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The text of this book was set ir a typefacu ca;led Primer, designed by

Rndolph Ruzicka for the Mergenthaler Linotype Company and first made

;;ailable in 1949. Primer, a modified modern £sce based omn Century
broadface, has the virtue of great legibility and was designed especially

for today’s methods of compesition and printing.
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and in 1947 Fairfield Medium, both for the Mergenthaler Linmotype Company.

Primer is Ruzicka®s thizd typeface. 1In 1540 he desigmed Pairfield,

Ruzicka was bora im Bohemias in 1883 and came to the United States at
the age of cleven. He attended public schools in Chicago ané later the
Chicago Arc Iamstitute., During his long caveer he hssibeen a8 wood emgraver,
etcher, carxtographer, and book desigmez., VFor many yenrs he was associsted
with Daniel Berkeley Updike and produced the_ annual kecpsekes for The
Mezrymount Press from 1911 until 1941,

Ruzicka has beer honored by many distinguished orgenizations, asd in
1936 he was swarded the gold medsl of the Amevican Imstitute of Graphic

1 3 [ R R T - Hampohire, Ruzicka continues to be sctive im

the graphic arts.
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' A ‘Ifhe underwater craft surfaced, breaking the bl:

a loud whoosh thatjonly |disturbed|this particular min

v’ il
of the world. When the craft came to a stop, the black s

o returned. Only the upper part of the crvg.ft showed above th
. A few seconds passed,then the black silence was once more dis

but very quietly this time. An opening appeared on the craftsy

477, aluost simltansously a humsn figure appeared through the hole. N .
, The person moved quickly, clumsily, and almost scamperingly as he dragged §
two packages toward the black water, He flung one of them on to the \}
water, and soon there were the vague outlines of a dinghy. He shoved the
l other package into the dinghy and climbed in after it., Then he }
| began to row away from the craft, with

the awkward desperatic:n of someodne who had lost his head. The

opening on the underwater craft closed., Suddenly there was the

A./ TR ., g
B e gentle throb and hum of powerful engines.
oAt = —" - . ¢ Inside @he eraft,lights appeared and a stern=faced commander ,
W T R : \
e -~ |looked at his Number One, shrugged, turned down the corners of his
\ e AT ' g
& 3// AT L7 | mouth,and said: ‘ﬂ -
| & Y ;w . ‘ kl&\w
AT LN "I don't see that one bringing off anyt ng...JBetter give him
4 Fay -7 4 |another twenty seconds before we submerge .l,.\And all that money tool"
L L e =

"How much?" J% s

The commander's eyes glittered: "Ten thousand, twenty thousamii‘

>

I don't know."

The Number One made a mental note of that glitter in the

’ ﬁi 0)_ .‘-g—;:i, | . ek 3 -,_r T E Q l . il 5 L
Fal™ #:% 5 :ommandems eyes., And, the conmnde Mo—q—mta%&-ad.a to keep | (Y e <« ¥ -
; \i\x /| A thoughts to-dvimeets 1n future. ~The commander swung on his heels
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abruptly and snapped: "Submerge and get out of this damned place
as fast as possible," T

Before passing through the doos,he stopped and looked
speculatively back at his Number One. |

"You are our security man on board; I am sure you wi:ll have <4
seerl to it that our recent passenger had no way of discovering
the identity of this craft. s, I have the oddest feeling tha: M

gentleman will do a lot of talking under pressure; and, I fea%i e
& *

\ /that) he is the kind w‘ gets caught " ol

"Damn youl" Number One thought bitterly. But even as he
issued the orders to submergg,his mind went rapidly back in time,
checking over every detail from the moment the blindfolded passenger
had been put on board %;f t@e East African coast three days earlier
to just a little while aé;;"The check=back reassured him somewhat.
But you never can tell: a piece of paper with an address on it, an
empty cigarette packet, the label on a bottle = any of these could
be the beginning of the tracing of identity. And that quiet and
reserved little man had the sharpest and most observant eyes the
Number One‘had seen in a long time. As soon as he was?hgal‘g here
he would go and check through the cabin the little man had occupied;
The poor little bastard didn't look like the usual run of revolution-
aries and sgies. And all that money too.

Qutside, on the black water, the disturbance of the submerging
craft nearly swamped the dinghy. The man cursed desperately as he
fought to keep it steady. But beneath his desperation was profound

relief to be out of that prison. He had hated every moment in that

thingj aware always that he was being watched;ﬁﬁ%\never seeing the

1 MUBY =

)
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| watchergf\;ﬁ-tingyonly the commander and his Number One) their

| faces childishly disguised, He had left two sketches in the
40

cabin to let them know he knew exactly what they looked like
under the silly hake:ugg

The disturbed water subsided, He becamé aware of the silence
and the black water and the darkness, aware of his aloneness in
the world,

You've got to get out of here, you've got™to be onsland before
the moon comes up. But where the hell i?.laad? If you take the
wrong direction noq)you'll still be;i;;;;”' en daylight comes; y.' *
what a wonderful catch that will be for their coastal patrols.

Easy on the solf=dramati&étion., What did they say? The deeper
darknass will be the lafid. " How do they kno;ﬁ The darkness seems
equally deep in all directions, Hell of a temptation to just stay
here until the moon come& up. Trouble is that if you can ség,others
will be sbléto see you and that won't do, A wave of emotional

panic shot through him. A convulsive shiver shook his body. Then,
firmly, ruthlessly, he set his mind to beat down the panic. The
deeper darkness is the way out of here. The deeper darkness is the
way out., He kept repeating it until the panic left him, until he
felt calm. And now it seemed that he knew where the deeper darkness
was., ﬁe'took up the toy=like paddle, bent his head down, and began

to paddle, certain now that he knew the direction landwards. As he
moved he built up a rhythm that developed into easy flowing movement;
and he kept time with a low hum, giving it beat with a nasal grunt.

He was all rhythmic moving animal now, all body in motion, undisturbed
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by thought. And all the noise of the world was the splash as the
paddle went in and out of the water, and the soft lapping as water
broke against the rubber side of the dinghy. Head down,}body caught
up in the regular unending motioq,the man and his craft seemed in-
tegrated parts of the timeless movement of the timeless sea. So
half an hour passed; then an hour and another.

It was only when the man heard a new sound, the distant break-
ing of waves against land, that he Stopp!d padd¥ing, raised his head)
and straightened his back. He touched his lip§ with the tip of his
tongue and the taste of salt was strong.v He looked westward and the
telltale glow on the horizon warned that the moon would soon be up.
Firmly, rosolutely)he suppressg§ tﬁajimpulse to Gheught, bent forward,
head down, and started to paduie again. Graduall% the man lost all
awareness of his surroundings; he drifted into a state of exhausted
semi=consciousness., His eyes shut. But he kept up the steady
rhythmic paddling,

When the first clear moonlight showed on the horizonﬁthe dinghy
scraped botlem. The man was jerked out of his.stupor. For a minute
or two he stared blankly at the still dark land then he half=fell,
half=scrambled out of the dinghy and waded ashore dragging the little
boat behind him, A splash of sea water on his face brought him fully
to his senses, He rea;iird how desperately tired he was and he
realigsed that he knew this particular piece of beachland. Often a
little boy had slept here after swimming, He did not need to close

" his eyes to see the face of the little boy; the vision of that face

swam strongly in his consciousnesg)and it was his own face gome-back

/\ .
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fﬁ'childhOOQ days, inviting him to close his eyes and be ap peace
as once he was as a boy on this coast. He closed his eyes and
felt himself begin to sway. Then his mind took over again,

What were the instructions? Spray this stuff over the dinghy
and get away from it very qQuickly. Remember to throw the con-
tainer of the stuff into the dinghy too. He took the package from
the dinghy, took what looked like an aerosol spray out of his
pocket, unscrewed the cap gingerlgsand flung it into the dinghy.

Then he bent forwardf\pressed the leveﬂ qgg the hiss of the spray

was all about him. They had told him £o get #id of the thing as

soon as it started to smell, The smell was there now. He flung

the spray container into the dinghy and moved away quickL{ dragging
his package with him. Wouldn't do to make the money disappear. From
a safe distancg he looked back. The faint smoky glow as well as the
new light in theysky madesit possible for him to see the rubber dinghy
shrivel up and turn into what looked like darg bits of seaweed.

He thought: These people are methodical and efficient, And then
he thought of the two who had been his hosts in the underwater craft.

< oad
And he found no comfort in the efficient methodicéiggié#;f these
people. And then, once again, he firmly and deliberately suppressed
all thought.

He raised the bag with the money onto his shoulders and moved
towards an outcropping of high rock about a hundred yards or so back
from the shore. Further back, on rising land, a little to the right,
he could now see the lights of a house. As he remembered it the house

nearest to this point was at least two miles away. These lights were



=

less than a mile away. This was something unforeseen, a complicating
factor which could make it difficult to get away from this point uné&on,
;ﬁ{at all. Nothing to do but go on, he told himself. Then he stopped
dead in his tracks. He was less than twenty yards from the rock out-
cropping and he knew with absolute certainty that some living being was
there.

His mouth went dry. His throat constricted. Then blinding anger
replaced his fear, He eased the bag of honey to the ground. He slipped
his hand into his pocket and felt the pistol,

"Better not bring out that gun, friend;" a voice called softly from
the protection of the rock outcropping., It was the unmistakeble voice
and;;é;;ntq of the enemy.

The voice spoke againg (M"Take your hand out of your pocket and come

this way < quickly, the land will soon be flooded in light....What the

hell's the matter with youy kaffir boy? Want to spoil everything."

"Who are you?"

He was calm now, coldly so. That casually tossed out "gaffir boy.ly
had done it had turned him into a passionless, cold, calcuiéting
intelligence. He repeated, more quietly, more controlledly: -

— "Who are you?" And began to walk towards the rock outcropping.

"Leaving your packago?..;;"

"What is it to you?" Hig fingers gripped the butt of the pistol:
the index finger felt the trigger gently. He should have practised
using this thing. He should have known this sort of thing would happen.
But time had blurred his awareness,

He was close to the rock outcropping now, so close that he could
feel the animal presence radiating from the man in the shadows,

"Take it easy, comrade!" The man sounded a little anxious now,
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"I was sent to meet you. i{azibuze!fj Conu M’Q '\/

The man from the sea stopped dead in his tracks; the convulsive
shiver shot through him again; the colq tension of mind and body
eased, Could be a tricky trap but he knew it was not. He swung about,
went back the few yards and heaved the package onto his shoulder. Then
he made for the rock outcropping.

The moon now showed full above the rim of the sea. Light rays sped
rapidly across the night sky. Soon they would touch the earth and bathe
this part of Africa in a soft, deceptive, light that made everything
seem gentle.

The man from the land stepped away frem his rock shelter and the
man from the sea saw a tall shadowy figure that towered thinly above
him,

"Welcome; you can't know how needed and welcome what you bring is,

ik
This{:::z:igill ensure that thehsggébi%éon does not fall apart

L ;
They thought they had starved it into that position.giply

"Not so fast, friend. You talk about Vthey!,and yet I'm prepared =
to swear that you are one of them. You sound it and I bet you look it.jn"

Suddenly the tall thin shadow was on top of him. He struggled il
brieflx{then found himself pinned to the ground, the hand with the gun
helplessly trapped inside the coat pocket.

A1l right, so I sound like one of them,xlf you could see me you
would see that I look like one of them”...b/ A savage note crept into ng
the voice. "All right! I was one of them. Then thayngid that I'm not-‘7
they said I have kaffir blood, " Thenf:uddenly,the tall man released him
and got up. He sat up, peering at the tall man, knowing that it was

urgent to get away from this place, fascinated by this man who had been
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white until he was told he was not,

j); "Westhuigen is the name," the tall man murmured. "You should
remember the case., It was early last year. "In fact it was last
year's sensation. Even the London papers put it on their front
pages.&ﬁéé&Come, we've got to get out of here. If we come across
anybodg just be quiet and follow my lead. You are my servant and
I'm a bit drunk. But if things get out of handbyou get aways don't
bother about me.E%ﬂ;d\I understand you are to be called Nkosi?;'

"Yes. Rich;;;“Nkosi."

"How long have you been away?"

"Going on for ten years."

They moved away from the rock outcropping, the tall thin man
called Westhuizen slightly @head, the small slender man, Nkosi,
carrying the bagracross his shoulder. For all his apparent casualnesg3
Westhuizen moved with rem@rkable speed and it was all Nkosi could do
to keep up without ‘breaking into a trot.

"They haven't actually mounted coast guards yet," Westhuigen said,
"but they will, though they have a hell of a long coastline. And when
they dowwe'll have an even rougher tims getting people in and out . fing
What they do have now are rather loose internal patrols between to;;;r
and villages. There was some trouble here last month so we'll have
to look out for these patrols. If we run into one before we hit the

main road things may be tricky."

Nkosi said: "Listen, I know this part of the country. I-wa7t..
"Keep your knowledge to yourselfl!" Westhuizen cut in sharply.
"I only wanted to helgy Nkosi snapped.

"It'll ask when I want iti"



"Suit yourself!"

They hurried up the sloping land, away from the sea. To the
right of them, and not so far away now, the lights from the solitary
house stood out bright. Nkosi found the unevenness of the earth
strange after his long confinement in the underwater craft. He kept
stumbling and losing his balance.

They stumbled onto a narrow footpath and the going became a little
easier,

But now the moon rode the sky bright and clear. The earth lay
bathed in a subdued light that was yet sharg emough to show up the
shadows cast by a tree they passed. ,They ékirted the lit=up house at
about a hundred yards. From somnwhefe at the back of it a dog barked,

s M A werl) o
but casuallyjfbored as«%heug;{seekzng distraction from insomnia.
Another Joined it, but this ene bayed at the risen moon. Westhuizen
hurried the pace uantil they'feached the protection of a clump of trees
a little over a mile \beyond the house, The man called Nkosi was tired,
8o tired that he felt drumming in his ears. Breathing was a painful
business made worse because he did not want Westhuizen to know how
winded hewwas. He knew it was irrational but he alsc knew he would
drop dead rather than ask Westhuizen to stop for a breather: something
about the man compelled a denial of all weakness.

Westhuizen slowed down,

"Didn't mean to snap at you back there. Trouble is you people

~

always undertrate your enemies. The less one knows the less one can
o0r s
tell. F‘V,Ehe car's just a little way ahead now."
"Why !You people!?" Nkosi asked,
WWhy not?"

"Aren't you onc of us now?"



"Not on your lifel"

Nkosi was so surprised he came to a stop.

| "C'mon!" Westhuizen snapped.

Nkosi followed him again.

"Thef% L"

"Then why did I come and meet you? For money! Did you think it
was for love?#

They crossed a hump of land and went into a dip that cut off all
sight of the lit=up house. Ahead of them and still to the left the
bright mo?nlight revealed a broad and even patch of darkness spreading
away. From the deep recesses of mempf% Nkosi recalled the dark, even,
sweeping green of acre after acre of canefield seen at night. Ahead
and to the left were the camefields. As he remembered it,\cane had not
been grown this near the coast ten years aé;; VJust as well they had
sent this man to guide him{ Keeping abreast with changes from a distance

is not the same as living through them; one cannot, from a distance,

know of all the unimportant little changed detalls - the—planting—ef a

e

new-tree,\%hg—putttng‘up‘cf a new privy down at the bottom of the garden,
;he_hniﬁgané;nnderAZultlvatlon of a plece\that gkd always been wasteland.
He thought about his guide and tightened his hold on the pistol. If
this man was just a mercenarq;then the money he carried was by no means
safe.

As though divining his thought%)Westhuizen said: "It's all right
about that money. .I don't plan to take from you." The savage note crept
back into his voice, "Not that I can't, you understand. It's just that
I won't hav@ the benefit of it. Your people are particularly good at

painful murders." He walked ahead in silence for a while.
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Nkosi thought: But what do you expect. To be white one day in
a world where being white is the most importaht thing there isr and
then to have that whiteness taken from you is enough to create
bitterness and desolation in any man., He remembered snatches of
the newspaper accounts.

"You had a wife and two boys, didn't you?"

It seemed that Westhuizen stumbled, then he said "Yes," in a
dead voice.

Wyhat happened to them?" —_

Westhuizen suddenly screamed at hbmli "None of your damn business,
yaffir.;

The word had no effect on Nkosi this tire.

"Sorry; thoughtless ‘of me"

Westhuizen stopped, turned his head and peered at Nkosi; then he
swung about and went on again., They walked in silence for the best

part of ten minutes. The moon now sat high in the sky, so bright that,/

e ————

it made ewen the Southern Cross look a little dull|and lacklustre ) B
Nkosi could see the rise and fall of the land over which he marched,
And seeing it made him reali;: that he was deadbeat and on the verge
of giving up, desperately, wildly, as men do when they lose their
nerve in battle. Then he saw the outlines of the car immediately
ahead, beside a cluster of bush,
As in a dream he heard Westhuizen say: "Get in the back. Put
the money on the floor and put your feet on it., If we meet anybodz
remember where you are; you are not in Europe now, and whatever you

think of yourself you are Just a kaffir here. Remember that. Now get

inl®
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Nkosi got in the back of the car, put the money a£ his feet,
leaned back and closed his eyes; his body tingled with the
sweetljibainful relief of the bone weary. The impulse was to keep
his eyes closed and sink into oblivion. But he fought it off and
forced himself to speak with a heavy tongue.

"In your heart and mind you're still one of them, aren't you?"
Like the whipped and brutali%ed dog who yet licke the boot that

kicked it, he added to himself wearily.

"/

"What do you expectz" Westhuizen sounded friendly.gfddon&y~
"You yourself said I sound like one o6f them.( That's because I am:

I look like them, I sound like them, I think like them, I feel like
them, Nobody and nothing can change that "

"Not even their castingsyouiout?"

Westhuizen got into ‘thedriving seat, started up the engine then
switched it off agaim, He half swung about to peer into the back at
Nkosi,

"They 're going to pay for it. They're going to pay dearly for
their foplishmess. I'm only one of a n&mber, you know, Aﬂd if all
thosepeople decide on revenge as I'm now doing, they are going to
be in real trouble. Deciding who is and isn't whitel! Its something
you see and know and feel! But they'll learn and then they'll come
beggingi® ‘

He turned back and started the engine once more. The car leap%l
forward with a violent Jer%ﬁthen settled down to a steady bumpy pace
that tossed Nkosi from side to side, At last they got off the rough
track and on to the smooth road. Nkosi found himself drifting off:
the will to stay awake, on the alert, on guard, was strong but

absolute fatigue was overpowering. Somewhere in the hazy region
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between the conscious and the unconscious Nkosi kept asking Westhuizen
"How are they going to pay,./yhat are you .going to do to make them
pay?"?J Instead of answering:/wQsthuizen moved further and further
away until his face was a dark speck above the horizon of/ the sea.
Nkosi tried to attract his attention by shouting; "What are you
going to do to make them pay?t?;,‘gﬁ/

Suddenly he was wide awake."ﬁgs heart pounded; his body trembled.
The car was at a standstill. Voices were about him. A bright light

shone in his face, [
o

A P alrglvwian

AN

&

*l” 4 grufi voice,said: "So you are allvt. Passbook "

A

Nkosi was speechless with shock,and fear,

"C'mon man, and get out of therel”

Then he heard Westhuigefi's'woicer "This is a raw one: picked
him up on the Protectorateborder earlier today. Will arrange for
him to get his rassbook teomorrow. Is that all right?®

Nkosi stumbled out of the car, missed his footlng and went down
onj%;hds and knees, A pair of rough hanqs jerkea him violently up~
right and slammed him against the side of the car. |

“Garveful man." There was mock concern 1n/bh;:é;ﬁff voice,

Back in the shadows Nkosi saw another man and a little beyond him
the patrol car. A wave of panic shot through him. The urge was teo
run, to put as much diatggszgetwi?itﬁigi?lf and these men,

"Suppose tomorrow will do," @ruff—Voice said.

"Not strictly legal," his friend from the shadows said, a eurious
note to his voice. "You know the.raquirements of the law Mr..:M::..n/
He waited pointedly. Y

"Coetzee, Hans Coetzee," Westhuigen said., "To reach my place

you turn off the main rocad about five miles along."
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Gruff-V¥oice said: "Yes, I know of you)Mr. Coetzee. Hear you
are very active in party work. I'm sure it will be all right for
you to register him in the morning.”

