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TO THE READER

In Shangaan, one of our national languages,
RIXAKA means nation,

We launch RIXAKA, the Cultural Journal of
the African National Congress, with the express
|1.r'it=w of establishing a platform which will allow
the full expression of the cultural voice of our
: movement for national liberation.
| We believe that this challenge falls most
directly on all south African cultural workers, 1n
graphics, writing, Lheatre, music, dance, crafis
(modern and traditional). We appeal Lo all creative
'workers to send us their contnibutions for public-
ation in RINAKA! We know that in the Americas,
Carthbean, Southeast Asia, Europe, the Middle
Fast, Africa, Australia, great works of art have
heen distilled tfrom the collective political experi-
ence of the struggles of the people. We intend to

publishh  these  writings, theveby strenglhening
links with our progressive compatriots all over
the world., In this issue we carry poems from
Cuba and the United States,

We will on a regular basis n
RINAKA  feature progressive wrilings, photo-

graphs and graphies from democratic, anti-imperia-
list artists worldwide.

The task of articulating the aspirations and
experience, of laving the
democratic Tuture, presupposes a certain audaciiy

on the part of the editorial collectine. But we

foundations ol our

realise that it also entails a delicate responsibility;
particularly, it is an imperative in terms of accuracy
of interpreting and depicting human experience.
We therefore view our Letters to the Editor co-
lumns as of inestimable 1mportance. We hope il
will serve to ensure that our choices do not become
mere pontification. We hope that readers will
subject us to as meticulous a scrutiny as possible,
so that the column can become an indicator to
our future RINAKA issues.

We vehemently hold the view that Culture in
its broadest sense embraces all aspects of the expe-
rience of all levels of all people in a geographical
region. It is not restricted to the so-called artistic
effort only. We can and must give exposure to alk
our people, for their lives are the buds that will |
bloom into the flowering of our nation. The inter-
view of our President in this premiere issues of
RINAKA signals what we intend to be a regular
feature that will attempt to cover as broad a
specturm as possible of South African people and
thought.

From Lhese nudgings of the best in the
performing arts, in criticism of tradition and
custom, we are confident that “The doors of

learning and culture shall be opened™,

Rarbara Masehela

—ra = a——



GOING TO THE VIDEO FESTIVAL

VIDEQ 18 [NCREASINGLY B

VISUAL AID QOF

A VIDEO FESTIVAL QF TIHE

TOWARDS THE LND QF
TLY TAKING

*WHAT have

Africa? 7 Mk Botha, the racist Minister ol Foreien
Affairs asks, the cavette nearly dreopping from
lingers which certainiy el to throttle the neck
of the BBO interviewer, =What dn you know about
the strugele of Adrican |w:1p|4 e glowers, his
Gace technicolour red, *Look at yvour Ghana!™
|I*|k Botha roars. “What @vs you the right 1o be
miellectually  dishonest? 7 e rants and raves,
bullying: Ius shamelul performimce bespeaks the
confuston that rages in the minds of people who
have held onto power for such a long thiv | people
who are sparring with shadows now 1t s mereasingly
clear that  power is slowly hut wrrevocably bheing
wresled away,

o owas nol m London or Lore hisasare
still m south Afrea that we watched the video
which had heen made mmside the country by the
BRO: To The Last Do aof Blood, 10 was in Losaka,
on g balmy sunday altermoon, nd e date was
| decomber 16

smome ol us had been away Trom Soulh
Alrica for more than twe deeades: most had left
the country alter the convolsions that had gerpped
the urban areas ol South Afrea o lune 1956,
COthers had gust o returned  from inside the belly
Lol the beast two weeks boefores intrepid Gghiters

wottld be anching an attack. assault fifles an
hand, hefore the night of the following day,

; [Decembeyr 16 had once bheen called Fhocgeys
'-Tlny- a long hour ol coatimzs by the sons
clanghters of the Voortrekkers who had won o
| byaatt e agiamst "wndaan’s ogrmics a4l eNeome, Lhe
civer that turned ved st Blogsd, Oy Bload, B
Fthen somethinge must Bave eagkled e the collve Live
sensthinlity of the palers of thee oo e the Lo ffies

PLACE INSIDE

coleshivating this day, montinys the pliease seith
taargue 0 ofusel Are thev wrth s et gre Fiues

| planning somethimg?  Clnterestoigly enowgh, very
'p!'t'ﬁ vacists are asking this guestion as Uhe phorase
a lula continug nereasingly hecomes e parkanes
el The hiouey, So owhat secovedd tooupset the com-
puters of the vacist word-people bad to De esesed
ey our national o copsoionstess. s thie farth
el the Dy ol the Coveriun | sopnethimg e Uil
fas nothang o der withe Plevesed, wore el eristle,
Phey could just os wioldl ses e ot the Pas of 1 e
Puekes, Belesag aered aned Deh g peapde ol South
YIviesr Biveew Ihecemiber T Lo bue | gk |]'._'-., 1 Tie
boe ol Tl wlaadeton RITET
‘tetence™ Forndy ol fleatly hadves therr Xotoe, |
e CoUnUless . cccds ks el e Wil

Iy i =1s= ol

upskceedential s
Iy e relibea K

S R N TS

|.|'||*-\.H|i-tl'_- ElislLEs? Eleer connin! i

|| |

;l1'4'l:|;L|r||"-," biealis s BETE

ML NG A VERY
COMMUNICATION :
ANC

LAST NEAR
SOUTH

vou done or the people of

I MPORTANT ALDLG-

ARTICLEL. DEALLG WI'TH |

EH 35
THAT WAS
WILERE THE FERMENT CI

AFRICH WAS OGN EXIIIBIY.

This day begins for us with multitudes treadmg |
o mud under a devimg v, N roll call s made
af all the comrades, young ol old, who |H|'u~|
pedssed - away, This s 4 vearhy tradition of thed
Afrcan MNational Copgress, Moving from grase 1o
grave, the concourse hears the names of the ded.
Dreenched  flowers and  nameless shrubs garlanad
the graves of soldhers Iyig stll, hsteomg o selenaee
Lex Lher roarine shower From above

DIPLOMATIC CORMS

HELD IN LUSARA

RN~

|

In the evenmmg of the day, ANC and S0 Al |
comrades, Zambian peaple our hosts el
the members ol the diplomatic corps get togel her
i the hall to wateh videos that comment on the
stragele of the people of  South Afrca. What
nosoe knows as that members of the Departmenit
ol Arts and Culture together with SWAPO techni-
clans are really sweating it oul trving to kil the |
violce ol Dennis Luwewe as he comments on
dambun TV on a soceer mateh between a local
Leakm andd visitors Tronr come other Afvican stitae, |
Itods a0 tryvmg time, really: gt the teal ran ol the
vieleos, we were surprised tor see the pmage il
subrbeadings on the monitor accompanicd by this
discombobuliting vowee Trom the ZTV stwdios |
O technienm almost hid a0 heart attack when
he reabizedd that he laed brought o owrong [eedoer
corch, Winhe Smchiso Y lawvang who s chaiengg [hn-l
whole Testival grects the audienee, we arie praying |
that the mamitor, at least, doesn’t et us dowin |
Pl mtponhiees the people who would he paking
briel remarks on the importanee of the day, bt |
Lhe wiclear Tiostival ol Lhee peedd Tor i Foariad 1o
Loy b perpetwallby ot the Timgertips ol all the
el LR movenae

Oley Mavuma srvived  Prom the
o three divys Defore the Testivid staetoed When
wit saw ham sitbiimg o with bs bgges 1 thae e
ol Tiee ol the department. ook ar the psstoes
o the owall, | osaddenly remeinberedd thar we T

|.|||r|'*-\.
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s tvabateon Loy Pl Tolov=richicr= ool Ao il
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was made even more hair-raising by the fact that
we had just stumbled into the famous Zambian
rainy season and this country, perhaps third
behind Cairo and Lagos, has some drivers who
believe that stop streets, intersections and traffic

lights are minor mmconveniences that should be
ignored at best,

=S

Olley came in as a representative and Chair-
=on of the Zimbabwe Film Association and as
official emmisary of the Zimbabwe Ministry
aith, Sports and Culture. Some of us had met
the Regional Film Workshop that had taken

N Harare in August to September 1984, [He

bought for our video festival a Ailm Mbuyva Nehanda |
which dramatised the beginnings of the Chimurenga |
wars in Zimbabwe long before the country was |
given 1ts new name., Unarguably a craftsman of
great skill, Olley gave us f[resh insights into the
cultural life in his country and, together, we
dreamt and planned further co-operations on
cultural projects,

We had him ensconced in one of the more
well-known motels on the outskirts of the city
where the man fought his own battles with bu-
reaucracy that 1s the warp and woof of strugghng
establishments, razor-sharp salespeople peddling |
Tesh and futile dreams, waiters and service people
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who still cannot get over the fact that tipping
has long been outlawed in this country. We were
honoured to have Olley in our midst,

ANC/SWAPO COLLABORATION

You learn a lot about equipment when you
involve yoursell mn the organisation of a video
festival. You learn, also, nol to trust the signs you
see emblazoned on panel vans, awnings of shops
in the city centre: maost of all, you leam that
there 15 a lot of legwork involved there, children,
There are many shops that shout the promise of
video hire, but you learn soon enough that they
deal with telewvision hire or video casefte hire,
The practiwe of video “asselle recorder hire died
with the death of foreign exchange. We saw, for
mstance, how  expensive  video equipment s:
K4 000 for the VCR. The monitors can be hired,
hut most of them are not that wide and would
have resulted with a lot of the members of the
audience sulfering from perpetual eyvestrain,

SWAPO has a very well-put-together video
centre. After we had gone almost everywhere 1in
search of equipment — one jester suggested that
we launch an operation inside South Africa purely
for video equipment it took a telephone call
from our Administrative Secretary to secure us
equipment, techmicians and the kind of warmth
that one can only get from people who are seriously
waging war against the apartheid colonialist reginie.

On entering their video centre,” vou are
struck by all this activity, people on the editing
board, others dubbing from Ul-Matic or Betamax
to VHS and thrice vice versa. Peter Nangolo
expressionlessly  tells you that the technicians
are going to “make sure that you’ll have everything
vou want before Sunday, December 1677 Well,
Aren’t you afraid, we ask, that the everyday cart-
ing of sensitive equipment to and fro will result
in it becoming defective? You ask a guestion
like that because you've heard from some re-
putedly knowledgeable source that this s what
happens. Peter merely looks at you, lights a cigarette
and says nothing. You feel infinitely stupid. On the
evening of the video festival, Peter makes a short
impromptu  speech he has been caught by
surprise by Lhe Chairperson! and he outlnes
the nature of ANC/SWAPO collaboration. The
audience cheers because his speech 15 short: no-
one wants to hear a long sneoeh in a video  festival:
and hecause he puts his words together with the
tvpe  of finesse that matches his conswmrmate
skill as director af the video centre, As he speaks,
Vickie and  sammy. the SWAPQO technieins
are getiing back to their seats after putting thei,

paraphernalin togetber,

The paosters on the walls speak ol struggle.

A the walls are full of posters, some come from
thae graphic arts unit of MEDU SRCTS ENSENBILE
i GCiaborope, Others are from o all over the world
Lastin gwves an avanenlay smile as be salutes rom
a daguerrorvie, the ubiguitous cap pevehed puntaly
voung Nicaraguan soldier, what
oy Taee ol hione
ol Wittt s ey b .||’]-|-;|”4-’ STEARTEHTE Y

ety s eaed s o

Wikl ! Pl 1he

."‘i‘.lilfilnl" Vit

an nscriphen comumenormaime karl Mars s oente
e s sepee fdbeen evahen elre Welt: N iedbnionies:
kiet= walkime v I Dile o evy oo psavicsent ol

wiche Diolevard, thes are all carevineg  lags st
ooy st bl Fledd o peel. P spreas] -G

palm trees lean into the douwble blueness of the

sea that merges with the sky., Vietnam — gluchiiche |

Kinder im soziglistichem Land, @ smiling Darolhy
Nyvembe s hugged as she returns in tnumph from
fifteen years in prison. Support Umbkhonto We
Sizwe! There are many more. On the blackboard

there are flags of the hberation of the people of

south Afmca: black, green and pold: there are

the Namibian colours of hberation and the Zambian

flag of national unity,

This umity 15 stressed by Comrade
Mbeki, the Director of the ANC Department of
Information and "ublicity, as he proceeds Lo make
the official opening remarks. Talking to the hushed
audience, he emphasises the fact that the united
resolve of the fighting people of South Africa has
brought forth unprecedented returns. These are
gains which people fighting for freedom cannot
ignore. At this moment we hear the hum of the
lazy Sunday alternoon tralfic filtering into the
hall, Comrade Thabo tells us that the hghting
people inside the belly of the racist beast have
gone very lar i proving to the racists thal they
are no longer willing to be rulled in the old way,
People — South Aflrican fighters are now ungovern-
able. The country was transformed mto a burnt-
out landscape when people went up In arms, no
longer ready to countenance carnage helplessly
and  fouehy  against the farcical Constitutional
Proposal “elections’, @®@ur fathers and mothers,
sisters and brothers on the frontline made their
NOY so resoundingly loud that the racists saw 1L
wite Lo send occupation armies into our townships.
In the spring of our rage the regime found itself
dealing with a season of fire as multitudes went
forth and said NO to rents, to bus fare hikes.
They said no! We are told here of a story of young
people  who  were seen  pursuing an  armoured
personnel carrier that had killed a woman, When
asked what they were doing, these young men in
such a hurry, said that they were going lo “get
that hippo!™ A battle of stones, rage, petrol
hombs and more rage against the racisis bullels
and tear-gas ensued. Some of Lhe young warriors
fell mortally wounded. We wonder what happens
in the minds of the soldiers of death who woere in
that veluele. What stories did they tell their loved
ones at home alter mowing down helpless people,
children, the old and the infirm?  Did they tell
their wives about the unegualled bravery of the
throwers of the rocks, the singers o the rev-
olutionary songs who stood there and ralsed ther
fists as death whistled past at "1 000 kilometres
an hours’  Did they see that there was a qualitative
change in the chaice of weapons? that the people
had organised themselves i such o way that mere
regular polive lorees wouldn't be ablie to quell
thism? 1hal the only thing they could do was call
thre Faseist army, 7 OO0 strong?
AN i, Daarricades and  check-pwonnts
thew goose-stepped in their jaekboots, swastkas

] L}

Lt toeadd o Lherr forearms: marelinmg past oo

yertisas Loy tlae Boasl el Begetsédrfned  folii | e

Blevliey s sealedbers o8 Jaowlay. e pwedinals TRETRTIER
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woman leads them, waving her [ist at the camera,
t's just too much. During the [uneral prnL‘EﬁﬂliUﬂ
of Dr Neill Aggett, people are running and singing,
the marchers in front holding aloft the black-
preen-gold lag of our liberation: it is a motley
';1'rr3'1-.'r'., a splash of colour, encompassing all the
colours ol the South African racial spectrum.
Camoullaged police are there, armed to the teeth,
The people sing them dizzy, We all look at central
| Johannesburg, recognising certain parts which are
| now  vehwles to our collective nostalgia, our
anguish. At the SAAWLDU conference, workers
sing songs that bring a palpable hush into the
hall. The thought that turns like a turbine In our
heads is, South Africa 18 our country, and we
need to be in there to see to the [reeing of the

¥

Congress, AMANDLA,

The National Cultural Ensemble, nfﬁthe hfri&ﬁy'ﬂatihﬁal

in action.

land.

