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IN an effort to focus attention on the import
ance of family life in all communities of 

the world, World Family Year was proclaimed 
from June 1960 to July 1961, In South Africa 
during this same period Government legislation 
is uprooting thousands of settled African 
families. 

Topping the list for family disruption is ihe legis
lation dealing with influx control. The uninformed 
think that these laws only stop more Africans from 
entering towns. They do not realise that the laws 
give the authorities power to send Africans out of 
towns as well. 

Group Areas is another Act with disruptive reper
cussions on family life. The 1956 Prohibition of 
Interdicts Act gives the authorities frightening powers 
over the lives of Africans. There are other Acts 
that fall into the same category, disrupting the family 
life of South Africa's non-white people. 

Here is a true story of a family who became 
victims of influx control. Only the names have been 
changed. 

Drunk and Fired 

Mr. and Mrs. Nguma were married by civil law 
about 15 years ago. Round about 1950 Mr. Nguma 
was employed by the Railways. He acquired a house 
in New Brighton, where his three children were 
born. Their mother stayed at home to look after 
them, Two and a half years ago, for the first time 
in his life Mr. Nguma got drunk on pay-day and 
was fired. 

Let us go back a bit. Mr. Nguma was born in 
Rhodesia 35 years ago and came to the Union as 
a boy. When permits and papers became a matter 
of life and death for the Africans, he could only 
prove that he had been in the Union for 12 years. 
This is not a long enough residential qualification 
to entitle him to stay on after the broken contract 
of work. 

Dismissed from the S.A.R.. he was told to go to 
the New Law Courts to get his papers in order. 
When he presented himself he was arrested for a 
few hours, then told he might go. provided the 
police knew his next place of employment; he was 
also informed that he would soon have to leave the 
Union, as his permit to stay would not be renewed. 

Mr. Nguma*s next job was in a cafe and every 
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week the police collected a portion of his pay until 
they had accumulated £18. This brings us up to 
early 1960. He was then told that he must return 
to Rhodesia. He was desperate. Rhodesia was a 
foreign land to him. His parents were both dead 
and he had no friend or relation in the whole 
country. His wife, being a local woman, could have 
the choice of going with him or staying here. In 
her case there was little choice as her mother is old 
and bedridden, with no other support than her 
daughter. Furthermore, the eldest son, now aged 
13, is a hydrocephalic idiot and incurable, his ex
pectation of life possibly one or two more years. 
Then there are the other two children, a girl of 
eight and a boy of four. 

Sent to Pretoria 
Legal aid was sought and the details of the case 

sent to Pretoria. The lawyer asked that Mr. Nguma's 
permit to remain in the Union be renewed in view 
of the fact that it was physically impossible for his 
family to accompany him to Rhodesia. A negative 
reply came back. Once again the lawyer wrote and 
begged for his client to be allowed to remain on 
compassionate grounds. But it appears that the 
department docs not know the meaning of the word 
compassion, and Mr. Nguma was ordered to leave 
the Union immediately. He subsequently appeared 
in court, his reference book was endorsed and he 
was given 72 hours in which to leave. 

The police returned the £18, with which I bought 
the train ticket and got from the booking clerk 
explicit directions about where passengers must 
change on the journey and so on. When I explained 
to Mrs, Nguma that the journey would take three 
nights and four days her eyes grew big with fear. 
On the morning of Mr. Nguma's departure I look 
him a sack of food for his long journey and met 
the sad little family on the platform. I have never 
seen such despair; sweat was pouring down Mr. 
Nguma's forehead and his legs were shaking; his 
wife was speechless with grief. I left the parcel of 
food with them and fled before I, too, broke down 
and wept. 

Mr. Nguma reached Salisbury. Six pounds was 
stolen from him while he slept — all he had in the 
world. He carried a letter to my step-daughter, his 
only contact in Rhodesia. Through her he was 
placed in a hotel as a temporary waiter, but three 
days later he vanished, chased away by the local 
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employees who considered him an outsider When 
we had heard nothing for six months we believed 
that he was dead. 

Meanwhile his wife had no means of livelihood. 
With her mother and the helpless child she could 
not go to work. So she tried to find a lodger. The 
first choice was a widow who was willing to look 
after the home, but turned out to be an alcoholic. 
The next woman was suitable but she had her 
reference book out of order and Mrs. Nguma dared 
not take her in. 

By August she was destitute and I made applica
tion for her lo receive pauper rations. This was 
turned down because she was married to a Rhodesian 
and "it was her duly to have gone to Rhodesia with 
her Husband." In desperation I wrote to the local 
paper and told Mrs. Nguma*s story in brief* This 
resulted in help from about IS people, and 1 was 
able to keep the family going. 

At the end of January, 1961, came a letter from 
her husband. The address was Bulawayo where he 
had just found a job, and he wanted me to send 
his family to him. This would cost between £20 
and £30, but how can the bedridden old mother 
and the crippled child make the journey? 

I cannot say how this tragic story will end. 


