still harder, Zach. Let it hurt
man. It has to hurt a man to do him
good because once bitten twice shy, just
this one ery and then never again, just
this onee try to think of it as one of thoze
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bitter pills that pull & man through to
better days and being yourself again, at
last, and in peace, in one piece because
vou'll win, vou'll see, and as they say to-
morrow is another, yet another day and
a man must carry on, deesn't matter so
much where, just om, just carry your load
on somewhere and teach your lips to
gmile with your eyes closed, to say light-
heartedly if you can, with a laugh as if
vou didn't eare, to =ay . . . let's hear it
Zach,

Zach: T can never have her.

Marris: Never over,

Zach: She wouldn't want me anyway,
Maorris: It"'s as simple as that.

Zach: Bhe's too too white to want
ANy WAY.

Morris: For better or for worse,
Zach: So I won't want her any more.
Marrig: Mot in this life, or that one, if
death do ws part, that next one, God help
uz! For ever and ever no more thank yvou.
Zach: Please no more,

Morris: We ery enough!
Zach: T know now,

Morris: We do.

Zach: Everything.

Morris: Every last little thing.
Zach: From the beginning.

me

Morris: And then on without end,

Zach: Why It was,

Morris: And will be,

Zach: The lot in fact.

Morrig: The human one.

Zach: The whole rotten stinking lot is all
because I'm black.

Morrig: Yes. That explaing it, clearly.
Which is something. I mean . . . when a
man can 2ee ‘why' it's something. Think
of those who can't,

Zach: I'm black all right. 'What is there
as black as me?

Morris: To equal you! To match you!
How about a dangerous night, try that
for the size and colour of iis darkness,
You go with it, Zach, as with certain
smells and simple sorrows too, And what
about the szadness of shoes without
gocks, or no shoez at all!

Zach: I take it. I take them all. Black
davs, black ways, black thingz. They're
me. I'm happy. Ha ha ha! Do yvou hear
my black happiness?

Morris: Oh ves Zach, I hear it I promise
you.

Zach: Can yvou feel it?

Marrig: I do, T do.

Zach: And see it?

Morris: Midnight man! Like the twelve

strokes of midnight you stand before my
wondering ¢yes.

Zach: And my thoughts.
my thoughts?

Maorris: Let's hear it
Zach: I'm on my side, they're on theirs.
Morris: That's what they want,

Zach: They'll get it

Morris: You heard him.

Zach: This time it's serious.

Morris: We warn you!

Zach: Becauze from now on, I'll be what
I am. They can be what they like. I
don't care. I don't want to mix. ItU's
bad for the blood and the poor hables,
Bo I'll keep mine clean and theirz T
serub off, afterwards, off my hands, my
unskilled my stained hands, and say, I'm
not sorry. The tremble you felt was
spomething else you see, you werc LoD
white, 50 blindingly white that T couldn't
see what I was doing.

Morris (speaking quictly and with abso-
lute sincerity): Zach. Oh Zach! When I
hear that certainty about whys and
wherefors, about how to live and what
not to love I wish, believe me, deep down
in the bottom of my heart where my
blood is as red as yours . . . I wish that
old washerwoman had bruised me too at
hirth . . .

What ahout

'I'D BEEN WATCHING HIM ALL DAY . . ./
&

Zach inveigles his White brother into meeting the White girl in his place, and a special gentleman's ocutfit is bought for him.
But there is more to this being white than that . . .

Maorris: . . . S0 there T was on the road.
I'd been watching him all day.

Fach: Who?

Morris: The man ahead of me.

Zach: I thought vou were alone?
Morris: I was fecling alone, but there
was this man ahead of me. At first it
wag cnough just to see him there, a gpol
in the dusty distance, A man! Another
mian., There was one other man on that
road, with me poing my way! But then
the time came for the sun to drop and 1
found mvself walking through shadows.
When a man sees shadows he thinks of
night, doean’t he? T began to walk a
little faster. 1 think he began to walk a

little slower. I'm sure he also saw the
shadows. Now comes the point. The
more I walked, a little hit faster and
faster each time, the more I began to
worry. About what vou ask? About
him. There was something about him,
abhout the way he walked, the way he
went to the top when the road had a hill,
and stood there against the sky and look-
ed back at me, and then walked on again.
And all the time, with this worry in my
heart, the loneliness was erceping across
the veld and I was hurrving a bit more,
I could see that he was wondering too,
about me, and stopping more oftem and
playing with stones, and watching me,

and waiting. I was going quite quick
by then. When the sun really went at
last I was trotting you might zay and
worried, Zach, really worrled, man, be-
cause I could see the warm glow of his
fire as I ran that last little bit through
the dark. 'When I was ever nearer he
saw me coming and stood yp and when
he saw me clearer he picked up a stick
and held it like a hitting stick, stepping
back for safety and a good alm, 20 what
could I do but pass peacefully. (FPausa).
EBecause he was white, Zach. I had been
right all along . . . the road . . . since
midday, That's what I mean, ¥you seec.
It's in the way they walk as well.

"WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOU, MAY?

The two brothers are different. Inferior? Yet indissolubly bound by the blood knot, “There's something | need to know

... | mean a man's got to know .

Seene o,

Time: Night. The room is in darkness.
Fach (the dark-skinned brother) appears
out of the darkness, goes to Morris' bed
to make sure he is asleep,. Then he puts
on the gentleman's outfit hanging on the
hook., The final effect is an absurdity
bordering on the grotesque., The hat i=
too small, similarly the jacket which he
haz huttoned up incorrectly, while the
trousers are too short. Zach standz bare-
footed, holding the umbrella, the hat
pulled dewn low on his eyes s0 that his
face i= almost hidden.

Zach: Ma., Ma! Mother! Hullo. How are
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. ." eries Zachariah.

What's that? You
don't recogmise me? Well, well, well.
Take a guess, (S8hakes hiz head.) No.
{Shakes his head.) No. Try again.
{Bhakes his head.) No. What's the mat-
ter with vou Ma? Don't you recognize
yvour own son! (Shakesz his head violent-
ly.) No, NO! (Loud and triumphant
laughter). Mot HIM. It's me, Zach!
iSwoeps off his hat to show his face.)
Ja. Zach! Dido't think I could do it
did you? "Well to tell you the truth, the
whole truth, =o help me God, T got sick
of myself and made a change, Him7 At
home, ma, Ja. A lonely boy as you =ay.

yvou, old woman?

A sad story as I will tell you. e went
on the road, ma, but strange to =ay, he
eame back quite white, No tan at all
I don't recognise him no more. (He sitz.)
I'll ask wyou again. How are you, old
woman? (Lifts hiz hat in an imitation
of Morris.) I see gome slgns of wear and
tear, (Modding hiz head.) That's true . . .
such =orrow . . . tomorrow . . - ja. . .
it's eruel . . . it's callous . . . and your
feet as well | . . still 2 bad fit in the shoe
.« o0 gl gi! MeT7 There's something 1
need to know, ma. You see, we heen
talking, me and him. Ja . . . 1 talk to
{Continued on mext page)
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him, he says it helps . . . and now we
got to know. Whose mother were you
really? At the bottom of your heart.
where your blpod is red with pain, tell
me, who did you really love? No evil
feelings, mas, but I mean a man’s got 1o
know. You see, he's been such a burden
to me as A brother. Don't be dumb!

Don't cry! It was just a question. Look!
1 brought you a present old soul. (Holds
put a hand with his fingers lightly cross-
ed.) It's a butterfly. A real beauty but-
terfly. We were travelling fast ma. We
hit them at ninety . . . a whole flock.
But one was still alive and made me
think of my mother. So I caught it, my-

self, for you . . . remembering what I
caught: from you., This old ma of ming
is gratitude for you, and it proves it
doesn't it? Some thingsz are only skin
deep, beeause 1 got it, here in my hand,
I got beauty . . . too . . . haven't 1I?
{The lightly closed hand is now a fist.
The lght fades.)

THE MAN BEHIND THE
L

TREE

At the climax of the play the brothers act out the story acress the colour line: on the one side, subservience, cringing hui-
mility, on the other, sun-basked, dressed-up preening; then & creeping ﬂpﬁrﬂhﬂﬂii
violence:; and always the dread of encirclement; the shadows, the man behind the tree, and the falling darkness while Zach

—and South Africa — stand in wait.

Morris: But It's getting dark . . .

Zach: It happens, every day.

Morris: . . . and cold . . . and I never did
like the shadows ... and . . . where are
you 7

Zach: Brhind a tree.

Morrig: But 1 thought you were the good
zort of hoy?

Zach: Me?

Morris: The zimple, trustworthy type of
John-boy, Weren't you that?

Zach: T've changed,

Merris: Who gave you the right?

Zach: I took it

Morris: That's illegal. They weren't
yours, That's theft. ‘Thou shalt not
steal’. I arrest you in the name of God,
That's it. God! My prayers . . . pledse.
My Ilast wizh . . . to say my prayers . ..
you gee . . . you might hear them . ..
iMorris goes down on hiz knoees, Zach
comes slowly nearer. )

Our father, which art our father in hea-
ven, because we never knew the other
one: forgive us this day our Lrespassing:
I couldn't help it: The gate was open,

on, & growing awareness; then fear, terror,

God. Your sun was too bright and
blinded my eyes so I didn’t see the notlee
prohibiting: And ‘beware of the dog’ was
in Bantu, ho how was Ito know, O Lord?
My zins are not that black! Furthermore,
just some bread for the poor. daily, and
let vour kingdom come as gquick as it can
for yours is the power and the glory,
but ours is the féar and the judgement
of eves behind pur back for the sins of
ot birth, and the man behind the tree,
and the darkness while T walt, Aina . ..
ATMNA!

Your'e Breaking the Law

THE SLAP by Marion Friedman depicts
a small South African country district
of today.

Suddenly an act of violence occocurs. A
White farmer, idle, aggressive and emo-
tionally confused, runs over and kills an
African. Was it an accident? Or a de-
liberate act?

Tha car driven by the farmer has swerv-
ed into an African wedding pariy stop-
ped at the rcadside, and the victim Is
the best man. “The wedding party was
momentarily silent, for the chatter of
the best man had been stilled for ever.'
Joseph, one of the main characters in
the story, Is the intended nroom. He
decides to go to the city to get advice
from his brother. After the accident he
disappears . . . .

The guardians of white civilisation lay
in wailt for him with a punitive machineg,
the eomplex tolls of which he had litthe
chaunce of cvading,

It was a machine which continued to
operate chiefly because it was the law,
Taoze who made any one part of the
muachin® work had no conception of the
working of the whole nor any but the
dimmes=t notion of why they Jdid what
they did, Indeed. even among those
whose firmest convietion it was that the
machine should work, few knew any
longer to what effect it worked, Tts
job, they said, was to keep the urban
harbour free of what drifted, now visible,
now submerged. But they falled to see
that the machine was beginning to tear
at the very fabrie of the harbour itself.
Nor was this strange, for a sociely —
although men gather there for mutual
protection and assistance is not a
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harbour and omnly God or the eyes ol
love can see who drifts uselessly, an im-
pediment, and who makes what contribu-
tion a human being ean make to a himan
in=titution.

—YOur papcrs, your papers, your pa-
pers . . . or jail. A permit to leave the
mapisterial district of Driedorings; o
permit to work in the city; a permit to
reside in the city: a poll-tax receipt . . .
or jail. I, a constable, consider you an
idle person or an undesirable person and
I arrest you without a warrant. You are
here on permit, you have worked on that
permit for fifteen years, married, furn-
ished wour cottnge slowly over those
yeer#, sent the children born in that cot-
tage to school, and now you have lost
your jobh? Back, boy, bacl to wherever
you came from all those years sago;
back, beceuse if I find you here in
seventy-two hours’ time, you will go t
jail. ‘There iz no one left in that villa>e
whom you know, no work for a clerk
there, only labour on the farma? Bul
it's the law, you're breaking the law.,
Your haven't the rail fare 7 Well then,
you will have to go to jail, it can’t be
helped. Your family will starve? Lot
them go somewhere else, then, anywhere
elge,  You should have thought of that
before you guve up your job, Irrespon-
gible of you to have a family which, as
you see perfectly well now, you can't
support; you're all the same, irrespon-
sible, thriftless. Let your wife work.
let the children, without her and without
thelr father, survive the streets and the
dirt and the thugs and starvation, Child-
ren shouldn't be pampered.