Many videos were seen by a vast majority of
our membership in Lusaka. Theatre plays which
had been taped by various media showed us the
contribution of the artists inside the country. In
this field, we were able to measure the distances
the people had taken — and we were pleased to
find that the language we use is the same language
of the people inside. There were some moments
of laughter as we identified all the things that
had made us at home: we saw pieces of ourselves
in all the images, all the frames on the small screen.

We [eel that we need many such festivals.
With them, we end up knowing and understanding
the nature of our revolution more. We end up |
having a deeper understanding of ourselves.

Recently returned from

their sensation-creating showing at the KIZOMBA festival
in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, AMANDLA cu CULTURAL ENSEMBLE

begin their 1985 season in Zambia.

They continue to West

Africa and then on to Moscow for the Youth Festival.

Ixaka 6

After that, a trip to European countries seems on the cards.




POETRY

JUNE 16 YEAR OF SPEAR

They call me freedomehild
I am lilerationbound

My name 15 June 16

But Lhis is not 1976

Frevdomehild home wardbouond

With an AKIT resting in my arms

The nivers [ ¢ross are noe luenger treacherous boundanes
Throwig me into the frusiraling arms ol exile

The nvers 1 cross are love sirings

Around my homeland and me

Around the son and the new day,

Who does not see me

Will hear freedomsound

Roaming the rhythms of my <dream

Roosting warmly palpable as breast of every mother
spitting every <y and night

spreading freedomseed all over this land of mine

My mothers lathers of my lathers kinsmen
Because | am June 16

Jnd this s not Soweto 19576

1 emwerge in the asphalt streets ol our want

And hecause ‘my memaory s sucrounded by Blood’
Ay hlaod has been hammered 1o liberationsong
And like Hebelo's hullets

And Neto™s sacred hope

| am Nowenng

{heer Lhe graves of these goldanged Tascist ghouls
Adl over this land of mine

lam June 16

As Araly Ahmad says

My hody is the fortress

Let the siege cone!

Fai the firefine

And fwill besiege them
For my hreast is the shelter
(2f my people

lam June 16

Iam Soelomon Mahlangu

Lam the new chapter

| 2m the way forward from Sowelo
| am poctry Mowering with AKAT
Al taver Lhis tund of mine.

WILLIE KGOSITSILE

aumw

————— e
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The l.ong Road

we cannol lie on our back

we cannol stretch our legs and our arms

we cannot show our soft-white belly to the red hot sun
we cannot lie on our back

how, we ask —

is a long road measured?

does the mamow of the rock say

does the soil, pierced by the blade of the plough say
as it peels and rolls

as i tears

as 1L ripens into a2 wound that must receive a seed
does 1t say anything

with its agreeable whispers

as the blade cuts, and as it turns and rolls

the distance that measures the ability to wait —

for the sced

does the soil say anything?

the sun sings with heat here
we cannol show our soft-white belly to the sun
the sun has teeth.

how is a long road measured

when the seasons

like a woman in love ask

through their eyes and face

through the tips of their fingers

as soft as a day old baby’s flesh — they ask:
if love is so bare, what care do you have?

the seasons are slrong

they mount time

they mount tops of trees

the seasons mount the sun and the moon
and ask

how is a long road measured?

the rumble of cattle hooves fTow to the river
the river floods and flows

plants whistle through the soil

A man bare [eet

red spiled clothes

and a hearl, harder than a rail Ltrack
reads Lthe sun and the river

and picks up a gun,

how, how is a long road measured?

if like the seasons
you have come and left
and come again

how is a Jlong road measured

il the scars of your body
like soil receives the plough blade every season
hegin Lo itch with expectation

how we ask, 1s a long road measured?
4

we will not lie on our back

and like a seedling of an aloe
:'i'ii'liliH'l'l.l:Jl'l CIMETESS

with thorns as bpght as the sun rays,
Lhe silence here is very familiar now.,




Central Park, Some People, 3.00 p.m,

If vou cross a park, in heroie Havana,

in splendid Havana,

in a flood of aftermoon light,

white and blinding,

blazing enough to drive that Van Gogh sunfllower mad,
and completely filling the eyes of Chinese street-
photographers;

if vou cross a park and misjudge
that biinding, white hight,
very nearly repeating itsell, everywhere in the city:

if you're at a loss, at that ume of day,
and you take those unnecessary trnips of vours
round lavana’'s Central Park:

il vou cross the Park, strewn with sacred trees,
and walk, seeing everyvthing

and notiing nothing,

and loving the Revolution’™s impact on the eves, ]
then your will know i, like the sensation of rum in the night,”
hecause, 1n our parks, and in this one,

sty central, in Havana,

very old men sit on the benches

and light large ¢igars

and ook al one another

and talk about the Revolution and Fidel.

he old men are pieces ol warm toast,
on the benches, 18 no sevret:

there go two men and a tired brel-case,
a vein-hloated hand,

1 shout, wearng a grev felt hat,

The old men mest under the statue
of the Apostle Mart, in 1966,
1 PDecembier, 1966

the vear is nearly over,

and they wart for “the anmiversary of freedom
Lo payv tribute to the Martyvrs ',

tor the men ol Lhe !|1'|.l|||"

whio died, and whose blood 15 deying,

i Lher allernoon sun,

in Havana, Cuba, free territory of America,

S0, 10 vou cross the Park, the world,
the womb of the Revolution,

yvou must hesitate,

walk slowly, breathe sell-consciously,
step lightlv,

hesitate.

hreathe self-cunsciously,
walk slowly,

and give yaur whaole life,
'~|r|||‘i|1|_'-.',

{ ‘exrn pane oS

—_——

Nancy Morejon
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mini

mkaba

molefle

paul peterson

we ask luthuli

mandela tambo

how is a long road measured?

when sticks of arrows thinner than a child’s arm
now bloom like flowers in spring

bursting into red, blue, purple, orange flames
al sasol

how i1s a long road measured, we ask?

il you see my eyes

on my round face as il they were two naked breasts
and they stare and stare and stare

if you hear this silence

lil = sigh of secret lovers in the dark

not wailing like breaking glass

and you see

a myriad of red, blue, green and vellow [MTames
scream to the silent sky

and when you touch —

as if a snake twirled and disturbed,

everything shifts and shifts

ah my beloved

this means time is here

when the little ones, like a seed

must picrce the ground, and let the winler pass by,

remember those days when we sat around a brazier
not far from us, the wind whistling and whistling

and we watched

the gait of the old

as they came back from work to die

or went to work to destroy their strength for nothing
remember how we did not understand

that they were carrying oppression on their shoulders
silent

and nlattine?

today n

orlando

moroka

hoysens

sockmekaar

dube

sas0]

durban power station

new canada

red, blue, green and yellow flames scream to the silent sky.

MONGANE SEROTE

rixaky 10 T




Mother Patriot
June 16th, 1976 Sowelo)
I saw yesterday
with sockets wet protruding
from a hollow shack a woman spread
into wilderness fists
teeth
to face death.
Skies hurled lires of doom
mountain mounds of poison
guaked shuddered
me you us
cloven-clumped to hang roots
hunched beards crawled away
toddlers
crepl strode
nearer the form
to bring their budding
tomorrow now

What is this day, what was yesterday

shall tomorrow dawn to set for them?

Who ever prophesied this black cloud

this stilletto tear all of her here apart

how could mother-wife patriot human being woman
cow to the blanket of oblivion

how could. . . .
Death drops scarlet
on the barren earth

engraved onto von=olings” nalm worpds

“She must be avenged ™,

Rebecea Matlou
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MY LULLABY 15 FOR ALL BABIES

Mphao, yvou've been swelling. Losing your shape.
Laosing it very fast. We heaved with uneasy joy.

We realised you would not, all the same, quench this
thin, small and wintry world.

Back home, leenagers

when a pair of LEF jeans 1s exhausted, thin and wintry
chop its knees with a blunt breadknife, They prolong
its lifespan. The beauty of some of the games

our Lownships play,

In Amerncan cars are long, sleek and stupid with our

times, The rich lurk behind their dark-tainted windowscreens,
it gives a dose of power, supreme power

to see and not be seen.

Salety of Hollywood agents 1s security of the guilty.

Mpho, do you realise how | avoided that root

in vour stomach

developing in my womhb? | planted it in yvou.
The man in you and the void guilt in me,

It is no transfer of the guilt of the rich, But only
the suspense of tragic achievements,

Not like a supersonic Jumbo Jet in the sky,

It puts the sun to bitter shame and negates nature.
But like a stubborn morsel in yvour stomach,

It resists when roughage penstalts past.

It builds a home there. With time, it burns

yvour inside like solid ulcer, You whimper, sob
and whine.

Black home, our mothers suckle white hahies

on their sweaty black breasts. They grow tough
like mules. They play rughy for Springhok and
clip-clip our tickets at the frozen Glencoe Junction,
If vou confuse the line, a heavy hoot against yvour
stomach scatters your insides like soya beans,

Hitler, when he came to power, overseered the Olympie Games,
I'm told. He built broad highways and set trains
moving on schedule, But Berlin was torm asunder all the same.

In Amenca across me in a night train under New York
almond-shaped scarlet nails of a whore tug on Hadley Chase.
I shift the ice-cold Coca-Cola can from my chilled hand.
But she does not wink her painted muppet eyes
which say:

“Come my honeybird, syphillis doesn’t stick on you'™.

Mpho, what shall we say when the roout developing in you
hegins to crawl out of its layette, through my legs,

into a tubful of tears? ltehy tears of those

we love and choose to die for. It 1s a crawl larger

than life. So who shall tell it

that our existence 1s thin, small and wintry?

Whom do we await to tell the whore? To tell her

who manufactured Hadley Chase, Coca-Cola and LEE jeans?
1 know her comprehension is dull, deliberately, of course,
Then spit into her face. A sputwm that sticks hike

a famished cob-webbed spider desperate for hife,

Back home, they say Robben Island gradually sinks into

Lthe ocvean because they want to build Pollsmoor Holiday Resort.
What will happen to its inhabitants? [ don’t know!

when Ceylon sank into the sea,




Mpho, what shall we say when it begins to count to
a hundred? It shall go to the cobbled streets of

our exile life, It shall pick up stones, throw them
into the air and count years they take to come back.

We shall tell it, that even our children still

have to position the frontline. We still have .
to die, to die just a little. It is noble. Tell it, ;
I'm crude at such talk. i

Klaus Maphepha
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ON THE ROAD TO THE CITY

£ the o] Gor the oty

Wit

wialeh the stations and the girders

and a whole nation on wheels

L Y

ook at the sun curving and splashing
the st alternoon with something akin
Lo heauly to griel Lo the pain of helplessness
Wi

waledt Hirougl prarsed eyes clgarette smoke
swirling and creating patterns

the black woman with a child riding piggy back
smithing whiteness on hlack face a chiaroscuro
Lhat 15 the story of our life

Myt

hewr her sayving, (f you really must hnow
and the world savs nothing

15 e o the sereams as the child falls
s ballets pranctare the hadies aintil

all museles relax

on Lhe road to the city

W

ook at the yellowed posters

on walls scarred by bullets and rain
Wi

seet Lhe bearded Tace ol a onetime hero
ard i pegple s revelulion

o luta continua! those words stk
ke Bad pmeat i Che nadwonal gullet
W

cry and seream and thrash and ask
are our children now frontline snakes
hunted haunted and harangued?

on the road to the city
L3
ask everyone who can hear,
what is the meaning of all this?
Wi
are not answered and are looked at
with eves of a burnt-out landscape
Wit
don™t want to leel a searnng sense

Lol helplessness

s fatidity
Wi
have people i our midst whose Turd
of knowledge of the people of this land
s nothing and thus sets us at nought
Wi
walch the distortion of the alrican hife
the devastation of the african world
spirits don’l rejoice
be
watch as men with guns silenily wrestle
with shadows and give meaning to pain
with their blood
g
are here and will he here Lo see
the other dawns on the horizon
on the road to the city
ol our own creation,

mandla langa
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TRADE UNIONS

AND
CULTURAL WORKERS

THERE HAS ALWAYS EEEN THAT TENDENCY TO SEPARATE ARTISTIC
ACTIVITY FROM INDUSTRIAL WORK. A SLIGHTLY UFDATED VERSION
OF THE ARTICLE WHICH MADE ITS APPEARANCE IN "DAWN" IN 1981
TRIES TGO SET THE RECORD STRAIGHT BY SUGGESTING WHAT
CULTURAL WOERKERS AND INDUSTRIAL WORKERS CAN DO TOGETHER

TO COMBAT EXPLOITATION.

- nxaka




Ffforts which proved unsuceessful have heen
made in the past to bring kblack South African
artists together into a united national force, In the
late fifties and early sixties, we had a cultural
centre in Johanneshurg ( Bantu Men's Social Centre)
Here were the offices of Union Artists, the only
coherent body which represented creative workers
then, but which, for one reason or the other, died
in the early sixties, Since then nothing has come up
which really stands for unity of artists and articu-
lates their aspirations, frustrations and objectives,

The apartheid colonialist has taken the land,
exploits our wealth and labour and to some extent,
calls the political tune; has failed to colonise our
cultural heritage, Having wisene! up Lo that, his
next move was to arrest it so that it advance o
further; and in 1its place populanse western con-
sumer-oriented (mainly American) culture among
the oppressed. This has to some extent succeeded
as witnessed by the entry into our society of
American style clothes that were made popular
hy B-grade gangster movies., This went together
with jazz, and dilferent periods in the USA re-
Mected themselves in South Africa in the clothes,
music, theatre, for example, “King Kong”, eto
For over four decades we have borne wilness to
a proliferation ol western cultural styles and
values 1 all forms. We have noticed the portrayal
of the effects of the advent of capitalism Jim
Comes Lo Jo'burg. Now Jim wanis to go Lo UUSA
(Hollywood, Carnegie Hall, Studio 54, ete,)!

Though what Tollows will tonch upon other
aspects of art and culture, more focus will be
directed to musie as an art form.