Westhuizen turned to the man in the shadows. "Sorry about this;
but when I set out I had no intention of bringing a _Lcaffir backé\
otherwise I would have arranged things in advance.,"

The man in the shadows said: "I see@" then he added, the
curious note still in his voice: "You're aﬂnew arrival here Mr. Coetzee,
a very welcome one, to be sure, Even I have deard of what an upright
party man you are. So please don't eiisunderstand me. But we've had
some trouble in this district latelly)ard orders are to keep a tight
check on ‘l_'caffir movenments ."

Nkosi’thought: You'we in grouble westhuisenA;;-\that one is
suspicious.,

The man from ithe shadows moved forward quickly. Nkosi sensed
rather than saw it. m the bright glare of the torchlight was
full onhisface.

 Relaxp look frightenedy blink; jrou're Just a scared kaffir.

The bright light lingered on his ;;ce for what seemed a lifetime,
then it moved slowly down his body, lingered on his chnst) and shot
back up to his face. He had half expected it so it revealed nothing.
With \ startling suddenness the bright light was on Westhuizen's face.
And then it was off and the voice bshind the torch murmured:

"Sorry, Mr. Coetzees didn't mean to do that. Finger slipped."

= Louw
"Till tomorrow then," Gruff—Voive said. "Or, rather, later this

morning. It's nearly three now."
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"Inside, kaffir," Westhuizen said. '"Hurry upi"
The two patrolmen called out greetings as the car drove away.
But Westhulzen made no response.
& Louw
As they got into the patrol 059 Gruff-Yoice said: "You shouldn't
have done that: C(Coetzee was furious, and don't forget his party pull.
He can make trouble."
"Furious or frightened?" Pls companion asked softly.
LOUW w4
(hn44;¥etee_gpqy alert.
"What do you maén?"
"I thought our M:Z;%er Coetzee was frightér@d. I thought I saw
panic in his eyes in the brie{mglaﬁﬁ of light,." 5 {
"You're mad, man., Coetzeeggg_mﬁﬁl’ ‘ (ﬁ el 26 A ;
"I know. Coetzee is a qtll;kno;n upstanding party man. ‘é;;ﬁzggg
do we know about him? Go on, you tell me: what do we know about him?"
—MﬁaYou'rﬁ letting your imsgination run away with you."
I"Perhaps. But“let us consider a few facts. Over the past six
months, seven péOple whom the law has restricted to house detention
have vanished; = they Qnd their families have clean diséppearad as
though they never existed. That is fact number one. Two months ago
our security forces were on the trail of the terroriét Mahlangi,
They tracked him down to this part of.tﬁe cpuntry, and then he sl
disappeared as ghcugh swallowed up b& thin air,» |
"He slipped into the Protectorate," eé;;f;égtee said,
"Did he? Then how come that even the British have no record of

LA { fo /)

him leaving the Protectorate. eave by air, there [had

A
|~be some record, and our agents there would have discovered it, But

A e
there was no record. So how was it possible for him to show up in a
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communist country a week after he disappeared?"
Louw

"You tell me," Geuff-Voice said.

"The coast is an hour's drive from here," his companion said
softly. "The coast, isolated, unguarded.”

"You're crazy mad,"-aidéi:;;éoe said, his alertness turned to
amusement ,

"Cragzy mad about whom? Mahlangi?®

"No,va\ you may be right about Mahlangi{; ‘;" about Coetzee."

"But I didn't say anything about Coetzeesexcept that the light
showed panic in his eyes, and I asked what we know about him.,"

"Because of Mahlangi and those disappearances?"

"Yes. And because we don!t know anything about the man."

"And because we found him on the road with a kaffir a little
before three in the morning?"

"I don't know about the kaffir. He looked all right to me. I
Jjust have a feeling we ought~to find out a little more about Mr.
Coetzee, How long has Coetzee lived here?"

LBy W
~gpuff-Yoree—struck a match and held it cupped in his right hand,

‘With his left he took the cigarette from his mouth and said: "Just

a year.u..r" He stopped and stared at nothing till the match burned
his fiﬁgers. Then he cursed softly, and flung the dead match away.
After a thle he stopped cursing and shook his head.

"I don't believe you. He's one of us."

"I'm not saying he isn't. He came here a year ago and these
things have happened since. Who is he and where did he come from?"

"I think we'd better find out about Mr. Coetzee," é;:;iiQO&av

said thoughtfully, lighting his cigarette afresh.
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"That's all I'm saying."

"Do we write a report when we get back?"

"No, not yet. We haven't anything to report yet. Let's find
out a little more first. You and I'll have to keep an eye on himg
but he mustn't know. I know a & gfﬁh security. I'll call him
when we go back on shift this evening."

Louw ey o

"Good, " Gruff-Voiee said., He yawned hugely and growled: "God
how I hate this night duty."

In his mind's eye he saw the warm plump roundness of his wife
in bed. He knew that when he got home in an hour's time, she would
murmur in her sleep and her flesh would be warm to the touch, almost
hQt. And the moment he touched it, he knew, it would burn desire
into him, After ﬁearly’two years of marriage he was still drunk
with passion for his wife,

Beside him>his companion smiled with affectionate derision.
"Stop working yourself up, man. You'll soon be with her. Get on."

Toeover his sudden self-consciousness he said:

- "What made you think of that Coetzee in that way?"

"Ilve always wanted to get into security.”

ZW oUW
"I see," Gruff-Voice said, without quite knowing what he saw.

/] e - (e

Westhuizen's cursing had gone on and on until Nkosi had
Mmmmﬂ:

"Stop igyn

And surprisingly, Westhuizen had obeyed. Then, for the next
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three miles, Westhuizen had gone at breakneck speed.

"Following us?"

Nkosi peered through the rear window., "No."

A mile further on,Westhuizen ordered him to look again. There ©
was no sign of the patrol car. They passed through a built-up area
and in the predawn half=light Nkosi recogni;fd it as a settlement
on the edge of canefields. Far to the right and falling away at a
gentle sloping angle Nkosi saw a cluster of lights. He remembered
the little town from childhood days: one_of the/ few predominantly
Boer towns it had been in this part ofeNatal.

In§tead‘or making for the town>Westhuizen sz?ng left, away from
it,;\’giix;lbi%up the slope of the lénd. Then, two miles further, he
Gamaeres syung of f the ro;d, turned off his lights and went along an

uneven, bumping track until the car was lost in a sea of tall green

cane., [
;1? i
Westhuigen pulled up. From nowhere a figureL beside
the car¢

A voige said: Mr. Nkosﬁ‘..‘%f
"Yes?"

"Good,"

Westhuizen said: "This is going to cost you double. Twenty,' not
teng For this one and all the others." b
Nkosi said: "I don't know how)but he knew what I carried. We
were stopped by a patrol and I think they are suspicious of him."
“Damn lying kaffir!" Westhuizen hissed. "The patrol wasn't
suspicious and I‘only guessed about the money. He gave himself
away: i;é him,"
There was silence, then the shadowy figure beside the car said:

"Think there'll be a follow=up?"
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"What you mean followsup?" Westhuizen asked.

"I think so," Nkosi said and decided that the new man sounded
like an Indian.

"What the devil are you talking about?" Westhuizen said.

"Come," the new man whispered.

Nkosi stepped out of the car, then pulled out the bag with the

money. Beside him a pencil torch‘llniil!y created a small circle of

e

light.4 , lkosi looked down at two coal black hands

peeling money from a Wbk wad: they were big, pudgy, competent

hands, -

"!,;555”'—' "You said twentﬁ’" the Indian said. W"There it is. Thank you.

. , - .

/‘ COm o[- .o "/

/ ~ A hand found Nkosi's wrist ‘and he followed the burly, quick=
[

moving, shadowy figure withya‘sense of relief that left him weak.
V/ Now, at last, he wa%&zygfk;§w7 on his own side of the line, He had
made the crossing successfully.

Westhuizen ealled out softly but urgently-l

— S E
< WNaidoo® Wait a minnte!"

The Indian leading Nkosi only hastened his pace until they were
half trotting. After five minutes of trot.t.ing)they sassenly cncrged
at the side of a building. Beside it was a car. The man who sat at
the wheel asked:ﬁ

"Everything all right?"

Nkosi's guide saiqi)

véibé;our gﬁestAié here."

"And his package?"

"And his package."
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Soft long fingers curled round Nkosi's hand in a grip that hurt.
"Welcome," A soft voice murmured caressingly. "You don't know

how needed what you bring is....XCome, sit down for a while, I'm

sure you are dead beat but we have to wait till Westhuizen leaves.

Oh dear. I'm so sorry, my dear fellow. I'm Doctor Nunkhoo. Officiallx
I'm opposed to common action between our people because I belong to
the righéring of Congress; indeed, I may be said to lead that right=
wing. Unofficially, I'm your host." He chuckled softly without any
trace of humour. "We have paid dearly for our former transparently
honest methods of struggle. When they were ready they pounced and
destroyed the movement because we had all declared ourselves from
public platforms all over the gountry. We have now iearhglihat this
is bitter war, no platform game. Your guide here is Sammy Naidoo,
trade unionist: officiallije are enemies. It helps to confuse the
real enemy."

Sammy Naidoo said: "They were stopped by a patrol."

"Only one? "I expected them to be stopped at least twice."

"But this is the point, Doc. Mr. Nkosi says Westhuizen knew
about the money and that the patrol was suspicious enough to want to
follow=up,."

“I know they'll follow=up," Nkosi said. "He was in a panic and
one of them shone a torch in his face and saw it. He has to go and
register me in the morning."

Nkosi felt the sudden tension in both men.

"Didn't he give you a Passbook?"

"No o "

"But I gave it to him, Doc."

"All right Sammy, I'm sure you did. Tell me, my friend, how do



v

you know he knew about the money?" 2 d d 7 O 8 5
Nkosi told them about the meeting with Westhuizen and repeated

his words about how needed what Nkosi brought was to the opposition,

Then he told them of Wosthuizen's direct reference to the money and

his statement about not taking it because Nkosi's friends were

particularly good at painful murders,

o

"Yes, I see," Nunkhoo said. "Of course, you didn't deny it.‘,..;z’\'/

"When he gave the password,I assumed he was,ons of us."

"Naturally., We knew this was the most.misky part. Anybody else
but a white man -/%\or an apparent white , man ml\would have been searched."

"This route nust now be closedyg® Naidoo said.

The soft voice of the docter wdnt/on as though Naidoo had not
spoken: "Tell me my friend, dc you think Westhuizen would tell if
they pressed him.?"

"If they really pressed him, yes."

"There he goes,™ Naidoo said,

Far behind, and a little below them, the twin headlights of
Westhuizen's car swung or)f,o the main road and sped away rapidly.

"We ean go now. I'm sorry but there's one more little piece of
discomfort for you, my friend. We dare not have you travelling with us
in case we are stopped. Naidoo and I are a couple of coolies and
coolies breed like flies, so the coolie doctor has been out to deliver
another curry arse into the world. When we're on a trip like this, we
always @‘ :c:h;t there's a newly born little coclie to make his or
her contribution to the struggle. But if they found you with us, they
might become very curious and start searching. So you have to curl up

/f!' -
in the heﬂtc We've made it as comfortable as possible, Come."
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i

;; The goctor put his handa on hkosi’s arm to help him out of the
%g i | car. What he folt made nim snift his hanu from arm to pulse.

%;' « ff;}(,,Wf~~n\ "We'll have to @ovu, Sanmy, our fricnd's near breaxing point.)/
ﬁ;‘ ) "lgﬁ all right," Nkosi saiu,

%j /s "That's all right, my friend. Cone."

%~ ' A Batween them, Nunkhoo and Naldoo hzlped Nkosi to curl himself

! :

| up in tne big BS6% of the enormous American=msde car. There were
él . blankets and plllows to absorb as much of ;he bouncing as possible,

They shoved the money bag: in wibh=hif 10 _¢Y0sed down the 1lid. A
wave of nausea and claustrophobiglperic swept over Kkosi, He let out

a desperate yell and banged against ihe rooi of the bg@t. Wt
| - \
i .Avyf——-—A-Li'_ .;',L’.i“}'w,'

(% L. ' Open @ud the soft caressing volcs of Nuukhoo
all \

kept repeating: .
, ; " /

, i
"Basy, fricndy easys easy. You've been under great strain but

easy. Just aljlittle longer now an1 then your great mission will be
over, Hasy."

WMhe®oft caressing volce droned on insistently until Nkosi
relaxed.

"Sorry, " he murmurea. “i'm all right now."

But the uoctor kspt on repeating his words till they became a
Jjumbled, meaningless, monotonous, drone. Then the doctor piaced his
hand on Nkosi's forehead and kept it there for a minute or two.

g "I'm clesing the baet now, my friena, If it worries you Jjust

bang lightly. We'll hear you streightavay sna stop and open up. We
g i have something rigged up so that we czn near. But don't bang too

loudly in case you attract unwantea atrvention., ALl right?®
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A1l right."
The top of the best came down, but slowly and Quietly this

/ He was aware of a

momentary sense of stifling oppression, but the knowledge that
Py he could end it at will was reassuring. But could he really?
Thought was too much effort. And then the thing began to move,

gently at first, easily so that the bumping was not too bad. Then/

semderdy, there was a floating smoothness.

In a remote sort of way he became awars”of the terrible pounding
of his heart. It forced a dull, persistéent ache at the back of his >0
head, This reached to his shoulders, and then spreadWx@ﬁhrough his £ ,‘
body. It affected his breathing and he knew that if he had to speak

his voice would sound faint, hollow, disembodied. And the soft

yrd caressing voice of the dector was everywhere inside his head, fighting off
4 r the pain, lulling him into a sense of relaxed security. But a part of
A /,w,\ e ———
<R \ ) his mind fought against the impulse to relaxed-eecurity. And then his

teeth began 10 chatter and he was back in the dinghy, and alone on the

| AdpT
black sea, rowing around in the circle
. Py

lan(@l&p_e began to whimper, teeth chattering, body shaking, like a

no sign of

dazed and terrified little child locked in the dark / .o .-r“a/

‘4‘—

It was thus that they found him when t.hey opened the h”t J.nside

the safety of a closed garage. They carried him into the house, up
a flight of stairs, through what looked like a cupboard, up more |
stairs and into a small attic room. Quickly, deftly;, the doctor
administered an injection. Then he and Naidoo undressed Nkosi and

/ put him to bed. The doctor stood by, feeling his pulse as the shaking

Y ;:'4‘
gradually died down and the low @Opped.
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Naidoo looked from Nkosi to the doctor.

"That what they mean by someone cracking up, Doc?"

"Very mildly, Sammy. Really this is more like someone simply
passing out: a combination of too much tension, too great an anxiety
and the strain that goes with it, and too much holding on to your-
self, too much self=control for too great a period."

"S0 he might have cracked before we got him if there'd been any
delay."

"No, Sammy. If he had tq,he could have“gona on for maybe another
two, four, sixsqr even twelve hours,"

"I don't see it, Doc."

"de let go because he knew'helwas safe: his subconscious mind
knew it was safe to letgd all ®hat tension and he needed the release
desperately."

"If you say so, Dec4” But Sammy Naidoo was not satisfied. "He's
very small for this job, Doc. Did you notice his little feet, and
look atgthose small handsf) Not strong at all."

Nunkhoo laughed and there was real amusement in his laughter.

He was tall, pale=skinned, graceful. A thick mop of wavy, jet black

hair crowned a handsome, humorous face. There were streaks of grey

Lot /ft. Ll

in the hair, but these only enhanced his
The doctor i;okad what he was: a handsome upper=class Hiﬁdu of
wealthy family who had had the best education Europe could offer and
money could buy,

In contrast, black Sammy Naidoo, big, burly, clumsy=looking was

a
obviously a descendaft of those poor, low=class Indian peasants who
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were brought to the country as indentured coolie labour about the
middle of the nineteenth century.

"You're wrong, Sammy. Little Nkosi's probably stronger than
the pair of us put together." |

"You're joking, Doc."

"I'm not talking about physical strength, Sammy."

"What's the difference: strength is strength, isn't it?n

"No, it isn't." The doctor paused, stared into space, then
shook his head slightly. "We'll have to leave this for another time.
There's work ta be dohe. He'll sleep«the clock round and in any case
Dee will be here to take care of him. I'll see that the money gets
up to J;'burg. You arrange about/Westhuigzen."

"Looks like we'll hawe to)get rid of him," Sammy Naidoo said
(" quietly.
Nunkhoo sighed and nodded. Then ey, his‘ fdace;be'came”:aﬂ,m& ,, Z,

F
twisted mask of bitter disgust. "Another necessary

-

heh, Samyf That poor bloody brute has been messed up by them and

messed up by usj, ameé now he's to be got rid of."

Sammy Naidoo became all stolid and heavy.
"He knows mes he knows Nkosis. he knows gbout the momey; and I

told you that he's suspicious of you. And you heard what Nkosi said,

For all we know) they might be at him now."
"All right! All right!"
"You know there's no other way," Sammy Naidoo said insistently.
/ "I said all right, didn't I?"

_/ "I don't like to see you messing yourself up, Doc. You know
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as well as I do what these people think of us and what they will
do to us. Have you forgotten whgt happened when they encouraged
the Zulus to slaughter our people;f d'you remember how they stood
by while it happened? Remember, Do;;"

"Stop it, Naidoo! In any case this man is no longer one of
them; they've cast him out."

"But he's not on our side, Doc., He will sell uss, you heard
Nkosi say that. We must establish confidefice between o;fselves and
the Africans. Doesn't matter whether its our'fault or noﬂ;ﬁif this
thing breaks down here it will play into the hands of the Africanists,
They will say this 1s what happens)when you co=operate with the
coolies. And what will happen to our people then, and who will
protect them? We musi get the money to Jo'burg and there must be
no trail leading to the underground through usi!" .

© Nunkhoo,submitted, as he had done so often in the past, resignedly,

in the face of the hard loglc‘x’of what Naidoo called\‘the situation'l.

e 11 try to make it ook like gggg," Naidoo said,”‘fbrﬂ‘“1 ttha

NuALhoo shecok off his depression, Loo#;;i;hée more at Nkosi who
had now slipped into a deep, druggedr sleep and put his hand to the
light switch.

"Come on, Sammy, we've work to do."

"That's ny Doc," Naidoo murmured.
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-2

) )1
Richard Nkosi opened his eyes}giliiligt startlingly awake and

4
u/

alert keyed*up and tense, Then he remembered that the doctor had
put him to bed He relaxe? The doctor whose name is Nunkhoo, and
v Naidoo the trade unionist‘?ﬁhe had seen their faces just before the
drug had taken effect. And it was Naidoo's that came back to him
most vividly: a big face, utterly expressiopl@ss, almost but not
Quite round, and black, really black, a gortof"matt black such as
you do not find among the so=called hladks themselves. And the eyes
small, sharp, darting; aadsﬁt:;”the dispassionate calculat£g§ he had

once seen in the eyes of an adder amd whlch he had never forgotten,

Dawn was breaking

Then Nkosi realiﬁfdj

L ‘ , ;
K\\\}A L K when they put him toysleep,'now it was dark. He felt lost and
. d\\,\ o _: trapped. He must have Slept right through the day that was breaking
\ when they bBrought him here. But where was the door? He ran his hands
‘ along the hnd&had-ﬁiaeoqured‘th!t‘ft'ﬁﬁ?‘!‘szng&e—bed4 The sheets
' \%' . 1oy Ao
(7 were of sofbest 11nen and the extra cover pann_him was a feather=light

. blanket, caressingly soft to the touch.

He lay still, all his senses alert, until he had the direction
from which, almost imperceptibly, the gentlest current of coolish air
flowed into the room, He now knew where the window was. But what
about the door? He put out his hand to the left of the bed but touched
nothing; to the right he felt the bare surface of a small bedside
table}ggghsﬁééé‘nothing on it, not even the expected table lamp.

Perhaps it wasn't safe,
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He raised himself, threw back the bedclothes, -and swung his

¥ his feet

v’
feet carefully out of the bed. But |iw<opf

brushed against something and there was a light but surprisingly
loud crash. Nkosi fumbled desperately at his feet for a few seconds;
then he straightened up and smiled, Someone had set a booby trap
for him; now they would know %ket he was awake. He thought of
Naidoo's calculating little eyes and sat on the edge of the bed,
waiting, listening.