A latrine for every family? Well, yes

of course, soon. Running waler in every
coltage? Yes, not yet though: it costs a
lot of money. Do you know what your
free hospitalisation eosts uz? A froe-
hold cottage of your own? Welll Next
vou'll be wanting to live In Parktown!
Of course, compulsory free education i=
a goodd thing, but where™s the money to
come from? Hardly any of you pay in-
come¢ tax. And the workmen for the
gchoolz? Unfortunately, we can'i lel
you learn to build: skills are for civilised
persons.  And the teachers?  Anyway,
what do yvou want with book learning
for your ciildren: the chances are they'll
be unskilled labourers, Of course, 1T vou
were civilized . . . but you're not, If only
you were: what headaches we'd be save-
ed! In fifty wvears, perhaps, in & hundred,
yvou may be civilised and then vou'll be
able to move about in the land of vou
birth without s permit, you will bhave
compulsory education, you will be allow-
ed to acau're skills, you may be allowed
to own land anywhere in the Union, you
may have yvour own home with thinak
of it! elecirie light and flush sanita-
ton. But meanwhile, seeing that yvou'rs
dirty and ignorant and feckless, we've
Fot to protect the Wostern way of e
from the rape which alweyz threatens
her. In my Father's house are many
mansionz: that's why we let you 8 room
in the backyvard, We are carrying out
the will of the Lord, who sent us to Afri-
ca with a mission to lead the hackwarnd
and bring the heathen into the ambit of
grace and don't vou forget it. That's
the trouble really: you're not good
Christians, whereas we labour in the
sight of our Lord all the time.
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BRIEF AUTHORITY by Charles Hooper, banned
book in the Republic, tells the story of the Bafurutse
tribe in conflict with the government after 1957 when
pass books were imposed on African women, the tribe's
chief was deposed and deported, and whole villages
rose in protest,

This episode tells how the pass book unit came to the
Lefurutse district, how an anti-government chief was
brushed aside to make way for open police rule, mass
arrests, threats, fines, imprisonments, shootings and
terror . . .
from their homes.

and how the people migrated en masse

THE DAY THE POLICE TOOK OVER

At ghout thiz time, the Reference Book Unit came back to
the diztriet, not even the most eursory attempt was made
by the authorities to explain to the women required to carry
them the purpose of the books. Perhaps they had recognised
that this purpose is not explicable to Africans, and that
threats and counterfeit jovial explapations do not commend
the books, Certainly they relied on revised metheds. In
one village, for instance, those women who did not flee were
rounded up and made to gqueae for passes; and when this
village had been dealt with the women of the next village
who could be found at home were brought acrozs in police
vehicles, and forced to join the queues. Refusal, though not
unlawful. was not available as an alternative.

It was pot only in this instance that women whoze tranzs-
gressions would normally have been dealt with by their own
chiefs, were transported by the police to villages other than
their own, A further village had a politically unreliable
chief who managed to live in harmony with his people with-
out the aid of bodyguards or police. Indeed, when he was
not being assaulted he was in hiding, though not from his
subjects. His village, therefore, was dealt with from one
where bodvguards and police appeared to work together to
their mutual satisfaction. _

On a Friday in the middle of February as we wWere passing
through one settlement on our way to another, a group of
villugers waved us te a stop, They clustered exeltedly
around the car, several talking at onec.

“They have taken our peaple away, the police were here,
and the Chief's bodyguards. They beat them and put them
in a police bus, many of them. They took them that way."

Bumping and twisting our way, from the main road to the
church, we came suddenly upon the police camp, spread out
hencath 4 row of wide, high trees. A policeman, who proved
to be a sergeant, detached himself from a group of men
milling around a table on the grass, walked on to the track,
anid held up his hand. We drew up and I switched off the
cur engine. There was silence for a moment while the police-
man stood looking in.  Then he jerked a thumb at the road
hehind ws,

“YWou must gel out at once,” he sald,

“Why T

“'Fhe Chief doesn't want you in this village."

“It i=n't really 2 matter of what the Chief wants or docsn'l
wunt, I've a congregation to care for in this place, The
Chief has no legal power to prevent my entry.”

The =ergeant looked at me for a few tight-lipped seconds,
rocking on his heels, his thumbs in his belt, and then walk-
g away. We sat in the ear waiting for whatever happened
next, taking in the sighis the while. Beside us, on our left,
tents were pitched, and next to them stood the headguarters
table where our sergeant appeared to be consulting with one
of his senlors. Young policemen im various degrees of un-
dress, some of them unconvincingly bearded, wandered
around, or lay on the ground and in the tents aslcep. Others,
fully unitformed, mingled with the knot at the table, sai on
the grass, or leaned against riot-cars puffing at cigarettes,
Bevond ug a row of vehicles, among them a large covered
ane, doubtless the “police bus", was drawn up in the shade.
Between the =nouts of these vehicles and a hedge. African
constables and the bodyguard idled and talked, and beyond
them walted the villagers from the other village., They were
herded into a couple of cattle kraals surrounded by a low
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thorn hedge. AU intervals there were guards, Behdind the
tahle and tents a row of newly-skinned ox-carcasscs woerse
suspended from the trees by ropes, where they hung drip-
ping.

There was A tap on the window of the car. It was ol
William, one of our less able catechists, his uscless spec-
tacles as ever awry. We contrived, with many gestures, to
get him opposite a window which opened,

“What are you doing here?" Bheila asked when the grect-
ings were over.

“I'm bodyguard now," he replied proudly, "“They calch
me in my lands and make me bodyvguard. Can't take Church
Sunday, too busy. Only,” his face darkened, "1 don’t like
it."

William slipped abruptly away. The reason for his haste
appeared: moving with surly case, the Chief came over to the
car. He dispenzed with greetings.

"Have vou got that letter 77 he demanded.

“What letter?"

“1 write letter to Commissioner.”

“Waell, then, I suppose the Commissioner has it. I certain-
I¥ haven't had a letter from you, and nothing has been Tor-
warded —" 1 was talking to the landscape: the Chief had
turned on hiz heel,

I got out of the car and walked over Lo the table, where
the policeman in charge stood switching hisg trouser leg with
HOCine,

“Am I being prevented from going into this village?" |
asked him.

“"I'm not preventing you."

“Who iz, then?"

"Look, Chief," said the policeman, turning away from me,
"wr can't stop thiz meoruti from going in. He has the
right, Write that letter to the Nutive Commiszioner, and
then we'll see what happens,  It°z for the Native Commis-
sioner to decide.'  The Chief made an mpatient gesturc
and walked away.

“Zo I may go in7?" I asked,

1 won't stop vou," said fhe policeman.

We went in, jolting slowly past the riot-cars and the pri-
gon kraals, One or two prisoners signalled furtively. Sheila,
whose eyes were not engaged by the road, startled mc with
an exclamation.

“"They've got the Chief, 1 scel™

“The Chief from the next village?"

“Yer, in the kraal with the resi(."”

"1 wonder why Lhey've brought him acress. Object les.
=on for chiefs, I suppose. There's nobgdy here with the
authority to try him, unless police powersz have been sud-
denly extended by proclamation the legal authority, that
is.”

The whole place lay silent and apparently deserted he-
noath the sun. Until we reached the houdes near our church,
we saw nobody outside the police encampment: no women
thumping their grinding-pestles, no men tinkering with carls,
no ginging girls carrving water, not even [dle straggles of
children. We came to our destination and clambered down
inte the sun. After a few minutes a couple of old women
whom we knew approached the ear. They did nol come
from their houses, whose doors were shut; they came from
clumps of troes,

“"Where are the people? we azked,
FIgHTING TaLK, DEc. 1961/ Jan. 1962



“Au! Baecho! This iz terrible! Some are run away from
Lefurutse, Some are hiding in the hills, some on white peo-
ple's farms, They are not here. This place is empty. Only
we old ones and a few children. We sleep in the trees. We
algo want to run, but we are too old. This side, this side.
this side, thiz side, there are bodyguardz, we must stay, we
are too old to creep.”

One or two other women, one guite blind, joined us, dis-
tressed and digpivited. They did not ask for help, they did
not say, “"What can we do?" they did not even ask, "But
why 7" They stood and we stood. Conversation was desul-
tory, fumbling, painful. There waz a sort of aching, be-
wildered patience about them. Eventually 1 broached the
purpose of our vizll,

W want to come here for Mass next week-—it's Ash Wed-
nesday, Is there anybody to tell the congregation?"

“It is useless, Father, there is nobody. It is desolation.”

Finding no words, we stood looking across the sunny,
paralysed sweep of the land, at the strangeness of familiar
pouses and trees and hills,  Although we did not know i,
we wore taking our farewell of the village, and of the un-
conquerable grannies of our congregation, whom we hope
we may one day, though perhaps not in this world, be pri-
vileged to meet again.

One of them, tears on her face, took Sheila’s hand in hers,
und broke the silence,

“Au! Our Mother,” she said miserably, “Lefurutse ke mot-
Ilhanka Lefurutse is in thrall.,”

Police and bodyguards watched us in unmoving silence as
we pazsed them on cur way out of the village, Some way
beyond their encampment four youngish men stopped us and
asked for a lift. One had a fresh cut about an inch long be-
neath his left eve, It was bleeding steadily. The face of
another was moderately bruised. The remaining two, except
for the disarray of their clothes. showed no signs of mis-
handling. though all claimed that policemen or bodyguards
had assaulted them. They had been released, they said, and
told to walk home,

“Why were you arrested in the first place?”

“Congres: offence,”

“What's been going on back there? Were you tried for
this ‘Congrezs offence’ 77

“Twenty pounds each, or two oxen — all the men. The
women five pounds or two goats.”

“And what about payment? You don't carry money like
that arcund with you,™

“We are given a few days to pay. Meanwhile they have
kept our Reference Books so we cannot move before they get
the money.”™

“But who tried vou? The only person there with any
such jurisdiction over you is your own Chief, and he looked
more like a prisoner than a magistrate.”

“Yes, thev bully him too. The police tell us that this
olher chief is our new judge."

“But what has he to do with you?"”

“They say he is our Chief now. They have made us one
hy one 2ay, ‘You are my new Chief.” They have told us they
will kil uz if we do not say that. We dislike those words,
we stop before we say them. and then they smash us. Then
when we have spoken, our new Chief says it is twenty pounds,
we are hig people now and we have done Congress offence.
When they take our passes and write us down they let us
ga, little bit, Httle bit,"”

Next day s young man brought to the Rectory a letter
from hizs Chief.

| am very sorry, wrote this Chief, to write this letter to
you. | was awakened by a group of armed tribesmen in the
morning of Friday, 14th February. | was forced together
with my people to attend a meeting. When we got to the
scene where we were to attend we were forced to proceed to

All these instructions were ordered by Chief X . ...
together with the policemen who joined in the kicking and
thrashing of the people. | was kicked by a policeman.

The aged men, and women some who had small babies
strapped at their backs and some expectant were severely
hwurt.

We were not allowed a word, the police were there and
threatened us with sten-guns. They drove us very rudely
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up to . . . After reaching there they divided us, women
were fined five pounds each or two goats and men £20 gach
or two oxen. Myself and few exceptionals are to go there
on the 18th it is then that the fines will be imposed on me
by Chief X . .. My wife fled away | do not know her
whereabouts even now. My people were forced to chooss
X ... as their Chief and they did so to save their lives.
School children ran away, teachers alse did not attend and
as a result there was no school on that day. Passes were
taken from men and they will not get them before they pay
the fines. Father, | beg you to help us by approaching the
lawyer.

vours obediant. Chief . . .Y.