The Nationalist regime, through a myrnad
of laws, has closed nearly all avenues ol [ree
musical expression, This they have done by ex-
cluding any Lype ol music that goes against thewr
interests of perpetuating racist supremacy from the
radio and now TV through the Brederbond-
controlled SABC, Faced with this state ol affairs,
recording companies, capitalist-owned and guick-
profit-oriented, became  willing partners in the
campaign to throttle the black song., Only “happy-
happy” music that set the nation dancing itself
into obhivious disregard of the meaning of com-
mitment was allowed. Banal songs with meaning-
less lyries are the ones that get pressed on wax,
Choral music — which 1s a lfavourite with a vast
majority ol our people — has been eflfectively and
msidiously denuded of political content. Simul-
taneously  with the above processes, al the end
of the fifties, the Boers realised the stupidity of
Lherr policy of prohibiting Africans [rom drinking
western  liguor there was also the [rustrating
guestion of their inability to tax illicit brews that
served as oan allernative and open the door
widely to the Africans, This was an act that served
the system 1 two ways. Firstly, the capitahsts
made huge profits and the regume gave itsell the
sole right of operating  bars and bottle stores In
| the townships. Secondly. the black masses happly
drank openly, danced to the Mickey Mouse musie
the regime allowed, went to church on sundays
andd reported to the boss on Monday with a legal
hangover. Evervbody was happy all round.

! To drink. host and attend parties over the
weikend, the worker had to stav employved, and
to relieve his frustrations stemmimg from exploit-

Catiwon and the treadmill he found himself on, the
risaka 1o
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bottle and the noise coming Ifrom gramophones
and radios were his only solace, and finally his
padre exhorted him to contribute his tithe to the
Bank of the Holy Ghost, serve his boss well and
expect a better life after death. That was and still
is the vicious cycle, complete and serving to dull
the consclousness of the masses regarding their
future — and their plight.

Jim Goes to the USA

Let us then look at the position of the musi-
cians. Throughout the past four decades, nands
have sprung up and disappeared. We speak with
nostalgia nowadays of the Elite Swingsters, Merry
Blackbirds, the Teachers Band of Port Elizabeth,

the Manhattan Brothers, Woody Woodpeckers,
Alrncan Quavers, and so on. There were and are
memorable names hke Ntemi Piliso, Nathan
Mdledle, Skip Pahlane, the Dark City Sister,
Lemmy Special Mabaso — who is with the Soul

Brothers today — and others who have cut records
tht have immortahsed them. A few flew out of
the cuckoo’s nest: Makeba, Dollar Brand, Jonas
Gwanga, Hugh Masekela, Letta Mbulu and Katse
Semenya, Katse and Letta are based in the L'SA,
CGwanga and Masekela are in Gaborone, Others
like Kippie Moeketsi remained bebhind to face a
slow death in the South African wilderness, (thers
emerged in the sixties and seventies while some
are still emerging in the eighties, All these groups
and personalities have more than once been ex-
ploited by recording companies, agents, managers,
producers, promoters, hustlers, and so on. There
is not a single South African black musictan who
doesn’t have a sad story Lo tell. The exploitation
still continues and 1t 1s still difficult for musicians
to unite,

At this juncture, 1t would be necessary to
look at some of the causes mililaling against
music unity. Apartheird has reduced a black musician
to the status of a beggar whereby the road to a
job s strewn with obstacles, such as sufl competi-
Lion among musicians: the winner, at the end,
sells himsell short and gets ridden ke a horse,
since he offers cheap labour, One sees queues at
recording companies of men pleading to be record-
eel, I not this, they are out there looking for jobs
as studio artists. Poverty keeps musiclans worried
about the next meal, rent, clothes for his family,
money to pay ofl the H.I'. on the musical instru-
ments and so forth. There 15 seldom time Lo
reflect on the past and the future and whenever
musicians meet i large numbers, nornaally at
concerts or massive lestivals, the mood 15 not
conducive for any sertous discussion. The talk s
often about the whercabouls of the next gig, who
to contact for which job, when i1s SABY offering
vpenings [or commercials, ete, There is no Lime Lo
deal with the problems of royalties, studios lees,
recording rights, that is, the problems that should
he tackled by people who have formed themselves
into 4 strong bargaining body — it would be a
real strain on the imagination to think of arlists
under these circumstances really  sitting down
and discussing the state of the nation, In most
vases, bands split within two years of their form-
ation. Most musicians end up standing at the
[actory  gates looking for jobs, frustrated aad
bewtldered, angry, Truly, a few bands make it!
These are the hands that have mastered the trick
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of keeping the master conlent by churning out
the “*right sound and beat”. One of these bands is
the well-known Harari,

They adopted this name after playing at Harare
Township during Smith's rule. Haran comes from
the stock of bands that mushroomed in the sixties,
bhands that fused American Soul music with the
township beat. Most of them like the Teenage
Lovers, Flaming Souls, Inne Lawes, Movers of the
“monkey jive” era, died In the seventies
with the change of the Amerncan sound or, shall
we say, the progression of American music from
one level of mediocrity to the other? This brings
us in that much debatable question of aesthetics.

Harari, formerly known as the Beaters, moved
from soul to British/American rock that found
its apogee in the “Woodstoch era, Afro-Rock that is
horrowed from the criss-cross rhythms of Osibisa
and presently a mixture of Santana-Mtume-Davie
Bowie, Afro-Rock and Misco,

Harari has moved with the times. Gallo {an
incredibly large number of black musicians wouldn’t
mind burning the Gallo studios to the ground!)
went on a massive recording/publicity campaign
for Harari. "larari keeps the nation dancing and
also adve+t ies products which, on closer scrutiny,
are as covered with tinsel as is their music. The
erstwhile leader of the band, Sipho Mabuse, when
asked about the band’s future, answered that
Harari’'s dream was a trip to the USA! They did
get their trip to the USA and how they were treat-
ed there is a subject of another essay. The only
competition Harari faces is from groups that play
“crossover” like Juluka, Steve Kekana and others
whose music 15 “nice to hear’” — and that’s just
about all!!

Let's take a look at theatre

Without delving much upon the historical
developments of theatre in our ghettoes, we
should look at the frustratingly uphill battle
that serious theatre has to fight inside the country,
the conundrums faced by actors and playwrights
is our society,

“Quality” theatre left our shores for Britain
and USA in the early sixties. Remember King
Kong? Sponono? The vacuum left was filled hy
people like Gibson Kente with his unspeakably
contrived, screamingly unfunny productions that
use every known theatre cliche in the book. The
damaging quality of Kente's work is thatl it is
loud in the land about the injustices nerpetrated
on the dispossessed and wretched of the earth
but not even a single play — sketch would be
more appropriate — ever addresses itself to giving
our people some direction as to how they could do
away with these injustices. The advent of black
consciousness brought a sudden upsurge ol radical
theatre with students mainly taking part. There
were plays like Shanti, Requiem for Brother X,
and so on, which like many other things in black
consciousness at the time were borrowed from
Black Americans, namely Ed Bullins, Douglass
Turner Ward, Le Rol Jones {(Imamu Baraka) and
many others., One should not, however, get the
illusion that the racists sat on the wings and
applauded. No. There were many obstacles that
lay athwart the path of this new development.
Harassment, detention and death were risks cultural
workers of the moment faced. This was the time

é
left, plays the

- ! s
Nathan Mdledle, ea

in KING KONG, a musical that catapulted a

part

lot of black South African artists to fame.

of paranoia and hysteria when the censors and the
Security Police viewed a poem as an AK 47 in
inchoation. This era was followed by a proli-
feration of two-man plays populanised by The
Wild Geese actors John Kani and Winston Ntshona,
for example, Sizwe Banzi is Dead, which won them
Tony Awards. Perhaps for the first time this
genre came closer to addressing itself Lo the realit-
1es of South African life. In a bid to counter this
development, the regime, through its admini-
stration boards, demanded to see scripts before
they were put up in the regime's halls in the
townships, These halls serve as venues for concerts,
theatre, bioscope, boxing and so on,

This is how the regime tried to phase out |
radical theatre in the townships. Obscenities like |
The Schoolgirl and the Taxi Dnver were allowed
to serve as the only source of entertainment. |
Radical theatre found a home in liberal centres in
the cities like at the Market Theatre in Johannes-
burg, Baxter and Space theatres in Cape Town,
ete., and also at liberal unmiversities. The regime
turns a blind eye, as the performances are far
from the working masses. are quite expensive and
serve white intellectuals, students and the few
blacks who can afford.

More than once newspapers have carried
stories of actors not remunerated, taken for a
ride, left stranded on tours by producers, Worse |
rixuka 17




still are stories of actresses being harassed and
exploited sexually — this pressure made to bear
upon them if they want parts in plays, On the
whole one gets a picture of sleazy disorganisation
and depravity on the part of management and the
attendant  insecurily among workers connected
with theatre. PPhoenix Players, a centre of actors
is and has been a place of exploitation. From time
immemorial, it has been run by one lan Berhardt,
a white businessman who has “made it so much
so thal he was planning to emigrate to the USA,
Actors and actresses who have worked under
Kente (Sikalo, Lifa, ete.) and Mzwandile Maqina
(Give us this Tky) also have  their own stories to tell.
Efforts have been made to bring actors to-
gether to form a union. Some had temporary
success, such as the SA Black Theatre Union of
the black consciousness era, before the regime’s
clampdown. Others suffered an energy crisis from
the very beginning, the latest effort failing in 1980,
The situation of white artists who are protected
by law is well-known. There are organisations like
the SA Music Association, PACT, etc., securing
the interests of white artists. Time should not be
wasted discussing the other side of the moon,

The Present Anti-lmperialist Cultural Movement

It was mentioned previously that there are
bands and groups that won’t have the wool pulled
over their cultural eves by the regime. There are
also hosts of individuals, musicians who are part
ol the movement that won't ever sell its soul to
the Shylocks and moneychangers.

In nearly every township one can think ol
there is a cultural group that has connexions with
a church or a youth club, or carrnes on autono-
mously, These are centres of experimentation
where alternative theatre abounds, where other
creative art forms are leamt. It 15 1in these centres
that original poetry 15 recited and guitars plunk
messages that strike terror into the hearts of the
sell-outs and their bosses. Here are tambourines,
congas, accoustic guitars, ready to accompany
voices raised in triumph, in rage, i hope. Here
vou might find a well-equipped amateur band, a
solo artist, a poetry group. You won’t hear these
yvoung artists playing Chff Hichard’s latest song.
Their music celebrates that thing in them that
sees Lthe need to fight for freedom. The inclination
may bhe towards reggae, or original ecatchy tunes,
or freedom songs, or traditional songs, or poetry

anvthing but the muzak popularised by the
state and recording companies. It 1s
these groups that appear at commemoration
services, celebrations or political meetings to
render a song, a poem or a short drama. Also,
there are the other professional groups that are
patronised by intellectuals, students, the white
left, and so on. The number of these bands s nat
s bhig, they manage to survive as proflessional
\bands by playving at small clubs, universities,
colleges, liberal theatres and cultural centres such
as Diakoma, Open School, ete. Some of these
bands emerged after the fire of 1976: AKA4T,
Afrozania, Malopoets, Tou, Malimu, Badiri, Sakhile
and others. Also there is the third category that
comprises of recordable groups and individuals
like Juluka., Steve Kekana (remember his song
The Bushman?), Joy and others, for example
\mbaganga groups who have from time to time

some of

pertormed at concerts organised to raise tunds for
working class causes,

(iroups have been brought together during
the Fattis & Monis and Wilson-Rowntree strnikes
to raise funds for striking workers. It was indeed
gratifying to see those groups coming forward
knowing fully well the likely reaction of the
regime’s Gestapo. JOY, the female vocal trio,
refused to perform for “*the boys at the border”
when asked to do so by the South African Death
Force during their tour of Namibia. Shortly
thereafter, the SABC stopped playing Paradise
Road over the air and a feeble explanation was
given implying the existence of subversive under-
tones in the song. The song had long reached the
number one spot on the charts and was well
within the second gold dise mark. All these
groups, including those that are now working with
recording companies, need to come together as
a strong anti-apartheid, anti-imperialist, progressive
and democratic union of South African musicians
and artists.

Groundings for our brothers

The Federated Linion of Black Artist (FUBA),
which was built with Anglo American’s and other
allied capitalist organisations’ funds, has always
been that glamorous institution which produces a
certain type of artist: one that views creativity as
an entree into the higher social strata of our
society.

FUBA

exhibition

Recently, hosted an
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of paintings of some of America’s and Furope's
artists at the Lower Houghton home of Harry
Oppenheimer’s daughter, Mary. South African
artists did not take part. When asked about this
glaring omission, FUBA director Sipho Sepa!'q]:la
replied to the Press that black artists were diffi-
cult to reach — meaning, of course, that they
were not on the vhone,  live far from town, dl‘ld
so on. This is Sepamla’s excuse for class dI:‘SL'[‘]I‘nI'l
nation. So much for the Federated Union of
Black Artists.

The Music, Drama, Art and Literature Institute
(MDALI) has for a long time seen itsell as the
saviour of South African cultural workers. [t has,
however, antagonised a lot of artists with its
exclusivist brand of black consciousness. O the
two orgamsations, MDALI is the oldest coming
from the early black consciousness days and
could easily have gained respectability, support
from the community and the membership ol
artists. But, like an old spider, it sits in 1ts web
in a dark corner, refusing to move out into the
light., Like most b.c. organisations, one comes
across MDALI mostly in newspapers in the [orm
of press statements; in rare cases al commemoration
SEIVICeS,

There is a lot of wvibrant cultural activity
inside the country outside the “established”
strectures, In the Cape there are numerous pro-
gressive cultural groups. In Natal and the Orange
Free State almost all locations boast of one or
two cultural formations. There are over 50 cultural
groups in the Transvaal. All these operate outside
the system. All these different [ormations need to
be brought together into a strong, creative, demo-
cratic force of the peaple’s voice,

Trade Unions and Culture

The history of the South African trade union
movement 1s one of battles won and lost: 1t 15 of
gains and skirmishes against the bosses and the
racist tyranny of South Africa; it is of an uphill
struggle for workers' organisations and unity. A
struggle for economic nghts as well as (in alliance
with the national liberation movement) for the
political mnights of the oppressed people in the
land. The history reads as an impressive catalogue
of bold strikes for economic demands: pitched
battles with the regime and bosses, It is a baptism
i fire which culminated in the formation of
SACTU in 1955 as a realistic compass for the
trade union movement, anchored in the revolution,

The trade union movement has the difficult
task of establishing one union for one industry
and one united trade union federation for the
whole country, Considering the odds against the
workers, unions and trade unionists, much has
been done to organise the workers. It 15 a slow
process but one can say that of the 10 million or
so workers at least 1 million are organised into
trade unions, The growing militancy ol the workers
indicates their growing awareness of their strength
as a class. Workers' political awareness is high. The
workers and their unions can be of inestimable
help in politicising and organising their cultural
counterparts by inviting or adopting them into
their fold. Here, we can address ourselves to how
and twhy this could he done, and in that manner
we would be dealing with the heart of this discus-
sion, Trade Unions and Cultural Workers in South
h Africa.

