
LISTENING IS BAD ENOUGH 
i 

The S.A.B.C. used to be 
A rather nice amenity 
Which handed out from year to year 
A reasonable bill of fare-
And tired tollers, switching on, 
Could nearly always count upon 
Something to listen to at night. 
Innocuous, if rather trite. 

Time marches on — today we find 
That Albert's acid little mind 
Has now decreed that we who pay 
Must do OUR listening HIS way. 
He's found the medium, devil-sent, 
Which our deluded Government 
Can most successfully abuse 
To air their quaint, retarded views. 

Ruthless, reactionary, rough, 
Our Mr. Vorster plays It tough! 
The S.A.B.C., duly cowed, 
Relays his message long and loud. 
With Communistic bogeys fed, 
Depressed, we totter off to bed, 
Thus buying with our licence fee 
Alarm and/or despondency. 

(A happier thought to take away — 
Imagine if we had to pay 
To see their faces every day!) 

M. L. ORPEN. i 
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