4 (/e /’{j -’*m , out of the silence, he felt rauife® than heard the door

S f
k{/’/ open. +#mrd now he could place it: Straight/ahead and to the right,
"Sorry if the noise startled you, Tt can be awful waking up in

a strange place, especially waen ﬁhe‘!?é's no light. I wanted'to hear

when you did." The voicerhad something of the same caressing soft-

ness that Nunkhoo's hadj, but-this one was a woman's voice. "If you'll

Gt

%"\, © wait a little I'll Shut the window@you can have light. We don't
} ! : °

draw attention te the existence of this room."
\y‘\l\ Again he Pelt rather than heard movement as the unseen woman
~ skirtedjthe 'bed and went diagonally across the room to shut and seal
of f the window., There was sound and movement as she did thise\ th%n
thekre-was silence till she spoke from the door.

"I'm going to turn on the light nowr, I'll be outside when you \ b&
=, = v—-("’”f"‘ { a i

/ T .
are ready." Thea the room was flooded with light, There w§§;\zquick

) L

movewent , the door|

%N

i pﬁlled shm}' )a-nd Nkosi was alone in

g 8

the small, low=ceilinged attic room with the bare ceiling beams and

rafters: there was the bed, the little table by its side) and a wooden

£ <2

chair on which Nkosi's trousers ;wg?g'. His shoes were on the floor.
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They had stripped him down to his underpants. There was no 2;gn of
his vest and shirt. There was no mirror, no washbasin. iﬁé on the
floor of this bare and poorly furnished little room was a luxurious
carpet, thick piled, aé%iight pastel blue. The now sealed window
was part of the low, sloping ceiling.

He pulled on his trousers and shoes and moved to the door.

"I'm ready."

The door opened silently and the woman stood in front of him,

and/the light from the room.bahéaé4mhr1§&io'fnlly on her, She was

N - 4
a little taller than he was, an inch® perhaps4 more robust=looking

than most Indian women he had saenq;:a little darker than the doctor,
but still very pale. Her hair, a'dark brown, was pulled back severely
and tied in a bun at the nape of her neck. Two deep grooves running
from just below the bridgs of the nose to the sides of the mouth

cancelled the ‘attractiveness of the regulariby—ef fcatures and the

striking directness of the greysbrown eyes. She wore slacks and a
loosey sacklike blouse., She offered him her hand. 4

"I'm Dee Nunkhoo., Come down. By the time you've bathed,Afdod
will be ready."

She turned from him} and as she did so, Nkosi realiged that the
woman was a cripple., Her left shoulder and left hip dipped down low
;:vsﬁé went down on her left foot; then she rose up high on to the

right foot, Her left leg was several inches shorter than her right

and the foot itself was encased in a blocklike leather creation,

For a brief, flashing moment Nkosi felt embarrassed, guilty, confused

AR KX ~

crippled. ‘Then the feeling passed.
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He followed her down the narrow flight of stairs, d}sturbeﬁj/in
A Tabs a elegy w4y —

» 2 spite of himself, every time she dipped{%&m&e—pum.
\ -

clubbed foot. PR
A small door led out of the attic and into the halljayi of the
upstairs proper of the house. The woman swung a piece of panelling

into place and the stairs were hidden and the entrance was trans-

formed into cupboard space.

She smiled at Nkosi. 2
"Just a cupboard. KExactly the same assythg two on the side ot{if;ﬂ“” £
The thing to remember is that it is ghe last of the three. If you
4 rush into any of the others in am .mergenc;/..f?%it"
#I'll remember." Nkosi nodded. | N
"You'll find everything in the bathroom. When you're readx come
down the stairs." ¢
"Openly?"
"Yes.', She smiled an odd, twisted, slightly derisivei{ismile.
"You're safe here. We coolies have been forced to build our defences
inddepth. We're.almost like ants now,"
"I'm sorry," Nkosi murmured,
She raised her head high; she inhaled deeply. She stared at him
and her face was hard and bitter,
"I wasn't fishing for pity."
"I wasn't offering any. I was born in this part of the country
and I know my people had, and still have a share in creating what you
describe as your antlike existence. I'm sorry that we had a hand in it,.

That's all."

/ . He turned away from the woman and qtilked towards the door from
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which ;éme the sound of a baté‘filling. He felt both angry and
depressed at once: angry at himself and his people ard the woman
and her peop1§7a;é éhe terrible notion of antlike peopﬂe€> ead‘ggs
depression was siékeningly boundless. He banged the door shut,”
stripped and got into the warm bath, Slowly he relaxed. The anger
left him and only the depr8531on remained. He washed quickly,
sudeersy aware that he was verﬂkungry. Perhaps he would see the

doctor now and they could arrange for him to get out of this place

and out of this bloody depressing country. ,Fhe sooner |bga®

_:EEEéggg§=the better. He reached for the towel on the chair and saw?

under ip;‘his vest and shirt freshly laundered. He silently com-
plimented the woman, In spitg ef her ugly disposition/she was thought-
ful and competent. He anavaq*éﬁ;:‘drebsed qulckly,’cleaned the bathl«E
M and went m&i down -the stairs.

This part of the)house wabltgat of £he~succeasful doctor in any
part of the world, Before he reached the bottom of the stairs the
woman appeared.at the first door to the right of[fgﬁ:étairs.

"This way." She waited for him at the door., The combination of
food \and smells from the room made his mouth water and his stomach
rumble. Some of the depression llftedqug!ﬂthl The woman's eyes
were friendly now. And when she smiled at him the two ugly grooves
at the sides of her face were magically banished, making her look
young and attractive, .

"It is my turn to apologi/e," she said., "I didn't mean to be
bitchy. But we do live like ants, you know. All the warning systens
of the ants too. We would know an hour before any hostile force

reaches Here. And as in the ant worlq)thare will always be those who

are ready to be sacrificed for the good of the mass."
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& ,\Nkosi sugeenty felt relaxed and at ease with this woman.
"Thank you for the vest and shirt. Nice to feel fresh again."
They went into the room and a wave of disappointment swept
over him. There was no one else, and the table was laid for two,
"The docﬁor?" he said. .
"Still in Johannesburg," she said. "He was supposed to be back
by now but he phonedreariier to say he was delayed and‘%o-msy not be

back until sometime tomorrow., Everything is all right though. Your

package has been delivered safely.”
), JY, S

"Then everything's fine and I can
"They want you to wait till my brother comes."
"The job's done so why wait? | Anyway, who's {they!?"
She scemed about to say seoumething, semeseseesy changed her mind,
took three dipping strides to the table and sat down.
"Let us eat," she Baid. "Naidoo will be here later and he'll
explain everything." She waved him to the chair.
Nkosi sat down to the kind of Indian meal he had not eaten for
a very long time;‘ a feast of délicately balanced meats and
vegetables, superbly flavoured with spices of which curry powder is
: o0 i grd_sA4)
) only oner, and the roti was Egl,_igl'xt @flak’y ‘butteriness that | \
/\

tittilated the roof of the mouth.

Her eyes and face softened to his obvious appreciation of the

food.
/ "Is it only hungef or do you really like this?"
"Both, But I've never had any cwrry as good as this, Not even
in Durban before I left. And I had a lot of 18
f "fnd, of courée, after two days withouﬁAﬁnytﬁing would taste good."
| , ' ; "Since you must sell yourself short %\yes. Have I really been

e / out for two days?"
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%A day and a night and a day."

He remembered the nightmaréJSOurney with the white man who had
been made coloured by decree and who could not help feeling white
in spite of everything.

"How much do you know .about this business?"

"Which?" The softness went out of her and she became hard, alert.

"My coming here." He thought: l§ﬁe knows everything about it.

"Only that you brought money for the underground, "

"Nothing else?"

"Nothing else."

"Not even about my journey or whege “IPcame from?"

“No,*

He wondered why she found it.mecessary to lie, and so obviously;

and why there was this strong undercurrent of resentment flowing from

e

| a cripple; but no-one

ALK QA

D

the woman. Perhdps it was the-

could sustainresentment that long. It would be like holding your

breath till you died, except that the body would not permit it. At a

B
certain‘ppint,&uill ceases to function and the instinctive impulse to
W 2 Py
survi to breatthF in and breathﬁe; out, takes over. So this

eonsciously felt resentment could not be something sustained over the
years because she was a cripple.

The woman seemed to pick up his line of thought; a bitter,
derisive, slightly contemptuous smile flitted across her face,

"You've been away a long time?" she asked,.

"Yes," he said, on guard, bracing himself. "A long time."

"Something like ten years, I understand?"

"That 's about it," he said and wondered: Wwhat now.

=

-



g e ———————

41 31085
-3hy-

1]/

A

"One loses touch," she sald)‘ a hint of rudeness ahoab-—}.t "being
away so long."
"You're probably right," he said curiously. '"Why?"

7 "I think you've lost touch," she said.

[ < f—

3 ”) Oh dear, he thought, she's going to make a scene: but why?

"As you say," he said. "Ten years is a long time."

['She-seid+ "And without being aware of it one adopts the values,

{ . e

attitudes, thought=patterns of the society in which one finds oneself."
A11 right, he thought: I'll meet you halfway.
"What are you trying to say?"
“"That its premature for you to jiidge m} because you're out of .
touch with your own country and gright “judge it by the flabby
moralistic standards of the piddle=¢lass Europeans among whom you've

2 Ve

spent so much of your lJ.ft."

t - Lf'" ) p
He @feltm the anger of a man being provoked for no 4+
oA

EEInt An‘&, he contained his

yho P e e e 1) 1119) NV =L
A" X v
anger becgnae he was at this woman's table, eating her food, and there-
fore in a“false position of obligation to her. The taste went from the
delightful food. He pushed the plate away and leaned back, a faint but
depressing sickness in the pit of his stomach.

For the first time, immediately, st.artlingly, the woman saw him

as an individual person, a man. Up trxi\l this point he had been, like
all other Afrlcans-'— like all white people, like all colourad’ C.a

representative: a person representing and symboll&ing thlS)O-? thatm

whide=otivor racial group.
T —

It is because I hurt him, she thought: [Teewwsejhe's sitting across the

Bt oW

table and I can see the pain in his eyes and almost feel him feel it.

Would I have behaved like this if he were white, or even coloured? Is

a1l : &
it the race and colour thing again? But the whites and/,!colouredy\
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haven't done to us what thethave Genowess=, 10t directly at least.

How responsible must he be for his people? How responsible am I for
what my people do? .
o She looked at him with clear, seeing eyes. A broad forehead,
C::::w large eyes, high{ﬁg-cheekbones)and a face tapering sharply to a
pointed chin,/...‘gBut oh, the controlled hurt in those eyes and the
soft mouth now s;et in stern lines. ,..I hope he still understands,

she thought, without telling herself, or quite knowing, what it was

she hoped he understood. So much had gone bad and wrong and sick

@ "

: __between her people and his peopledb LAt i
} CJ*’She lowered her head and said: "I'm sorry, Mr. Nkosi. I had no -"‘~.
say in your coming to this house, no choice in your being here. No business/..

CP’ “Nor I," he said. MAnd w? o 1 can leave the better I'd
like it. The job is done; there's nothing to keep me here now."
The woman flinched as though he had slapped her face. Then after
a long while of §ilence, she said/ in a tentative, conversational voice:>
e '”'Y;D\-lwdo sound like the“Europeans, you know." 7
He thought: Perhaps we'll get on better now; it's worth a try
anyway.

"Sound or behave?"

"But then I was a bit like that too when I came from Europe," she
added, ignoring his question,

"Like what?"

"Like you are. Uncommitted, detached, objective-!- any of those
words would do: you know what I mean.”

We progress, he told himself.

"So, being European is being uncommitted, detached, objective?"

/
/
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"You are deliberately distorting my meaning now. What I really
mean is that you react and respond with the kind of self=assurance

/

that is not common to us %all of us A—;{who are non=Europeans in this
country."

"wWhen did you leave kurope?" he asked.

"In the late fifties," she said thoughtfully. "I went to India,
looking for a home, but it was even more foreign than Europe."

"And so you came home," he said.

"Yes. Except that they all said{é\the Africans as well as the

whitesjé\that this is not my home."  She turned her face away and,
when she turned it back to hithe saw a bleak look in her eyes.
"I arrived home during that week of rioting when your people hunted
down my people like rats and the forces of law and order stood by
while scores of Indians\wePé slaughtered ﬁ..;"

S0 now we_have it,MNkosi thought. The anger left him.

"iiss Nunkha% . ﬂq,

"Please let me finish. .I saw some of it. ,I was in a taxi on
D thay oo+

 Durban's Esplanade, coming from the ship. A I saw two strapping

young, Zulu fellows chasing a skinny little Indian., The Indian taxi
driver wouldn't stop. He said they would kill us as well. Anyway,
ons of the two caught up with the little Indian and hit him with

his big knobkerrie. I was looking out of the back of the taxi and

I saw the little Indian die. I swear I know the moment he died., I
felt it a split second after the huge stick had split the back of his
head. His momentum carried him on a few yards and then he folded up
like a limp sack, his bones turned to jellyﬂ...'I saw two others....
And- when I got home I heard that our younger brother had been killed

¥ {
(14 Al ]
the night before\h.And I had Jjust returneg1after fgndlng both Europe

e
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and India alien places where I would never feel at home. This is
hOmg)but any day, any night, your people, egged on by the whites,
can come sweeping down on us, slaughtering and burning. D'you
understand?
\/D'you understand what it meant to know that you were coming
into this house to be sheltered and hidden. Practically every
Indian in the district knows that you are here. That is part of our anti.’
existence. And they all have reason to remember the riots, This

district was nearly burned to the ground and tha casualty rate was hlgh\cy

"I've had you alone here in thiséhoUsg’ at my mercy, for two days."

N
‘She slipped her hand into her blous& and\brought out a little pistol.

"You had done your job and there were complications which could best be
coped with,lf you were justmgo disappear.”

Nkosi hefﬂ\out his Rand and she put the little pistol into it.

"The temptatlbn must have been great," he said.

"Very great 1ndeed&" she said.

"Then Whydidn't you yielden

nI ‘don ¥ know. Perhaps.bdcauseﬁit would be pointless."

%0r perhaps because murderin; me would put you on a par with
those savage kaffirs and deprlve you of the comforting sense of being
part of a martyred minority."

He held out thefpistol to her. She took it“and got up and moved
towards the doon

M&

"I repudiéte the suggestion that I must share responsxbllity for
every crime committed by every black man.,"

"I wish I could repudiate being part of my people and therefore

responsible to and for them,'she said.

PR K
oS
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MAnd so we are back at the ant instincts again. Don't you ever
get away from them?"

"Do you ever get away from your blackness?"

He followed her out of the room and heard, as he went out of one
door, another open and the silent shuffle of barefeet as.someone went
to clear the table. The woman led the way into a large sitting=room

’uheae‘gfench windows opened onto a tiny, high~walled garden. They—7

e Ve BN g o

—amd the stars stood out, glowing
like bright jewels in the black nights bOdn'é?-as'he had not seen
them since he had been on cattle watch in the long ago nlghts of
another lifetime. Thore—ukgletable and chalrs 1n‘a corner of the

garden, . tueked back in the shadows, @way from the light that streamed

from the room onto theqgrass through the french windows, Underfoot,
= b
the grass felt luxuriously thick and carpetlike, @w—simost springiness

to it. They walked acress the carpet of gras# and settled in the
. shadows by the table.
= "Thé-door right behind you leads to the back," she said.

Always prepared, he thought and tried to suppress the anger the
thought brought. Until his eyes adjusted to the change of lighg she
was a blurred shadow beside him.

"Well," she said. "Do you ever?"

He watched her light a cigarette, his mind floundering about for
a few seconds; then he made the connection. By the brief light of
the flaming match her face looked soft and gentle, pereft of all the
harshness that he knew was there,

"Often," he said.
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After a long silence she said; "Forgive me but I don't believe you."

"I would have been surprised if you did., There are many places
in the world today where blackness doesn't mean what it does here, I

f think you people _éq"are rather isolated from this trend, If you'd
W i left Europe five years later than you did, you would have seen this
trend getting into full stride. On this question, your world is moving
backwards and so you judge the rest of the world by this backward
movement , " j

She let out a harsh, ugly, gutteral sourldﬂ/fnhalf:laugh, half=jeer.

He waited and when she said nothing he went oxD"It's true you know,
Not very far from here, in—faet-in parts of what used to be known as
White Africa, things have changed 0 much that being black has ceased
to be a burden., Indeed,_in.plaees like Nyasaland, Tanganyika, Kenya,
Northern Rhodesia,if thete is.a burden attached to colour it is to
being white:15\_,4,\:‘;'}T = .

"Or Indian," ‘she said softly. ,

"Or Indiany! he agreeds,then he v’v‘gﬁf—{iﬂijcm the West Coast the
values are totally different: Colour is meaningless and pointless in
West Africa and Egypt. The problems are different in quality. I've
spent time in these places and I know. There, even being Indian is

no handicap."

L —
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"But I'm Seuth African, Suppesing everything you say is
true, how does it help me end my situetien?"
V She neticed, as though fer the first time, the undercurrent
of gentleness about him. She fought agsinst the impulse fo~relax
end be peaceful, sgeinst the edd impulse te be tender thet
pessessed her,  Then she gave up, leaned bebk, and felexed all
her bedy. : ‘

"I think yeur emphases.are wreﬁg,ﬁ hé said, "It isn't the

fect of birth or. death that is most SJgnlflcent It is the fact

. of living. Being allve, belng hﬁmen i8 mere 1mp@rtant them being

er white
either Indian er black&er Seuth Afrlcﬂn."

2 She seaid qulckly{ YButp like truth, the fact of belng alive,

the fact of livipg’is_set in time end spece. Yeu ere here with

me because you @ra:nét here.“ffqgig:;} ~
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"All right. But there's still my point about the famiLy "
"Wery good: let's examine it. You, Miss Dee Nunkhyé, a high

cagte young Indian woman, are sitting here alone withime. You know

and now and the people behind this door," he v ved backward,
"know that you are out of character as far as/four 'me and mine' are
concerned., ‘Cheir concept of the family, you are using it, is

i different from Yours and mine. Ybu‘i{?f that if one of their

.

daughters were out\like this witp omebody from an African village
nearby they would kil her." -

"But you are making\my goint now;"“\\\

e c—— T S

"I'm not, you know,” Chass, caste and wealth, forms of power,
make it possible forf you to brgak the rules of the so-called family.
And somewhere, Mith one'of those heople back there, my being here
f with you haé shaken profoundly someong's concepts about the place of

IndianMomen and Indian women sitting ou{ with black men and

pe&sibly the nature of black men. So who mhkes the family?"

In<he half light Dee Nunkhoo shook her heat, gefie
e »“m —-— -A.AM g pabiniy g

o TS Eovit A-‘h“'"“""‘ kit

Nkosi saw it.

There is no
record of your being in the country. And still you are a prisoner.
) Jg: You know, sitting here with you, I feel more tranquil and more gt
peace with myself than I can remember being since childhood. And I
think I know it is because you are here and because of your ideas,
It's the kind of idealism that 1ifts one's heart. But you know as
well as I do that all we have to do is go outside this garden for
all your fine ideals to become meaningless., We are living in a state
of barbarism. Remember? You took great personal risks to smuggle

.

money into thegeountry for the underground. Have yp_t_;_nf_orgotten the

(p o=
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hundreds of political prisoners and the broken homes where mother

and father are in jail and there is nobody to look afte: thé children
and find food and clothing for them and pay the rent? And the

people who are sentenced to house arrest so that the state will not
have the responsibility of providing even food and shelter for them?
And what happens to the children whern both breadwinners are sentenced

to this kind of arrest/...{"
c%”,"ﬂbld on! Hold on! We are getting back to political slogans., All

I am saying is that the point of these slogans of yours, the point of my
being here, the point of the risks we all take is to create a South Africa
in which it is possible for us to live and grow and feel like people.
K11 of us."

"Yes," she said heavily. "It should be possible. But it isn't; not for

the present, not for our generation. Here, sitting in this garden, it feels

We are at war, my friend. It

as though 1t is possible. B But I know it is an illusion brought on by you.

is wonderful to hawve, even for a moment, the illusion of being at
peace. “But to hold on to it too long is dangerous. Already, because
of ;this eyening, I shall be more vulnerable than is good for me and

mine .M

"With black people?" ¢
"Yes.”..gYou know, we too, do not quite believe that black
people can 56 as civiliéed as we are. It is not so much prejudice
a@u.q.;.but perhaps it is. I don't know. But it's going to be
eésier for me personally)and?il'm afraid of thatﬁg;‘When I was in
India I was horrified at the straight prejudice I found against
African students there{...zflease, can we be'quiet for a whilelzz&irf"
He thought: You are nice when you allow yourself to be human.

s *
Aloud, he sa@d: "The point is to accept being uncertain, to
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accept being afraid, even to entertain the possibility of disaster
and still to carry on. We must cultivate self=doubt and intro-
spection in order to remain human."