In dealing with the why of the matter, it will
he seen that 80% of the reasons have been given
dealing with disunity and disorganisation of artists,
The speedy unity of the trade unions themselves
would undoubtedly lessen the enormous task of
unionmising  artists, But with the situation  still
unreselved, the following could happen: FOSATL,
GAWU, SAAWU, GWU., AFCWLU, FUWL, ele., are
spread out and have representations countrywide,
Fach of these unions, trade union centres and
alfiliates have branches in almost all industrial
towns and cities night up to chapters within the
factories, workplaces, ete. A metal mdustry unmon,
such as MAWL, could adopt a band, a theatre
group, a group of artists, painters, sculplors, ete.,
{people in the industry could be taught 1ron and
steel sculpture, for instance) and a group of writers,
These would take care of creative entertainment
al meetings, fundraising shows, make ereative
vducational, agitational or informative posters for
union purposes, run a union newsletter, oo cite
a [lew practical examples. The artists could he
grouped at regional levels of operation and come
together at national level when the need arises,

With all unions and union centres adopting
groups or whole cultural units, creative workers
shall begin interacting with workers on a large
scale, learming more about workers™ issues and
getting involved i their struggle. The lusion, the
interaction, is too explosive o imagine! Artists
will portray reality, musicians will sing about
strikes: they will sing about unemployment and
what should be done about it: plays will be based
on the workers' struggles and our theatre will
find creative sustenance from reality. On  the
other hand, stimulation of interest in and appre-
ciation of culture will be enhanced among the
workers. The two sides stand to benefit. What s
of great importance is that the likely result of this
marriage will be the perception of the need for
unity, need for creative workers in their different
fields to get together with industnal workers:
this unity of cultural workers will finally take
care of the issues affecting artists and act as an
example for the future liberated South Africa,

The guestion of beneflits for the artists s
very exciting. A trade unmion or trade union centre
could provide employment for, say, musicians,
by providing venues and ready audiences through-
out the country, The artists would be earning
a living while simultaneously raising funds for the
workers” organisations. Artists would not have
te worry about airplay, galleries, ete., to reach the
people. Their work would spread hke wildfire,
Wildflowers, for all seasons, This would be one way
of Kkeeping artists away [rom the false dreams
created by imperialism. A reference point {rom
where the creative worker has long been alienated
will be rediscovered. In this way, the artist will be
set on the new road leading to freedom, justice
and progress,

The 1mpenalists have long recognised  the
power of culture in winning the minds ol the
people. Now, the mobilization of artists is an
urgent task, Cultural workers and workers through
their unions and trade union centres are charged
with the task of frustrating the designs of apar-
theid coloniahsm and 1mperialism, and ushering
forth an era Nowering with the free creativity of
a liberated people,
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PRESIDENT O.R. TAMBO
"WE CHARGE OUR CULTURAL WORKERS WITH THE TASK OF USING THEIR

CERAFT TO GIVE VOICE, NOT ONLY TO GRIEVANCES, BUT ALSC TO THE
PROFOUNDEST ASPIRATIONS OF THE OPPRESSED AND EXPLOITED. 1IN
OUR COUNIRY A NEW SOCIAL AND POLITICAL ORDER IS BEING BORN.
OUR ARTISTS HAVE TO PLAY AN EVEN BIGGER ROLE AS MIDWIVES

OF THIS GLORIOUS FUTURE. LET THE ARTS BE ONE OF THE MANY
MEANS BY WHICH WE CULTIVATE THE SPIRIT OF REVOL¥-AMONG THE
BROAD MASSES, ENHANCE THE STRIKING POWER OF QUR MOVEMENT
AND INSPIRE THE MILLIONS OF OUR PEOPLE TO FIGHT FOR THE
SOUTH AFRICA WE ENVISAGE."™




RIXAKA Interview with Com-
rade O.R. Tambo

Q: In the January 8 statementl of
the National Execulive Com-
mittee this year, prominent men-
tion 15 given to the cultural
field. How would you bnrefly
define culture and the task of the
artist in the struggle?

A, Culture could be said to be
the cumulative responses of a
people to their pohtical, econo-
mic  and  social  environment
which, in histoncal perspective,
have resulted 1 stabilised be-
havioural pattems or “a way of
life”". In the domain of the arts,
artislts interpret these responses
in a creative and dynamic pro-
vess which mm turn  mmfluences
the outlook and behaviour of
society, lThe domimmant class 1n
any given souviety actively seeks
to perpetuate itself and largely
uses the medium of culture for
this purpose,

The task of our artists 1s there-
fore 1o articulate our struggle,
our hopes and aspirations using
the wvaried forms created by
their skills and talents. They
can then grow into a powerful,
recognisable force within the
ranks ol our broad liberatory
movement throughout  our
country and beyond,

Q: Culture is often seen within
our ranks as something mainly
ornamental, recreational and en-
tertaining. It 1s also sometimes
seen as mainly for “cultured
comrades’’, rather than for every-
body. Is this a correct view for
cadres of the liberation move-
ment to hold?

A: On the one hand there is the
elitist Eurocentric approach which
associates culture with formal
education and exposure to cer-
tain exclusivist cultural arti-
facts. In South Africa this view
has been deliberately promoted
and used for holstering white
supremacy since the whites have
always had the monopoly of
access to these cultural *pre-
reguisites™.

But for the majority of the
people on the exploited end
of the scale, culture is depicted
as neutral entertainment in order
to blind the oppressed to ils
revolutionary potential. In fact
all people are involved. in culture,

Lhe

whial

both the performer and
spectator who  reacts to
he or she sees or hears.

The ANC cadre should always
be  aware of this involvement
and consciously accept the res-
ponsibility to engage in some
form of cultural activity which
N one way or another brings
out the cvontent and direction
of the st r‘l.l',‘.f}.[h‘.

Q: We have Lhis situation where
south  African  artists who are
by no means apologists for
the regime, go abroad Lo present
their works and talents. In view
of the cultural boycotl, whal
i5s our attitude Lo Lhis,

A: Our position on this is clear,
There should be no cultural
links with racist South Afnca.
As part of our struggle, we give
all the encouragement Lo those
South African artists who, iIn
their works, are fighting against
the apartheid system with all
its injustices. Foreign artists who
support our cause should actively
engage in anti-apartheid activities,
either as artists or on a broader
plane, within their respective
countries.

Q: Despite everything, the cul-
tural scene inside South Africa
is vibrant. There are impressive
inventive advances as well as
technical progress in theatre,
writing, dance, music, fine art,
even film. On the other hand,
culture in the ANC is primarily
on the agil-prop model. How
can we ensure that we, as ANC
cultural workers, do not become
irrelevant in a liberated South
Africa?

A: The ANC promotes the cul-
tural development ol our people
and there are no cultural bar-
ricrs, either geographic or aesthe
tic, between the ANC cultural
workers mside and out=idle South
Alnea and the vibrant cullure ol
the people. There s therefore no
guestion of ANC cultural workers
being irrelevant,

It 15 a matter ot lact that cultural
workers inside the country oper-

ate  under the constrants ol
limited  training  facihties, b
they are the ones who deter

mine (within the conlines of the
aparthoid system) what 15 South |
African culture, The few who are
outside operate under relatively

free conditions and can acquire
unlimited  skills and benefits
from exposure 1o world culture,

There are cultural institutions in
South Africa, but these serve a
small ehtist minonty and are
geared towards promoting certain
values, most of which are -
mical to our goal of a demo-
cratic, unilary ar pon-racial
South Africa. By training cul-
tural technivians, administrators,
teachers and arlists in various
disciplines, we would ensure that
the existing institutions can be

reorganised to serve the type of |

soviely we envisage,

Q: The Depariment of Arts and
Culture is planning a Community
Cultural Cenire for Dakawa.
What do you think are the mini-
mum cultural facilities which
should be made available in a
given communily, Dakawa for
example?
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cultural

| portantly,
works as

jewelry,
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At say  that minimal
facilities for any com-
munity  would be a cinema, a
library, a theatre for performing
arts, sports lacilities, centres for

arts and crafts, ete, which would

would

caler for children, youth and
the adult population,
The Dakawa Cultural Centre

should therefore be a hive active
centre for creating and ’Ll'uiﬂinﬁ
cultural activists and, more 1m-
producing artistic
well as  traditional

crafts. The range
15 unlimited: woodwork, bead-
work, pottery  and ceramics,
silk-screening,  leather-
work. batik, ete.

and modern

(: There is an ongoing campaign
by the racist regime to cultivate
a black middle class that will
hnd Hself defending the

regime. The media plays
a big part in this process. How
should cultural workers combat
this?

\: Our people are continuously
bombarded with various forms
of cultural influences meant to
give them a false, escapist and
onti-hberation  orentation. We
must congratulate the musicians,
poets, writers and other artists

@ gartrall ol q@ cammittod mgsician

at werrk:;

who have suceessfully withstood
this cultural onslaught and have
been able to engage m more
meaningfull  community-orient-
ated cultural activities.

We exhort our people, in their
various formations — as youth,
women, workers, professionals,
the converted and the animists,
to counter this intellectual and
moral attack and help to create
viable, constructive and nation-
building values among our people.

): How can we
traditional African culture(s) —
language, oral literature, dance
— and simultaneously avoid Lhe
pitfalls of tribalism and chauvin-
ism?

A: The apartheid enemy tries to
spparate us into ancient “tribal™
eritities and pretends to be
concerned with the preservation
of our cultural heritage. We are
one people with a nch cultural
heritage which manifests itself
in many variations. Our task is
not to preserve our culture in its
antique forms but to build on
it and let it grow to assume a
national character, the better to
become a component of all
evolving world culture,

I‘.ll’f’r-'ui"l'\"f' our

In this context language, oral
literature. lance, etc., become
elemental parts of the national
culture — a people’s possession

rather than a means of tribal
identification, In any case the
notion of “tribe™ has colonial

origms, 15 promoled by colonal
regimes and serves the purposes
of “‘divide and rule™, Culture
does not divide, [t unites be-
cause it 1s a universal possession.

();: Comrade President, are vou
optimistic about the role cultural
work will play in the building
of our future, non-racial, demo-
cratic and liberated South Africa?

| am more than optimistic:
| am confident. For, cultural
work is already playing an in-
creasing role 1n the struggle for
a liberated South Africa. Through
struggle we are cultivating a
sense of common nationhood,
embracting  the entire people,
wherein various cultural strains
are seen as components of a
united people’s national culiure
rather than works of separate
identity; where diversity lends
variety and richness to the
experience of life in society.

A future non-ractal and demo-
cratic South Africa will be a
product, not least, of our con-
seious cultural work. '
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JAANTIJIE KOM HUIS TOE (or
how to become a Cane Coloured
Carpse )

Some extracts for a letter sent by
a friend in Stellenbosch

Tonight SATYV screened
“Jaantjie Kom "uis Toe™, a pro-
paganda feature film about a
“eoloured™ gent who joins the
Cape Corps. ..

““Jaantjie” 15 a pro-conscrip-
tion movie and a love story, and
its a little difficult to decide
which  element of  the plot
takes precedence. The two themes
are so entirely inter-wovien — no,
now that 1 come Lo think about
it for a while longer, the con-
scription  theme and the love
story are exactly the same.
Jaantjie wins his love by conscerip-
tion; well actually, at this stage,
by volunteering for Lhe Cape
Coloured Corps.

The lady In question s
extremely “attractive™, that s
o say very white in appearance,

and she eventually rejects the
“upward mobility” she has man-
aged to achieve as a dress designer
in favour of a life with Jaantjie.
Jaantjie of the Cape Corps who
clearly has more “moral [ibre”
than the very rich and cultured
owner of the dress shop she’s
been working in, (and who had
somehow managed to get her
to agree to marry him).

A very primitive plot —
Riegaart van den Bergh clearly
felt much more constraint with
the “Coloured” communily Lthan
with intellectual whites (as n
“Die Rool Komplot™)., Real
pussy-fooling — not a single real
community issue  raised., The
overall message, (spelt oul n
one it of dialogue and hinted
at in lots of little  scenarins},
is that 1f your life lacks meaning
and direction you should sign
up with the SADF. There you
will be provided with discipline
and stability, as well as being
given Lthe chance to lel your
humanity and compassion, not

CONSCRIPTION

to mention your manhood, flour-
ish., The sleaziness of the worlds
aof others will not touch Vol
your parents will be proud ol
you, and most importantly, you
will become most desirable Lo
the elusive girl of yvour dreams

There 15 also a scooter andd
medal reward thrown il vou
save  a  helpless  white  Tamily
from desperate terronsts, who
hold them hostage on  their
simple, godly, farm-on-the-border.
And yvou get Lo shool these
terrorists really dead. Dell them
from head to toe as you
vour teeth and think of .

;
grit

Do our cultural mastors
really believe that scores ol
“coloured” youth will be queue-
g oulside the offices of Lhe
Cape Corps (or more popularly,
Cape Corpse) after this rubbish?
How long do we have to tolerate
our national  resources
squandered on such reactionary .
culturally-backward  and  poor
gquality television productions?

b g

i\ b
A scene from Mike wan Graan's

.
¢
for the End Conscription Campaign.,.

is burgeoning in our communities.

border toe.

Boetie starf

Poor boy

the army

salary will be mineg

the frontline?

defend the nation

exploitation?

i e s -

lay, Minutes of S5ilence,

Art of this nature

Boetie, hy gaan

Boeatie saves by Barclays Bank
Boetie drives a Datsun tank
Boatie shaves with Wilkinsans

Baoetie's on our TV screens,

Boetie veg die Kommunista
Boetie skiet die terrariste
Boetie veg vir God en land

in ‘npad ongeluk

I'm just 8 poor bay, off to join
They told me if | join up a good

Did they tall voo that vou're
cannon fodder, that vou're |nr

They told me of theit pension
schame and other fringe benefits

Dud they tell you that you might
die young fram AKA47 bullets?

They told me its the right thing to

Did they tell you of apartheid and
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Dumile Feni was bormn in
South Afriea in 1939, Dumile
learned sculpture from his artistic
family at an early age. They took
him Lo see the cave paintings
of his ancestors in nearby caves
and he still uses the same ochres
and earthy colors first seen in
these rock drawings.