Lefurutse was in thrall, Whether with consclous intention
or not, the sequence of mass-arrests. assaults, threats, and
imprisonments, which conformed clozely to suggestions
made to the Commission of Inquiry; the fatal shooting in Go-
pane and trigger-happy police behaviour in other villages;
the terror by night and the violence by day; the unrelenting
imposition of llegal and extortionate fines; the lack of access
to lawyers, and the brutal consequences of any attempt Lo
find lawful protection; the sinister watchfulness of cordons;
the widespread dislocation of agriculture and therefore the
prospect of famine — all these had the effect of closing the
door remorseleszly on hope.

“Your advocate,” a policeman told the kgetla of one vil-
lage, “is in gaol. Hooper is under arrest. Those people who
were shot in Gopane are six feet down —— they can’t help
you. My watchdogs encircle this place.” Almost unbeliev-
ably, a villager, eluding the “watchdogs" by night, came
miles to the Rectory to see whether lawyer and priest had
been rounded up: it was his only errand. Laefurutse wa= in
thrall and on her knees; but not witless,

In one village the "master-servant relationship' was car-
ried to logical lengths. Women and older girls were daily
elected to wash police enamelware and clothes — why, after
all, should overlords do it themselves with 8o many God-
given natural servants at hand?

“Sametimes, Father,” said a furious husband, “we do not
gee our wives again untll next morning. If nothing else
provokes attack on the police, this eould. Washing their
filthy dishes and trousers!” He spoke with an appalling,
controlled, white-hot hatred.

Lefurutse, having no answer to guns and organized hru-
tishness, was in thrall, in an enforced bondage; but she was
not an acquiescent serf, not a “loyal kaffir.” The women
in the hills began to move. Old men, young men, children.
grannies, joined them. Melting away by night, evading or
bribing the “watchdogs”, they left for other places, some
managing te hide their belongings or cache them with fri-
ends who were staying; some, carrying mo more than the
clothes they wore. It was, without doubt. a mass migra-
tion., Lefurutse, home, was no longer a place of refuge: (U
was a place of torment.

African prisoners arriving in police trucks
at the Johannesburg Fort, July 1961.

I saw your hands, brother, grasp at the grille —
Iron and yvet not colder perhaps than they —
And so they greet this green factitious hill

Held out insensate to the alien day.

It is the cactus and the hated flag

That flourish there: they must not find your hand
Clutching a hope to plant in stealth, a rag

Of comfort even, in the conscious hand.

Pity is circumseripticn. I would not be
Your other jailer, so I leave it here

To wither on the pavement, willingly.
It will not blossom with its roots of fear.

RAYMOND THOMS.
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“Go Man, Go! . .. Real Cool! . .. Dig
that Cat!!”™ Mot so long ago, a line like
that would have meant Ameriea; but get
to any jaze concert in South Africa to-
day — or anywhere where our local eals
are jamming, and you'll hear just Lhose
linez. Where did it all start? That's
easy. Where ig it leading to? That's
not =g easy [0 ANSWCT,

Our present standard of jazz and ap-
preciution of it had its foundations 30
odd wvears ago., It was then known as
Marabi or Tsaba Tsaba. Two musicians,
generally = guitarist and organist (or
shouid I say harmonium player?) would
go around the townships lpoking for a
place where there Was a party on. They
would offer their services, and if there
waz no organ around the township, one
would be hired and things would get un-
der way. The music was basically rhyth-
mic with a single melodic line built on
the primary chords (I IV, V. 1 or doh,
fah. =oh, doh). These parties went on
till dawn and then the weary musicians
would pack up and stagger homewards
to get some rest for the next night's par-
ty. The pay of these musiciang? Plenty
of liquor on the house and the admiring
glances of the female partygoers.

The organ sgon gayve way Lo tinny,
heat-up piancs, and in addition to the
puitar, a drum set was now used. It
was not one of the present day fancy kits
but it sufficed to add to the rhythm.
Regular party throwers made it a point
to buy sccond-hand pianos and spon
there were quite & few of these bands of
musiclans; those who had started the
hall roiling were by then quite famous.

To the admiring fans these were the
Duke Elington, Miles Davis and Thelo-
nius Monk of the day.

The lot of these musicians was not 50
smooth, though. Often they got beaten
up or stabbed by jealous escorts who
thought thelr partners were getting Lo
friendly. 1 remember one incldemt. 1
was i wee little kid then and a big party
had been thrown not far from my home.
We sneaked out to listen io the music
fromt the outside as the party had been
thrown in & large tent. We were enjoy-
ing the muglc when out came & Very
drunk man and before we knew what
was happening he plunged a knife
through the tent, stabbing the pianist a

‘0 Lord of Hosts' you've often said
‘Give us this day our daily bread
When living in South Africa

Address the ‘native boy' instead.’
J.T.
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number of times. The music stopped ab-
rutly on & discord, then we heard the
drum set clattering to the ground, obwvi-
ously kicked aside by the drummer who
wis jumping for his life — then silence,
Seconds after that the screaming start-
ed. That's when we bolted. The fol-
lowing week-end the same planist, swa-
thed in bandages, was at it again, They
sure made them of tough material in
those days.

Then the recording companies came
along. Binging groups were formed and
the music they sang was what was
known, and still i3 known as, the “Nge-
ma busuku® {night music). The now in-
ternationally known “Mbube’ or “Wimao-
weh'" 15 an example of typical “night
music.” Besides recording, these groups
threw lavish concerts. They were fabu-
lously dressed in the style of the day, and
would get together at a concert (about
ten to fifteen groups) to compete. The
joining fee was from £10 to £15 and the
prize would be a live ox. These groups
would sing from eight after dark till
dawn, and any that did not sing to the
satisfaction of the audience would bhe
“hought off** the stage. If the group
had money, which it generally did, it
would bid with the audience to remain
on stage, and the bidding would go as
high as £5 the proup withdrawing
if outhidded, or staying on despite the
protests of the audience if its moncy
talkked loudest.

Though mostly Mbube groups were re-
corded, Tsaba Tsaba music was too, and
our first jazz bands sprang up as by
that time ragtime music had hit us from
America, It Iz then we got the “Merry
Blackbirds Orchestra” and others.
Swing had arrived. Ewing took com-
plete control,

There were gramophone records from
Ameriea and more people buying radios
and listening to big band musie, Fifteen
plece orchestras sprang up like mush-
rooms and to be able to get into one, you
had to be abla to read music. This was
a big step ahead,. We had famous or-
chestras ke the "Jazz Maniacs'; “Afri-
can Hellenics™ and others, and through
the inflrence of immortal vozsal groups
like the “Mills Brothers' we got counter-
parts here In the “Manhatian Brothers™
and izter ““The African Inksoots™, “The
Woody Woodpechers'' and others,

Despite all this Americanization therns
were =hll & few die-hards of the old
school, and the now evergreen “Tomato
Sauce’’ was compozed by an anonymous
writer and first recorded by the "New
Symphonic Swing Orchestra.”” The
country raved. This was a new type of
mugic: nothing American about it, typi-
cally African. It set & new standard
running parallel, so it was said, with
American swing. Pieces in the idiom
of “Tomato Sauce” were composed and
rocorded — the hig bands switched to

thiz in dance halls and on dise and the
record induzstry boomed.

Thiz type of music was then dubibed
“Mbaganga.” But by then, small groups
were in vogue in America. The “Bird’
was already blowing his way into the
hall of fame, and over here our own Kip-
pie Moeketsi was rearing his head and
making us aware of his presence. "The
Shanty Town Sextette’” (of which he
was a member), “The Three Blind Mice"
and a few other American-influenced
groups were formed. So now we had
two schools of muzic moving side by
gide; "Mbaganga" and American-infiu-
enced music,

Both were encouraged by their differ-
ent devotees: “Mbaganga™ by the re-
eording companiez and American-type
muszic by “jazzophiles.” Jazz concerts
and jam sessions (Ameriean style) were
arranged by these jazzophiles and as a
result the latter group has quite a fol-
lowing today.

Mot so0 long ago, the first Jazz Festi-
val was staged in this country at the
Johannesburg City Hall, and groups like
“The Dwollar Brand Trio", “The Gideon
Mxumaloe Quintette™, “the Cape Town
Five” and the *General Duze Trio™ par-
ticipated, That was an eye-openct 1o
many jazs fanz, It showed exactly to
what level our Jazz has risen. But des.
pite this, "Mbaganga’ is =till being now-
righed by the recording companies, 20 we
still have the two schoolz of music.

Who will win the tussle” We do not
know., Who knows but we might have
a fusion of the best from both schools
in the near future, That, of courze, would
be the answer. But Hke I =zald in the
beginning . . that's not so easy to
ANSWer,
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Actors, Audience and the Play

“] have never gone through such an
omotional chaoz”, sald Krishna Shah,
referring to the last seven days and
nightz of rechearsals for his spell-bind-
ing production of Rabindranath Tagore's
play, King of the Dark Chamber.

“I sat out front watching the stage
and wishing I were in New York. But I
knew 1 didn't really want to be in New
York 1 wouldn't have missed those sev-
en terrifyving days for anything, because
it was then that I finally got to know
my company, my group of Indian, Col-
ourcd and African actors and actresses,
Already they had been working for three
wocks, a8 minimum of 12-14 hours a day.
Yot night after night, when we finished
work at 2 or 3 o'clock, not one of them
had & grumble on hiz face and. what's
maore, they appearsd next morning with
srmiles,

Perhaps Krizshna did not realise, but
I did, that those “grumbleless’ faces at
right, those smiling faces in the morn-
ing, were a reflection of hiz own én-
thuslasm, his own understanding, en-
couragement, hiz own artist’s devotion
to the high demands of his profession.

He iz a darling man, this small, encr-
getie, gquick-talking, engaging, profound
practitioner of the art of the theatre.
His knowledge of the history, the theory
and practice of the theatre — Indian,
Chinese, Japanese, Western, classical,
folk and modern iz amazing.

Acter and Audience

Az his conversation moved from one
suhject to another, one thing stood out
and that i2 his pre-occupation with the
problem of communication between the
actors and the audience. He 13 tremen-
dously aware of the theatre director’s
ohligation to ensure “‘acceptance by the
auwdicnee'’, “eomplete communication
with the masses", This, perhaps, ex-
plains how he is developing a producer’s
technique that is highly individual, for
from the folk theatrez of India and
Ameriea, from Stanizlavsky, Meyerhold,
from Brecht he has gathered every de-
viee of the craft to achieve and maintain
ihe totad Invalvement of the audience in
1 ki« |,:|,'|::i_ll'r;1:l,:'|L:1'“ onstigEec.

In an aecess of enthusiasm he blurted
out, ‘Tyrone Guthrie iz my god.” And
thai wuz revealing for, pursuing an in-
dependent path, this youth Indian direc-
tar haz reached the same place as the
soxspenarian  English  director. They
both believe that it iz the drama direc-
tor's peculiar job to invest the play In
hand with any theatrical effect neces-
=arv o Keep each member of the audi-
ence on his toes, entirely engaged in,
tdentified with and at the same time
eritical of the affairs onstage.

“Take Tagore, for instance.” Krishna
went on.  “Particularly to a Western au-
dience his plays are bare, almost stark
in their theatrical simplieity. I integrate
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CECIL WILLIAMS =
interviaws
KRISHNA SHAH

Producer of "King of the Dark
Chamber’

dancing. musie, song, mime, any embel-
lishment to enrich the sensory cxperi-

ence, But it is always subservient to
the playwright's intention. You will no-
tice that I employ Brechtlan ‘shocks’ Lo
keep the mind of the audience absolutely
awake".