"To remain human., That's most important to you?#

"Or to regain and extend one's humanity. For me that is the

only justification.”

"You make me feel awfully old and cynical and hard
knowing.," The irony she felt did not come through, though he

sensed it behind her wordsq a sort of twisted gentle bitterness,

-l Jr-&..z

"You speak like a child in a world of make=belief, untouched and
unaware of the dangers and evils q;l-§¥§;£ him. This situation is
real, you know. Just outsidel theSe/walls the evil is all about you
/ all the time.ﬁ
"If that is ald that 1s real, then what is t;; point of fighting?"

"We are beginning %0 make circles," she said, a little wearily.

They were silent after thatv and it was the silence of peace,

, tranqui%ﬁty and understanding, seemlngly beyond time and space,

It was thus, in this trance of silence, that Sammy Naidoo came
upon them. He had come out of the ﬁight and his eyes were adjusted

y;
///,‘1

to the uighb—l%ght The person who had let him in had pointed to
the garden through the now darkened sitting=room. He had stood by

the {Tench windows., At flrst he thought\they had fallen asloep in

thelr seats; then he was not so sure. Sleeping people rarely



generate a sense of atmosphere and the sense of atmosphere was
strong enough for Sammy Naidoo to feel it.
What the hell, he though%,and tiptoed to the back of the
house, Two skinny women and a strapping young man with heavily oiled
and scented hair were in the kitchen. Sammy Naidoo ignored the
women and spoks to the man,
"What happen in there, Dicky?"
"Nuttin' "
"Wha' you mean, nuttin'?"
"They come down4 they ea§>then they go out therq?j phat's all.n
"I told you to watch and listen,™ i
"I did,."
"Well, what'd they talk about?"
"Some furmy jazz I don't understand. Even ?;he politics was funny.
Not our kinda Stuff. Wnd they seem funny with each other too.n
"Love(stuff?" Waidoo asked casually.
Dickywseemed puzzled.

"They don't touch or hug or kiss or anything, and they don't talk
| -

about love but it feels like ip@éinot in the beginning, later."

) .
"What happened in the beginning?"

"Like I séy, they come down and she feed him and she's like we
people is with them. Then they quarrel." The man saw Naidoo's
expression change and shook his head quickly. "Not like we quarrel.
Like when I seen the white people quarrel when I work in that hotel
in Durban: soft voice and no cursing and shouting but you feel it.
You know, hard and two=faced like."

"What they quarrel about?"
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"She tell him about the killings. You know...,;"

"Yes. And so he quarrei?éiégﬁ?"“»

"Ng he tries to tell her he's sorry, but she don't let him. And
. she telllkim how we feel about them. And then she show him her gun
and it sound like she telling him how she want to kill him and don't
do it. And he take the gun and give it back to herjééigi:}

"And then?"

"And then they go out in the garden and”they still fight‘in
that funny way. First they talk about /Africa“and colour bar and
Indians and then the funny jazz begin., A1l about me and mine and
you and yours and dying and borning and why you fight. Tell you
something, Sammy, they really chu€k the English lingo about you see!
I'm proud of how Miss® Dee, stand up but that little kaffir man there
is hot stuff!" The disapproval on Naidoo's faé; pulled him up. He
assumed a slightly cringing air. "Sorry, Sammy, sorry. It slip
out."” Then his face cracked in a tentative smile. "Anyway, I bet

when‘they.by themselves they call us char and coolieﬂ.,wf V/J,,;/ j

e
T

Naidoeo coldly ignored the appeal in his voice and face.

"Listen Dicky, next time I hear you use that word you go back

to the canefields. Understand?"

"Okay, Sammy. Okayl!"

"All right. Then, what happened?"

"Nuttin' more, They go on and on with the funny jazz and the
only thing I understand is they sounding soft and sweet and spoony.
Then they stop talking and stay like that.”

"Long?"
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"It seem long to me, Maybe ten, maybe twenty minutes,"
Sammy Naidoo stood thinking for a while, his round black
face calm and impassive, his big hands shoved deep into the
trouser pockets of his navy blue serge suit. He looked rocklike,
big, assured. The elder of the two women studied him closely and saw the
telltale ash*ness of his purplish lips., His eyes, she saw, were
slightly blggéshot. And she remembered other times when Mr. Naidoo
had shown up late at night looking like thisg,and the doctor had
insisted on his eating before'anything edse .,
"You eat yet, Mr. Naidoo?"
Naidoo seemed to follow the dinefjof her thought. He smiled.
"You taking doctor's plage, €issie?™
"Doctor say you impertant té us, Mr., Naidoo, so we must look
after you good,"
"Everybodg's impertant, Cissie,"
Cissie loekedyas though she wanted to argue the point, changed
her mind, licked her lips.
n3itydown, Mr. Naidoo., I warm up something for you, quick."
"Afterwards,” Naidoo snapped. Then his face softened into a
warm, appreciative smile, "Ill come back soon; you keep it warm
Sop oo, Bah,E -
"] keep it nice and warm for you, Mr. Naidoo." Cissie glowed.
That's how he's made Dee feel; Naidoo thought asbhe left the
three in the kitcheé? but Dee's no simple trusting coolie woman
who looks on him as Cissie looks on me. So what happened? Or has

Dicky Naicker developed an imagination? But he knew that Dicky was
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solid and reliable, /.
S 2.4 A
This time he made his approach loquycoughiag, slapping a
table, buﬁﬁiﬁé into the french windows, And so they were both on
their feet when he reacﬁzﬁ them. The strong sense of atmosphere was
gone, But Dee seemed a little on edge, like a person caught out at
some forbidden activity.
"Sorry I'm so late," Naidoo said to Dee. Then he turned to Nkosi
and offered his hand. "How you feeling now?2!
"Fine," Nkosi murmured,
Yes, Naidoo thought, you look and),sound it.
"Any word from Doc?"¢
"He phoned earlier this @vening," Dee said.
"Everything all pight?"
"Yesp but weycouldn't talk very much: the click."
"They tapyour telephones," Naidoo explained to Nkosi., "It's
sort of routine. They don't seem to realiée yet that there's a
slight eliek when they cut infgﬁu%?? Then to Dee: "When's he due
back?"
"Sometime tomorrow night."
"What about my arrangements?" Nkosi asked. "When can I get away?"
"Told him anything?" Naidoo asked.
"No," Dee said.
She turned her head to Nkosi and Naidoo sensed the current of
understanding flowing between them.
-7 "e'd better go in," Naidoo said,

¥ > SEE=—

4/ Without a word Dee led the way inr, Nkosi followed and Naidoo
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brought up the rear. #nd seeing her awkward crippled movements
Naidoo felt reassured., Africans, all Africans, even polished and
sophisticated Africans like this fellow, have an instinctive)aad-
deep=seated/aaé historical revulsion against any physical deformity.
In the old days they killed all their cripples; today they Jjust
withdraw because they do not have the power to dest.roy.'l oe [/

Dee led the way up the stairs, turned right, away from the
bedrooms and the hidden attic room to the Jdeft, and entered the
study. She flicked on the lights and the men’ followed her into
a large room. Except for the space of one window, the walls were
lined with books from floor tofceiling. Some were in glass=covered
cases but most were on simple wooden shelves. A htjge mahogany desk

near the window dominated the room which was a study in browng, lE ’bpxﬁ
bha X a, toigs

Wﬁ’ settee and three heavy armchairs, all upholstered

and covered in brownileather. It was a warm, friendly room with

the slightly dusty smell that books give off in hot countries, The

pipesrack with] '__jpipes, the faint smell of pipe

(4}
tobacco; so markedly different from the smell of cigarette tobacco,

all these gave the room a pronouncedly masculine feel.

Naidoo shut and locked the door behind him,

"This is the doc's favourite room," he said. "Soundproof, you
know, so a man can read and think in peace.’

"Away from women," Dee said drily.

Nkosi caught the momentary twinkle in Naidoo's eyes, He felt
impatient, though, anxious to hear what Naidoo had to tell, Naidoo
moved round the desk and sat in the doctor's place. Dee Nunkhoo
made herself comfortable on the settee and Nkosi noticed that she

automatically so adjusted herself as to obscure sight of her
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crippled leg. He.settled in the chair nearest the desk and waited.

Naidoo spread his big hands on the desk top and stared at them,

"I'm sorry but your end of the arrangement has broken down,"

"Westhuizen?" Nkosi asked.

Naidoo nodded.

"How? Did he talk?"

"No. He didn't talk)but they found the/Passbook he should have
given to you. They also found out pretty quickly who he was,"

"The patrol people knew him as Coetzee,"

"They ;‘and the whole country’:;nau know that Coetzee is
Westhuizen.‘ It's on the radio and all the papers have it4n and the
story of how he was declaredicoleured a year ago,"

"Poor brute," Nkosi Said., "But he'll talk, you know,"

Naidoo raised¢his head and looked directly at Nkosi,

"He won'i. He's dead."

Nkosigdooked at Dee and knew that she had known all along. She
stared back)at him, stony eyed, and it was as though he heard her
véice say: I told you out there is evil.

"Who did it? The police or...?;"

You're quick, Naidoo thought, ?SS damn quick,

"He could lead them to Sammy and you," Dee said, & harsh flatness
to her voice,

"And so he had to gof...ij

"What else?" she asked.

Dicky Naicker's funny Jjazz, Naidoo told himself,

"What right have wq::zﬂ; M'{;tﬁmimﬁ

"The right of necessity, of history, of survival," Naidoo cut
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in quietly. "It is either that or we all submit all the way."

Nkosi shook his head violently but spoke fequatiy quietlf;

"I'm not talking about an uprising or sabotage or a revolution,
This is the straightforward and simple murdering of one man, a poor
brute who helped us too."

"Approve or disapprove, we did what had to be done." Naidoo
closed his eyes and pursed his lips. He fought down the angry words
that choked him. He could not quite hide pheé bitterness he felt, and
Nkosi felt it all the more forcefully fOr being controlled. "I am
responsible for what was done. I g8sume the responsibility."

A wave of anger surged up inside Wkosi,

"And that, I suppose, i8S thats™

"What else could“be done?" Dee repeated urgently, anxiously.

What he thinks is important to her, Naidoo thought, and the
thought startled him. He looked from Nkosi to Dee, then back to
Nkosi,

tYounwill forgive me but I'm not prepared to debate the morality
or,the ethics of this matter now. Perhaps in another place and under
different circumstances, but not here and now. So you think what
you like; for us, at present, it does not matter. We can't allow it
to matter," I

To herself, irrationally, Dee cried: No, no%\ without knowing why.

"What does affect you," Naidoo went on, "is the fact that the
%assbook intended for you was found. For reasons of their own)they

have not made this public. All they've let out is that Westhuizen

/
/

was murdered by Poqo.  But they've made hundreds of prints of the
e
cture on the Passbook and these have gone to police all over the
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country."
"They think I murdered him,‘..;ﬂ

?The internal police report is that he was last seen in the

/ | o
’ ?\\X: very early hours of ;Ls%erduy morning with \'a Native' and he told
s / \‘ V
,//j:::;’ F /7" the police patrol that he had picked up {the Native! on the
/ ; ' Protectorate #order. iudffﬂe order is to get this 'Native! at all
" ~s
costs and to get him alive, But the published repoggﬂ of the death
havt \ -
of Westhuizen bﬂ!?i;ne of this:m,;ZW'; i a
A o "
Naidoo paused, half expecting Nkosi to Speak;) some of the
weariness and hunger in him showed on his face,

Naidoo went on: "They're not really interested in who killed

Westhuizen. They're interested An/what he was doing and they think

‘/” . the 'Native' who was with h{EE§n—the—eariy—hUurS‘Uf‘YEStUTdEY‘mUTn="
s can help then find out ¥

"How do you know)all this?"

To Naidoo he sounded remarkably calm, Dee felt the knotted
tension in him, An odd flicker of feeling passed over Naidoo's face.,
"My brother, my elder brother, is a Detective Sergeant in the

" pol Nuiefl Divisionﬁgﬁ/{ \

j>'/ "I see," Nkosi said.
9&) NE;idoo's control suddenly went.
"You do, do you! What the hell do you see, mister?"
i "Sammy, please," Dee said. -
nIt's all right," Nkosi said to Dee.
"It's all right," Naidoo mimicked with rising anger. "The man

says it's all right, so its all right; the man says he sees so he

sees, He's wise, he's civiliied, he doesn't like murder and he sees.
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Well, let me tell you something, mister. You may be black and you

may be born here but you don't see a damn! In fact, I'm sick of your
W\

- /--

"Sammyd" This time Dee was angry. "Mr. Nkosi's our guest!n

little=Lord=Jesus attitude

"Yours, not mine or ours!" Sammy snapped. Then he pulled himself
together and shook his head. "I'm sorry, Dee. I didn't mean that.

~~

It's just that he seems to refuse to understand..;.i"
"And you are tired and hungry. We can talk aft;}wards.".
"Cissie's warming something for me%ﬁ..t{l'n sorrxéy:ge turned to

Nkosi. #I've been under pressure. JAwranging to kill s;;ebody isn't

as easy and coldblooded as you seem te think, Please don't say any-

thing yet. There's no senseqin getting into another argument, Just
listen for a minute. ¢We\Indlans have a particular problem." He
turned to Dee. "Bid you'tell him about the undergroundi?‘the details

of our positien?" 7
"No,"

Naldeo lowered his head and closed his eyes for a few seconds,
deep in thought. Then he snapped upright and looked at Nkosi.

Tthink you know that the foundation of the underground movement
is African. For sometime the Congress leaders were in complete
control., I'm of course talking about the people who 1edASongress
before it was banned. You will remember they were the moderates:
people who saw things aé you do, in terms of values; people who
urged restraint and who deplored the matching of a white racialism
with a black racialism. Luthuli was,and still is, the great

spokesman for this view. But this moderate leadership inevitably
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suffered reverses when the enemy became more brutal. Resistance was
driven deeper underground. Pogo challenged the old Congress leadership
and asserted the methods of the counter=terror. And, inevitably,
differences hegan to appear,k The Liberalsﬁand the other whites who
had made common c;::b‘rod2§z\against the methods of the counter=
terror. »gggg and the Africanists reacted by repudiating and denouhcing
all co-operation between black and white. They went further. They
insisted that nobody could help the Africans™win their salvation and
they therefore did not need anybody's helpsy 4Fhis shocked everybody,
the African moderates included. The liber%}\and progressive types in
all the minority groups - the <@ A; tﬁé whites, the Indians =

had assumed that all they hdd éoAdégwas declare themselves on the

side of the Africans @and they would be welcomed with open arms and
invited to lead the poor blacks. So, when the blacks said we don't
need you and we don't want you, it was a nasty shock. But even more
shocking was the apparent warmth with which the African masses welcomed

the stand,of the new leadership.

"Well now, characteristically, the ccmmunists, of all colours,

were the first to adjust to the new situation. ,W

The next
we declared our unequivocal accept-
ance of majority leadership and majority rule. But in spite of this
there were and are people inside the underground who still want to
have nothing to do with the Indians and the communists. The under-
ground leadership is deeply split on this issue. And so people like
the doctor and I have to beg for an opportunity to prove the commit-
ment of the Indians; we have to beg for a chance to make our contri-

bution. Because the secretary of the Central Council supports us we
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are allowed to make whatever contribution we can. But our enemies
inside the Council are waiting for us to make one mistake, Just
one. And then they'll turn on us.," Naidoo paused and took a deep
breath. "Whether we like it or not, we must work our passage into
the movement and into the future. If we fail we'll have no future
here., This, whatever we feel or think of it, is the hard reality
of the Indian situation. I believe Dee told you how the enemy
exploits this latent anti=Indian feeling among the Africans, You
know about the riots and murders. If the underground turns against
ugﬂit'll‘be worse. And sc we come to'you., The money is safe now
but you are still in our care.  We\camnot afford for you to get
caught or for anything to happen to you while you're in our care,
The police are looking,for yow. They are on the alert everywhere
along the Protectorate borderi;ﬁand with'the charge of murder or
suspicion of murder) ower yog)theqProtectorate autégrities will be
bound to hand yout?'w"&r',‘ should you slip &4 tfuek border guards "

“§o I am wanted for murder,” Nkosi said at last, looking at Dee.

But Naidoo answered him,

iNot for murder. For questioning., But if they think the only
way they can get hold of you is by saying murder, then they will."

"And if they do get hold of me?"

"Then two things happen: first, our enemies in the underground
denounce us; and second, we must then decide who and how many of
us, if any, must step forward tc at least save your neck and salvage
whatever little African goodwill we think we have left. Either way
we suffer. So you see how important you are to our sheer survival,

Mr. Nkosi. If we have to, the doctor and I and, if needs must, Dee
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too, we'll all lay down our lives to save you, not because we love
or even care very much about you and your opinion./...“’"

"That much I know," Nkosi said. "The point is well taken,"

"Sammy doesn't mean that," Dee cut in,

"But Mr. Nkosi and I know that I do, my dear.*

"He has a right to be bitter," Nkosi said,

"You're wrong &gain. We can't afford that luwxury."

"You'd better go and eat," Dee sagid,

Sammy stood up, swaying slightly, his,weariness now apparent to
both of them.

"Yes. \»I'm sorry I've upset you, Dee."
@1 _ pset you,
"You haven'ty) K at least, it isn't you."

"Then it's worse ¢han I feared." He walked round the big desk

and rested his big hand briefly on Nkosi's shoulder as he went to

ax?/[/ the door. HegopenedWthte door, then looked back at Nkosi,
_//j/ #I'm .aorry abput this ) but you see that we must give up our
original, plan for your departure.®

"Ye®, I see,"

Naidoo looked at Dee. "You'll have to stay here at least until
the doc shows up. That shouldn't be too much of a hardship; then
we'll work out the next move. Don't worry if I don't see you for
some times, Dee will take care of you4...;§ye Dee." Before Dee
could reSpond)Naidoo pulled the door shut behind him.

Nkosi leaned his head back against the brown leather. He

closed his eyes .and tried to think out the implications of his

/i A
¥

position. When they had approached him to undertake this mission> Are
he’ and theyf had thought and talked of all sorts of possibilities.

They had even thought of the possibility of his having to break loose fron
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the support and protection of the underground and going it alone.
The one thing they had not thought of was this péésibility; The
powerful anQAyiﬁlthy liberal forces that would have helped in any
emergencyLéﬁ?igwhe knewf shy away at any hint of murder. And then

)
there were the Indians. In a remote sort of way he hadenown about

. I'! "l o= v A
m,;..y@ But not with this horrible starkness that made him

feel guilty and weighed down with depression.pemeAnd how was he to
get out of this damned place and out of this dnﬁned murder trap?
Why the devil did they allow the #aasbook to fall intcé 'p.olicejl hands?
And Westhuizen/. A [

The woman's hand on his shoulder interrupted his jumbled thoughts.
But he kept his eyes closed. “She had known about it all the time.

He resented her. 7

"I'm sorry," she said,

"You knew!",he said.

"Yes," she,said.

"Bverything you said makes sense now, It is an ugly world., But
youywerg wrong to rebuke me for what the Africans did to your people.
This is the jungle, remember!"

He raised his head and looked at her. And now she was as she had
been when he first met her. The corners of her mouth were turned down)
and this, added to the deep grooves at the sides of her face,
accentuated the harshness that had been part of her personality before
their spell in the garden had br?ught out the softness in her. Now
all that softness was gone. The grey-brown eyes stared coldly,

levelly at him,



"Forgive me," she said, the slightly derisive smile twisting

P her lips. "I did rather impose on you. I won't do it again. This
l

/ . / 1is the jungle and it is rather lated)
L; é k\ Y ‘,rjﬂ! Ta ‘
Qv,ﬁ /S She turned away, openes the door and waited for him, head up,
rd ' -
— poised, deliberate. They staregﬁat each other for a while,
Ar-Ey -’ A ’

then he shruuved slightly and

S(‘Q.. NA;"f ” ,_4, ‘/r’
‘the study lights and walked with him

’t;;' ‘),%Lfézydoun the‘ﬁaséage.