In the 1950%, he leamned
about casting through an appren-
ticeship at the Sculpture, Pottery
land Plastics Art Foundary of
|H]{JLR and Leo Wald in Jeppe,
|TI'-.'I_1'I&-".-:1¢.L|
| Dumile has always drawn
inspiration from the Community
||[Jl[ hlack artists in South Africa
. — well-known writers -such as
! Bloke Modisane, Willie Krositsile,
{ Dennis Brutus and Wally Serote.
And they have been greatly
influenced by Dumile,

In the 1960°, Dumile was
becoming very well-known in
Johannesberg and had two ex-
hibitions running concurrently.
His works also began to be
shown overseas — in Brazl, at
the Sao Paulo Biennale, in
Belgium at the Museum of Art
and in England through the
Grosvenor Gallery,

At the end of the decade,
Dumile came under increasing
harassment by the South African
Government. The authorities dis-
liked the attention he gave to
such figures as Nobel Prize

rnxaka

d Jh hk

winner Chief Albert Luthuli.
They also resented the attacks
against apartheid which emerged
in the titles he gave to his sculp-
tures and drawings. Dumile was
also an active sympathizer of the
banned African National Con-
gress, After being in and out of
prison and often in hiding,
Dumile was forced to go into
exile, S

YLAR‘E f'}F STRIJGGLE

Despite the great hardships
of exile, Dumile has struggled
to develop and expand his
wide artistic interests. He has
made posters, murals and cale-
ndars for the cause of liber-
ation; in 1978 he was yisiting

lecturer at UCLA, and recently
he has been attending the New
York Film School.

DUMILE FENI

After vears of struggling
to find his feet in foreign lands,
Dumile is now about to be-
come widely known in New
York and North America.

n ’h.{.{LINE Ff}Pr L

His work continues to ex-
press, with dazzling force, the
cruelties and deprivations of life
for black people caused by a
system of apartheid. But Dumile
never loses sight of the universal
dimension of the struggle against
oppression, nor of the seeds of
hope and compassion, hidden
in the darkest night.,

Dumile’s friend, Bill Ainslie,
has summed up the artist’s
achievements thus, “Dumile took
the raw material of his life in
Soweto, and it was a life of
real ordeal and translated it
into work in a manner which
revealed a capacity to face un-
flinchingly the most frightening
extremities of human desperation
and cruelty without spilling over
into sentimentality or overblown
expressionism. His originality led
to a new style of drawing i
South Africa, but 1 have not
found anybody equal the fero-
city and compassion of his
work."”

e

CULTURAL WORKERS UHi TE
AGAINST APARTHEIT!
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REVIEWS

TWO TIMELY POETS

Dispossessed by Modikwe Dikobe ( Ravan 1983)
Inside by Jeremy Cronin ( Ravan 1983)

In 1979 a group of Iterature students went to
visit Modikwe Dikobe at his retirement plol in
the Northern Transvaal. They went to discuss
with him about his now well-known working
class novel, The “arabi Dance. There was animated
discussion aboul the background to The Marabi
Teere, aboul Sophiatown, Alexandra, the Defiance
Campaign, "rate unions in the forties and
fifties, and the tremendous difficulties involved
in first getting the novel published. After all the
conversation there was one last guestion: **Mr
Dikohe, what do your friends think of your
novel?"

Mikobe looked amused. “*None of my friends
have read my novel,” he said, *In lact 've hardly
ever mel anvbody who's read The Marabi Dance. ™
However at the age of 70, Dikobe published
another hook, this time poetry; a stunning, totally
remarkable volume called simply Dispossessed.

Ispossessed 15 poetry from the pen of
Mkobe, worker, political activist, trade unionist
and author. Someone who after a lifetime of
work in South Africa found the land on which
he was living declared part of a mad concept
called “Bophuthatswana™. Here are poems of
labour and of the land: city and rural episodes
ol the hewers ofwoordand the drawers ol waler,
Muscular, straightlforward bul  constantly  sur-
prising lines from the world of the migrant worker,
the proletaran, the peasant, the cast down chief
and the new emerging South Afmean. The title
poem Dispossessed narrales the story ol a com-
munity broken lrom proud larmers to Lransient
workers:

You were ordered to call a Pitso

To Mai-is-t1si camnp

You were told men are wanted

To dig diamonds out of the earth

You cannot pay vour tax by selling cattle,

(iolden sovereign, Queen Vietoria's Head,

You marked X against vour name

You raised two fingers “Modimo nthuse —

Crod help me ™,

Anl so the story of dispossession 18 played out
through the volume — from the pre-colonial
ghimpses n Time [mmemorial to the stark
modernity of Border Industry:

Pick up

Your Stock and machinery

Homeland labour

15 cheap

No industrial agreement

No trade union organisation

No agitators
e

You are assured
Of output
Best Quality
World Competitive
As long as vou
Pon't label it
“"HOMELAND"
In a sernies of (mely sketched cameos (rom|
Rosie I Backvard Bovfriend (o Hosie VI Nan-
nies’ Protest, the trials and tribulations of women
domestic servants are revealed. The constant
threat of police raides against hushands and boy-
friends living in the maids’ guarters in the back-
vards ol white suburbs comes under [Thkobe's)
taut, ironical and infimtely humourous serutiny.

From Rosie VI Ear Telephone i;
Rumaour is rife
(}f a hig police raid tonigh!
Against backyvard lodgers
Against passless blacks,

“Roste vou're amazing "

We women pass information

We're ear telephones

Alert to what goes around
Aduvising each other

How to treat our boyfriends

You, I vowed, | shall never forsake.

There’s a house away from here

As big as Castle brewery

(ro there tonight: pose as a nightwatchman,

In These Black Hands, Dikobe spells out the
mineworker's lot, A Worker’s Lamen! sings a
plaintive song of an industrial worker’s long
hours httle pay, poor working conditions, long
journeys are economically constructed, aphoristic
portrayals of rural situations between the powerful
and the powerless: white farmer and larm labourer:
land owner and dispossessed serl, Under Ihkobe's
micrascope no mundanity of oppression is Loo
small Lo become interesting poetry, no structual
violence without its human cost, no individual
incident without its underlying cause. In Dispos-
s7ss2-'  there is alwavs this dialectic, this history
that makes life what il is, as in Hanging Servitude,

Mastership and baashkap are slained

Stained into the mind and soul

Since the day of conguest

Till nowadays —

Hard to erase.

Hard (o accept
In heart-tearing veins

A gushing stream of resentment,
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Despite the precise descriptions of Lthe pain,
anguish and hitterness of national dispossession,
Lhe vowee behind the poetry s itself not bitter,
Pusnossesse I does not descend, even for an
instant, imto sentimentality: nor ever shde a centl-
metre into eynicism and  resignation, Here and
there is a certain verbal gaiety, magnesium [lares
which illuminate the brittle landscape of South
African reality, hinting at a new, splendid dawning,
Al therr to plunge again inta the phantasmgaona
defeat,  sullfermg,  gnorance,  dispossession
and terrible loss: and then to push aside, however
sheghtly, the edifice of dispossession  weighing
down our lives, And we must go lorward, as
i Learning.

The world is boundless

Fach one of us

Can contribute

Prouvided

We pliel aff

Complexes, fear and mistrust,

UMEKHONTO WE SLZWE

When Jeremy Cronin published  fnside
1983, he had just emerged [rom 7 years in vanous
high security prisons. Convicted in 1976 under the
Terrorism  Aet he has lately been reading  his
poetry to audiences all over South Africa. holding
his listeners spellbound with his conversational,
yet musical lines,

. Ihside  speaks  with gquiel  passion aboul
Cronin’s political commitment., his love Tor his
country, and the all-too-often-eruel touch of

rivaka

experience, Ths poetry is full of the consequences

of actions, both terrible and beautiful, and the
unrelentmg human need o act, even i only
mentally,

Without  a dowbt, the tour de Torce of this
volume 15 the 10-page poem Walking on Air,
which narrates the life of a fellow political prisoncr
John  Matthews, The densely  packed  prologue
deseribing the prison workshop, “olherwise hnoun
as the senunar room”, the scene for the
story to unfold:

I the prison workshop then, over the months,

over the screech of grindstone, 'm ashing

John Matthews about his life and times, as

I crank the handie, he's sharpening a plane,

holding it up in the light to chech on s

hevel, dipping the blade to cool in a tin

of water, then back to the grindstone, sparks
flv: 1 work for myself” — e says — “'nol
for the boere™;

And unfold it does, playing out in short,
melodic bursts ol verse, Matthews™ working class
origins, his conversion to communism, his work
[or U'mkhonto We Sizwe, his arrest and inter-
rogation, his refusal to turn state wilness:

A man would come to the backyard and

w'rsner:

Ll I

o) tgnitors.

And John Matthews would make 30, to be

delivered to X.

And a man would come in the dead of night

These need storing comrade, some things
wrapped in waterproof cloth

TERRORIST BOMB POWERLINES
He would read in the bourgeots press, or
MIDNIGHT PASS OFFICE BLAST
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He'd sigh a small sigh
— Hadn't been sure
Those damned ingnitors would work.

WHITE POLITICAL PHISONLRS

Another strong prison poem in the volume

entitled  Death Row, tells of the hours which
condemned  [freedom  lghters Shabangu, Mose
and  Tsotsabe spent  within shouting  distance

ol the cells of the white political prisoners. In
his epigsmmmmgte Pollsimoor Sketeles, Cronin brings
us @ pungent whilf of the wracked humanity of
the common-law prisoners,

But most of the pieces in the collection,
despite having bemg written - prison, do not
openly declare themselves as prison poetry. We
explore Some Uncertain Wiores ol childhood and
adult nostalgia. We Ventuwre to the Interior in a
political archeology, digging word from primeval
soll, phrases of sensibility from the fossils ol our
earth, as in

I vou're ashing: wheose land !

Under the pounding of wood, consider

Between the grinding conversations, stone o

stone,

Where the sun gives up its vegetable holds,

Haow many centuries

Have been stirred into pritu?

Whose land? — If vou're wondering

1178 no use telephoning. Stamp the earth
Ash among the bones

Where the frogs hring down

flain on their own heads, and the carth
Chews, chews,

Lilke a patr of scissors never getting fat,

(rrain s seed, grass, shrub’s rools
Where the men’s bones with
pouches,

Women's hones with their porridge sticks, ask

There where lineage on lineage sits

Tucked in this ecarth.

Iiven the Love Poems, erotic and oelibate in
turns, take us bevond mere sensual contemplation

their snuff

mto a world of hard reason and firm commit-
ment, Sexy, sad, comic — and then suddenly
tragic:  when Cronin linds  himself inprisoned

but alive, whilst she for whom he longs 15 no
longer. From Your Deep Hair:

Remember the mierkat’s

footfall down the inner sleeve of night,

under the mill:bush, under the curdled

star clouds of galactic semen

spilled across the sky, vou turned in sleep and

from your deep hair tumbled

aromalic buchu and the wide veld,

Three months now,

Secafp shaved,

vou died, they savy,

your head encased in wraps,

Most refreshing about fnside is its significant
break with so many of the dilemmas and impasses
indulged in by so many of our white South African
poets.  Breyienbach’s work seems  increasingly
prolis as he becomes more flailingly metaphysical,
more sell fixated, more and more crushed by
self-pity, exile, angst., On the other side ol the




spovtrum we have the pobished vacuity ol Hope,
the poetical homilies of Gray, Greig ot al, and the
well-formed  but hopelessly - elliptical
Nicol.

Cronin has proved beyvond doubt that it s
possible to be white in South Afnca and still
write highly readable poetry but only because
he is not only committed to poetry, but also to
something  else to a democratic South Afriea
and to the action needed Lo bring it about.

\
%rn
! vearn for the davs /

The davs | staved at streel corner mectings
Spealking te spghiless sigh!
Learing the art of spealing

LAMEXNT

[ remember the davs

Freedenn playved hide aind seel:
In reef trains

In factories

\reed 11 every beer hall,

[ pine for the davs

Protest meefings needed no pern it
Lunch howr city hall meetings
And THhaman Rights rallies,

Buv me wings

Cin Mav flav

(i Market Square shall | speak

About pess-laws, trade anionisin, vates for all.

Hook foricard for o day

When [ shall move freely

Seecing the beaniy of Mother Africa
Then I will bid farewell

Without remorse.

MODIKWE DIKOBE (from [hispossessed )

poetry of

Boith Ihkobe and Cromm e tonely
stvptng of the old age and smgmg towards The new
Here amd pow as we stand belore the amaaznyg
fissuve called South Arvcan socety el feel H

¥ '
jrovals,

persistent tremors ol shift and ehange: as we staned
on the edge of 2 great moment of the dispossessed
as owee ready to advanee, burldmg on the resistane
ol the past, onee more adviice

Itis now we need sueh calm and Tuend voneis
Loy guiede our work and days,

Chuer land helds 1ts hared
Waooden traths lilke a speech
\ pip

Chuat at Athlone
By the power station
Over Lo cooling towers, Hthe wined
Torns visthle i ils spoors,
SEkin and hone, sig-cag,
Through the Rirali Dush
It hums, the wind tongues
Its genn-genm, [rets a gooval,
In a giwearrie bush the wind,
So f faney, mouwrns, (fun
Thin with weorvies

(roringhaicona
Goringharqgua Gorachotgia: sournds
like at the bacl of aur =iy
Cicodas " songs ache: Jesseqgia
Hacumqua, like vocahles sieallowed
in frogs’ throats: Cochogua,
The names of decimated
Khotkhoin tribes  theo ealtle stolen,
Lands seized
As their warriors died
Charging zig-zag into muasket fire,
Those warrtors whe've left behind
Their fallen spears thal our land
[ike a peach its pip

Holds now:

This unfirmished tash.

JEREMY CRONIN (from Inside)
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RIXAKA REVIEWS AN EXTREMELY IMPORTANT
NOVEL OF THE ANTI-COLONIAL, ANTI-
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MAYOMBE —
Africaa struggle

Novel of the

Review of Mavombe by Pepetela,

Farst published in Portuguese

by the the Angolan Writers union
1980,

First published in English

by Zimbabwe Publishing House
1983,

The Mayombe forest is in

Angola’s enclave province of
Cabinda., Sheltered  amidst  its
thick undergrowth an MPLA

guerilla group operates against
the Portuguese colonial forces,
But as the group moves through
the Mayombe forest it carries
within itsell its own particular
dynamic, its own tensions and
conflicts, As the situation of
struggle is unfolded we begin
to understand the specific tribal,
racial, ideological and personal
relationships  which  constitute
the [abric and character of the
group. And the nature of the
unity  that political leadesship
must contmuously lorge within
the group despite all counter-
vailing factors,

Nol too far away is the
rear base ol Dolisie in the neigh-

bouring Congo Republic, THere
is located the stores and infra-
structure responsible lor chan-

nelling supphes and eguipment
to the guerilla group. Here s
alsa the civilian life, the sgquander-
ing of movement funds and the
misuse of political position,

(‘entral to the narrative
line of the novel 15 Fearless;
intellectual, soldier, and guerilla
commander. 1t 18 Fearless who
hest reads the complex mter-
actions of the group, who
balances oul the disintegrative
tendencies continuously present,
who constantly re-ortentates the
guerillas to the immediate tasks
of the strugele.