“And what sort of plays do you like
to produce?”, I asked. "Do you choose
plays that ‘hold the mirror up to na-

L]

ture’ T

“Much more than :hat,"”" came the ve-
hement reply. “Holdinz the mirror up
to nature iz so boring. There must be
comment on what iz reflected in the
mirror. The playwright may e making
a political comment or a philosophical
comment — but not propaganda, it must
be subtle — and it is the director's duty
to intensify that comment from his own
experience’,

Theatre in India

On the subject of theatre in India he
expatiated ,“We've had highly develop-
ed theatre in India for 2000 years, One
of our sacred books of religion is the
“Bharat MNatyva Shastra”, which iz a
treatise on the eraft of the theatre, for
theatre and religlon were inseparable.
Our classieal traditions flourished for
centuries till they were suppressed hy
Mogul, Afghan and Persian conguer-
ors. Ewven then the theatre survived for
eight centuries in the folk-theatre tradi-
tions. Then eame the samples of West-
ern theatre in the Indianised versions of
Shakespeare which British amateur tour-
ing companies presented. The theatre
became 4 potent instrument in the strug-
gle for independence —some lovely plays
came out of that™.

“Could any of them be used in South
Africa?" T asked.

"o, T don't think they'd be applic-
ahle, The conditions and the problems,
it zeems (o me, are quite different, ex-
cept for the constant plea for unity.”

“With state aid, since liberation, thers
iz today an abundance of theatrical ac-
tivity in India." continued Krishna.

“In Bombay alone, with its population
of four and a half milllons, there are &0
professional and semi-professional eom-
panies, presenting a mediey of all types
of plays — Indian classical and folk
plavs, Western thrillers, Western classi-
eal, musicals and so on. Our theatre
hasn't yet found itz own style, created
its own traditionz. But with the stimu-
Ius of government-run competitions, pro-

gress is being made. Actors are not

well paid, they starve, as usual™.

Krishna punctuates his remarks
with expressive gestures, His eyes
remain brighty lit as he talks of the
theatre. He speaks so eagerly that
the words tumble and jumble out of
his mouth. And as I nod my head in
agreement with some point he hus
made he smiles happily. His senze of
humour is gquick — as one notices 20
readily in his production.

He is tickled to recall how he got a
start in the profession. Following a
world conference in Bombay on ‘theatre
for youth', a few years ago, o move was
made in the Bombay theatrical world to
jostle over the old school of actors and
give youth a chanee. Krishna, at that
time an unknown actor, wrote a topical
satirical comedy on language rights.
which was expected to run for seven per-
formances, It is still running after 530
performances! He had struck a new
vein of ore and so began in India 8 modd-
ern experimental sehool of drama writ-
ing, directing and acting.

Mo Classrooms

Several Indlan states are opening
schoolz of drama study, “but I hate the
classrom approach to theatre — You
can quote me on that"”, says this practi-
cal director with a wicked sparkle in his
eye, “I believe In learning our trade
through activity, not from lectures. As
a matter of fact, when I was casling
for King of the Dark Chamber, I delib-
erately selected people with no speech
and drama training!"

“In any case I find among the people
here a great raw potential.  You always
find in any depressed minority a great
enthusiasm for the theatre and an enor-
mous capacity to work and to learn, 1
haven't seen any “white’ theatre in South
Africa — a pity because I'd love Lo sec
it — but in London I saw King Kong
which fascinated me. The African peo-
ple! Acting is in their blood, this god-
given rhythm i= in their bodies! The
potential in the Indian, African and Col-
oured people of South Africa, so far u=
I have seen, i3 enormous.”

1 asked Krishna to elaborate on =
newspaper ltem that he was going to
start o multi-racial ‘rep’ company in
Durban.

“That's not correet at all,” he replicd.
"W have come to work for an ill-starved
community: we are here ar artists, cer-
tainly not to start a theatre movement.
EBut some of my ideas coincide swilh
plans that UUnion Artists have — to start
a branch in Durban. 1 have suggested
that as a modest beginning we should
get together a group of Africanm and In-
dian writers—short-story writers, poets,
journalists. T would condutt a seminar
in the technigques of playwriting and
play-directing. We would uze a group
of ten actors and actreszes to illustrate

{Continued on page 15)
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"ZEKE' MPHAHLELE ON LANGSTON HUGHES

NEGRO POET : TRUMPET AT HIS LIPS

Singe 1926 when hiz first volume of verse, The Weary
Blues, appeared, Langston Hughes has womed progressively
larger on the North Ameriean literary seene, and he has
stayed top among Negro writers.

Unlike most Negroes who become famous or prosperous
and moved to high-class residential areas, he has continued
to live in Harlem, which is in a sense a Negro suburh,

There was a guite a chorus of Negro voleeg in the twenties,
and the thenm 23-vear-old Hughes was ome of the chorus.
The others were Countee Cullen; James Weldon Johnson;
Angeling Weld Grimké; the Jamaican-born Claude MeKay;
Jean Toeomer; Paul Laurence Dunbar; Sterling Brown, Arna
Bontemps; Georgia Douglas Johnson, and 20 on.

Az might be expected, a large volume of the verse that
was turmed out was very close o the negro situation; the
fact of oppression, the fact of of the black man’s rejection
Iw the white man, the fact of rootlessness. This protest
swayed between surrender and self-pity at the one cmd and
n stiff-necked sclf-justification at the other. We hear An-
celing Weld Grimké say in Surrender:

Uncrowned,
We zo, with head: bowed to the ground,
And old hands, gnarled and hard and browned.
Let us forget the past unrest —
We azk for peace.
Countee Cullen in his Protest says he does not long for death:

But time to live, to love, bear pain and smile,
Oh, we are given to such a little while,

“We shall not always plant while others reap,” Cullen holds
forth, echoing Shelley.  Although the Negro is dark-skinned
he hiarbours a certaln loveliness,

S0 in the aark we hid the heart that bleeds
And wait and tend our agonlzing seed,

And vet is was he who reiterated so often that he wanted
his verse to be taken as poetry without the implications of
Falis,

In the same idiom Langston Hughes sings:

I, too, sing America,

I am the darker brother.
They zend me to cat in the Kitchen
When company comes
But 1T laugh,

And cat well,

And grow 2trong,
Tomaorrow,

I'll 31t &t the table

When company comes,
MNobody'll dare =ay to me.
“Eat in the kitchen",
Then.

Begides,
They'll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed,

I, too, am America.
AT,
The night 15 beautifal,
8o the faces of my people.

All his life the fact of Hughes's negro-ness (he has actu-
ally o light complexion) has aroused in him a desire to chal-
lenge those from the other side of the colour line that reject
it:

My old man's a white old man

And my old mother's black.

My old man died in a fine big house,
My ma died in a shack.

[ wonder where I'm gonna dic,
Being neither white nor hlack?
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It iz unfortunate that blunt protest, which iz inevitable
in circumstances of race diserimination that often expresscs
itself in lynchings or slow murder, seldom lifts poetry above
the lewel of sickly, mawkish versification.

Maturally, this colour-consciouzness had, at a certain
point, to look for its roots, or rather try to feel Africa as
the Negro's cultural cradle. In 1923 Hughes met and heard
Marcus Garvey exhort Negroes to go back to Africa to es-
cape the wrath of the white man and Hughes became one
of the many poets who thought they felt the beating of the
jungle tom-toms in the Negro's pulse. Their verse LoGK on
a nostalgic mood, and some even imagined that they were
infusing the rhythm of African dancing and music into their
verse, They were called, rather half-zarcastically and half-
enviously, the "Rhythm Boys", Prof. Stirling Brown of Ho-
ward University, who was a young poet then, regarded the
movement ag a mere fadism. Dr. W, E. B. Du Bois roared
at Carl Van Vechten, a white author, for portraving in his
novel, Nigger Heaven, Harlem cabaret life as a show of sav-
age, primitive passions in the rhythm of itz dance and music.

Thiz romantic mood very rarcly produces powerful pociry,
Only when it was dispersed and was fused with other
thoughts could it result im a sober poem like Hughes's The
MNegro Speaks of Rivers. He wrote it on his way to Mexico
to #ee his father who hated “niggers”, although he wuas a
Negro himself. This worried the son no end, and the poem
iz a fusion of thoughts about the father, Negroes, himsclf,
slavery and African ancestry.

I've Kknown rivers:;

I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than
the flow of human hlood in human veins

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawnz were younz.

[ built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep,
I looked upon the Wile and raised the pyramids above (L

[ heard the singing of the Mississippi when Ahe Lincoln
went down to New Orleans, and I've seen its muoddy
bosom turn all golden in the sunset.

I've known rivers:

Ancient dusky rivers.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

He came to Africa. As with most things. Lang-ton
Hughes took this continent casually, with a sense of fumn,
Mot as Richard Wright was to take {t years later when he
came here and gave an account of his experiences in Black
Powar (1954). Wright took himself too seriously and ex-
pected Africans to warm to hiz approach immediately simply
because he iz black, He assessed the wvalue of African cul-
turez a2 he observed them in Chana by Western ztandards
and summed them up as inadequate {in spite of hiz own ad-
mizszion that he could not strike a medium for mutual under-
standing between him and the Ghanaians). He did not have
Hughes's humility and sense of adventure,

“My Africa, Motherland of the Negro peoples! And me
i Negro! Africa! The real thing, to be touched and zeen

. 1" Hughes exclaimed. To him the people were “dark and
beautiful”. But he was sad, because “‘the Africans looked
at me and would not belleve I was a Negro. You sec, unfor-
tunately, I am not black!™

The vogue for primitivism put Langston Hughes in an cm-
harrassing position at one time, which, however, he came
out of with grace. He had found himself a patron in the
person of a rich white woman, She kept him comfortably
in food and clothing so that he could write “beautiful things",
things that came out of his “primitive soul”. Omne day he
wrote something angry against the luxuriously newly-openaod
Waldorf Astoria, the symbol of plenty surrounded by so
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much poverty and toil, Hughes simply did not know how
to =atizfv hiz hencfactor. He writes:

She wanted me to be primitive, and know and feel the
intultions of the primitive. But, unfortunately, I did not
feel the rhythms of the primitive surging through me, and
an 1 eould not live and write a5 though I did. T was only
an American Negro — who had loved the surface of Africa
and the rhythma of Africa — but 1 was not Africa. 1 was
Chicago and Kansaz City and Broadway and Harlem. And

I was not what she wanted me to be.
This experience hurled Hughes into another emotional crisis.
The first one had been that time when he waz in Mexico and
felt he hated his father. Desperately ill, he went to his
mother and stepfather in Cleveland.

Lang=ton Hughes left the African theme for a long time.
Mow that Africa has begun to take on a new significance
for the American Megro, he has reviewed the old poems with
their drumbenta and nostalgia. He has written new ones,
and handlez the lot ax part of The Poetry of Jazz, a serles
of readings Hugheg does, accompanied by drums. The
following i2 in the new moosd:

Africa,

Slecpy giant,

You've been resting awhile.
Now I zee the thunder
And the lightning

In vour =mile.

Now 1 =¢o

The storm olowds

In vour waking eyes:
The thunder

The wondpr

And the new

Surprise

Your every step reveals
The new stride

In wvour thighs.

The Negro's recall of the slave days piles up imagery in
such poemsz a2 Trumpet Player; and the “black”™ theme is
clevated from the shallows of self-justification, There is a
mutcd voice of protest here, coming out like the plaintive
tones distilled from a muted trumpet: Here are four stanzas
from the poem.

The Megro

With the trumpet at hiz lips
Has dark moonzs of weariness
Beneath his eves

Where the smouldering memaory
Of slave z=hipz

Blazed to the crack of whips
About his thighs.

The mugic

From the trumpet at his lips
[5 homey

Mixed with liguicd fire,

The rhyvihm

From the trumpet at his lips
[5 eostasy

Distilled from old desire

The Negro

With his trumpet at his lips
Whose jacket

Has u fine one-hutton roll,
Doz nol know

Upon what riff the music slips
Itz hyvpodermic needle

To hiz =zoul

But softlyv

As the tune comes from his throat
Trouble

Mellows to a golden note.