~— 7 - I
prepared the spare bedroom directly‘epposite the attic. If anything

"No need for you to go up to the atiic," she said. "We've
oA £

’ . happens, you can quickly slip ups, You couldn't do that while you
ngél\ were drugged and °Ut'5§§§1 think you'll find everything there. Naidoo
; took your measurements while you were out and there's a suit. Remember
to take that if anything happens. But you'll be warned in good time.
Even if I say so myself, we coolies are qﬁite effiCient:QEQ:iwj““ﬂ;
"Yes," Nkosi,said, bitterly, "like the ants."
"As you say, like the ants," she said.
At “her bedroom doog)she paused and said:
‘*Goodﬁ;éht then. Be assured we'll do our best to get you a#ay

as quickly as possible."

| He said{ "Gooqblght" without 1ooking at her 1nd shut the

! bedroom door.boh&nd*. It was bitter to be back in this jungle.

L] ° ° L4

Downstairs Dicky Naicker and the two women watched in silence

4
till Naidoo finished eating. The younger of the women nodded every
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now and then?lﬁut seemed determined not to miss anything.

"Time for the little one to go to sleep,” Naidoo said.

Cissie took the hint and hustled the younger woman out of the
kitchen, ignoring her protests about not being tired really.

There was a hﬂiiﬂh subdued, startled squeal from outside the
kitchen door. It made Dicky Naicker chuckle.

"That Cissie really rough on the child you see, Sammy."

"How?" Naidoo asked.

"Nuttin' serious," Dicky said hurriedly as /he saw the concern
on Naidoo's face. "Just a lick on the arse and a roughing with her
tongue . Nutﬁin' serious. Nuttim! te worry over, C(Cissie not cruel."

Cissie came back,

"How she doing?" Naidoo asked,

"All right, Mr. Naideo. But these young ones soft, you see.
Always combing their hdir and painting their faces. When I was her
age I had two children and I was working in the fields from before
sun-up to after sundown; and no nonsense about painting face and
being tired. Different world today."

WIf she lazy," Naidoo said, "then we'd better send her back. We
can always find someone else to help you."

"Oh no, Mr. Naidoo, no!" Cissie protested. "I don't say she
lazy. I like her. She's a good girl, good workeri%

‘ E 1 2

"But I thought you saidp—sn Y 3 K v )

AA )
"No, I only say the worldAdifferent for girls todays softer.

That's all. True's God, Mr. Naidoo, the girl is good."

"Then there's no problem," Naidoo said,
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"She's a good girl," Cissie repeated.

Naicker began to chuckle and Cissie suddenly realiéod that
she had been teased into praising her assistant. mshe
vacillated between face=saving anger and amusement. She saw the
twinkle in Naidoo's eyes. Laughter bubbled up inside her and
showed on her face. And then ewsderdo, Naldoo was serious.

"We don't want to make life as hard for the young ones as it
was for us, Cissie. We want to make it easier. That is why we
are all part of the/MéQement. The doector and Miss Dee and I and
all the other leaders, we all agred\on.tHis. But think of it
yourself., When you were young as that girl, wouldn't it have been
fun to brush your hair and put'oil on it and put a flower in it and
put on a pretty sardi and have a beyfriend and walk with him by the
river? Just think of it. Wouldn't it have been funinfor you,
Cissie? Instead youw had to breed children while ycu were still a
child yourself, and you had to work from sun=up to sundown. It
was, a ‘hard life. You don't want the same life for your child or
even for this child who helps you, do you?®

"No, Mr. Naidoo."

"Fine! When she's a little bit slow, remember she's young. And
give her time to makq friends and to dream and to make herself -
pretty for boys, heh;’ Life going to be hard enough later: we know
it.n

"Yes," Cissie said thcughtfully, "we know it."

"All right then. Now for the serious business, You, Cissie,
must tell the child never to talk about the man upstairs. She must

{3 1A

not mention it to anybody, not even to you, And you must not men-
|

tion it to anybody, not even to me. You must all forget that this
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man is here. Nobody must talk about it. Understand?"
"But the people in the stree. I...«. Only toda;;(..l}f" N\ f Y
"The word will go out to them too. From now on)ﬂéfone must
talk or think about this man, The/ﬁgvement wants everybody to
forget this man is alive. There was no man, so he never came
here and so nobody ever saw him., You pass the word along the
street, Dicky. Tell them the leaders of the ﬂ;vement say it is
a matter of life and death. Warn them the police may come among
us, All right?v |
"Yes, Sammy," Dicky Naicker said gravely.
"Yes, Mr. Naidoo," Cissie said. v
"All right then Cissie, it's'been a long day. You go and rest."
"You stay here tonight, Mr. Naidoo?"
He thought: “Even she&'s worried about the man's effect on Dee,
"No, Cissie, I can't stay tonight. There's too much to do."
Cissie raised her eyes as though she would look through the
barrierof walls and ceiling to see what went on upstairs, then she
turned to the door,
"Goodnight, Mr. Naidoo."
"Gooqi}u,ght, Cissie."
"Night Mr. Dicky."
"Night}Cissie. Don't worry. I1'm sleeping here."
Dicky waited till Cissie had shut the doog then he said:
%I can take a blanket and stretch out at the top of the stairs."
Naidoo smiled wanly and shook his head.

"You can but you won't., You will see me out, then you will

check that all doors and windows are properly shut and locked, then
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you will take the bacsgoor key and go out and lock the back door
behind you. You will let the man on watch know in which of the

outside rooms you are sleeping, and then you will go. to deep.”

"Butl. . L

"But what? You've seen and heard the man. Do you think he'll
try and murder Miss Dee in the middle of the night?"

"No, Sammy...[Buti.. (4"

"You think(he'll rapeb;er?"

Dicky Naicker looked appealingly at Sammy Naidoo., He knew that
Sammy knew what was in his mindg\_but I%"was not the kind of thing
you said out loud. He thoughtt \Please, Sammy, you know what I mean.

LN
He's black and she's one of oursz) J§he's the doc's kid sister and
we must take care of her.
Naidoo thought: ,‘ileast we have reached a point where we are

too shamefaced to talk openly about our thoughty, He said:-

e e N —

< "Only. thing that can happen is what Miss Dee wants

Dicky Naicker turned his head away, afraid sueeewdsy, Sammy
Naidoo knew, to pursue this line of thought any further. Naidoo
was surprised that Dicky Naicker had not jumped at the apparently
reassuring fact that Miss Dee had the initiatives a year ago he
would have. Now, a year later, Miss Dee was less infallible; the
fact that the power of choice was hers did not mean that what
Dicky feared could not happen. He thought: ‘¥ou're growing up,
Dicky.

Dicky Naicker tried to muster a smile but his lower lip
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trembled uncertainly.

An enormous feeling of warmth for Dicky Naicker welled up
in Sammy Neidoo. Young people like Dicky, growing up in this
land in these days, haa to mature much too quickly and therefore
much too artificially. They had to skip so much of youth and
become adult before their time; none of the lazy easy maturing
for them; everything was forced so hard as to destroy vast areas
of their humanity. Soon, Naidoo thought bitterly, soon this land
and all its people, black, brown, whité and‘what will you, soon
they will all be strangers to the_ meaning of compassion: the trend
is there, sharp and clear, unmistakable. Unlesg;..l'

He said: "Tell me, Dicky. ¥You ever have a black girl?"

A shy, self=conscious smile 1it up Dicky's face.

"One time,"

"And it, different?"

"How you mean?"

WFrom Other girlss from our girls., Black girl any different?"

"I dunno," Naicker said doubtfully.

nOf course, every girl is different from every other; I don't
mean that. I mean did you find the black girl different from every
other girl? TYou know, like they say Chinese girl goes sideqiys."

Naicker smiled briefly. |

"I don't remember so clear nowitA}ou know how it i§z> ‘but I

don't think she different.”

"And you feel any different after you have her?"
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"No.if..,'i Why you ask these things, Sammy?"

"No Speci;l reason. Just that for me all women are the same.
Each one is different because every person is different, but not
because of colour or race: certainly not with those I knew."

It was Dicky's turn to ask questions now. By asking him,

Sammy had given him the right to ask in return. He was self=
consciously bold about it.

"You ever had a black girl, Sammy?"

"More than cne." Sammy smiled sleepilys “And white ones too,
and coloured cnes. Those days were mot\like it is today. In those
days people like us could go to the wniversities of Johannesburg
and Cape Town and even to the university college at Durban. People
mixed more and you could be friends.

"Friends with whites?" Dicky was incredulous.

"Yes, Dicky, friends with whites."

"Herel In this country?" Dicky thought about it for a while.
"You meéan thére was no colour bar ayall?"

HThere always was, but in those days the whites were ashamed

and felt guilty about it; and so they had to explain it and excusi:P Yy

it. And because the government itself felt guiltxjit pretended not sr/
to see those whites who broke the rules and fraterniged with us.

Why, in those days a man like Jan Hofmeyr could denounce the colour

bar and still win a seat and remain a minister of government. The
trouble, Dicky, is that we allowed the colour bar té take root and

become a habit. And once people slip into habits the questions of
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right and wrong become blurred; and the hardest thing to break

1

-
is a well=established habit ."

CEETY QA
"You tired, Sammy," Dicky Naicker murmured, sensitive gt i
L N

% the strong wave of depression that had assailed Naidoo.

"Yes," Naidoo said. "Come, see me out. And remember what I
told you."

He heaved himself out of the chair, willed his body into an
almost militaristic erectnes§)and moved decisively to the front
of the house. Before opening the front dom} he looked Lywseses: up
at the stairs and the upper part ofsthe hodse., It was in darkness
and it was silent. Dicky Naicker suppressed the impulse to appeal
once more for permission to 8leepwinside the house, preferably
near Dee's room. Naidoo @pened tﬁ; door, stepped oup)and shut it
behind him, all inAona smopth flowing movement that gave Naicker
no chance to, say gooj&ight.

Outside, HNaidoe w;ited until he heard Naicker turn the key and
shootqthentwo bolts home. Then he hurried down the deserted street
offythe Indian area that was on the fringe of the white town. He
willed himself not to think of Dee aﬁd the black man called Nkosi.
Instead, he thought about the nature of prejudice and the terrible
problem of trying to stay free of it ;neself. .a;ee7yat a corner,
the hearg?ending howl of dog brought him to a stop. rThen he
lowered his head and moved off again, too tired to think but on

0
the alert for patroﬁing police.
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. ﬂrnkhoo arrived bamge from JohannesBFrg in the very early
T —— mornlngA ﬂlb-bhat—ﬁ!ﬂﬂr1!E§3971 that hour before dawn,
when there is fresh chilliness yo\the air even at sea=level on

L
the equator. He had driven hard all night and now only the steady
i

stream of cool air kept him awake; that and the will‘to beiﬁ;%Q.
He slowed down to regulation speed on the outskigﬁg;of the
white town. There was no other traffic on the clean, wide, well=)
1lit streets. But Nunkhoo drove with thefcarze and attention of some-
one travelling through dense and tri¢ky traffic, until the broad,
clean streets and the spacious houses in their large and well=kept
gardens were behind him. Theén, in that no-man's=land between the
legally defined \"European residential area’ and his own 'Indian
residential area“&\which in this case was the squalid strip of
v \ land where the sSmall handful of colouredg of the area livdé he
picked up¢speed again. Once, most of tﬂis land, including parts
of the town, had been owned by Indians. By a series of legal moves
atfzéhtmnl government level, ;ﬁ‘provincial government leVe; and ;é“
local government level, the Indians had been deprived of téeir land.

His own family had lost | : a thousand acres of land, part of

it here but the bulk of it near the coast at a spot that had been

turned 1nto a popular resort. ﬁunkhoo smiled bitterly atiiﬁé

thought of his lost land and at the fact that this-Was probably

) i» the first legally constituted govern@ant"ihfhistory that had

’ deprived some four-fifghs‘of'Efg“éitizen;y of the so-called sacred
| right to freehold Litlé;io property, purel&néh& simply on the
basis ofﬁgpléﬁ;j

- /

£
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"But t%at is the least of our worries," he murmured to the
wind,

On the outskirts of the Indian quarter the wo.rld turned drab
and ugly. Only the main street was surfaced; the others were
dustbowls in the dry season and muddy pools in the wet. The houses
were equally drab and ugly and unpainted. This was true/'\ of ",ohe homes
of even those who were relatively prosperous. But this was) of coursg)
\only /true of the outside. It was wise, in/these days, to sﬁow a poor

F 4 and drab and miSex:?ble front lest the Jordseeof the land emn,ed— what

they saw. If th//genvied, the areagcould"easily be declared ('European '!,g\

and then there would be anothes exodus of Indiansg) "
—
o ——— e -m»- e P AHET | O i

LIOSE Wik
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\{, WA / "( parthof“the elaborate pattern of deception, the complex pattern of
= the deceiving house of mirrors, on which the entire society had in-
P\’ l)‘}t creasingly come to be based. People were no longer just people;
o <°"' where the wind came from and on whom it blew first, determined
/ST whether it was a good or bad wind; water was clean or dirty, not

because of filtration or the lack of it, but because kaffirs or
coolies had either used it five or ten miles further up or notg)
if it had gone underground immediately after use by the kaffirs or

coolies and emerged soft and purified) it would still be dirty, sfdde

[USSTSREST-SR S A \it ‘had been used by kaffirs or coolies. So here too,

=
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<~ in order to enjoy the gifts of nature, the deception was
necessary::

And because this line of thinking always took him, step by

; g e

step, to a point where he felt a kind of : : ey 'O
the crass, almost historical stupidity shown by man through the
ages, he always stopped this line of thinking abruptly;> but he
knew that one day, in a moment of weakness, he would follow it
through. And that, he knew, would be hissundoing. The moment
you begin to understand that, given the same circumstances, the

Indians or the blacks would have behaved exactly as the white

minority does/...... "

But of course the lMarxian proposition is that if you change

ircumstances youichange the behaviourepattern of peOplg,f“And
r event the circumstances are not and cannot pgwtﬁé same: the

o8

opprpss,a whit@yminority in order tgﬁaﬁ??ive. "And we coolies have
ceased te‘Folonisers many, mégyf”ggousands of years ago. Who knows,i
perhdps the day will.cgwe{j; thousénd~yagrs or more from now, when |
the"phites will pp”éﬁﬁpSychologically incaéébie»qf being colenisers ;
as wh now ape” But what if the blacks had by then bocome. the

's,new great cclonisers?,.....Beware Dawood Nunkhoo! These

danjafous thoughts could lead to impotence.....!. 1&)”‘?
Al N
Cia’ He cleared his mind of all thought ana felt the cool/wind on ¢ {/

@ PP N o

his face and saw the first dewn rays climbing the sky to the east.
And he reali?%d swesendsy Lhat now, at last, he was driving from

one side of the narrow road to the other; co=ordination and control

were completely gone, and so was the strain. He was home and safefék

as safe as he could be anywhere in this land,
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Dicky Naicker and the watchmén opened the garage gate and
it was all je could do to get the car in safely without scraping
Dee's. She met him at the top of the stairs, sleepy and warm. He
held her tight for a moment and thought of another woman, the only
other one he had ever held like this, but with very diffsrent
feelings. Because of the racialism of the land and because of what
he conceived as his duty he had not married that woman. Now she was
someone else's wife in faraway Scotland, and}in all the years sincg/
he had found no other to take her place inthis heart and mind.

"How's our guest?"

"Shaken by what's happened,'" she said. "But all right. Keeps
his head."

"And you?" He tried not to show the tenderness he felt.

She raised her eyes to his,

"I'm in_a bit ofA;ess," she said impersonally.

"Talk about, it?"

“No{...?}t's about hinuf..“Get into bed and I'll bring up a
cup ofitea."

He watched her go bobbing down the stairqz) then he went into
his bedroomi conscioug,gﬁf%Giiyg of tLe’usually submerged sense of
guilt because she, the woman, was the cripple. Men support such
states best.

When Dee Nunkhoo returned to her brother's room with the tea,
he was out to the world. She tucked him in, drew the curtains to
keep the room in darkness, and went out with the tea tray. Then she
saw Nkosi at the door of his bedroom. |

"My brother has returned," she said.

"Yes;, I heard."
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"But he's awfully tired -too tired to drink this tea."

"I wasn't expecting to see him now....vMay I have his tea?"

She hesitated, Lam of the semi-transparent flimsiness
of her night=clothes, and, at the same time, confused and angered
that the presence of this man should have this effect on her.

"What is it you want?" She almost felt his sense of shock
at the harshness of her voice. She felt himvwithdraw, become

remote and impersonal.
f V2 Al

' ] "It is of no ., he said,swithuthe stiff formality she
i&{ had noticed so often before with Africans who were being coldly
W '\‘/" polite.
/ ;// She thought: If we don't make contact now, as we did out in

the garden earlier, we will never again make contactj) something
will end before it h”atra chance to begin.

_ She 8tood still, watching and feeling his coldj’m black
4 sfaé 1\' .

‘. A 2 _

\ |/ presencsj j)vaewiﬂg-that what she felt was crystalliping itself in

/) hod Pl ik

45 "_ her mind by being dressed in language;) waiting for it, knowing what

WAy 4 NS PA 8
/ﬁ;f’ y f’l - it would be, and therefore—being afraid. At last, the knowledge
J

6\ / ‘ was a clear thought, whole, complete, invading all her consciousness,

She thought: God help me, I want this man —L and he is black,

Other thoughts were there, too#\ tugging her this way and that.
But this one dominated all the others. She told herself that she
did not want it to be so, that you couldn't just say to your§elf, or
think to yourself: I want this man, or, I want this woman. But

still the thought and the reality were there, irrational, inexplicable,
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terrifyinﬁ(geal, except that it did not terrifyjz;éemed the
most normal and the most natural thing in the world to want
this man now turning away from her.
Just before he shut the door, she said: "We can't have tea herig}
_come into my room."
‘ Sammy knew I wanted him before I did, she thought, and marvelled
at the perceptiveness of Sammy Naidoo.
Nkosi hesitated in the act of closing the door of his bedroom,
She told herself to remember that=he was frightened and
gﬁéﬁé;éiﬁ;ag upset by what Sammy Naidoo,had told him. Remember his
need right now is for comfortand e¢ompanionship. Remember he doesn't

want you. Anybody would do, se don't make a mess of it because you

want him.

Nkosi turned to hex, so- she

4

£o.0

the door open for him nd hurried to her
{ /

dressing-table amd da qg%ikly at her face.,‘ﬁhe bobbed silently
to_the open window and looked out to the east where the HBewsrays f
were now lighting up the sky in a glow of colours. Soon, in an )
hour perhaps, the ldghtrays would grow strongér, touch all the earth,

and play herald to the sun itself.

-
%

She thought: I wish I were whole and clean and not brutali%ed,
like him. Then she thought: How do you know that? What do you
know gbout him. And thoar to herself, just audibly, she murmured:

I know.
She knew when he came in, though he moved with catlike silence.

"Please shut the door," she said.
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"I'll take my tea into my room," he said, still stiffly
formal .
Remember he's hurt and upset and proud,
nIf you wish. But I'd like you to stay"
She's trying to make amends, he thought,, ;hﬂr' 2/10, she's
k s
trying to comfort me. But she did lie to me, did withold the-
_knouledge—~of what Naidoo told me later.
| She said: "I was not free to tell you anything. Discipline
in our movement is very strict about that_sort of thing. Besides"EiJ
A\

\

#God help méﬂé@i didn't know it mattered that much to you. I
should have, after our talk.;.:}"

He thought: Why are you trying so hard, woman? He sadid:
"It's all right."

And then he felt the stirrings of something physical between
himself and the woman. The impulse to withdraw was strong.
Nothing goed could come from this sort of thing in this place at
this time.

Dismayed, she thought: He knows I want him.

She indicated, awkwardly, the easy chair by the window.

"Please be seated.y(;«Forgive the uncertainty.iiégl don't

A4

. : f-"/
know how a woman's supposed to behave in these 01rcumstances.,$4¢/~7

It's the first time I've entertained a man [te—tea in my bedroom

at this hour. What happens with one's brother seems singularly
v/
unhelpful . e

She thought: This is ridiculous! Me! Me playing jelly-belly
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at my age! Trouble is my belly is jelly. Jelly=belly....{0ne
of those expressions that had stuck since that long ago day of
childhood when her two brothers, the elder sleeping in the next
f;} \5/é‘ rgom{Jqu the younger clubbed to death by black anti=Indian race
. §7 rioters, when those two had dared her to strip and jump into a
dam with them; and because she wouldn't, Dawood had thrown back
his godlike, chiseled head and roared ''Jelly=belly!! and then
collapsed in helpless laughter. Jelly=belly had been part of
their private currency of communication ever since. Jell&:belly.(té:g
"The answer is to treat a1l wmen as one's brother." o
He's just as jelly=belly, she thought and felt comforted.
"Surely that's“not possible.f..\"
"As a conscious confidence=giving device, certainly."