The novel examines Fearless
m  his entire individuahity. His
particular path to the move
ment, the specific caste of his
political thinking, the type and
nature of his commitment. [n
snatches of guenlla conversation,
in the reflective moments just
hefore a batile commences, aver
a heer or meal at the rear-base,
we gather mn the patchwork of
one particular revolutionary life.
His rebellion against Christianity,
sexual awakening, the tom tissue
of personal relationships, regret
concerning events past, reserv-
ations converning the future

being built; all bear on and
indelibly  mark each new de-
cision he must face,

But Fearless is not port-
rayed as a man who happens to
he a guerilla commander, bul
rather a someone whose lucid
insight into Angolan necessity
constilutes  his  real freedom.
The question arises then whether
Fearless is merely that familiar
creature of bourgeols literature —
the romantic hero whose per-
sonal qualities lead only to greater
and greater unhappy contradic-
tions, The point 15 however
that involvement in revolutanary
struggle does not remove from
oné’s consciousness the basic
guestion of human purpose and
fulfilment — it brings them under
a new, intense hght; 1t re-orient-

ates them. Surely that is the
real point.,

But Mavombe is not the
story  of  Fearless alone, An
ingenius  narvative  technique

allows a series ol other volces to
speak and comment. These o _cen-
ings in the text where the author
suddenly transfers us into the
thoughts of one or another
character, takes us into the
person’s  mner-dialogue, allows
each apparently basic situation
to show its more subtle lights
and  shades. We are reminded
that a group ol armed (reedom-
fighters i1s made up of real and
complex human beings who carry
mto the struggle their own weak-
nesses, prejudices and insparation,
We are reminded that the unigue
mtrcate weave ol each indivi-
dual’s life should he no barrier
Loy unmity-in-action.
Of the
starily

1ssues Lhat emerge
masl from the novel,
it is the issue of tribalism which
is most brilliantly handled. There
15 no ntellectual flinehing, no
literati  stuttering in the port-
rayal of this problem. Mavombe
explicates very fully the dangers
of tribalism within a lhiberation
movement, without objectifying
the phenomen a8 in any way
separate from the actual process
of anti-colonial struggle, Tribal-
ism should be nobody's obsession
- Mavombe makes it very olear
that it's an meorrect  tuming
in the path through Mayvombe
forest, 1L 15 an out ol context
response Lo a particular social
dilemma, a mental laziness, an
ERemy manoeuvre,

Another  deftly  descrihed
topie is the Inevitable inter-
actlons between intellectuals and

non-intellectuals, not to mention
intellectuals and other intellec-

tuals. Hierarchical relationships
are also explored — the visit of
the *“leadership-comrade™ to

Dolisie and his conversation with
Fearless about discipline and
morality is a brilliant vignette.

Perhaps the most controver-
sial element in Mayombe 1s its
portrayval of women. The sexual
issue is handled frankly and the
descriptions of sexual relations
appropriate and well written,
Yet beyond the scope of sexual
contacts, the women characters
do not seem to properly live.
The sensual, passionate Ondine is
graphically portrayed within her
relationship to the Commssioner,
Andre, Fearless. Yet alone of all
the main characters her own
politics, the engine ol her own
unigue commitment, remains
opaque, How did Ondine become
an MPLA militant, how does
she see her political role? We
are not told.

—



Fearless reminisces about past
lovers do bring in the idea of
women as full active partici-
pants in the life-process. Yet
the major fligure of his memory,
his lost lover Leli, was someone
who somehow held him back,
someone who could just not
properly adjust to the rigours
ol political commitment. When
Theory, the teacher, longs for
Manuela, long left behind, his
need 15 primarily  for sexual
comlort, for the divine forget-
fulness of the sensual. The
operations  chief thinks about
his life in terms of his house and
a warm meal on the table,

[t is true that the male-
centrie attitudes of the charac-
ters  are not  endorsed within
the text., Al no stage is male
domimation shown as correct
or inevitable. Perhaps Pepetela
iIs merely reflecting, highly ac-
curately, the attitudes held by
the freedom-fighters: 15 simply
distiling  the dialogues as he
remembers them. Yet in the
case of the trnibalism issue the

narrative always goes beyond
the bare attitude expressed,
heyond  the simply empirical

to a more dialectical reference,
Perhaps tribalism was a priority
issuee o tackle, the women's
ssue secondary? Can such issues
be ranked?

We  must ol course  see
Mavombe m its ful]l context,
written  in 1971, it was first
published 1 Mortugese 1in 1980,
(stmultaneously in Luanda and
Pubhication  at  that
shige was dl Lthe express wish

|.ishon b

L Angala’s  Nhiest president.,
veostinho Neto, who died shortly
| it LErl [17ut !:-i:'lil. Lol 1T (Ll
It s believed that he lelt th
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VOICES FROM MAYOMBE

I, The Narrator Am Theory

I was born in Gabela, in coffee country. From the land [ received
the dark colour of coffee, from my mother's side, mixed with
off-white from my father, a Portugese trader. I carry in me the
irreconcilable and that is my driving force. In a universe of yes or
no, white or black, I represent the maybe...

I, The Narrator Am Miracle, The Bazooka-Man

Intellectual have an obsession that it is we, the peasants, who are
tribalists. But they are as well, The problem is that there is tribal-
ism and tribalism...

I, The Narrator Am New World

As if it were possible to make a revolution only with selfish
men, egoists! | am not egoistic, Marxism-Leninism showed me
that man as an individual is nothing, only the masses can make
History, If | wvere egoistic, | would be in Furope now, like so
many others, working and earning good money...

[, The Narrator Am Mautianvua

I sailed the sea for vears, from North to South, to Namibia where
the desert joins the sand on the heach, as far as Gabon and Ghana
and to Senegal... The women I loved were from all tribes from
Moroecan Riguebat to South African Zulu. All were beautiful
and knew how to make love, some better than others for sure

From what tribe, if I am from all tribes, not only of Angola
but of Africa too? [ who do not say a sentence without using
words fraom different languages. .

I, The Narrator Am Andre

The worst 18 over, In Brazzaville they won't eliminate me. ['ve
still got my supporters. Not those types that didn’t dare defend
me even, not that mob. [ have well placed supporters, people of
influence. | shall do my self-criticism just to disarm my oppo-
I shall go to another posting where | shall gel on just
there is such a shortage of cadres that the one-eved

nerts,
the same
matt 15 hing.

1. The Naveator, Am Stores Chiel




" BLACK WRITING
IN SOUTH AFRICA

Twenty years later: in a
way this is a return to the
scene of the crime! In a much-
quoted essay! which appeared
in my hook Home & Exile
some twenly years ago | expres-
sedd some doubts about the
direction in which Black fiction
was taking in Souwih Afnea. 1
contrasted this literature un-
favourably with the examples
provided by the evolving tradi-
tions of our popular music. In
1985 the eddies and reverber-
ations from that essay are still
spreading n ever-widening -ircles,
wider than | could have antici-
pated at the time, as the latest
comments on South  Afrcan
fiction by Njabulo Ndebele amply
shows.< Ndebele merely recasts
the terms of that essay in Home

& FExile m his latest formu-
lations 1n which he argues:
What we have (in fliction by
south  Alrican  writers) s a

conflict between the aim of
story-telling and that of imparf-
mg sovial information. 14 s at
this point that a competition
between creative writing and
journalism ensues, Lewis NKkosi's
criticism of this ‘competition’ is
well-known.

Ndebele then goes into an
analysis of the Torms that this
‘competition” Lakes an analysis
which though occasionally Tull of
nsight . is in my opinion sometimes
more confusing than illuminating.
This is not the place to pick
up the fault lines where Ndebele’s
analysis strains to “extend”
the discussion about the nature
of the conflict between, in his
own words, ‘sloganeering” and
‘creative  writing.” It s suf-
ficient here only to point out
that a rvacist, capitalist society
presents South African wnters,
both black and white, with
special problems in their aliempt
to grasp and rewrite their reality
for fiction.

To put it in a nutshell,
though the shell is always larger
than the nut in these discussions,
I suppose the problem of black
fiction n  South Afrnica ‘'has
always been one of conflict
between representation and inter-
pretation. As | argued in that
seminal essay Black writers in
South Africa have always assumed
that their mission is merely

to represent their sociely, to
show the extent of its disme-
mberment, of its social mutila-
tions, Such a representation,
with its naive empirical assump-
tions, takes as ils total aim
the mimicking in fiction or
the portrayal of social conflict,
as  the ideal fulfilment of its
function. Since such a represent-
ation is merely an attempt at
adequating language to the [rag-
mented reality it portrays, it

stands o reason that the language

his celebrated formulation in
The FEighteenth Brumaire 1hat
men do not make history “under
circumstances chosen by them-
selves”, the question arises as Lo
what a BSouth African writer
ought to do confronted by the
brute lacts of his social existence.

The answer, 1t seems Lo me,
resolves  itself into a choice
between two conceplions of the
role of the artist: representation
versus interpretation, Sinve re-
prv&&*m:n.inn and interpretation

Bassie Head Mongane Serote

too, even at its most overheated, can  easily  coexist  within a
perhaps  because of jJust this  single work, [ would like to
uncontrolled calefaction, itsell present the problem m a shghtly
becomes [ragmented, dis- amended form as one of choice
integrates. Some of sepamla’s  between production and repro-
poetry  eruelly  exposes  the  duction,  Curvent  theores  of
dangers of this approach; and no  textual production try to dis-
one has encapsulated the pro- tinguish between on the one
blem better than Sepamla himself  hand texts which aim at trans-

in one of his poems titled Drum
Beat :
my batteries have charged rage
to an unbridled pitch
if | should stop to rant and rave
I know [ won't be counting for

long...
That a writer, producing his
work in such an atmosphere

of ferce struggle, should con-
celve “‘ranting” and “‘raving” as
the imperatives of his historial
moment  however debilitating,
may be unlestawlable bul is no
less  tragic for that!*Bridling’
rage, even in the interests of art,
may be thought not necessarily
a virtue. However, 1 Frank
Kermode 1s right to say “we
cannot emigrate from our his-
torical moment", which may be
taken as simply another annota-
tion on Marx's second hall of

parency, allemptling Lo smooth
out the lolds and Kkinks of
narrative representation in  the

interesl ol easy, readerly con-
sumption, and on the other
hand those texts which 1nvite

the reader 1o an active partws-
pation in  the production ol
meaning,  Texts which merely
aim al represention of reality
belong to the former group,

The process of writing as
a means of  reproducing in
works ol literature the appalling
miseries of our social existence |
has been a dominant mode !
writings by Black South Africans,
Paradoxically, it was previsely
because White writers were able
to imagine their lives as existing
independently of the black masses
oppressed by the system  that
rixiaka 3
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" Alex la Guma and Faniilyr
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Miriam Tladi

they were able to constraci
characters wiiose fives; however
superficial and morally reprehen-
sible, from the outside looked
fuller than those created by
Black writers. There is an aporia
here thal must he thought
through, not merely shrugged
aside.

Far from representing an
advance on the prose works
of the ‘Fifties seneration’,. as
Ndebele recently argued, in the
current. stories and novels by
Black Consciousness writers like
Mothobt Mutloatse, Miriam Tladi,
sipho  Sepamla, and in many
stories by Njabulo Ndebele him-
sell, the overwhelming impres-
sion of Black South African fic-
tion has therefore been one of
t't'E'II"ji[.l".'t"I'Ii_"h.‘-i resembling, :1|_HJ n
many naralleling, the 1m-
[w]':-;nlh'l'! l:-|:-_|i‘i_'li'-.-r [orms of cajpn-
talist social relations of produc-
tion which these writers them-
celves must work to transform.
As the poems and stories Nooded
the market, each replete
guotable pgestures. one’s
of concentration inevit-
ably flagged Dbut it was too
shameful to admit that
attention continually dis-
tracted, After all, no accusation

""'-'H;"r"';
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is more damaging than the
charge of formalism, the peren-
nial yearning after style.

What has therefore been
missing from South African
literature is the conception of
writing as a process of produc-
tion rather than reproduction.
Equally, nothing was more cer-
tain to confer the nght creden-
tials than the commendation
that one was “telling it like it
15. " What such simplistic notions
of artistic representation forget
1s that there 1s no easy unmediated
passage from brute reality to
artistic forms: if art were simple
reproduction of external reality
we would not need it,

l.a Guma’s success, it seems
Lo, me, has heen to operate both
mside and outside of the reality
he 1s supposed to represent; the
1':1'1.;].}|1u.'t-u.'~ daring nature of works
like In the Fog of the Season’s
End and Time of the Butcherbird,
whatever their other hhmitations,
has been Lo rework reality, to
restructure 1L, to reinterpret 1t.
The effect, necessarily, has been
to disrupt our routinised per-
ceptions of the black character
in south African fiction as the

pathetic vietim of cireumstance.
In this respect, it i3 appropriate

Daptism of fire
dikobe wa mogale

to recall Merleau-Ponty’s com-
ment: *““The writer's thought
does not control his language
from without; the writer 1is
himself a kind of new idiom,
constructing itself.” (The Origin
of Truth). The extreme phy-
sicality of South African writing,
the insistence on sheer physical
detail about slum life at the
expense  of interior life and
thought, may sometimes give the
impression of extreme objec-
tivity, but peositivism is simply
another version of a sophistic-
ated lie. To recount is to modify
and to narrate is to internret,

Wailly Mongane Serole’s
poetry, especially those disruptive
images in TSKTLO. genuinely
transform our perceptions more
radically than his first novel
To FEvery Birth [ts Blood and
Njabulo Ndebele's main story in
Fools contains some of the
best insights South African fic-
tion can offer, but it is hard to
see that much of the current
crop  of [etion represent any
advance on either Bessie Head's

stories or La Guma's helion,
Ndebele may yet be more
valuable for his critical work.

nis  insistence on the political
significance of technique,quality
and craftsmanship, a thesis that
‘slogan writers” find merely irri-
tating.

By Lewis Nkosi,

i ' , : T
Fietion by Black South Africans’ in
Home & Exile | Loneman 1965).

-+

“home Thoughts on 5.

f il " Vol

African Fic
b No. 1, 19841,

o

Lo Slaf/i

Inthe Fog of the
Seasons'End




SHORT
STORY

{0 LIVE

In New York travellers do not wait for the
train. They look for it. It is there always. One
shuttles away only to give platform space to the
other ; unceasing steel veins in the depth of New
York,

As | touched the subway platform, | also
craned my neck and looked for the train in the
dark tinnel-way. No. 6 rattled into the Third
Avenue platform and shd into a grating stop.
Its doors winked like shutters as we leaped in. It
sneaked out of the platform and immediately
clattered into the dark tunnel. From Bronx the
train descends upon the city,

| squinted for an empty seat. There was none
allhough the train was not full. 1 sought for balance
against a vertwal steel bar, 1 gained it. 1 pulled oul
a copy of Harper’s and paged through to the
headline *Hevolt on the Veldt’. My lour weeks
in New York had taught me that people there do
not have time to read anywhere else but in the
subway. So in order to ingratiate mysell with
the place, | carried that magazine into the subway.
Although the article discussed South Afrnca’s
guerrilla resistance, 1 studied more the people
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around me than the article. | could always go back
to Harper’s under the unnel of my bed-side lamp.