It iz not often that Langston Hughes's anger mounts to a
pitch., When It doeg, especially when he writes on the South,
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his proteat comes straight from the shoulder, and he throws
in tense and turgid word-pictures. In Third Degree he says:

Blug me! Beat me!
Seream jumps out
Like blow-torch,
Three kicks between the legs
That kill the kids
I'd make tomorrow.
Bars and floor skyrocket
And burst like Roman candles.

He writes much in lighthearted vein, skimming the sur-
face of things, presenting the externals of a situation to
suggest the inner meaning to the reader, never posing 6= @
thinker. His abundant sense of satire reinforces evervihing
he touches in this manner. AL one time he will 2ay:

I don't mind dyving

But I'd hate to die all alone!
I want a dozen pretly women
To holler, cry and moan.

In a roaringly funny satirical poem, Life i Fine, a man
is driven by some love problem to thoughts of suicide, He
oz Lo o river and jumps in.

I came up onee and hollered!
I came up twice and cried!
If that water hadn't a-been so cold
I might’'ve sunk and died.
But it was
Cold in that water!
It was cold!

He takes a lift =ixteen floors up a building to jump down
from. He yells and cries because if the building hadn't
been s0 high, he might have jumped and died. “But it was
high up there! It was high!™ So he decldes to go on living.
He might have died for love, “but for livin’ 1 was horn™
And,

Life iz fine!
Fine az wine!
Life iz fine!

Finally, in more pensive vein but with Hughes's deep
chuckle down there at the base of his questionings:

What happens to a dream deferred
Does it dry up

Like A raigin in the sun¥

Or fester like a sore —

And then run?

Does it sink like rotten meat?
Chr crust and sugar over

Like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags

Like a heavy load

Or does it explode?

Langston Hughez still talks about the beauty of being
dark-skinped, He may yvet help to supply the artist’s answer
to the dilemyma in which the American Negro finds himscelf
these days: political, cconomic and zocial integration with
whites — yes; but ean the Negro retain his cultural identity
and avoid being swallowed up by the American mainstream ”
Some Negroes of culture think they want to do both. There
i a good deal of talk among them about négritude and the
enchantment it holds out to them. One MNegro writer =aid
recently at g conference of writers that, with the general
improvement of the coloured man's position in the United
States, it was going (o be hard for thoze apprenticed in pro-
test writing of the “lynching tradition™ capecially the
older men — to re-adjust themselves., Langston Hughes iz
in no such predicament, It is a long time since hiz poetry
outlived dead-pan protest. And Hughes was never pre-
occupled with a two-dimensional protest.
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Thula Mntanami

1 saw the heart and the flesh of the
stay-away. Isaac Ntull, small and snow
white on the head, carrying his eighty
four years was there. Joseph Sithole,
that tall and grey-haired man at forty
four, quiet and reserved was there, The
working people, the peasants, fresh from
the Bantustan battles, nurzes, teachers
and the whole of Africa was there,

Sithole peered above a knot of peo-
ple standing around lsaac Ntuli. Man-
dela had electrified the conference. The
people had decided to demonstrate. They
wanted a sovereipn convention becausc
they were sovereign. They wanted a
say in the affairs of their own land.
IPeople of Africa were changing Africa
and the world, Apartheid beware!

Isane Ntull knew and Joseph Sithole
knew. They had scen some of the greal
changes in South Africa and had parli-
cipated in bringing aboul many of those
changes. Isaac was there when the
Zulusz demonstrated against taxation
without representation, They had all
«aid with one voice, “We are nol pay-
ing!" He belonged to a Makholwa tribe
then. He had sharpened the tlade of his
azzegal until it was half its length. His
uncle had stopped him on the way to
join Bambata's impl because he was
=ick and weak.

Johannes MNkesi had come and had
heen done to death. Isaac was a kitchen
boy in Durban with a long tag on his
kitchen suit. It was a long way on footl
from Durban to Cartwright Flats, *Sitha
somuntu ipasi’ was sung then and It was
ta be sung by Moses Mbheki Mabhida at
Cato Manor thirty wvears later. Blows
and bullets rained on them. Johannes
Nkosi remained an unknown soldier on
the battlefield.

Isaune was to see South Africa tremble
in that memorable week of August 1046,
The giant figure of J. B. Marks had
stood on Market Square. His words
penetrated right into the marrow and
heart of the country. He spoke of our
yvoungsters who turned grey in the days
of their prime, digging away in the
bowels of the earth. He spoke of the
zlory and splendour of the magnates of
the mines. The eountry was ahlaze, The
money lords of South Africa saw a
walking revolution, They combined with
General Smuts and erushed it with all
their might and main. Some of the
finest sons of Afriea were thrown into
raol as a warning to whosoever might
take it upon his head to demand to eat.

Sophiatown with all these rumblings
could not be a safe home for ageing Ntu-
li, With ever present nostalgia he mov-
ed house back to the old home in Natal.

Here he was eaten by age when a
nasty bang nearly sent the door flying
right on to hiz nose. He had woken up

PacE FOURTEEN

by T. H. GWALA

in a daze fumbling for the door handle.
The little boy, his grandson, slipping
from the bed in sleepiness saw the
dwarfish figure of his grandfather being
escorted away by four armed police,
And the boy eried,

“Thula mntanami . . . A chilling

lump came to the old man's throat
choking him. He fumbled for words.

“Umkhulu ulande inkululeko' (Grand-
father is going to fetch freedom).

It was a long indeterminate sentence
without trial. The public had to be pro-
tected against him. He was not & part
of the public to be protected, even at
hiz age. An emergency!

The gaol door banged viclently be-
hind him and there was the clang of the
bunch of keys in the warder's hand. He
was separated from the main road by a
high wall., How far the outzide world
was and yet =0 near. The clumsily hewn
figure of the day warder shouted carly
in the morning "Vuka manje!” The
jackal-looking mnight warder zacream-
ed at 8 pom.. “Hei number four there I
kill the gas. Stop talking. I put one,
one, one!" There was dead silence fol-
lowed by =uppressed mumblings from
Cell No. 4.

How long it was from then to today.
Here he was with Sithole and younger
people to demonstrate for a sovereign
convention. What a decision!

Lo! and behold the might and the
tom-tom drums of the state. Mass
Masz arreats, Intimidation. The
press. The radio. Yet the granite
might of the people weathering away
all the threats, The grinding might of
the stay-away. Women formed into
shooting clubs to sheot away thelr panie.
Money flowed out of the country. The
Republic eelebration looked a comie
opera. Ewven the heavens moaned of a
stillborn  republic. And the children
eried “Thula mntanami . . '

“Friends of the pnative talk of confer-
ecnecs of whites and responsible Bantu
leaders. They are against apartheid but

raids.

do not approve of lllegal methods. They
belleve in the constitution and Parlia-
ment. ‘Good luck and long life to you.'
We who are voteless don't know what
you good gentlemen mean by the con-
gtitution. Our constitution iz the peo-
ple. We were not there when you drew
yours up in 1808, You talk of IMarlia-
ment! ©Our Parliament met on March
23, 26. Keep us out of your Parliament
and we shall demonstrate out of it. Talk
of law and law abiding natives! We
shall be law abiding when we died of
hunger while you die of surfeit. We
shall be law abiding when you endorse
us out of towns. No. We are outlaws
and eriminal2 in the very land where our
forefatherzs grew and died. Frenchdale.
ingwavuma'! No, gentlemen. We thank
yvou for your friendship and adviee. We
can fight our own bhattles, Elther vou
are with us or your advice is sheer
mockery.”

I looked at Sithole and Sithole looked
back at me. The old man put down his
Bible — a devoted elder of the Dutch
Reformed Church, He wag sitting on
his wverandah when we arrived, 1
thought to mys=elf ‘God sees but 1= too
far away.'

“Yes, we are living In an impatient
age, Our age 8 impatient with colontal-
ism and ‘friends of the native.! It is im-
patient with apartheid and oppression.
It is impatient with those who are for a
change of heart., There can be no
change of heart in the changing values,
the changing time, the age of space
travel.

“We fight against apartheid becausze
we love our dear land. We go to gaol
hecause we love to live In freedom and
peace.'”

The little boy came up to us and stood
between the old man's knees looking up
at his face. The weathered hand of the
old man caressed the boy's unkempt
head,

“But mkhulu why iz father not going
to work today? The other day too he
whas not working 7'

“Thula mntanami kade eyvekofuna in-

kululeko” (Be gquiet my child, he has
gone to look for freedom).

The old man knew. Sithole knew.
And we all knew the unknown men who
had sacrificed their bread on the altar
of freedom., The children would cry be-
cause they did not know. Mothers would
peer into empty pantriez and would
think of the great essence of life . . ..
that the army marches on its stomach.

"Thula mntanami . . ." There was
that far away look In the old man's eyes.
His volee trembled and was drowned in
his meditation.

We trembled and thought bitterly of
the future!
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What’s It All About, Anyway ?

by PHYLLIS ALTMAN

He wag a white flower of civilization, a little faded,
but a flower nonetheless. His appearance Was unpre-
possessing — his nose big, red-veined, his eyez small,
his head bald, his stomach flabby; but thousands of
vears of eivilisation had produced this ultimate per-
fection.

He awoke in the bedroom of his house in West Kru-
gersdorp, alone in the big brass-knobbed, sagging
double bed, Though it was difficult to focus his eyes,
he eventually achieved this and for a long.idle moment
contemplated the raindamp design on the opposite
wall, Then he sat up, rolled his tongue around a fur-
red mouth, cleared his throat, lit a cigarette and swore
at the black bud (very wizened) who brought him cof-
fee, This he drank noizily, while dangling his legs over
the edge of the bed. Then 4 short interlude for yawn-
ing. seratching, stretching and also picking his nose
before he lumbered through to the bathroom to shave,
Finailly, washed and dressed, he set off to preserve the
beautiful garden in which he lived.

He caught a train to Johanneshurg, and having re-
morselessly  crushed several delicate white flowers,
managed to get a seat. As he opened his newspaper,
his eve was immediately drawn to the headline: “Elder-.
Iy white gagged and bound by natives™ and a slow, in-
tense bhurning began in his blood, He read only such
items and with each, his rage increased. With this evi-
denee before thelr eves, how could THEY (the outside
world and the many weeds in his midst) expect HIM
ta give THEM unlimited licence? Why couldn’t they
see?  Why didn't they understand? (The mayhem
committed by White upon both White and Black was
differant).

The journey over he stepped from the train and
took the long walk to his office, still pre-occupied with
thiz lack of understanding. As for those who asked:
“Why shouldn't the black buds bloom teo?" he had the
unheatable retort: "Why should they?'" ({No, no, not
that any more. Of course they should bloom, in thair
own areas, out of his bloomin' sight).

He passed the City Hall, subliminally noting the ad-
vertisement of a symphony concert. Now he didn't
know what a symphony concert was and couldn't tell

sach from a potato flower, but symphony concerts were
for him and his only (to the flowers of civilisation are
given the fruits of civilisation) and the police force,
the army, the air foree and the navy were standing by
to stop any take-over bids.

Two blocks further on the library {(again uncon-
sciously recorded). No matter that he never read a
book. The police force, the army, the air force and the
navy were looking after his right to read a book if
he wanted to and the library waz ressrved.

At last the office and the little ceremony which sect
him up for the day — the salute from the moustached
black bud who puarded the lift. He returned this with
a curt inclination of the head, a tiny gesture which
gasured saluted and saluter that all was right with the
world; their world where the blacks gave and the whites
received; a pattern God-ordained, no less,

And now & quick diseussion of the morning news with
others of his kind that they might rage and burn eollee-
tively and be comforted and ask for understanding.

Well, he had passed his matric and although there
were fine universities underwritten in his name and
protected by the police force, the army, the alr force
and the navy, and although his heritage was thous-
ands of years of civilisation, he hadn't really been
interested and he had selected a simple task for life
he was a elerk. Ho, ho and so to work.