She waited till he went past her and settled himself at the

. f—"

window, (then she 'poured the tea and carried it;bq;iﬁa_uiadpii He

S ‘ 4 broughtthe stool from her dressing=table. They sat on either side

|

Ty R i
of the window)dgf,iihg their tea and watchimg/the forming and re=
1 ) \ - J ﬁ] g
’ , forming of new patterns of the light of the breaking day. She felt
herself grow tranquil and warm, as in the garden last night. This

time she surrendered eagerly, but with a hint of sadness, to the

trancelike atmosphere that seemed a part of his presence.

And somewhere, at some point in ﬁhis trancelike state, they
found themselves on the bed, making love. Neither could tell how
it happened, how it began, what by=play preceded their finding

themselves together in bed. At one moment they sat drinking tea,
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watching the presdawn glow shaping and reshaping itself to the
east, the next moment they found themselves in bed together.

What had passed between the one moment and the next, how much
time had been involved, neither the man nor the woman could tell.
And there had been the same air of unreality about their
lovemaking. It was a thing bereft of passion, either of the mind

or of the body. The only point of passionj briefly, was the
moment of climax, and then it was only 'the woman who seemed to
want to savour ig because she was_@ware that there had been a
perfect conjunction with the man at the right moment. She knew
it did not have the same signifieance for him because even in
his most casual lové@aking he would strive after a conjunction
with the woman, whoever she was, whatever he felt towards her.

He was like, that, and being a man, inevitably more casual towards
sex than she ‘could ever be.

What, was most comforting was the feel of his body against
hers; and she knew, ironically, that had there been any need for
it, her justification for being in bed with him would be that he
needed comforting., And then, in moving, his right foot came into

contact with her clubfoot.

He felt her withdraw, bott%igfsically and spiritually, so he‘
forced his foot back onto the%hﬁmpf\feeling it. Her withdrawal,
now, was complete. He wondertd why. There had to be a reason for
this : ; to mess her up so; there had to be a

reason for this defensive foisting of her crippledness on people.
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He turned his head to look closely at her face. She turned

her face away, unwilling to look at him or to let him look closely

Aat her face,

Another time, he thought, removing his foot from "

He put his hand on her breast and explored its unusual firm
roundedness. At her agq}women's breasts had usually begun to sag.
He caressed her, running his hand up and down her spine, massaging

the tense neck muscles till he felt her relaX, till she returned

. from the far and lonely region to which she had withdrawn her mind

and body. Then she began to warm and respond, to press hergbody
against his and to feel him with her hands.
She thought: Welve crossed the first hurdle; next time it

will be all passion, and more than a little wild perhaps. And then

she thought: God how I would love to have his children! Unexpectedly,

inexplicably, her eyes filled with tears; the“q.lll ran down her
cheeks, found their way into one ear and wet the pillow. She tried
to, stem the tide but the tears kept flowing, for no reason at all.
She felt ashamed, self=conscious, apologetig and fearful that his
remembrance of thisz;ga;zkmight be of a teary and therefore stupid
woman.

He said, very gently: "Remembering your first love?"

"No," she said shortly.

"Your second then?"

She turned her face fully to him. There was Jjust enough light
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for him to see that the tears had stopped flowing. "There was
only one," she said in the familiar hard voice. "It was rather
sordid,."

So that's it, he thought.

After a long whlle he said, as though speaking to himself:

//‘ . - ——re
R V'I left a woman ]_n Eurove.‘..t" e

"European and beautiful....}" she murmured. He's fighting
[
me now, she thought.
"Yes: both," he said.

"And good and intelligent, Ifm Swure."

"No," he said., "Mean, s@lfish,»shallow and uﬁ:asla;u&&hant

"And y;t you 1ove her,® she said. We must play this out, she
told herself.

"She 's ayshameless liar and utterly without scruples. Because
she resented our friendshig,she seduced my best friend and then
cane) andy,teld me that he had ravished her by force. It destroyed
our friendship. I knew that had our roles been reversed I too
would have been seduced by her, but I couldn't forgive my friend
for not being stronger than I would have been,"

"And still you love her," Dee murmured remotely.

"No. There is no respect, nc admiration, no real friendship;%—
and all these are implicit in love."

"Then iﬁ's pure animal."

"That was strong in the beginning. It's dead now."

"And the point of telling me a2ll this?®
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"To let you know there is someone."

"Whom you say you don't love."

#Yes,"

"And yet there is this remembrance, this thinking of her.
Why?*

"Because ten years is a long.tine. She's become habit."

"And you will go back to your habit."

"That's right.n

"Because it's a habit?®

"I think so."

{iii;_;£22* Dee smiled with sudden gaity.
é=;l "I don't mind," she said softly.# "Not at all."

A frightening thought struck heq:;;dil!!y1 He felt her
withdraw momentarily. He put his hand on the back of her neck and
pulled her tojhim.

"Notwagain," he said.

"Have you any children? You and this habit of yours?"

He said "No" and she relaxed.

NDoesn't she want any?"

"We never talked about it," he said.

"Or thought about iti.,.?"

"Or thought about it.éi/

She thought: You'll never go back to that woman. I'll see
to it.

He moved his foot until he made physical contact with the

—

lump of flesh once more. As he touched her clubfoog her nsgfound
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confidence evaporated. He felt her shrink and shrivel up.

"Not again!" he snapped. "I think you'd better tell me,"
He kept. on exploring the clubfoot with his own toes.

“No."

"I want you to," he insisted.,

"Please / .

"Yes| Or you'll always run. Don't you see that?"

"All right.®

She pulled away from him. He allowed hes to withdraw so
that there was no physical contact between them. The silence
between them stretched out and bécame charged with unease,

"It's sordidi" she protesteds "Pleasel"

He said nothing¢ just lay waiting.

At long las¥, she began speaking in a flat dead voice: "I
met him in my, secondyear at London University. He was deing»éﬁp ‘
politicald, science) and ke was the secretary of the Sparﬁ{?ua Club. He
was @ bpilliant speaker, he had published a volume of'revolutionary
verse amd he paraded and professed his Marxism with a sort of
Jjoyous pride and arrogance. I first saw and heard him when the
Sparﬁgéﬁs Glub debated the Socialist Club on colonialism, I had
never heard or seen a performance like that and I fell for him on
the spot. He was tall and handsome and godlike ;\and)of course,
his side won, thanks to him. I was flattered by his attention after

the debate and I joined his gang on a pub=crawl. When closing time

came the others went their way and he casually suggested that I go



- 85 31085

YTV
to his‘fﬁtb—with him. By the way, whenever it had come to his

turn to buy a round of drinks, I had paid. The first time, he
had put his hands into his pockets and looked at me and shrugged
and I had paid. After that it was taken for granted that I

would pay for his round as well as my own. Anyway, I went to his
"Eet with him. He expected me to sleep with him, so I did. I
became his mistress; I paid his bills; cleaned hiQZZE;t; cooked
his food; I even stayed out of the way whén he wanted to sleep
with another woman for a change. You See, I"was so grateful that
this godlike and eloquent and brilliant revolutionary should have
time for me; it meant that in/spiteof my deformity I could bé
attractive to a man like that, Tt was a source of great pride to
me. Also, a woman has a \fixation on the first man she sleeps with
if that man rouses, her fully, and he roused ne fullyiz;,g,.nudif’f

She was silent for a long time. Nkosi said:

JYbu've told me enough, You're upsetting yourself: thef?s
no need %o go on."

After a while she went on as though he had not spoken.

"One day I returned to bheZE;:E to find him waiting with a
packed suitcase., He told me a small group of writers were making
a special trip across fussia and through China. They were leav-
ing next morning and he wanted to join them. He needed a hundred
and fifty pounds. He expected me to give‘i% to him. Dawood was
-making ﬁe a generous allowancg but iAlfour months with him I had
used up the five hundred odd pounds of my savings and I had over-+
drawn on my allowance for the whole of that year. I knew the

bank would not advance me a penny more without Dawood's authority
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and I just couldn't cable my brother and tell him I needed the
money to give to my lover. For one thing)he didn't know I was
living with a man and supporting him; for anothei I still had
some shreds of pride left. Anyway, I told him I couldn't raise
the money. At first he thought I was just being difficult and that
a little of his charm and love-making would break me down. I
could .not convince him that I could not raise the money. He was
sure that if I wanted to I could. He even suggeste% a phone call
to my brother in South Africg=\}éxpléhL;q;.WWh;’ I needed
the money. | |

"When I refused that?my charming ges#=m: hero turned on me
with unbelievable viciousness and told me how he had to suppress
a sense of physical Pevulsion each time he bedded me; but that,
he said, was part)of thesystem and he had more than paid for
every penny, I'had provided. He never said so explicitly but he
made it Pretty clear that his sense of physical revulsion stemmed
from\thenfact that not only was I Indian, I was a crippled Indian
to,boot JasyyAt the height of his rage he did a sort of cruel
parody ofﬁéhe way I walk.}..%;Then he told me to get out."

Nkosi said quietly:

ﬁAnd you never told anyone about it?"

"Everyone at the university knew," she said in that flat dead
voice.

"I don't mean that," he said.

"People I care for? People like Dawood and Sammy? How could
I? Only their love and respect and my cowardice prevented me, in

those early days, from doing something desperate.”
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"It's still very real?" he said gently.

"Like a recurrent nightmare," she said flatly.
"You should have talked about it.n

"To whom?"

"To your brother."

"I couldn't before now. I can now //—//,\ if;...#fjn
He said: "I don't think thers is any AeedAgg/now. Is there?"

She thought about it for a long whilg,then shook her head,

skost imperceptibly. "It's so sordid("

He said: "It is all out in the open now and you can look at

it and examine iﬁR"

"I'm so ashamed," she said.
"We'd better getqa little more rest," he said.
He left her ‘then and went to his own room,

Alone y, Dee Nunkhoo lay awake recalling the sordid details of

r first love, over and over again.
—————— o . -— - o
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///// " gg dream# he was aslefp and that Dee was calling him,
urgently, insistently,;shaﬁing him. He dreamﬁ'he opened his
eyes and stared up into her face and that the bright light of
day was in the room. And then it was not a dream but reality.

"Please! You must hurry into the attic.”

He was alert at once. He swung out of bed and gathered
his clothes in one quick sweeping movement. A tall thin Indian
woman entered and set about making 4¢he bed, apparently oblivious
of his presence., Dee went to the door and looked out.

"All right," she said/ 4@ e

He passed her,_ croSsed, the gggégégi;n& entered the false
cupboard.,

ﬁI'll gome as soon as I can," she whispered.

Then the cupboard door shut and he groped his way up the
dark“and ‘narrow stairs. At the top of the stairﬁ)he felt for
the doer. Thin patches of daylight filtered through tiny openings in
theweeliling, but not enough to ®eally help. He closed his eyes
and tried to bring back to mind the picture he had of the attic
room from his brief view of it earlier. The light=switch, he knew,
should be on the wall to the left, just inside the door and about
three inches higher than his head. And the small far;ight should
be somewhere over there to the right. It must still be covereq)

otherwise some daylight would enter. His hand felt for and found
. ”

the light=switch; then, with his fingers on W, he
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decided againstimékingia iight. Instead, using the angle of

the wall as;éuide, and keeping his eyes closed, his right hand
outstretched, he moved forward delicately to where the bed

should be. He touched it, felt it, and put his clothes on it.
Then, feeling his way round the bed, he kept up his exploration
until he located the little window set in the sloping ceiling.

His fingers explored the blackout curtaingag carefully before
finally opening it. It was important not teo impair the effective-
ness of the curtainimf. At last he moved bhui:iLt-én-aside. A
bright stream of light filtered int®, the soom.

He examined the window. &), had one single square pane of
glass, one inch thick and with fifne mesh=wire embedded in ip. This
was set in a sliding steel frame. A single steel bolt kept the
window shut. Nkesi tried the bolt. It slid back noiselessly. He
tried the wimdow: itj too, opened easily, noiselessly, rolling
back onmellToiled bearings. In an emergency, this was the way out
of this hiding place. He got the wooden chair on which his clothes
‘had rested the previous night. By standing on it he could poke his
head"out. The upward slope of the roof was towards the front of the
house; the downward slope towards the rear, to the outhouses and,
beyond them, to the maze of dark alleys and tin shanties of this
Indian residential area. At one point where the back portion of
the roof would have been exposed to anyone who 1ooked up from the
street, a zinc fence had been put up.

He thought: Everything has been thought of and provided for;
nothing has been left to chance.

The thought depressed him. But in spite of that he took careful
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note of the easiest and quickest way down. Then he shut and bolted
the window.‘

You left the door open, he told himself. Sort of carelessness
you shouldn't allow.kE&%He walked quickly across the thick carpet
and shut and locked it.ZEEQYbu wouldn't have done this but for the
feeling of security she has given yout: watch your step, mister,
watch your step.

He changed quickly from his p%Jamas into the suit Sammy Naidoo
had brought for him., Then he waited: alert, attentive, yet‘4‘£hyaﬁ%£aa,

.74
relaxed, suppressing all thought fuigﬂla it put him off guard for
a second. | "”ﬂ

Time passed: long,/.ur'lending)seaméng? meaningless except as
yet‘another means of terturing man. But he refused to allow even
the reality of that thought: and so there was nothing except time
passing, and a man waiting to be released from waiting.

At last he heard the faintest of sounds. Someone was coming
up the stairs, He moved quickly and quietly. First, he unbolted
the window, then he put the chair directly under the open window,
then he slipped on his shoes. He went to the door and looked back,
measuring the distance and the leap he would have to make to get
outE;n-aas—amee%h—mevomsnti Then he waited, listening for the faint {
sound beyond the door.

There were two gentle taps and Dee's voice came softly to him.

"It's all right. They've gone."

He unlocked the door. She came in quickly and he saw that she

was angry and that she had difficulty containing her anger. She



-85-

91 31085

looked from him to the open window and concern replaced her anger.
"Where would you have gone?" she asked.
NI hadn't thought that far,"™ he said. "What was it?"
She wemb—and sat on the bed. He closed the window and shot the
bolt home, then he went-and sat beside her.
"Gentlemen from security," she said bitterly. "Checking on

the doctor, you know., Wanted to know when he had got back, why hecp QA

went to Johannesburg, the names of the people_he saw{)where he é%?
slept.(gingnd/of course the doctor angwered™the nice white g;sies.
The law says we must always answer(all)the questions, no matter how
personal, asked by its representatives. If we don'?)they might think
we are up to mischief and ori the bésis of their thoughts they might
lock us up."
Nkosi said: #Stop iti"
She sheokhher head and touched his hand.
"I'm'serry. I suppose this is really the ugliest part of it;
it tuens ws ugly too."
"Only if we allow it," he said. "Anyway, what happened?"
"On the face of it it was just one of their routine visits
to check on Dawood, but we are not sure. They seemed almost anxious
to be reassuring. They didn't mention Westhuizen; they didn't
mention their search for the man who was with him; and they didn't
mention the fact that a large army of people, many of them confined
to house arrest, who were deSperately'ﬂ%%hé;t‘lugizé;s ago are now
suddenly in possession of food and a little money." 4 4
"Surely they wouldn't discuss all this with your brother, ;ﬁ~
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-e&se they betray something he doesn't know."

‘J)/"gémaesnggéfihat's how they do it. There are always two of them.
One asks the questions while the other goes into a corner and watches
your réacﬁions. It is most effective. The trick is to let you know
how much they know in the hope that your reaction will betray guilty
knowledge. As I say, it's been most effective. But this time they did
the opposite, and they never do anything without very good reason.”

"Aren't you making them sound just a little larger than life?"

"I've had rather more dealings with them than’ you. Dawood is as
worried as [ am and he doesn't go in for\pointless worrying, Come,
let's go down. Dawoéd will soon bgsgoing on his rounds and he wants to
see you before he goes."

She led the way down the hiddeén stairs and out of the false cupboard.
Voices drifted up togthem frem the doctor's surgery on the ground floor.
Dee led the way into her)bedroom where a table had been laid for three
near the window.

Nkosi®looked out of the window and remsmbered, as part of a jumbled
pattern of thought and disturbance, what had happened in this room
between W¥m and Dee earlier. As though aware of this, she moved to his
side. They embraced briefly: a gestureiof tenderness and intimacy,
bereft of any hint of passion.

"In these times and in this place)there should not be room for this
sort of feeling," she said quietly.

He laughed softly and she liked the sound of it.

"One day," he said, "one day we'll produce a race of men who will
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only feel and respond.in accordance with the dictates of time

and place.f\AéTha§k God I won't be around when that day comes,"
He paused then went on with a new undercurrent of seriousness,

vI really believe that if the day ever comes when man is wholly
rational in his responses, then we will see the day when the world
becomes a really ugly:and scientific)and brutallthing. Man's
saving grace is andrhas always beeé}is impulseﬂfﬁhich is utterly
irrationalgﬂﬁéutidé phantag} and fairy=tales, God and love and
beauty and truth are not scientifiecally provable.?iéégDo I sound
awfully reactionary?"

"Yes, bup I like it._(Trouble is it makes things so much more
diffiCult.,..iAh, here'!'s Dawood,"

Ab—firab-séghtj&y daylight Nkosi found Dawood Nunkhoo smaller
an? less striking than he had been when they had first met by the
canefield thatnight that now seemed a lifetime away. They tégr
doctor had seemed a towering, handsome, slightly ironic‘géodiike 1
figure who could never be ruffled. Now, hghqhsdéght7 the tall man
looked very mortal and very disturbed. And ewen his’voice, when
he spoke, lacked the tranquiiﬁiéng power it had had that first
night. Only the handgrip was étill as firm as Nkosi remembered it.

"It is good to see you," the doctor saids "And looking so
well too. The people in Johannesburg asked me to tell you what a
great job you've done."

"It seems I've brought trouble too."

"Couldn't be helped. Westhuizen was the one weak link. We

Wy
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all knew that was the most likely point of trouble in the chain."

"The weak link has now been eliminated;%$kuf‘

Nunkhoo caught the undercurrent of bitterness. He looked
closely at Nkosi's face and thought: Lucky you to be free enough
to express your revulsion.

"Surely they explained{..{k;

"Wery clearly," Nkosi murmured. "And that, of course,
Justifies it,"

"You've had this out with Sammy,shaven't you?"

"Yes€..;?$orry. I'm being difficult and I don't mean to be,
I'm sure it's not easy for (youa.t

"Please don't forget Sammy, friend. It isn't easy for him
either. In fact it's\worse. He's the activist;é.and an activist

with a conscience walks a hard road.i!;;lt has ceased to be a

question of anything justifying anything else."

—Aa {

Cissie brought in the and Dee set about dispensing f/

‘. Y I Ton?s ohle @ oo
v Nunkhoo s&eed starlng out of the little w1ndow, seufking~his

& L& [~ 1:5 Nl&w’ “a & L"""‘"
PRl
Dee Nunkhoo moved across the room with a cup of tea® fer—her

h ,J\,..J(,Lb‘b
brothews and because he was her brothér We noticed a subtle

difference in her movements. She walkedl;s though,-w&bh'nothlng
to hide, as though being crippled was as normal as not being
crippled. He looked quickly at Nkosi and thought: That one gives
qnothing away.

Dee said:

o, "Bréﬁher, this man believes in phantasies and fairy-=tales,

in God and love and beauty and truth."
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Nunkhoo:igg;tgidown at his sister and nodded.

"I rather suspected as much from the moment‘I rmet him. The
trouble is believing in these things rather complicates matters
in our situation."

"Just what I told him," she said, turning amaes~to pour Nkosi's
tea.

Nunkhoo thought: And you, little sister, want to believe with
him. Aloud, he said: "And what didjhe,saygy little sister?"

"Something about the world beingiasreally ugly and brutal and
evil place the day we stop beldieving in these things."

"And she," Nkosi cutedn, "afn said that it is already all
that and more right nov, Rere in this place."

Wrﬂme sensed//;between her brother and this
man, that same undercurrent of understanding that had grown up
between hepself, and this man.

And what did you tell her?" Nunkhoo asked softly.

Nkosi took the tea from.herfau&nﬁt%dd smile flickered across
hiz*face.