Life had put a pair of whitish horm-nmmed
spectacles on the nose of the man standing in
frunt of me. The nostrils which opened into two
tubas contrasted with the meek bul incisive eyves
which were gliding on the glossy pages of Esquire.
He must have been forty-live and with a resolve
of his own when he tuned in his transistor radio
and leamed of Martin-Luther King Jr's assassin-
ation. In my mind [ immediately begin Lo see
him bounce out of his chair. He paces his miniscule
apartment four times before he stops suddenly
and peers through the window hopefully, seeking
a non-confirmation [rom the throbbing llarlem
ol shoeshine urchins and newspaper vendors,
Harlem wore a blank face of gray dizziness. The
transistor vowwe had nsisted, cold, hollow and
metallic,

More white people jumped into the train as
we moved away [rom the Bronx towards the
cily centre a jarring reminder that America is still
segregated. The tuba-nosed man made 1t onto a

seat at last. e hung one leg on the other and gol




sucked into the pages ol his magazine. Clad in a
shightly oversivd  chestnut  suil whose  trousers
pulled up Lo the belly button, the wrinkle het ween
his legs 1old ol a fine suit, Hhis light-brown shoes
were cul and tanned by Florsheim. | knew them
rom window shopping at Hollywood Men’s Shop
and \ymeri Arcade in Duroan. 1t was our favoured
hobby back at homw, as young boys in the town-
ship, to teli labels of expensive clothing lrom a
mere outside ook, L had become part of ouy
township culture, we studied whaever we could
not afford. That's what our lives were made of:
vague window shopping, crazy trains and incessant
giggles of urchins drunk with benzine. Even the
man’s off white sweater underneath | knew. It
was knilted by Cashmere. This man sel my mind

back to the township of the uld timers who brought -

everything by Stetson, listened to Mankunku and
talked fervently of Coltrane. It had all made
suicide a horing undertaking.

The Black lady next to him did not lift up
her eyes from her novel as he sat next to her,
she only Nidgeted welcomingly, She was wearing
long suede hoots, taul jeans, and a poncho draped
in all the colours of the rainbow. Her hair was
[ried into a berel of shiny filigrees. She was reading
a thick novel. It took me some time Lo spy the
author — Sydney Sheldon, a best seller then.

Her long red nails lay flat on the deep outside
cover. Kent — while smoke curled out of her
lips. seemingly more from habil than out of any
purpose. Long red nails on the bloodless body
of the sky. Who is this eunuch of the twenticth
century  who has kissed our women with red?
L.ong red nails, red lips waving smoky shoots
cvelebrating the bonanza of Western Civilisation.
It is the train coming Lo a stop which cut off that
paetic tralflic ol thought running through my mind.

The hor-rim-spectacle-man  jumped out. |
took his scal. The lady in a poncho did not lifi
her eyes as | sal next Lo her. The tran pulled away
and we tossed into the dark hole.

In a strange country, they say its better to
uncover your ignorance ol the place to a woman
than to a man, I don’t know the real reasons,
bul they may prove too controversial, But one
of them says women possess less physigue lo
wrestle one out of one’s purse, | turned towards
the poncho lady and asked my guestion with no
apparent eagerness: give her the option of ignoring
the guestion without dislodging my Adam’s Apple.
"I always wondered at the idea behind the graffiti
in these Lra.ns?™

she vhose to respond. She lifted her eyes, Not
le me but to the graflfiti on the walls of the coach,
as il 1 had broached a subject she had never thought
about. ler eyes [ell on the magazine photo-
culting pasted in front of us. A hobo must have
derived amusement at leaving it there in full view
ol the public, It was the work of a photographer
who specialised in making nudes look like vege-
tables. The lady did not blush. She studied more
gralfiti and her eyebrows jerked up as if nudged
by an invisible elbow. She shrugged and said,
“Well, | ;essit's an American craze." She said it
with the same lack of eagerness, with that oily
American accent of illusive syllables sliding out of
her lips. Her eyes dropped back into her novel
without ever looking in my direction.

All subway trains in New York are scrawled

and splashed with graffiti. The graffiti made no
sense to me, and | guess neither to New Yorkers.
The slant is more to Arabic. At least to the eye.
It must have been as an afterthought when she
turmed her cone-shaped face to me and asked,
“Are you Nigerian?"

Most Americans think that all Africans are
Nigerians and Africa is one country.

“What is your criterion, sister?” | regreted
after | had asked the question. | knew that she was
embarassed because she smiled like a filly. She
shrugged again.

“Well, your cheekbones and that loaded
accent,” She answered. It was my turn to get
embarassed. | got embarassed at her ignorance of
the history of her slavery. | hated to tell her that
I'm not Nigerian but an African still. | simply
shook my head.

The crowd thrusting from the platform at
(Girand Terminal conveyed into our coach a thread-
bare and scraggy man. e wobbled and collapsed
on the floor. He was sandwiched between two
shapeless boards scrawled in white, *1 am a Viet.
| am hungry. Give me money.™

The arca around him began to clear as people
shulfled away from him. By increasing the distance
between themselves and the man on the floor,
New Yorkers seemed to say, New York is imper-
sonal. Don’t encroach upon my privacy. Your
freedom ends where mine begins.

He climbed on his knees and arms. He crawled
towards us, Passengers shuffled further away and
others filed into the adjacent coach. His smell
hegan to [ill the whole coach. His blond hair had
heen plaited by dirt, sweat and oil into disheveled
threads.

He smelled like a putrelying grimalkin. He
cleared his throat vehemently and catapulted his
phlegm across. It stuck on the lfoggy window like
a green postal stamp that sent me thinking of the
many letters | could not write home.

The cone-faced lady’s nose was already on
tiptoes. She had closed her novel and was looking -
ashance at this bedbug crawling on the snow-white
collar of civilised society, | jostled her lightly
and said, “\What is a Viel, sister?"

She stood and then stooped towards me. “He
is a Vietnam veteran.” She whispered. She drifted
away [rom us, the smell was becoming unbearable.

I had changed trains by the time [ reached
Manhattan, my destination. The multitude surged
as we burrowed out of the subway, out of a hole
like the contents of a toothpaste tube. In the
street the cold bite of winter sucked my face like
a teething cub,

From the corner of 157th street and Broadway,
Sithombo's apartment was only four blocks
away. | did not know her but when she had phoned
me in my [riend’s apartment in Bronx, she had
summarily given me directions to her place. She
had spoken in Zulu that was unadulterated, self-
effacing but uncompromising. My Zulu stammered
in my throat, uncertain and shy. It made me happy
and angry at myself, as if | had always thought
that Zulu cannot finds its way into a telephone
receiver. | resorted to English without avoiding
a blush.

Over the phone her voice was thick and tom.
It scraped my eardrum, the feeling one gets when a
shovel bumps on gravel. She said she had heard
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that | write poetry. She wanted us to discuss new
South African Black literature as she worked as
a columnist for a local cultural magazine called
Afro-Splash. 1 had hesitated. 1 was still contemp-
lating declining the invitation for fear of failing
below her expectation when she cut in with a
question, “Have you devoured Serote's To every
Birth Its Blood?” | accepted triumphantly. | had
read it twice. This gave me a measure of confidence.
| accepted her invitation. Snow-flakes began to
drizzle. I also began to run against the blistering
wind,
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I pressed the doorbell. The door swung
pen. Sithombo stood before me, too small, too
hin for her clothes. Judging from the contours
1 her face, accentuated by her elated smile,
e _must h;ve been on the better end of the
'ljrtles. From 'hel' turn | concluded that her
s were still swift. Her loose knitted skirt
nllowed her and clung to the body like a nervous
Lountaineer, Her skirt, although it locked old, did
»t offend ber turtle-neck sweater of angora.
¢ I sank Into an ottoman sofa and got the
eling of being swalloweq by an amoeba. The
artment was beautiful ang modest. There weren't

iore than six pieces of Piren ;
: - urniture in the room, all
laced with an economie sense for space.

=
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“Call me Sithombo.” She said making for
the other door which 1 guessed led to a bedroom,

4l prefer to be called that way. | know you are

yOung, }'ﬂuﬁg enough to be my son.”$Bhe broaden-
ed her smile to show me that her words carried no
insolence. I didn’t think it was necessary to res-
pond. 1 simply returned ner smile 1o set her at ease.

Out of the bedroom emerged a chubby bald
head who shook my hand thrice with a vice-grip.
He introduced himself as Cliff. He sat in front of
me with his stomach cantilevered over his legs.
He sat there eyeing at me and 1 wondered 1l he
was not studying my face as | studied his. We sat
eyeing each other like two spcimens in a test-tube,
His face was the kind familiar in a Harlem corner
drugstore.

That evening they drove me out for dinner at
Sweet Basil, Abdullah Ibrahim and Carlos Ward
were on feature for the evening. Abdullah hopped
on his notes, Thev clanked and sounded hke a
sories of insistent guestions, He leaped and ambled
He prowled in and out of the pit of things. Carlos
minced the thick air in the club with his hormn.
They blended into a conversation of incriminations
and recriminations. When
a Mg tear nung on Sthomno's et
eyve, It was as big as an untrampled dew* drop,
When 1t decided to fall, it splashed on her ashtray

hke diamond on a cutter's table.
i

Back i her apartment Sithombo listened to
Abdullah, Makeba and Ndlazilwana. She discussed
brilliantly. She tock more Halg Scoteh Whiskey as
if it was a potion against all nolstagia. She puffed
more Kool smoke which tumed lavender under
the influence of hights. CLIT left. Another man
came. He seemed also to have Into
Sithombo’s bedroom.

Sithombo took alcohol phenomenally. Her
shoulders drooped when she had taken too much.
The glass which was always in her hand guivered
and spilled over with every gesture. | began to
understand that the bleach on her lower lip was
not born with her. She began to tell. me the story
of her life, The narration seemed to touch her.
She wizened around her eyes hike a withered
aristocrat.

She had lelt South Africa in the early 70,
Whilst she worked as a model for Lever Brothers
in Durban, she had spiralled into bed with a
White Ii'm director. They were caught red-handed.
Her partner’s lawyer advised them to quit. In
America her lover developed a heart condition,
One hot summer night in a club he fell. i.¢ had
collapsed. Simply, Permanently. “The tragedy
transifixed my soul on a dry thorn like a dry
locust,” she said as she showed me into another
bedroom.

The next morning she remained in her bed-
room until late. | wanted to go back to the Bronx,
| hesitated in front of her door, before tapping it
very lightly with two fingers.

Inside the blinds were drawn tight against
the winter outside. Lights were off except for a
bedside lamp which syringed a pool of light into a
notebook in Sithombo's left hand. She was siting
on the bed with her back against the wall. The
heavy blanket covered her only up to the waist
and her floral flannel pyjamas took care of the
rest. Next to her, not exactly covered by the
light, lay one of her visitors. He lay with his face

the exchange became
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down. | sized his bust. It was not CLff. When 1
entered he peered over his shoulder like a one-eyed
gargoyle. He never looked my direction again.

I helped myself to the chair nearby. Sithombo
tore a page from her notebook and extended it
to me. She pressed something and a shower of
light fell on the paper in my hand. I began to read.
She was writing about the events of the day
before, at sweet Basil. Each sentence WAS what
it inevitably had to be. Not a line seemed super-
flous. ldeas, images were austere and simple
until one iooked at them and realized what work,
what complexity of method, what tension of
thought had achieved that beauty of words.

When 1 looked at her she had closed her
eyes., “Why doa’t ~u write a novel?” 1 said with
a serious face. “Who'll publish it?"” She said des-
pondently without opening her eyes. “But you
sald you write for a cultural magazine? Prospects
look good. They can put you through.”
“Afro-Splash is only a community baby.
Poor people, 1 mean. Big publishing houses want
something that will run in the market. Who in
America wants stories about Kippie Moeketsi,
about Kwa-Mashu and Magaliesberg? That is not
sensational.”

I had words to continue the argument. [ still
had a lot tell her. I looked at her forehead, her
closed eyes. She stretched her arm and fumbled
for something in the shade of the lamp. She came
back with a glass half-full. My eyes followed it
to her mouth., As the content ebbed it began to
smell, It was a sharp pang of Dry Gin. I looked at
her forehead again. | looked at that flower blushing
in the desert unseen.

“America is a jungle and I haven't mastered
its laws. [ know I'm a worse beggar than those
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who infest the streets of New York.” She wiped
her eyes and let them open. “l say I'm worse
because, as you said in dissimilar words, I'm a
guilty beggar. I wish my epitah to read: SHE
WAITED FOR DEATH."

As | stood up ready to go she said, “I'll see
you to the subway.” She closed the door behind
us and we tossed into the snow. With shoots of
vapour steaming out of our nostrils and our shoes
caked thick with snow, we looked like an odd
couple. The wind nibbled at my nose, threatening
to break it. We passed a beggar. He had just pulled
out a sewerage lid and was seeking warmth from
the nauseating gas the way a nightwatchman would
do to a brazier. As we passed, from below the
thick neck of her sweater, Sithombo murmured,
“They are the flower-pots of New York",

I had seen many beggars and lunatics in
South Bronx, Madison Avenue and Broadway.
Sithombo's comment did not make me think
about beggars but about the severity of winter.
A thought about beggars always rolls a cold ball
of lead into my stomach. I never spin a cent in
their direction. They are pimples and it is the
blood that needs to be cleansed; a cent from
some good Samaritan doesn't make their case

better.

As we moved along kicking cakes of snow,
Sithombo elbowed my ribs and pointed at the
three-wheel bike of a newspaper vendor. Splash
headlines read, *“Guerrilla Raids On Apartheid
Institutions Increase!" Sithombo sighed a sigh
which died as she beamed with excitement. She
picked up the newspaper, Her eyes became comi-
cally round. As the newspaper unfolded in her
hands, she said, “Perhaps such news gives us
hope there is something to live for after all.™

THE BALANCED NEWS STORY

They seek Sakharov
with holdface headlines
And 45 seconds tomes,

No one misses Mandela

They don’t know how to
Spell Robben Island,

John A, Willhlams
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POEMS FROM CUBA

The Guerrillas arrive

When the great doors of the day don’t open
the guerrillas arrive
When our dreams suddenly lose their steering wheels
the guernllas arrive
When at the birth of the infants death is carried in
under the arm instead of lengths of fresh bread
the guerrillas arrive
When freedom can only be written in secret codes
the guerrillas arrive
When blood is spilled and forgotten, dropped from the
memory with the welght of guarry stones
the guerrillas arnve
When a joker assures us that men can’t reach up
and touch the stars with their hands
the guernllas arnve
When our small delights must be kept in dungeons
under lock and key until later in the evening when
there are no witnesses and we can sit down in a corner
and savour them
the guerrillas armve
When the momings are dark and we open our eyes in fear
the guerrillas arrive
When bread and laughter and salt and hope can no longer
be shared
the guerrillas arrive
When the ghosts of heroes wander troubled and alone
i the gloom shouting their protest again and again
When we begin to feel ashamed of being men
the guerrillas amve
with their heavy boots and their old guns
and with the bright morning of the world in their hands
the guerrillas arnve
Lhe guernllas arnve
and it’s dawn everywhere

Felix Pita Rodriguez

For an instant

That glow in the night:
[s it one of our reflectors?
Is 1t one of their weapons?