Towardzs midday, the ereeping emptiness beneath his
breastbone could no longer be gainsaid. 8o he slipped
out for & quick one in the bar across the way. And
it made him very happy indeed to know that the police
foree, the army, the air force and the navy were right
on the job, guarding this particular prescrve.

S0 on to five o'clock with only one gquick snifter in-
hetween., Then to some =erlouz drinking and the latest
news and the frustrated anger al those who wouldn't
see that at gll costs, his way of life had to be preserved.
All the goodly company with whom he drank agreed
with him. So there!

But one must eat. and married young and divorced
young, with two children whom he never saw, he had
no home, save that served by the wizened bud who
couldn't cook. So & meal at a cafe and then, before
the emptiness caught up with him again, he took a
woman from the streets, (white, of course., One never
siw the others now; one had to look for them).

Spon he stood onee more upon the kerb and ponder-
ed what to do. The stars danced, the earth turned, but
he caught a train and went home to bed, And through
the lonely hours of the dark night, as he grunted,
groancd and snored, the police foree, the army, the air
forece and the navy remained alert to cradie him -
this flower, this perfection.
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CECIL WILLIAMS TALKS TO KRISHNA SHAH

(Continued from page 11)

my point2, At the end we would have
n «mail company of playwrights, dirce-
tore and actors.  From that point it
would be possible Lo start a repertory
proup, capable of writing and present-
ing pluyvs which will deal with their own
environment, their own problems™.

Boycott?
What about the eculiural boyeott
which =some overseas artists operate

ugainzt South Africa? What are your
viewa?" I ashod.

Krishna gave s rucful =mile,

“In New York we were repeatedly
advised not to come to this “jungle of
pities”, But we're more than happy we
came. Outside of the politically-deter-
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mined restrictions, we have had the kind-
est of weleomes.,  All communities here
have been so warm to us.  We would
ecrtainly like to come again®.

“Az for the total boyeott of South
Africa in things of the intellect, the spi-
rit, I don't agrec with if. Race discrim-
ination does not spring from all members
of the white race and I don't see how the
hoyveott ean improve the situation by
starving the entire community of any-
thing which has an intellectual content.
Az an artist I believe I must give and
give pencrously without any limitation
imposed cither by myself or — it goes
without =ayving — imposed by anyvone
else either. 5o vou see, I believe in free-
dom for the arts and the artists",

“Your production is opening the eyes

of all of us, Black and White, to the ar-
tistic potential we already have in the
country in the Indian people and their
cultural heritage. Do you agree that

cultural exchanges belween countries
can help to avert war and preserve
peace 7"

“Most certainly I do. T am especially
in favour of theatrical companies from
Asia, the Middle East and Africa visit-
ing Europe and America. It s most
helpful to the world situation to create
understanding and sympathy among the
peoples,  And what better way than

through the artsT"
And then with a meaningful expres-

sion on his face, Krishna gawve his last
ward,

“Likewise
too!™

inside wyour own countiry
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SHORT STORY by
MORONGWA SERETO

Mabatho was not all sure what the right thing iz to do in
Johannesburg.

Back home at Thaba Nchu the Verboten were quite clear,
and if a girl was in doubt, she had codlez of time to think
it out. But here in Johannesburg, everything went so swift
that No! with its agonising argumentation and its asphyxiat-
ing conscience-wringing, was too tormenting.

Yes! was so much easier . . . 0 much sophisticater . . .

it was two weeks that her aunt, Mistress Tabitha Math-
ioko, a school teacher, had sent for her to look after her
anotty child, Mpho — Gift of God — hell! Otherwise there
wias no-one else lo look after the child while the mother was
at work, Her husband, a workleas, shiftless ne'er-do-well,
who scrounged on his wife's earnings, would hardly be able
to look after the child.

But Mabatho loved children.

And she would have beeni undisturbed, but that in order
to make up for her husband's worklessness, Mistress sold li-
quor. Customers came all hours of the day and night, and
when Mistress was not there, Mabatho had to serve them.

It wa= hard work, the harrying of a bawling baby, and the
hurrying hack and forth at the behests of gulping, ¢lamour-
ous customers who had a bitter grudge against their own
oney,

But it was alzo fascinating. They were such a garrulous,
gayv, colourfu]l crowd. Their daring jokes, their reckless
=pending, their slaps that did not just slap against her bot-
tom, but swirled up under her dress, and sought.

It was a new, strange world that titillated her with an
cfferveseent mixture of anger and pleasure. Funny, here
in Johannesburg, you don't have to worry whether you make
the right impressions or not. They go for you all the same.

But there were times of the day when the baby was asleep,
and most of the interesting men — men who talk of dare-
devil crimes in the city as if there was always fruit salts
in their blood, or men who talk strangely, dangerously of
doomful things that could be done to the Government —
times when these men were in the City and the day droned
drearily on,

For Mabatho, those hours were suffocating, except for
Job Kambule who always came in a faney little van at about
11 o'clock to ask for a nip.

Job was alwayvs well-dressed, always treated her with res-
pect, and always spoke very little. But just his handsome
appearance was enough to lift the heavy-chested cnnul
from her.

He read =o . . . he sipped his brandy in such an elegant
way . . . he looked up s0 appealing when he wanted any-
thing . . . and he made a woman feel so fairy-gquecnly.

Mabatho really felt it a joy to serve Job Kambule, Some-
times at night she would feel jets of pain when she overhead
“ir, and Mrs. Mathloko, her uncle and aunt, talk of him as
a mere Zulu, a refuser of The loinskin. But she kept her
irritation to herself. )

One day, her workless uncle told her that he was going
into town., It was another of his mysterious excursions into
the City. What did he do there, seeing he does not work?
But it was convenient for her. She hated having to sweep
under his lifted feet, whilst he had his great bottom sunk in
the casy chalr, and read ancient newspapers.

That day, Job Kambule immediately noticed that she was
alone, because, after all, it was only a two-roomed house
inte which he entered by the kitchen-plus-dining-room and
woent to drink in the sitting-plus-bedroom.

He did not pay much attention to the book, incvitably on
his person. But then he did not also became the gauche
satyr like =0 many a customer. When she brought his
drink, he gently caught her hand and drew her to him. He
ran hiz hand up her cheek and split his fingers round her
car. He pressed her towards him, and In a convulsive mo-
ment she elutched at his neck and bit into his cheek.

For nearly an hour she was scraping his bare back with
her talons.
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The Wanton Waif

Days afterwards, she still wondered at the tearing things
her body had showed it could demand of her.

Men came and men went. She got pregnant and did not
know which it was. The uncles and the prannies came to-
gether, They were not worried over the unmarried preg-
nant girl; it was pride—they turned heads around and smiled
at each other — this proof that their davghter was fertile.
But that she should not know who did it, that was disgrace,

But after the first ten days of being blanketed, after the
first few months of weaning, after the first few new hoy
friendsz, Mabatho changed,

She was no more the maid who unsophisticatedly came
to Johannesburg and, wide-eyed, wondered. She was Eve
who had known the Berpent and no transEden world could
intimidate her, She was Salome who had asked for the Bap-
tist's head. She was Delilah who had shorn Samson's mane,

And like in all those cases, there were just a little regret
. . . just a little.

She was malden no more.

Year after year, baby after baby came, but Mabatho was
only knocked hors de combat for three months of a year.
The gremling of want and morality were kept at bay becanse
there were enough men in the demoeracy of promiscuity.
gueues of them, who were only too ready to give her money
and presents. Her stock reply to the standard ocutraged pru-
dities was “"Heck, I've only gol one lfe to live, I mean Lo
live it without regrets or apologies."”

Then Sponono Mabuza came, She met him at a party of
the elegant Esquires. When he came in she had already
prostrated most of the eligible men, and the business was he-
coming a frightful bore. But through the odd chemistry of
the psyche, she knew instantly that Sponono was her fate.
And in the same instant she knew that the regular methods
would not work with him.

But outside the exudation of her sexuvality, she konew no
other method=z, Yet he talked so0 culluredly, so above her
thinking. her life, her morals. How the hell docs a girl get
a man like that, impatiently she stamped the foot of her
mind!

Meanwhile, drinks were going hack and forth; and in corn-
ers and nooks that were not particularly off-sight, boys and
girls were spooning without embarrassment. Mabatho swept
a glance across all the other woman drinking, talking, sing-
ing, rowdying — women such as her, but to whom she felt
that she no longer belonged . . . because of the man Across
the table, in the sofa yonder.

She felt she could sercam to him “I'm not like them!” But
she knew that she had six (llegitimate children by six illegiti-
mate fathers whom she could not sort out.

Suddenly, she noticed Redboy, the host, looming over and
towing im Sponono.

“Sponono,” Redboy said, “this is helleat stuff. Care to
try it? ShHe's Mabatho - Mother of the People”™ -- he
laughed — ““they should have called her Madichaba—Mother
of the Nations. My dear, meet Sponono Mabuza.”

Redboy did not notice her wincing, and he trailed away.

Sponono sald to her “Look, this is a crummy party of clods.
Come with me. I have to attend a meeting, then we can go
somewhere to drink. T'1l try to amuse you."

Mabatho who had never scrupled over an invitation like
this before, now hesitated. What would I look like to this
man if I just agree, this Apollo whom T must impress -— she
thought, miserably.

That hesitation Impressed him.

He sald "Do not fear. You're a sweet thing and I'll ook
after yvou."

They slipped out into the night. He took her to some place
behind a shop where there were other people, grim-set,
bearded men and women with tight faces and searing eyves.

Mabatho did not understand much of the goings-om, She
just gathered enough to make her know that it was a politi-
cal meeting. But she was thrilled by the fascinating way

{Continued on page 20)
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Only.ﬂ ceoo

by ALF WANMNENBURGH

Fach afternoon, when the final bell racg at three o'clock,
a group of children gathered outside the school gate to teasc
the “man-woman" . . .

Little Kathy Lawrence had been the first to see her. She
had been travelling on & bus with her mother when, all of a
suelden, there bad been a commotion of laughter and curses
on the platform, and a strange looking woman with short
wiry hafr, dressed in a crumpled black skirt and a yellow
and brown striped jumper, had elbowed her way between the
seils, bumping the zhoulderz of zeated passengers, mutter-
g wordz for the use of which Kathy would have had her
mouth washed out with soap and water by her mother,

For Kathy there had been something immediately inter-
veling about ihe woman, something different: no sooner had
she =euated herself than she began to rummage about in a
Battered eardboard sultcaze; wildly seratching amongst itz
contents untll she had appeared to find whatever it was that
she was searching for., Then she had closed and locked it.
Only 8 few seconds passed before she again unlocked it and
recommenced  her furious search, all the while making
strange sounds with her tongue, and occasionally turning
about in her seat to shout abuse at an unspecified encemy . . .
Kathy had already counted five repetitions of this process
when her mother slapped her for staring.

It was primarily because of thiz zlap that, at school the
following day, Kathy remembered the incident. She told
Rowena Bester, who was her best friend at that time, about
it.

in her way home from school that some afternoon Kathy,
in the company of Rowena, had again seen the woman im
the crumpled black =kirt and yellow and brown striped jum-
poer.  She was In the middle of the road hopping hackwards
ani forwards In fromt of the traffic, first on the one side,
then on the other . . . BRowena also thought It great fun,

Soon they discovercd that she was to be found at the
game place cvery afternoon . . . Within a week they were
Joined by Janet Smith, Betty Stuart, Maureen Harrison and
Bvbil Swart; and within & fortnight teasing the ‘‘mad-
woman™, a8 they then called her, had become a regular after-
oo .'-!]'H:lrl.

At first they were content merely to stand and wateh her
antics; but then they found that she was often too docile to
be any fun, This they soon realized, waz because no one
had done anything to provoke her. Bo they began to tease
her.  They began to plan their strategy beforehand: what
they would do to her; what they would shout; all so that
they might enjoy the wine-like pleasure of being pursued by
her, oalhs long enough to knit a string bag streaming from
her mouth.