"I didn't say anything," he said equally softly. "Before I
knew about westhuizegbit might have been easy to answer her,
After Westhuizen,l was not so sure I knew the answer."

Bk Susmedl S Siss window , W ‘-"ﬁt'g 9/3
-;w~ "That is where you were wrong, my friénd. Because there are
no stars in the sky is no reason for one to assume that darkness

is eternal."
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"What kind of day will follow the darkness? OSurely it
is not simply the fact of daylight that is important.”

"Yes. But first there must be the clear knowledge tﬁat
there will be daylight."

"It depends on what we mean by daylight in this case. If
it means merely to be alivéf;;;e'yy ooV

"That is precisely what it dbes not meah," Nunkhoo cut in.
"If it meant just that}then there would be no need to fight.

It is precisely because it means much/ more than just being alive
N
that we are fighting.\@‘e

"You would say this in spite ef Westhuizen?"

"In spite of a thousand Wosthuizensk& provided we hold on to
those beliefs you expressed to Dee.%%pd“f’

Startled, Dee saids "Phantasies and fairy-tales and God and
all that?"

"All that."

"Why,didn't you tell me this before?" she asked.

#Because it does make things that much more difficult."

"Then why tell me now?"

"I didn't. You dug it éut of him." Nunkhoo turned to
Nkosi. "The means=and=ends argument is pretty wonderful as long
as it remains an argument: it assumes that issues are either
right or wrong, that the choice is always a straightforward one
between good and evil. But the moment you enter the field of

action this simplification of values falls aways, nearly always,

in situations like this one, an action is at once both right and
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wrong, is charged with the possibility of both good and evil.

The real problem here, the real gamble, the real hope is that

our judgement has been sufficiently sound, our faith in the

phantasies sufficiently strong for our actions to tip the scales

in favour of good. That is the limit of our guarantee: a mere
-—

hope that out of our action will come good rather than evil.
-

Because this has not been enocugh for many peoplg,they have chosen

inaction. One does not risk being wrong or doing evil if one

does nothing." f§
» oA

"I Quarrel with none of this," NkOSiA "You know that and

you know the nature of my quarreljé\at least I think you ao."
, "That often in the Progess of fighting evil you adopt —/
@X "Or are forced/to adopt€% J“)‘
< "Or are, forced\to adopt methods that are as evil as the evil

youfﬂ%ght. My answer is that if the ultimate objective is’ a good

one, thagxis as nmuch as we can ask of any cause. Beyond that,

each man makes his own private choice. And here, in South Afriqa

" _today)" the choice has been made painfully simple."
W nYou've made your choice,'" Nkosi said. "And it is because I,
\ !

too, have made mine that I am here. But that does not resolve or

simplify everything."

"These are the uncertainties men live with/' Nunkhoo said a
little impatiently‘%\ |
"Which brings us back totfantasies and all that," Dee said.
"And the task in hand," Nunkhoo said. "In the light of what

has happeneé}all our plans have to be changed. You cannot go



~92- 98 31085

the way we had originally planned."

"Naidoo told me all that," Nkosi said.

"The big question," Nunkhoo said, "is: what now? Before
the visit of the gentlemen from security)l thought we had a
little tine‘éspwrhaps as much as a weekéﬁjin which to lay our
plans. I'm not so sure now. I think they are going to seal us
off and begin a systematic search. Now, do you want to be out-
side or inside this sealed=off area? I /think there's an even
chance of our keeping you here in safety through their search.
But there igxé;}oqusiixheven chance that some accident, some

slip, some verbal mistake, some error of Jjudgement, somebody

breaking down under pressure, might betray you and your presence
|

herej}%{3£~'

"i want to be outside,'" Nkosi said sharply.

Both Dee and her brother seemed startled by the quickness
of his response,

"But why?" Dee said with a hint of bewilderment.

Nunkhoo looked speculatively from his sister to Nkosi.

"The chances of your being caught or not being caught are
fifty=fifty while you are here with us. Qut there you have
perhaps a twenty=percent chance of getting away and an eighty-
percent chance of getting caught. So, if you want my advice, my
friend, I would suggest that you stay with us."

"Do I have any real choice?" Nkosi asked.

""Within reason, yes."

N —

"I mean about staying inside or going outside your area.ﬁtf:ffj
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"That’utyes; _but again within reason. We cannot allow
f =

you to walk out of here and get caught: it would jeopardiié

us and the movement."

"I accept that{..i{éguld you get me out of here safely?"

"Tt depends. ﬁhere do you want to 422—%9?"

Nkosi hesitated perceptibly then said:

“To an African village. I should say it's between sixty
and a hundred miles from here, in the cattle country on the way
to Swaziland."

"You sound as though you know it well," Nunkhoo said.

"I should. I spent half ‘my childhood there; the other
half I spent here, near the ¢oast where I landed. My favourite
uncle is chief of therwillage up there."

"I know," Nunkhoo said.

"You know?#

n"Yess I know; we know. Tell me, have you been in touch
with your, favourite uncle while you were away?"

"™No. But what is this, anyway?"

Dee said: "For heaven's sake tell him, Dawood!"

"Your favourite uncle,™ Nunkhoo said flatly, dispasdonately,
"is an enemy of our movement;&fmn.the Indian movement, the whole
African nationalist movement. He is a government appointee as
village head, but he is more than that: he is‘an active agent
working for the government. If you go to him, themy within an
hour of your arrival you will be in the hands of the police.

Incidentally, he is very high on the underground's list of those whep
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will have to be dealt with when the time is right."

P - Nkosi was surprised at his ready acceptance of what

Nunkhoo told him of this man who had been closer to him in
<§K )7/ hi§quzggggjand young manhood than any other person; this
7(1/ man had, because of his gifts of imagination and sensitivity
and perception, become more than his father had ever been to
him; and the death of his father and the return of this

uncle from the great big city had been ihe opening of a new

B i

world. Bp-his—owiaetkityto SOE—aIi-tC Ureem ahd-—bonkoakys (

d this man had taught him to see and teo.dream and to feelq "And

\~ z

am— U

now they said this man was at

they said without hesitation.

—

&? And accepting what they
said, he knew that if tbéﬁ uncle appeared in front L

in their presence this minutéﬁhe would stild wrap his arms
love and with respect.

But he was glad he ve to do it because there would T

| be ‘a,new and terrible dim€nsion of pain to it. _And fg;mﬂfﬁ:;
l \ l/ ’qi} X % .‘ mrv“‘_.
ﬁi;;lthis moment, hjd sole remémgrance of’yis favourite uncle
AN A 4/*'?‘

\the purity and

A mes—

'the only adult he kn

‘ had been that
the innocemce to share totally in the carefreée\happiness of a

boy grdwing up in communion with the earth and the sea™and the

sky end the limitless promises they offered the young imagina- \&

tion and the young heart?AA,wv f

*rzizfiifgzg Nunkhoo put down her cup and came and stood close to

hing careful not to touch him, Dawood Nunkhoo turned his back

on them and stared out of the window.
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"So the village is out," Nkosi said/ then, casuallyE}
"He was very special to me, my favourite uncle.”

Without turning, Nunkhoo said: "So we were told; but
it didn't mean anything. We didn't know you and so there was
no living person, no humanity, against which to measure his
humanity."

"And now you - and the movement - know me!" He could not
quite control the wave of bitterness. \

Nunkhoo said: "I cannot speak forithe movement, and I
don't presume to claim to knowyyous, but I do know Dee, and I
think she knows you{";ape hesitated then added, more lightly{;aa
"in that funny and dangerous.way in which a woman can get to
know a man."

£

The woman touched him then, tentatively, éhquiringly, as

-

|
if asking )£~it is all right to show emotion in the presence of

a third person. It was slight, just her fingers brushing against
the baeck of his hand. And because he did not respond immediatelx/
she pulled away quickly, sharply, making a small show of it. He
registered all this distantly, as something happening to someone
else. And then, Qquoiéyvdistantly, he dismissed it as part of

the world of petty possessive tyrannies inherent in all human

relationships.

- He thought:
cherished image carried for half a life time is wiped out in a
few minutes with a few sentences. And all you say is he was

very special to ng}because you know, painfully, the sadness of



mourning dead imagea@ and images and dreams are the ephe

(~ factors

that sets him apart from the other ani

ich have invested man with that/pfgcario g nobility

haﬁé made him charge his brief pa nofflent here on earth

#lity that is ridiculous

with the sense_and feel of an

in face of~the facts, but 4
~ 4

and the most total and #ost complete death is not the physical

iglis for all that. And the surest

but the ephemeral,

the dream and the i

him,” Ne shivered suaeewdy and remcubered the old people's thing

/s
\;/Ag;ut a ghost)passing over your grave when you shiver like that.
<:+P Dawoed Nunkhoo turned from the window and noted the time

by Dee!'s bedside clock.

Ap

"We must decide. I must be on my rounds."

Nkosi saidiL"I'll take my chances but I'm not prepared to
risk being caught here."
?ng your best chance of not getting caught is here.”
<
nr know5

"There always is; et it is less here."

bu% there is a risk."

"I know that too: but I'm still not prepared to take it
here."

Nunkhoo looked searchingly at his sister's face, then he

-

said, the faintest hint of bitterness in his voice: — >
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"You and Sammy did your pleading well, my dear. Too

N e
well perhaps.;‘»;ﬂv G
\ - .
"Almost like beggars," she said softly, lowering her head.

And both men felt her shrink and grow small in spirit.

Nunkhoo said: "There are things we do out of conviction.
Survival is not the only driving force, either collectively or
individually.®

Nkosi said: "D'you need to tell mesthat?"

Nunkhoo thought for a while, then shook his head. "Perhaps
not you; but certainly myself/é\and all of us. The pressures
are great at times." ‘

Nkosi thought:q Y€Sy T had forgotten how great the pressures
are; and I had not thought about the minorities. Few of us
have. Aloud, hejsaid: "It is because we do things out of con-
viction that I choose not to involve you and your people in any
avoidable risk. The choice is mine and however restricted and
limited the area, as long as I havé%%hoice I am a man. And in
relation to you and your peoplg,l choose to be a shareholder in
the guilt of my people, and to try and atone."

"All right. But where will you go?"

"Where does not matter. What does matter is that you
arrange to formally transfer me out of Indian care and into
African care as soon as possible and in such a way that no blame
attaches to the Indians if anything goes wrong. So I must not
be here when this place is searched.”

"Qur contacts with the Africans in Natal are difficult. The
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B
Natal group is under the influence of the Pan=Africanist
non=co-operators. We dare not ask them for help; we dare
not let them know you are here."
"Bad as that?"
/:T;/
"Yesf....But one of our white friends can get a safe
phone call through to Jq&cﬁurg)and if the instructions come
through from the Council itssl{)they will be bound to follow
those instructions.” ‘
There was a.knock on Dee's doog,then Dicky Naicker poked
his head round thégéee#;; The dector turned from the window,
nIt's like you feary Doc, | Word come they throwing the
net arocund us."
"All right, Dieky. Get word to Sammy, and tell him I'm
on my rounds andyhe's to meet me at the arranged place."
A "Okay, Doc." Dicky withdrew.
"How longato getlﬁhose instructions from the undgrg{ound?"
| "A¥ least twlve nours, | B—may—be Qossiblg/bé};ré but I
doubt it. {@i&%&fﬁ*ﬁagfg;;;%-calls have to be made to different
people in different places before the decision can be transmitted
back here in a form that nobody will defy."
"And they are already setting the search in motion here?"
"Yes, It looks as though you'll have to stay."
Nkosi shook his head.
"No friend, I'm not prepared to take that chance and you
can't make me,"

Nunkhoo shrugged helplessly.
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"You talk to him, Dee....);hey're looking for you every-
where, man! Don't you unersténd. Tell him, Dee!l"

"It's no good, Dawood. But listen, I can take him to the
farm." She explained to Nkosii "We have a small, isolated farm

in the hills. It's completely cut off from everything. The

. B« Napda
nearest human habitation is/T Meowe sugar estate in a valley

twenty miles away. Nobody will think of looking there."

The sense of helplessness fell awaywfrom Nunkhoo. He said:
~H /A I g

"I think Dee's got something. You e#n, lie/low [there till word

g (=
comes through. |Nogody will ergK\ The only

problem is to get you thegé."

} _ﬁj8:24/ nI11]1 take him," Dele said’quickly.

CZS” 4? ' "No you won't," Nunkhoo said. "If you disappear

from sight now, even for an hour, they'll know something is up.
And all they neediyis anything as tangible as that to really get
goinget! He thought for a while., "I think Dicky had better go
withohim. As far as they are concerned, Dicky's just another low=)
class coolie but we'll have a fake Dicky here in his place just
in case. I think that's it. Make him look as Indian as you can,
Dee. Blacken him up.L;;;Sorry, friend, you must now be trans-
formed into a low:cla;;wHindu. But we'll take good care of
you.{i&}Anu thanks. 1 must go and set things in motion." He
took Nkosi's hand in a firm warm grip. Then he patted his
sister's shoulder and walked briskly out of the room.

Dee said: "I'm sorry I can't come with you. But he's

right. I hate to let you go alone but they'll get you through.

They are very good."
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- .
~~f””}‘HeALaid: "Will you please stop talking, woman."

=t \She_;aﬂi\cﬂiﬁ;} "Will there ever be a time when people are

not afraid and on guard and on the run?"

"l am sufa there will."

"And w?en yopire not an African and I am not an Indian?"

"No;’ & don't thiwk theva il aver ba & tine 1lks Ak, ¥
think there will always be - or, at least, for as far into the
future as matters to us - Indians and Kuropeans and Africans,

T Aty A gy
Each will tend to want to stiekn his own group. And there's
nothing wrong with that. What «I hope is that each group will
accept and respect the equal humanity of the other,"

"And what of people like you and me? What of our kind of
feeling?"

"You and I represent minorities within our groups and you
measure the goodness of a society by it's attitude gg £he'
minorities who do not conform and who associate and have
intimate relations and friendships and loyalties outside the
group."

"And you think the day will really come when Africans will
accept Indians ;{‘South Africans without any reservation?"

"How can I answer you? I can only speak for myself."

"Yes," she sald quietly.

"For the sake of the future of this country, for the sake
of the Africans, I hope and pray that that day does céme.ﬁ

nif noﬁﬁ.;xg" She left it hanging, a bleak and terrible

possibility4\ and‘E§§ 1ooked at him anxiously, mutely pleading
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for reassurance.
' B
nIf nbt,C he said slowly.....'
Then they were disturbed by Dicky Naicker's kncck.

~Naicker—pustedr 115 head round the qooTy

"Sorry, Miss Dee. Doc tell me I must take him ":his
o A & To { -,

./r//////j‘ eyes #ﬂﬁ’ﬁ?ﬁ'Nkosi's face then slid quickly back to DeeZ;\

-~

\ -

/;1L;’df ;,/I’ "to the farm. Well, the bulls\spreading around and the
f ;-"'-—K o [
only way we can get out is to join thos® holy fools going

é;X%:,, to muck about in the river."
"Dicky!" Lee snapped. "You'pe mot to call religious

people foolsin
Dicky made a brief'show of contrition., "Sorry, Miss Dee;

but they no£ even Christians; they don't even go to church.

Only way out“is to join them and they beginning to join up.z*,lﬁ‘jff“
"Howhlong do we have to get ready?" Dee asked. T
"Five, ten minutes," Dicky said.

"All righgij you find the right clothes for Mr. Nkosi and
tell Cissie to co@e up here with the make=up stuff."

Dicky Naicker withdrew and almost immediately, Cissie,

(oA ¥

the cook=housekeeper, entered wibh a small tray with little
bottles of different coloured stains on it. Dee made Nkosi
sit at her dreSSingztab1% then without a sound the two women
went to work on his face. Nkosi watched his reflection in the
mirror and saw his face darken, from its normal deep coppery

// © brown with its hint of a yellow base, into an almost matt black.

/ When they had darkened all his face and nec%‘and ears, Dee washed
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her hands and then rubbed one{biiﬁff wet |hafds against Nkosi's
cheek. No paint came off. N

"It might rain or you might find yourself having to go
ihto the river," she eXplainedgge—Nkasif

"Then how do I get it off?" he asked.

"Your skin throws it off gradually, in the same way that
the body throws off impurities through the porea;,{iékes about
five daysA\ but we have a special cleapsing liquid if there is
any need for a quicker removal. Now CisSie will change your

features,v\bhe's the expert aﬁd—whmiU-sHE'UU!ts-w!bh-yaur-faua-&na -~

I'l1l darken your hands and/arms.™
"d_,,»f’ (l 1 %' M Lt ¥ f
_/k,,wﬂwwi~” *,;), hile worked on his faceA chanf%fg the shape of his
o i::;fx/ nose by a line of stain here and theres , while she seemed to
.‘ —J'},é ” ¢ -
}ﬂ— reduce the size of his forehead and to lengthen his face:and to

change the shape of his eyes and to reduce the fullness of his
| FF 3

lips, he studieikbhe facegs ,ﬂ It was

hard to think that both she and Dee were Indians. This one was

lod
very dark, very thén and bony and .ﬁj’ﬂ» the impassive face of
e N—L_‘ lﬂv 15 v/’
the proud Rolong women. She had the same dead snake's eyes,

A

the same broad bony shoulders, the same thin, long,sexless neck,

flat chest and angular sharpness all over. Generally, though,
even the skinniest of the Rolong women had some sign of breasts,
even if these hung down, sacklike, to the waist. This one was

absolutely flat up and down. And the kerchief about her head,

tied African style, completely hid her hair so that only the

very darkness of her skin set her off as being not a woman of the
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Barolong. No member of the Barolong, male or female was ever
as dark as this woman, or Dicky Naicker or Sammy Naidoo or as
they were now making him. The hands that worked on his‘face
were long=fingered, dexé?bu%}and, whenever they touched his skin, as
impersonal as her eyes. Dee's touch as she stained his hands and
arms was living contact between one human and another; 1life
throbbed through her fingers and reached him. This sense of life
was absent from the touch of the woman Cissie. He wondered: Is
it I who do not live for her, or is it that/ she does not think
she exists as more than a thing for me? Had Dee not been there,
he would have tried to find out.) With Dee present, it would be
painful and impossible. Buté{or this one, and those like her,
some sort of pattern)of integfation should,.theoretically, be
more possible than for people like Dee. Or should it? And he
found himself in the grip of a pattern of counterzthought.
Prejudice exists more strongly at the lower levels of sophistication;
the simpler the life=pattern the more conformist and therefore,
the more exclusive the habits of the group and the individual
within the group. And yet the great manipulators of prejudice}\
as indeed the great fighters against prejudice/é\have nearly
always come from the more sophisticated, the more privileged,
tgéréére powerful within any group or any society.

"A penny for your thoughts," Dee murmured.

"The origins of prejudice," he said.

"From watching Cissie?"

"0dd, isn't it? But she provokes thought."
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"The W, " Dee said thoughtfully, "is to find the time
and the circumstance to make contact. We don't know each other
and so we don't know ourselves or what we think."

Cissie stood off a little, surveyed her work and then looked
questioningly at Dee.

Dee thought of the origins of prejudice and shrugged with a

/¢

hint offweariness.
// ,

"Fine Cissieg, nobody will recognige him."

e b} -
"But you not satisfied, Miss Deef?/~ ,}Cissie had misread the

—

shrug.

"I was thinking of somethifg else," Dee explained.

"The prejudice thing?# Cissie was delicately tentative.

"Yes, Cissie, the\prejudice thing."

el . /

"Weqall born with ‘it ," Cissie said flatly. "It never change."

And without waiting foq:;eply pr?:;actioq)cissie gathered up
her material and)left the room.