{ For an instant,

'd forgotten

that there s a nmoon

i the sky,

and that there are stars)

Roberto Fernandez Hetamar
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N THIS STHLRY , THE PUBLICATION OF L IP"

-- A
COLLECTION OF WORKS BY SOUTH AFRICAN WOMEN -- IS USED
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DISCUSSION CONCERNING WOMEN, ART AND SOCIAL

REALITY. HE AUTHOR CHOOSES A SISTERHOOD THAT IS WHOLLY

POLITICALLY COMMITTED.,




After long discussions witlh
male colleagues on whether there
should be a separate “women’'s
art ', by and for woman, and just
what art shoud do, | awaited with
some  eargeriess the arrival of
LIP. LIP 15 an anthology of
art by South African women:
the introduction siates: **.. What
emerges is a search for an artistic
language that does not derive
its  vocabulary  from Western
Furope or the Uniled States,
a language that fits with women'’s
lives”, The editors stress LIP
“should not claim to be repre-
sentative or definative’. Butl LIP
does raise again all those long
debates about what  woman's
art could do — and one has
Lo ask, does LIP begin to do it?

At the time of those long
discusstons, | argued that there
are  unigue  expene.ces  that
women go through as women.
The

obwvious  biological ones:
childbirth, abortion, menstru-
ation, the female side of sex,

More all-encompassing, the posi-
ton  women take in society:
concern with family and children,
support  for the man, lower
wages  and  heavy housework,
The specifie  assaulls of rape
and illegal abortion, The caring
antd  help from other women
wha have been through it too,
At the same Gime women are
forced a *‘lalse cvonsciousness™
about what it means to be a
woman  — all the 1mages of
advertising, of pulp magazines
and nowvels, which tell us: our
role 15 to be decorative and sub-
servient; and inciaentally to do
the women's work (only “light
lasks™  like cooking, washing
and childeare — and convemently
lorgettmg how  many women
hold down wage jobs as well):
and meanwhile to give emotional
support to everyvone else around
us. Women cultural workers, by
virtue ol their personal expe-
rience, should be the first (o
ratse the guestiwons of  who
women really  are and  what
do with  their hves, (o break
down this “false conscioysness™,
to create images of  what it
means to be a woman in this
society  that will help us take
control of our lives,

S0, does LIP make a begin-
ning Ltowards this? To  what
extent does the picture presented
there begin to give us an idea of
what 1t means Lo be a woman
In South Africa?

The overwhelming majority
{althourh not all) of the work
presented  in LIP deals  with
what society tells us should be
“woman's  awiareness’ how
to behave ourselves as women,
our dreams, our lamilies, sex
and sexual conflict. For the
most part these are deall with
in the context of the privileged
white women's world, There are
few  pleces  about  employed
women, practically none about
childeare and  housework. We
are lorced to ask ourselves, does
this reflect the gress actuality
of women's experience in South
Alrica?

WALLS OF PRIVILEGE

Most women are poor, and
uneducated,  and  black,  The
questions most women  musi
ask themselves are: how do |,
or we my family, eat? Where
do [ hve an 1t he made
habitable? How do 1 feed the
children, pay the doctor, clothe
the kids in winter? How can |
keep my lamily together? Just
from simple statistics  this s
“heing a woman’ [or most of
us. Hape and subscervience and
looking pretty and sex bhecome
part of that “being” too: they
are the processes which sustain
that “being”™ within the frame-
work of physical realities,

If there 15 a purpose Lo

Mwoman's art’™, it is to explore

the links between us a5 women,
the images of what “being a
woman' means in reality and not
in  the Sunday newspapers, [i
would seem  logical to  start
here, with whal women do with
their hives. And wyes, it s the
privileged woman who has the
time  and  materials and  skills
Lt write shorl stories or paint
pietures; and  yes, thalt  privi-
leged woman probably does not
herself  carry  the burdens of
near-starvation and no Section.
10 rights and erverant husband.
But if we honestly wanl to
explore what being a woman
means, 1t 1s our responsibility to
10 heyond the walls ol privilege

too where most women  live.
What do we share as women”
How should we  relate our

experiences as individual womoen
to other women’s experiences?

What unmites us? Il we cannotl
find thal common ground be-
tween  women,  Lthere s o

reason for a specilically “woman’s
arl’", as opposed to art by imdivi-
duals who happen Lo be women.

vt look at the number
of pieces in LIP about a woman
solated in her room, or a wo-
man’s dream or memores ol
hersel! 1n isolation:

I 5it in my room

There is a smell of ofl ...

The votces | hear

are disembodied,

peripheral. ..

(Jenny Roberts)

“Owveasionally Meg  broke
her sitting on the long  green
couch.” (Floss M., Jay) “The
earliest  memory | have is of
being in my cot. The nappies
hanging  around me  are  still

wel, They shut out the light.™
(Sharyn West ) “Crosslegged on
my marriage bed, blowing clouds
of smoke into this airless room
obliguely lit by a winter sun,..”
{ Klana Nilner)
Somelimes | would be stifl
as coral beneath the waves,
Blue white stone my face,
moveless perfection instilled
with iiwman grace.

('I'""M. Raubenheimer)

e AL e~ -

FPALSE CONBCIOUSNESS |

But as we smd, women do
~OT exist m Lthe abstract,
composed of socvialisation from
the movies, and our mothers’
desires for us, and our men’s
fantasies, and our dayvdreams,
These are precisely the myths
we are  Lrying Lo reect, that
“false conscerousness™ Lhat hides
what women are and do with
their lives, T'o himit ourselves,
as  the majornily of LIP does,
to  this asolated  realm, s lo
perpeluate this “lalse conscious-
ness™ . We reject as invalid the
imape of woman sitbing dreaming
about love and marnage  and
dressing  up: do owe replace 1L
with an mmage of woman sitting
dreamimmg about  how  alienoted
we are and our unhappy chikd-
hood and slicing men’s testieles?
This is no 1mage of reality  to
counter  the  myiths  we  have
been drugged with, |

Fven in the pryvileged white
WO s exislence. a0 WoOoman
v not cut off with her droams.
Rather., social issues only seem
vemote lvom her because she has
aecepted  the false  conseious-
ness that thev wre remote, ocs
she have a mand, who she depends
on Tor her Ffamily’s day welfare?
That maid 15 not remote, she s
a major ingredient ol that
white woman’'s life. her solution
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o housework  and  cluldeare.
Pawes  she dnnk wine who
makes i, how? Does she lecl
el ol oy her boee house with
tieh walls 1o keep out who
Vv oarbist should  chig it e
Foadls ol ooer livees el Py
Mouthy Area s very
much rooted e esploitation, on
doovery conercbe, dhaly

W are all s
syalennn Lo WL

it st el

THEES
v i i Ll
shiaw i
Presinr thes Bormes sl
(REF)

e e s Lo ey sen sl nil‘.,'1|a-

sErtelures ol sysbeam Ia Lo

ol o pretly wonit on o her

petlest il stlepeed . albenated,
P erlins.

Vobepressigly smallamount
o work o LI awvonds  that
paartieular teap, Shoerm Mhmed's
Niee Carls Don’t Worke does in
Lol talk abwat an Indian woman
s ntegral part ol her sociely,
aned the specilie ohhealties she
Faces:  an explomtative job (she
necds money ) interwoven with a
sexual relationship which makes
thee  job more  bearable, bt
which  also turns oul o be
explotalive: and her escape nto
the tradiCional surrender ol mar-
age. Grna Mhlope's Noku-
lunga’s  Wedding  desenbes o
“tradhitional marriage” composed
ol a rape with lobaola: the woman
15 no more LThan 4 possession;
the men sing “the bride s ours,
the  breide s ours alter Lhe
rape. Her sovlviead repeets her
when he realises that she would
Iterally cost too much 1o buy
bavk,

A lew  other picees, Jane
Bavrratt s Paret of My Life. Brenda
Caoledblatt s 1 wus born al Buba-
natiga, Lhe photo-story Nighitshifl
by Lasley Lawson,  givee Larly
Lactual, strmght Torward  deserip-
ot i binek working woman's
e These picees pomt Lo
pabiculay and  nmportant role
for Temamist avt: Lo present us,
wilhout  artistie obscurantism,
with an account of what happens
woman,  Can Themba
Will tev e presented
nearly sociologieal  desernption
Gt beautfully written)  of
black township Life: sueh simple
Facts aboul the hives ol women
stll need to be esplored. (-

1The

theruwgh here ave we have an arti-
Jie gquestion: does 11 help Tor
Bromda Goldhlatt's story Lo ap-
prear i L Tiest person singular?
For thas reader it gives the story
a leehng ol [alseness from
thee start, which secms unnedces-
A, B o would not bave huant,

perhaps. to write “she was hom
in - Babanango™, or o give il
an interview context that would
justily the 177

In this context, one could
comment on the graphic work
i LIP. The most successful are
the documentary photos: they
give us straight, images ol women
o counter those we have heen
mnundated with, Migrant women,
domestic maid, while woman
dissolute.  Documentary  photo-
graphy records, 11 does not
soften the edges of our actualities.

The non-tlocumentary
photos, and nearly all the rest
ol the graphics (excepting Bongi-
we Domo’s Remouvats, Fisa Wiles’
Freedom Charter) tend also 1o
retreal mto dreams, to abstrac-
Lions, to isolated aspects primarily
Lthrough surface and colour when

itoas eevwevdier! small in cheap
black and white. But ask: how
many ol Lhese images have

iried to get us oul of our socia-
lised cubicles of “woman™? How
many conlront a woman's lile?
Do these graphics help us know
what it means Lo be a woman,
herre?

We know that women gdo
noul spend Ltheir time in designer
dresses with three-hour's worth
ol hairdo making love Lo ex-
pensive  stereo Contrast
that image, [rom posters in o4
music shop (in one poster the

sels.

girl was while, in a second
black, wearing a gold lame
pants-suit), with  the woman
m  the Lou  Haysom  piece,
Thola Cardboard Waste Thensa:

“Nomathemba uncurls her
legs. folds the plastic and
newspapers which serve as
maltress and hlankets, care-
ful to conserve what she
can still use tonight. The
child is awake, it kicks
against  her, hungry. She
feeds it ™

Nomathemba, here, in her
very  particular  context  of
oppression, has to lace the same
problems many ol us as women
face: she is real. We know her. 11
we wanl to find oult what il
means Lo be g woman, Lthese
are the pictures we necd Lo find
and relate Lo,

LIP was compiled by asking
women to contribute artwork
ahout being a woman., This
article makes no attempt to
evaluate  Lhe technical quaiity
of the work: some of il no
doubt very successfully captures
the  present level of woman's
vonsciousness. My point indeed
ies there: that too many of us
still, as women and as cultural
workers, are trapped in  the
official definitions  of  “*bheing
a woman . And that is rein-
forced by Lthe approach to art
4 an explovation o one’s own

L




I_hvad. Woman's art needs to be
more than poetic flower-arrange-
ments of feminine or feminist
fantasies. It is time we as cultural
workers, moved towards finding
real image of women, towards

exploring the texture of a
woman’s life.
And bevond that: from

understanding the texture of be-
mg a woman in South Africa we
must build a foundation from
which to talk about change
and taking control of our lives.

I remember reading a factual
record of Dora Tamana's early
life, an account not attempting
1o be artistic at all:

“Dora Tamana was born In

1901 at Ggomabwe in the

Transkei. When she was

20, her father and two of

her uncles were killed at the

Bulhoek Massacre, in which

163 people were shot dead

hy the police.

n 1923 Dora married John
l'amana, also from the
Transkel., Quer the next
seven vyears she bore four
children, three of whom
died of starvation, tuber-
crlnsis and meningitis. The
family moved to Cape Town
in order to have a better

chance fto survive. Dora’s
life continued tn be a
bleal struggle for basic

ssentials. Her husband even-
tually deserted her. She
nevertheless became increas-
ingly involved in the wider
problems she saw around
her, joining the frican
National Congress and the
ANC Women's League, and
becoming an energetic or-
ganiser in the African and
Coloured townships.™

g then her words, speak-

g in Cape Town in 1981, aged

=0

You who have no work,
speak

You who have no homes,
speak.

You who have no schools,
speal.

You who have to run like
chickens from the vullure,
speal.

Let us share our problems
so that we can solve
them together.

We must free ourselves.

Men and women must share
housework,

3
5
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Men and women must work
together in the home
and out in the world...

Women must unite to fight

That account said to me:
this is my sister, who lives also
in this land, she 15 talking about
‘n-‘l-']:‘l-iﬂ. we as women must LiU.
She too had children; how
would [ cope, how would |
feel; iIf my own two small ones
died because of society's care-
fully maintained depnvations?
She too had a husband, and
separated. Yet she survivied as

a woman, and from that sur-
vival became strong. This 1s
the sisterhood [ choose, an

image | will take for my own,
ol what it means to he a woman.

Woman's art should make
these links.

And then go past these
links, towards developing notl
only a Eknowledge of who we
are, but also who we should be,
Take these two poems f[rom
MALIBONGWE, ANC women:
Poetry is also their Weapon. In
“Superwoman, (Grown by Apar-
theid)'’, Lindi Mabuza begins
by describing the life of a rural
African woman:

She

wakes up each morning
to the vacant sound of
beetle...

She
moves, stranger in her
country
empty...
Beleaguered by laws and
bound to infant and hut
she must face a land criss-

crossed
and dissecied by droughts...
From this description she
develops into  resistance. and
then to a new world and a new
Woaman.

with all
[ am
with man
[ am human
with husband
tam wife
with father
the children must grow
with other hands
the earth brings forth
without without
we will no longer be
without
And Lerato Kumalo, in *No
More Words Now™, pgives this
answer to those people who tell

us to “be nice’’; Lhis answer,
to all those people who feed
us that false consciousness ol

“pretiy-pretty’’; this answer, this
image, ol what a woman can be:
But my point argument and
logic
come
from piles of dead bodies
and the necks struggling
under the yoke
ask them what they think
of me
“a nice girl like vou™ as yvou
put it
when I shoulder with pride
this AK47
ask what they think of yvou
and vour cocktail party
wisdom
“a nice person like vou''

LIZZIE ADAMS
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