It was Svbil who first noticed that the woman's violent ac-
tions were nol her only peculiarity; that something more
fundamental wuas amiss; that beneath a rather forced fem-
inity there flowed a powerful mazeuline current. At Limes
her mannerizms were without doubt those of a man, and then
siddenly she would secm to compose herself and enforee
those of a woman. This truth Syhil felt rather than under-
stood; nonce-the-legs 1L was compelling and she began to refer
to the woman as, “the man-woman', The new title was
readily understood and accepted by the other children.

Onece they missed her for three davs; but then they found
that she had changed her route, and they exacted sufficient
fun from her to compensate for the three days that they
hael missed, Thercafter she never disappeared for more than
a day at a stretch before they traced her movement.

*

On the last day of term the final bell rang at midday,

and dozens of little girla dressed in blue gyms and white
blouzes, suitcases bulging with dull books, passed over the
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intricate patterns cast by the cak-trees in the playground,
out through the gate, out into the heliday street,

“Cheer girls cheer,

the holidays are here.

No more Latin, no more French,

no more gitting on a hard old bench . . .”

. « . 2ang Kathy, Rowena, Janet, Betty, Maureen and Syhil.
although none of them knew anyvthing about Latin and
French other than that they were languages, Butb they zang
because they had learnt the words from the older children
who had inherited them from the previous generation of
older children, and it made them feel very grown-up to sing
them. But they sang; chiefly, because they were happy;
each had formed in her own mind her own little picture of
the weeks that lay ahead - sandy, sunbalhed, waveswept
little pictures.

Down past the gaol they trooped, swinging their satchels,
singing their song; round the corner, past the dry-cleaners,
past the Central Police Station, And then, cutside the magis-
trate’s court, they saw her ...

She was zitting on the kerh., her suitcaze between her
kneez, eating a thick slice of brown bread.

Her sudden appearance intruded upon thelr exuberance;
their song died; they paused . . .

“Let's gpo chaff her,” sald Rowena.

“Ag no man, let's give her a holiday,” said Janct, who
was anxious to get home.

“But she's gonna have a holiday,” saild Betty.

"Yes, six weeks holiday,” added Maureen, who loved fun
and had falled her tests,

S¥hil erept up to the woman, The others followed a few
paces behind., She went round and stood in front of her
while the other children crowded arcund the woman from
behind.

“Why do yvou cat like a horze?" asked Sybil . . . The
woman continued to munch her bread | .. "Are you a hors:
or a cow? 1 think you look like a monkey,” sald Syhil
The children began to laugh; they screamed; they imitated
the motion of her jaws; they rubbed their stomachs,

The woman lunged at Svbil, dropping her bread. Syhil
skipped away and jumped up onto the retaining wall of the
court. The woman changed direction and ran after Kathy,
jumping and swinging her arms wildly az she ran, Kathy
darted around the corner and also climbed up onto the wall
“There!" she shouted, "she told you that vou looked lke &

monkey., You run like a monkey —— you are a monkey!

It was Junch-hour. Hundreds of office workers were
roaming the streets with nothing to do — a erowd quickly
formed, Typists, bank-clerks, cazhiers; they stopped. Some
stopped only for a minute, and then they walked awayv,
Many of them stopped, and stayed, and lavghed,

The children drew additional pleasure from the fact that
they were playing to an audience,. On the end of her rules
Maureen Harrison pleked up the piece of bread which the
woman had dropped, and she ran around her in circles
shouting: “Here’s your feed-bag, horsey.”

Suddenly the woman stopped trying to eatch them. She
stopped swearing., She returned to the kerb and =at down,
her suitcase between her knecs,

The crowd moved gingerly forward who knows, she
might become wviolent again. There was pressure from b
hind and those in front were edged closer, ever closer, until
they stood in a tight cirele ahout her.

From her suitcase she removed a amall mirror and a tube
of lipstick. She placed the mirror on her knees, and then
hending over it she applied the lipstick, with trembling fin-
gerg to her lips. The crowd was gilent; it was a heavy.
expectant sort of lull. The women replaced the mirror and
lipstick in her suitease. Then she drew from it a sheet of
paper and the stub of a peneil.

The children forced their way between the legs of the
crowd, Maureen still had the piece of bread spiked on the

{Continued on page 20)
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SPORT : THREAT TO THE SECURITY OF THE STATE

1t iz not generally realised how seri-
ous a threat Sport is. or how vigllantly
it iz watched by the prime guardians of
the security of our State — the Special
Branch., The fact is that a large body of
men have heen detalled to keep an un-
slecping eye on our sporisfields and that
thousands of man-hours are spent on
studying subversive movements in the

field,

Of course you will say that 1 am
“ghooting a line” and will ask for evi-
dence. There are lots of others though,
who would support my statements with
amply documented evidence. 1 will con-
fine myself to my own limited range of
experience and let it justify my claim.

In September of 1958 there was a small
press announcement that the Weightlift-
ing Federation ( Non-White or non-racial

the papers weren't fussy) was to sel
up a co-ordinating body to fight against
racialism in sport. So for weeks before
the echampionships took place in East
Landon, members of the Special Eranch
haunted Non-White sporizfields bran-
dizhing the clipping and making ominous
noises. By the time sportsmen had con-
verged on East London for the show it
was evident that there were going Lo be
very few East Londoners at the prelime-
inary meeting: the "Fighting Port” was
a very frightened port. The limit was
reached when the Chairman of the Bor-
der Unlon was vigited and questioned
ghoul one Brutus with the chairman
frantically dizclaiming all knowledge! I
phoned the police, asked to speak to the
head of the Special Branch and demand-
od an interview., BEventually we saw the
gppond-in-command — Lt. Schoombie —
who apologetically explained that it was
his duty to investigate strangers o cno-
sure that they were not “suspicious char-
aeters.” 1 didn't ask for a definition!

In the meantime another detective,
whom 1 remember for his remarkable
pesemblanes to A potato, called at our
hotel reom to ask permission to attend
the meeting., As a formality we stated
that it had to be referred to our execu-
tive.

Sunday morning bright and early,
Schoombie and Hattingh arrived and
pressed to enter the meeting room: firm-
ly we barred the door. They hung
around, offering us gum-drops, arguing
and tryving to peek around the door. We
all got impatient., They threatened us
with a warrant. We threatened to blast
the story in the newspapers. Reluctant-
1y they drifted from the hotel lounge.
Later they were seen hanging around
the kitchen cadging tea.

But they had not failed, as we discoy-
cred later.

Govender, the friendly well-wizher
who had travelled down from Durban
later appeared in a press photograph es-
seorting an Emergency detainee to a
funeral: Speeial Branch! And Selepe,
who travelled down from Krugersdorp
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with an elaborate eredential and who
made a virulent —and irrelevant — at-
tack on apartheid was found to come
from a non-existent body. His real org-
anization: Special Branch.

Thiz Selepe turned up again at our
South African Sports Association Con-
forence in Durban three months later —
with six members of the Special Branch
at the back busily taking notes, This
time we threw him out — though there
were some who sportingly called out
“Give him a chance!”

The six in Durban in January were Lo
become an accepted feature. [ list only
a few other occasions:

October, 1959, Port Elizabeth: Sports
Conference. White and Non-White 8.B's
occupy front seats in the hall.

May 1960, Port Elizabeth: Homes of
BASA officials — president, scerctary,
aasistant secretary and executive mem-
her raided: all SASA paper —— including
blank letter-head sheets seized. Return-
e only several months later after pro-
test.

October, 1960, Johannesburg: 1 arrive at
Jan Smuts airport at 6.30, at weightlift-
ing show at 7.30. Find Special Branch
has already been inguiring about Brutus
and Ragansamy. [ insist that Taylor
{3.BE.) explain why he claims he is in-
vostigating crime. 1 offer to see his
chief following morning., Offer declin-
od. The home where I was supposcd 1o
be ataving is visited by 8.B..

May, 1961, Port Elizabeth: Home of sec-
retary raided,

October, 1961: Secretary banned under
Suppression of Communism Act.

All of this, while no doubt deadly seri-
ous to the 85.B. hag not been without its
lighter moments, The day after the
SASA stuff had been seized we trotied
off to demand an interview with the
Chief. Major Helberg was very busy,
but we were persevering. We saw him
two davs later and asked, nalvely, for
the return of all our material. He feign-
od ignorance. But the files were spread
out on his desk. He refused to return
them. Cently, servilely, we probed him.
Why ? There was a State of Emergency.
But why take our stuff? He was only
doing his duty. But surely hiz were
POLICE duties? He had to protect the
State from all dangers! But how was
sport a danger? So it went on. We
probed too long and too incisively: he
bBlew up:

“Kyk hierso, ek is die man wat die
vrae vra. J't my mos nou onderkruis-
verhoor!" (Look here I'm the man who
asks the questions. You've got me
under cross-examination!) His face tur-

key-red, he bundled us out. (So SASA
was born under the watchful eyes of the
Special Branch — and has enjoyed their
attention ever since!)

There are, as well, unofficial guardians
of the security of the State — holding
official positions In the big all-White
sports bodics.

Massive Iva Emery, until this year see-
retary of the 8. A. Olympic (and Com-
monwealth) Games Association and the
man who boasted that for eight years
he saved South Africa from being thrown
out of the Olympics because of her ra-
cial policies, is a case in point.

When I saw him he complained: “If
yvou've got a good boy, why don't you
send him to Tanganyika or Ugands (I
don‘t think he added Timbuktu) instead
of causing us trouble?™ And in an ox-
pansive moment he added: “You know.
on the mines, when there's a good Bluck
who does the 100 yards in wvery good
time, they give him a watch or ten hat,™
Triumphantly, "That makes him a pro-
fessional!’ ‘Thiz is admittedly a rather
different method but no doubt it is cqual-
ly effective in preserving the securiiy of
the Stale,

Military Algy Frames, boss of il
white cricket for cndless years was
more menacing, After the gruff “3it
down my boy" and “What do you wanl
my boy " came the forbidding question:
“Have you ever heard of ML5T?" Nerv-
ously I admitted that I had, "Well we've
got our own MILG. We Kknow your cric-
ket is in & mess. We know you haven't
got one boy whose good enough to play
for South Africa. Besides, you know
that if there's one Black boy in our team
to England, there’ll he trouhle” My
parting shot was that there would he, if
there wasn't, and there was. Boycotls
and demonstrationa and & loss of E17.000
in England!

God-fatherly Reg. Honey, Q.C. until
this year boss of the most powecrful
aports in the country — the Olympic Ac-
gociation—was more subtle in his means,
but the ends were the same. But let
the definitive comment come from some-
one ¢lze, It is by Jamez Fairbairn re-
porting in the New Statesman on an in-
terview with Honey — a classic article
called “The Olympiec Swindle": sald Mr.
Honey at the end of an unrewarding in-
terview: “Of course we can't let the
Blacks have equality. All this nonsense
about one man one vote. Once that
happens, the country will go down the
drain.”

And in a sense they are right. When
there I8 equality on the sportsfield, or
when it becomes impossible to stave it
off: or when our sportsmen are depriv-
ed of the drug of sport and look at the
country beyond the sportsfield: then
apartheid South Africa will go down the
drain.
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Hannah Stanton has  written  about
Phe life in &6 small Anglican mission in
Laddv SBelborne and even the weeks |1
gpenit in gaol with her did not bring to
o clearly the pieture of her way ol
lifo ui! the molivation of her work in
thi= I"retoria African township, 1L 15 &
gimiple tale of humanity, serviee and love
of munkind, yot weaving i1s way through

nu

2 tie thread of polilieal awareness, for
the= woneen of the mission were not
cont ot merely to pray for the better

forih courageously 1o
apaanzt  aparthelid

cillted
protest
Paudality

L kst
1l t i
Tl TR

| rame up the most semior police
pf e el 1 oecould find in the direclory.”
e wn appointinent with Cotonel
Of forer in Comemand of the
Preat el 13 the poltec, L
| stoal ot hoew unewi=e it was for there
1 ware police activity in Lady Sel-
B i we talked inevitably ahout
i iwating up of Lhe wanien and 1 =aidd,
ccclunel van Wyk, your men wouldn't
T ceatedd earttle i the way they treat-
cod tirese weoanen,'” and e replied, “*When
I e cbedding with Bantu woemen 1 do not
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think of them as women.” He used the
favourite word “agitators’”™ and Cecily
gaid, “Believe me, Colonel, there is no
necd for any other agitators when your
poliee are about. They cause far more
pgitation than anyone clse!™

Tumelong  ('Place of Faith') stood,
nevertheless, outside politics. The mis-
sion was in the nature of an oasiz, "Pol-
ice action in pass arrests, In night raids,
on Lwo occasions in actual mass brutual
hehaviour to the people, was always near
at hand, but we did not live with the pol-
icy of apartheid continually hanging
Gl Tl ol FE-

It was only when she was in gaol,
Hannah admitz, that she came to realise
the signifieance of the Treason trial and
to learn something of the Congress
movement. I was in a eell that she first
lewrnt of the Freedom Charter §present
cil bn full in her book ).

Thiz book iz nn absorbing account of
i owoman who lived out her religion in

From Mission to Prison

her daily Hfe. The Christisn messagse
of the book should reach far, and with
it the dramatic exposure of the South
African police state, for soon Hannah
Stanton's simple life in a mission lod (o
dawn arrest; gaol, solltary confinement
and deportation,

Hannah s gone from Soulh Africs
deported, yet in her very golng and
the writing of her book, zhe has con-
veyed her message.  And that's wha
ghe wanted to do. Her last words in
South Africa had to b to the Bpecial
Branch, for no friends were allowed 1
gpecd her on her way.,  But caidlil
gtill, after all that she had gone theough
torn from the land zhe had come to los
o well, say, “Bless yvou!™

Hamba Gahle, Hannah!

HELEN JOSEFH

b

STAY WELL, GO WELL by Han
nah Stanton. Published by Hodd
amd Stoughion. Pricc KLELH I3 %

Blindfolded

*aul Ginbewskl could have been given
thiz aszignment by the State Informea-
tion Office itaelf, Tt conlains glowing
accounts of the advantages of Bantu
Education, of flourizhing Bantu home-
lunds and dedicated officials

And wvet he is troubled by doubls
about implementing the policy of apart-
TR [

“"Perhaps iU s already too lale. A
syvatem Lhat makef one losce time at
the wery moment when all the
cosses In Afrien are being accelerated

no matter what may be its theore-
tical maeril has a fundamental de-

FREas-

fiegt,'”

SBouth Africa, the writer =avs, i=s dif-
ferent from the rest of Africa. The
Whites are rogted here, have no other
[oere,  ODiher powers coloniscd oversess
territories; White South Afrvica et up

its colonics in the heart of the mother
country. South Africa cannot free her
eolontes by abandoning another Congo.
For this --i]u,_;ulw.'r gsitvation must he foutd
g sipeular aolution,

Fut bhindness makes him stop short

in Bantustan

of the obvious solubion: o non-racial o
moeracy. His solution is "nabional in
dependence’  for the so-calisl Baptlu
homelands, Thiz s old =luff bl Lhie
i a crnzy varintion: "The generons ine-
pulse that encourages the South African
(and ezpecially the Afrvikanerj to desin
i distinetive national development for i
Baniu iz a curiows trafnsfercncse oF B
tionaliam, they are hetler integreted (n
to the *African context' than the Bantu
themselves and they eanpot undoreta
why other people fall to recogni=c Lbe
unzcifishness."”

After this the final Knock-owl Biiow
the ondly mention of Chin
posgsihle chief in a Tutupe TUransHescan
Bantustan, side by slde with Matanzsing

Mr. Gindewskl suays he wrote this bood
from “within the bwnger of th
It i= ther leaorne that ks book e
Lo hee Aecentec

s

MARY TIU'ROs

BANMNTUSTAME by Puul Ginliswi
Published by Human dand Po=ssouuw

Price B210 12129

The Min:er Rebel

Fhose who enjoyved Page Arnol’'s ac-
pount of the Scottish miners (Fighting
Taik, July 1853} should read Incorrigible
Rebel,” which describes the millitant
struggles of the Welsh miners.

But thiz iz more than & hisgtory,
describes the fascinating development
of Horner from a little boy who took his
first job at the age of 8 to a working
class leader of international standing.

The book shows him to be a modest
man of rebellious character and intellec-
tual honesty, who zpent hiz life fighting

to rajze the standard of livinge of
Britizh coal miners, o further tine @
tainment of socialism, amd (o Pring

about internotional working clas: anits
for he realised the intecdepeasdiong
of all three.

It is =salutory to bi reminded that o1
ployvers react to the struggles of the
workers in the same way whether it be
in South Africa or Great Britnin or any-
where elze. "The vielous dlliance of the
Government and the coal owners, haclk-

{Continued on page 20)
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THE MINER REBEL

{Continued from previous page)

oil by police and armed troops against
miners who pzked no more thas a vage
little owver starvation level' writes Hor-
ner.

He took part in organising the stay-
down 2trikes of the miners, the hunger
murches of the unemployved and the bat-
tles aguinst company unions. He him-
“elf wis in prison three times, in 1919
for ‘refusing ta join up for the war of
mtervention wgrainst the Russian Revao.
Imion’, again for attending an ‘unlaw-
ful a==embly® (15 month=) and for strik-
ing.

Hiz peflections an jail wall be of inter-
st o South  Afriean  workers from
whoze minds the prozpect can never by
ek off, Bul Horner was allowed t0 study
Marx wihale in Cardiff fail

After 40 years he could ook buck on
=une solkd achicvenwents the miceical

fund, annual holidays, training of young
miners, a five day working week of 7%
hours & day, and above all, one national
Union. one national agreement and the
nationalisation of the coal industry.

Of special pride was the formula
worked out for holiday pay, which pro-
vided for the total pay due to all miners
being divided equally among all, so that
“whatever differcnec there was belween
men working in the induztry while on
duty, that difference disappeared while
they were on holiday. We never huad a
protest from any of the better-paid
memn.”

Horner became a foundation member
of the Communist Party in 1920 and re-
maimed loyal to il all his life. He saw
socialism in progress during his muany
vizils o the Soviet Union and o China,
which thrilled him. He faces up to the
‘revelation of the terrible happenings in
the Soviet Union’ made known atl the
20th Party Congress and the Russian in-

tervention in Hungary, and argues the
case for and against. He concludes that
“as the Soclalist world becomes stron-
gor, sincere Socialists should exert their
right to criticise if they think critici=m
iz due,™

Shocked by a display of anti-Semiti=m
vy some Cardiff miners about 1926 he
auotes Nye Bevin's comments. “Arthur,
I can understand them wanting to at-
tack a man because of his views.
cauze w man can change his views, bhut

lpir-

to abtack & man because of hiz race,
thatl is sheer sadism,'
Thiz bhook should cneourage Urade

vnionists Lo continue battling along ws=
wiell a8 add 1o our gencral inform:ation
about British worker: over the la=t 460
VORTH,

WNANCY DICK.

Horner, Arthur: Incorrigible Rebal.
Laondon. MacGibbon  and B, 00,

THE WANTON WAIF

iContinued from page 16)
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et apart fooem the ologuence
[rpe It ic
AH (UL

Phus'er WHS 2

thr Tivreeness of

[RL S
sl sa,
lioginmee, exnelaod jove,

IRl =LEr P Wi

sppclibound the others. Apart
Frame hie immnculate English which cascailod over the awdi-
in his overy gosture, B his
tlf-slanie fire, a4 half-angelic
This man compeiied
el L viclim foll an agonising joy

vou start 1.I:I'.|-|'|.I'|.'!:L'tl:l'l.5_,:' ;

After that he has well-nigh pepman-

el conjugnl rights over vou.

But this was not getting anywhore

wenl significance,

She felt =0 ipsdeguate.
ness ef ever reaching the holiest preserves of Lhis nies ridl

You electric with ur-
‘Ave upon wuve of that chocolate

i

rode across o her and swamped her heart,

She knew with quick alarm that the thing Be wie a=iing
at her was not physical
couldl touch my body: iU is through my body that © oow :
claim the poetry of my being most eloguently

not Aexlil Oh, God, 1if oniv

e Jeiais

She feh i e

shie knew thae

After the mecting ke boodt her 1o an chite shebeen eadled from him the ultimate most wis #il she wanted. o g
Ve Twiglaomiie I 14 bRk S Far WeT @ perivale room at uli . )
L 1=l e el e oy ens and Ehick red curtabn- With u will of gercaming desperation. she tare e | I
: wral, Fose o and saild kestily YUee oot Lo wao LY IS i

L ] P I Fil Sl 1| i Bal e feedy RECII [ | | rontesnn b=k, daphdd |':|||11|_" 'T'i'Hl“ sl ruslhieed out
L vl eve to her only with his voice. Tumbling back from the reglons of space wint wil

Flhoe any of muaking love 18 fast e Goe Wwnships, Torgolien latered, Sponono wuas stunned. To msell, e sau o= i
ettt Lhie eresh of hard Dving 1 hdrdenimg of hearts amed hoy, great lover that thou art, somewhere = a0 o0l 1] Vil

Bl comarsciibig of words and aititades: A boy moels an at- juist ean't enslave,'

thacTive giel st i Alrect-eorner, DWeals her arm or wiclds s All that night. Mubatho wept, the silent. sobiless woon
Pt Llbaade, amd 3 thoere = potl pnother strongman in the ing af the utterly desolate

paaphbonrhiousd who baes slvewdy cladmas] her, she bocomoes ; :

Lol eneounlers i shebesn or aoparly @ man with And days after that =he just crumbiled g, from nies =8
ioseroll of baanbkootes; hae bovs her drinks with ne referenee girl to every man's rellel’ depot to shebeen gueen < syt
to the exchemqoer, and next moreite she wukes in & strango ment <lgn o rags and tatlers
Pl spried Ul wre o lowve,  ARmost anEtmetively now,  Mabo- Mabatho did not esre any more, aid ool cosee oo i

TR LR AT

crowel Dy L0

o dEm1ayy

L TR

v Trore: Bl maatsy HE

iclipaspidl rrsponses,

imto anoiher room, s

A man Lakes
aerouiid huer.

ilid nol care about the #ix fatherloss children caborag abing
The Providencs

Ehial rpaackee Chiermn will gigsal i

CINLY: A

Continued from page 17}

il il fyve PRler fehid =B owiinwvesl! I eialioe

“Hlawve 2o onls, horsey,”™ she el
The wonmun began to wrils T

e oy . Calling D,

irk nn illeprahle 2eraiv.
em e Writing “alling Lir,
wling =he had writben, "“Calling Dy
el over what she had writton.

“Whhat 15 she writing 2" asked

"Bame Ihing over ahd over sgnin

tepiliedd 1 bank-cherk in a black alpaca jacket, who had nssn-

igedl Lo pugh his way to the froost

PagiE TWwinTy

Ll SWOirmndi Bl ' Mo,

Wkl .II".!']'l."-Il.I;‘.

Euch time the sentence ended
Then =l Tgrned Lhe paper over and
She
Apain she qeribbl-

court 2lenographer,

Buddenly the picce of bread fell from the end of Moo
ruler on o the paper on which the womon was writin
waolniah  jumped up with & scream
She ran off. sobbing. er suitease banging sgainst her bropes

us s5he ran,
“Call-
as much fun, amd

sorlhblod over

=il Soooavone.

Must be moead

“Nothing,"" said

The children oid not follow.

“You ought to be

Lkne

crowd scapte vedd

sever bofore had they Dl
they remained to plan what they wooulil

ido to tease the “mad woman™ after the holidays

cihamed of yoursclves, young Lo

"Why 7" asked Maureen.

pes “What would your parenta have donc if they had scen vou
mocking that poor woaman 7"

Svoil. “She's only an old coloured girl!™
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