Avwave of utter depression swept over Dee Nunkhoo. Nkosi felt
the weight of it, ﬁut he fought it off, unwilling to become involved
in her depression.l Instead, he felt tension building up in his
nerves, aaed heart, and mind for what lay ahead. And because they
were poth aware of this new absence of emotional accord, there was

aw=ees- cOnstraint and awkwardness between them., kach saw the other

in a new light now; and each seemed impersonal, detached, .alone, '\

alooﬁyﬂnam-iggfpjheg7r And so there was nothing to say. Dee turned

from him and went to the little window. He looked at his new (
AN 24 \

reflection in the mirror and.xa’&dﬁle&aaxﬁnad his hair/ﬁith an

|
Indian headdoth. Made up thus, his image was that of a stranger
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that even his mother might have been fooled by had she been
around But not Dee, some remote part of his brain whispered,
!y% Dee. #4nd now he longed for that sense of intimacy that
had grown up between them; but her back was turned to him and
it was sﬁe who was the stranger who could not feel his need.
The brief spell of silence seemed an eternity till Dicky
Naicker came with the clothes that would complete Nkosi's
disguise. Naicker left the clothef, said they did not have

.J M fe 7_ E '," & ‘\»m

much time, themrFeft to maksg Nkosi

took the clothes to his room.changed as“best he could, then

#ﬁiffﬁpd to Dee's room. She turned from the window and helped

him put the finishing touches to the turban+like headdress.,

D;ck¥/halcker came back and said: "Time to ggy, ‘;ir "
_igﬂe’De;'seemed toicome alive. She took both Nk;si's

hands and held them,as though she would‘not let go. She looked
intently .into the #ransformed faqp, git;ag her lower lip. Dicky
Naicker stood fascinated, wanting to look away but unwilling to
miss any part of the silent by=play. Siientiy} to himself, he
said: Jeez, Jjust like in the fillums. And then he remembered
big Sammy Naidoo. There had never been anything to.show ip,but
he knew that what Sammy wanted most out of llfehfepiiiuaaL was

Fotie s

for Miss Dee to look at him as she was now looking at this little
black fellow.f\pl\;

"We must éo," Dicky Naicker said.

Dee released Nkosi's-hands abruptly.

"Please take care of him, Dicky..../"

"I will, Miss Dee.f;" '
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I w1l¥r..{{/

"He means much to M€/ aais!!

"Miss Deef..q"
L

"Everything, Dickys, everything."

"Yés, Miss Dee."

Abruptly, -she turned her back on them, and they went silently

out of the room and down the stairs.

Dicky Naicker led the way to thesback of the house. They

3aﬁﬁbbéé;ﬁ for the doctor

passed patients waiting in the passage( <

to return: there was a coloured woman with a child who looked
part Indian, the rest were all Indians, and they all looked small
and poor and shrivelled up. In the kitchen the woman, Cissie,
and a pretty young girl with a strapping figure and long oily hair,
looked up briefly from their woig)then carried on as though no
one was'there. The smell of curry powder and butter gee and herbs
and spice mingled to give the kitchen air a quality that was at
once/ special, subtle; and exot;ic. |

But outside in the yard the world assumed the dull drabness,
the air of rundown squalor, that is the common habitat of the
béor or the dispossessed or the discriminated against in all the
world's tropical and sub=tropical countries. In cold countries
the environments of the poor are dull and drab too, but there
the light of the sun is not so bright, not so sharp, not so clear,
not so harsh; and so there is a softening greyness to even the

face of poverty. In the tropics and sub=tropics every fine 1{ttle
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detail of dirt and filth and ugliness is sharpened and refined
and clarified by the warm brilliance of the sun. And even the
earth, which one rarely sees bared in éold countries, is given
a new dimension of ugliness by its nakedness, -And-so one of the
most squalid sights in all the world is the bare, néked, bac%&ard
of a tropical home where the sun has burned all the life out of
the exposed earth, turning it a dead dirty brown, and where
armies of flies make sport and do battle.over every edible Frbhrbes——
bit of dirt on the naked earth. All-the bac&&érds and passages
.

through which D%cky Naicker led Nkosi added ﬁp to one enormous
and squalid bac%&ard of the nation: one of many, scattered up
and down the slum backwaters(of the country and strikingly alike,
whether the inhabitamts were Indians, coloure??rﬂr blacks/ not

; even the differing food smells and personal habits of the

{ differentqgroups eould conceal the basic similarities of these

/ slums.,

§ e

/ Mghe people they met and passed had the same dull drabness,
the a;;; ;;r of rundown squalor, as the place. Like i, they
seened parched and hard and dried out. And ghe strapping well=fed=
looking ones like Dicky Naicker, stood out i; sharp relief against
the‘ ma jority.

At last the houses, and the peonle, began to thin out and

the land began to slope. Aﬁ/’far

apds Ry yeeoulseee a religious proce851on wendlng
V a 4t 4 ’( 4
its way, .Eaﬁnh&yynuns sound of flute and drum drifted up to them.

LA 4 i

dn the other side of the rlverPg SlOplng upwards .andsewesy fom
) [ “s
O () ’\itﬁaﬁhjiilﬂe rose towards the whigi’townshlp. And because the
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wind was blowing in that direction)the sounds made by the

religious procession would be carried more sharply and loudly

; to the white people of the town, and there would be new protests
! i;/ -@the outlandlshsw and;zﬁ.j; the smells and abeowd™ihe
Mvd;;# noise made by the Indians. The local paper might even renew
\\71/ it's editorial campaign to have the~!c;olie village! removed
/@r”‘\\ farther from the !'Europeen town'h\

/
l/(f\\i?\ Dicky Naicker said: "Better we hurry, sir." Calling the

little black man !'sir!' came easily now..."We pass a few bulls
already and more on the road. We must catch that group there,"
he pointed to a cluster of people waking just ahead. Then he

I T P

p01nted to a smaller group ‘apout”a mile further ont ﬂh-o-ethav-~

d{by a car dpeside, the dirt road. "Those searching bulls
and they'll stop usif we alone. They looking for you so we get
lost in the group."s Then Naicker gave him a quick boyish smile,
meant to reaSSure:

They'moved ahead more briskly. The cluster of people ahead

\ slowed down, t+kew came to a halt, then moved again.
“\ ’/

"Goddammit to " Dicky Naicker said forcefully.
"What's the matter?" 44uﬁ(¢«odj0L
# "Them bloody buggers, sir! Trying to make time for ui

Giving us away to the bulls. Wait till I tell Sammy. Mr.
Naidoo, ?g give them helLﬁ..j.gg the bulls don't get us through
their foolishness! Dammit to hell!"

"Then we'd better hurry in case they do it again."

Nkosi started lengthening his stride even more but Dicky
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Naicker laid a hand on his arm.

"Easx_sir! See one of those bulls with spyglasses watching.
Take our time." .

Nkosi forced himself to keep to the even pace set by Dicky
Neicker. Although the people ahead were going much siower, it
distO'look as though they could catch up with them without
obviously hurrying. Nkosi felt the mounting agitation of the
young man beside him. Then someone in the group ahead looked
back and went through a pantomime ofrecognition and waving and
calling out to the others and pointing<back at them.

"Wave sir," Dicky Naicker said.

They both waved and)the' group came to a halt and waited for
them. Two men and a'woman, all dressed in white, flung their
arms about Nkeési and ‘drowned him in a rush of meaningless words.
Then, clearly tprough the babel, he heard: "Smile and make like
you're,talking." And then he found himself swept into the very
centre of the little group.

He was not aware of the exact moment when they passed the
/ t

7foup of/tgg;;;;;{plainclothes Indian detectives by the car. But
L o , - ‘ £)

y? was aware of the exact moment when danger was pasp)because the

warm bodies that had pressed against him and held him suddenly
withdrew.

Briefly, the common danger, the common enemy, and the
common objective of outwitting him, had brought them together in
a special and intimate relationship. The end of the danger meant,
also, the end of the intimacy. The woman to his left, who had
pressed so closely against him, now gave off the feei of wanting

to i}thdraw into non=existence. And the men too, though more
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subtly, moved away from him till he walked in an isolated
little circle, hemmed in by the others and cut off from them.

He knew that this withdrawal was instinctive, that the other,
the coming towards him and L#€ protecting &€ him, was the
consciously chosen action of reason; he knew that the rational
need for action and the action based on need and.reason were the
real manifestations of hope for the future. But still their
instinctive withdrawal sent a wave of mitter depfession through
him and he wished he were far, far{away from this land.

Then Dicky Naicker was beside)him and the overpowering senee
of encircled isolation snapped. They were catching up with the
stragglers in the procession and he was aware, now, of the noise
made by a hundred woices speaking at once and the conflicting=

| sounding Indiam music, shrill, discordant)and‘nqygriyf&aektng-én-
g Juﬁvyat§€?ﬁf3T'ﬁéf%ﬂy to his ears. Dicky Naicker said something

but thewe was too much din for him to make out what it was. Nkosi
gestured with his hands to show he could not hear. The young fellow
seemed to understand. He grinned and again Nkosi had the fleeting
impression of a very young and very attractive person.’ The
woman to his left still moved on the far fringe of the little
group, but the men had ceased to withdraw and he was no longer
isolated, either physically or mentally. He had a notion that
young Dicky Naicker had had something to do with the changed
atmosphere.

They caught up with the procession and worked their way into

the thick of it. And now they were a part of the moving mass of
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dark=skinned and white=robed humanity, moving as such masses
have moved for centuries down to rivers to affirm and reaffirm
man's timeless and changeless need to worship some ennobling

force.

SRS— — IR

Thls, Nk031 thought is unlquely Indian. Only they do this

in this way. The new African religious sects, part raciali§tic,

*

part revolutionary, and often founded by 'bishops’ whodpaﬁrfailed
to make the grade in the recognised churches and dopdﬁinations,
have borrowed some of the outward symbols: thegwaite robes and
the procession down to the rivers ‘but thenJmany of them had
destroyed the beauty of even.this symbolism by the hint of sadism
in the manner of their total—lnners;onlst form of baptism. To
put your knee into“the small off;omeone's back and then to yank that
person backwards inte the wopé; sc that his or her feet shoot up
into the air while e orosﬂo half drowns is strange homage to any
ennobling force! 4 |

But here, inﬂtﬁ; heart of the procession, he sensed a strange
gentleness, V}dience, here, was impossible - either the violence

V4
/

of .the tota;/inmersionists or the more commonplace. violence of the

£
7
,

lurking sévage in most of us. And even the noise of wveices and

music;&id not seem to penetrate to the heart of the procession.

The sounds that reached them came subdued and muted, as though

gentleness had been enforced even on sound

o

Beside him, Dicky Naicker said: "Everything fine for now.
But we stay here all afternoon and then we go the other way. One
thing, sir. Don't worry even if you don't see me for a time:

always people from the movement around watching and guarding you.
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Nuttin' going happen to you. Okay?"

"Okay, Dicky."

/

The yound Indian beamed ﬁﬁ?t Nkos1i |

Vv
That 's it, sir! Don't you worry. We'll have grub by the
river: nuttin' to drink though. Not safe: not all these people
i in the movement and bulls may have one or two spies."
B

"Drink doesn't worry me,!" Nkosi said.

"Me and the boys like a little winewwhen we come to the
river. Not when we on a job like nowy youunderstand."

"I understand," Nkosi said, WTeld me, what's this procession
about?"

"Some holy businessq" Dicky said off=handedly.

"Yess but what®W e

"Their leader, the skinny little old man in front them éftE%EEE]

carrying, the goingsgive a hell of a long speech, sir." Suddenly

Dickygpointed ‘down river from where another procession, almost
the ‘size of this one approached. "That's it)sir. Soon as the
two processions meet we go slip over to that one. Then we going
stick with them all day and go with them when they break up and
leave."

The hint of a smile flitted over Nkosi's face. Dicky
Naicker's reaction was quick as a flash.

"See that big man over there on the left, the one near the

/
girls - don't let them see you looking, sir. See him?"

o)
AY-
!

"Yes." ‘

§e



"That's Corporal Singh, sir, Political Division, Natal
C.I.D. Easy, sir! Don't show nervousnessj, didn't want to
telI you in case you get nervous, now I told you because you
getting cocky."

"I see," Nkosi said gpoughtfully. "Sorry to be difficult."

"Aw, you not difficult, sir. Once I had to guide a white
professor from.Jgﬁyburg to the border. Hell of a brain he h;d,

sir. You could see just by lookingsat him. But Jeez! Was he

difficult! Scared of nuttin' aﬁd don't know how to be quiet!
He give me a rough time that®ones And then the damn fool write
a bad book to say we Indlans never going get on with the black
peoplel"

"Did yowyread the book?" )

"No .4, But Sammy/é\yr. Naidoo’%;tell mey...‘No, sir, you
not diffieulty And Corporal Singh, Political Division, Natal
C.I.D:)is also a member of our movement. But there are other
bulls around who are not and he watching them for us. So take it
easy but remember. Okay, sir?"

"Okay Dicky. I really understand now."

"Fine."

Dicky drifted away. Corporal Singh, Politiecal Division,
Natal C.I.D., looked fleetingly at Nkosi}then fell back out of
Nkosi's line of sight. One of the young women with whom he had
been walking seemed, by a most natural process, to find herself

walking beside Nkosi. She turned to him, clasped her two hanads in
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front of heg and bowed to him in the traditional Indian
salutation. Then she took a garland of white flowers from
her neck and reached out and up and slipped it over his head.

« "Tell Dicky the danger will be at the drift," she said.

Lood o b

Then she casually ", away from him. And suddenly the
peace and tranqui%"ity that he had sensed and that still hung

over the heart of the procession seemed a very doubtful factor.

And yet...r;And yet..{..He looked at thegtranquil, almost trans-

O
figured face of a woman a few yards auay....FAnd yet.

{
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, Tkey reached the farm in the very early hours of the

fexI0Wing morning. After the day by the river and the long
7
o il
march with the second group of people away from the river %?g?

| they were tired and silent. But they could

have been much more tired and they would have arrived very much
- later had they not made the last half of the journey by a
| dilapidated olq/Land Rover that looked /it for the scrapsheap but
that travelleaLremarkably smoothi m ?""*’&"O
The Land Rover was waiting for, them at the last settlement
on the{ééi%;igagar estate, @nd wntil they were clear of any

- i‘.»/‘r

possible interception, itiwas driven by a]young man from the
settlement

was tall and wlllow;qm—m-emlrmT

Essh a sickly ashen sheen over his skln, -He coughed nearly all

3

the tlméa a disconcertingly hacking cough that sent‘hlm into
uncontredlable convulsions. For \ partner this—youpgmamhad a
big, burly fellow, almost as big and tall as Sammy Naidoo; but
whergas Sammy Naidoo was all hard and tight=muscled, this fellow,
though younger, was blubbery fat. The fat one sat beside the thin
driver as though ready and waiting to take over when the thin one
finally expired from coughing. Indeed, each time the thin one

was caught up in a paroxysnkaosi expected him not to come out of

A

it5 and each time he came out of it, choking, spluttering,

battling for breath. Throughout the journey they exchanged no

word. T

47

When ther reached the W}mm the rolling

-
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hills, the th%n one pulled up and he=arad Nis~fat~perenes jumped
off the Land éovgn} Each.made a quarﬁer=gesture of farewell, then
they walked back a;wn the moonlit itrack from whence they had come.
The speedometer showed they had travelled nine miles since

leaving the settlement,

Dicky Naicker climbed over to the front and Nkosi joined him.
They sat looking back until the two men receded into the moonlit
haze of the night, then Dicky Naicker switched on the motor and
they began the steady climb up intosthe hills.

Nkosi thought; I'm going furthersaway from the borders of
the Basutoland Protectoratej i and the further I go from it the
more complicated everything becomes. It began as a simple
operation: land,deliver the money, slip across the border into
Basutoland, then fly weut back to London,;ﬁand feel good because
you hava taken risks and made a real contribution to your country's
struggle .\, Now, you've done it and you are stuck and you may not get
outtand you are even doubting the value and meaning of your contri-
butien.

Dicky Naicker spoke above the low hum of the motor: "This
tine of mﬁrning always sad. Makes you want to cry like a baby."

Nkosi peered at the young Indian beside him, startled, without
quite knowing why, except that this was not the sort of thing he
expected to hear from this young fellow: from Dee and from her
brother and, perhaps, from Sammy Naidoo, but not from this young
fellow.

After that they travelled in silence for nearly an hour. The
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land rose and fell and rose and fell againj but always climbing Xé’

gently, steadily, until, at a little over three thousand feet, 2?7
they reached the farm in the early hours of the morning. They
were now clear of the rolling {Zyﬁg:ﬁ;;tate and just short of
twenty miles from the settlement where they had found the Land
Rover.
.

The small farmﬁ?use nestled far back in a hollow tucked
under a rock outcropping on the skpe of"a hill in a wide valley
ringed by higher hills. Looking seguth, «frfom the crest of this
hill, one could see an openinggbstweer the higher hills. This
commanded & wide and sweepifig,view to the south, the south=eas§>and
the south=west. On cle@r days one could, from that crest, see all
the way to the Z@luland coast where Nkosi had landed. Looking
north, the directioniin which the house faced, there were only the
mountains; sweeping away, each range higher than the one before.
Thus(the house was effectively hidden from the south, the south-west,
and“the south=east. It could only be seen from the north but the

mountains were to the north. There was of course the air, but a

plane would have to fly perilously low over those mountains, and

VA0 A O

it would have to be QQ a‘définite and careful search if it was to
spot the house.

Dicky Naicker ran the Land Rover beside the house. And now
the crest of the hill leaned over the house protectively. They
got off and Dicky Naicker pointed out a path behind the house
leading to the crest of the hill.

"Way up to the look=out. We can see everything from there.

No one can see us.,"
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Inside, the little house was remarkably clean and ready for

habitation. While Dicky Naicker 1it oil lamps, Nkosi read a list
of Mdon'tsW hanging on the back of the door. The reader was told

never to make any kind of fire that let off smoke, night or day;

never to drive in or out of the place by daylight; and in the

event of any aees emergency never to forget to take a rifle and a

rucksack of iron rations before withdrawing into th; high mountains.

After a while he sensed Dicky Naieker beside him.

"where are the guns?"

Dicky Naicker led him to _& corner cupboard, opened it, and
raised high the lamp he hel@.\ H4Lf a dozen shining rfles were
stacked side by side in a rack. And on a hook above each hung an
ammunition belt and»é smdll rucksack, .

"Aren't you afraid someone might stumble on this place? By
accident, I mean?"

"Somebody always guarding it, sir."

1But those people are far away. That is if you mean the
people where we got the Rover?"

"No. We have others."

"Nearer?"

Naicker hesitated a moment, then seemed to make up his mind.

"Wery near, sir; so don't worry." Naicker shut the cupboard,
put a huge padlock into position on it)and held up the light for
Nkosi to look again. "Helluva thing to bust this, sir."

The cupboard was part of the concrete structure of the house
and the door was a massive affair that would not open easily

without the key to the enormous padlock.

"But if anybody does stumble on the place, that notlce....."

nu oo—% ‘rw\' wt(—e-( kto.a.\ '-A-—(‘
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"I see," Nkosi murmured, remembering Dee's bitter remarks
about the antlike existence this land had forced on the Indians.

g And now, in bhe-shapemef this carefully,p-epﬂaad.ané guarded
and fortified retreat, he»dhibbnrﬂ&"underbtood and shared, sowsefiy—"

—

™

e

ﬁuukvicariously/ Dee's and Naidoo's lurking bitterness. Whatever
they do#however much they sacrifice, however much they give, the

African victory, when it comes, may be as bitter for the Indians

as wae=PETN the period of white rule. All the things they are
denied nowf may still be denied to themwthem; and even the
little they now have may be taken from thgm. For the African the
promise of the end of white racialism is clear in its meaning.
The Indian has no such assurance that he would, at the very least,
be free of racial INdignity, wlbdeSOwwwmmssm o

He said: "Tellymey Dicky, what happens to the Indians when
we defeat the.Naiionalists?"

"] don™e know./. ..:ﬁhat you mean?"

He semsed Dicky Naicker's sudden reserve. watch yourself.

"I mean does your movement - the Indian movement/L\think
everything will be fine for you when we overthrow the whites?"

"Come, sir," Naicker said and led the way to the kitchen.
There was nothing young about him now.

e ———

~h~ﬂ" Io_ibadeibehen he waved Nkosi to a char by the table and

e e s .

L

put a plate of sandwiches in fron,of him. He made tea on a
£

kerosene pressure stove and poured it.

Naicker took a pile of sandwiches and his, tea and leaned
ot
against a cooking contraption on which three, stoves cimbhemPrinmeu

«bypesstood. Nkosi was too tired to eat but he welcomed the hot

L

/ tea. ) (//
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«~ He thought it had been a mistake to try and draw the young
fellow out so soon but at the time the impulse had been overpowering.

"I'm tired. Where do I sleep?"

Naicker put down his ﬁEEEQéSSoq food and got up.

S ——-———

"Just tell me. I'll find my way."
"The door beside the cupboard, sir. The inner room. Take

the light in the front room." Naicker hesitatedkxhen added. '"We

4D, e
know everything won't be fine. We know it might be worse.;x«jﬁ i

j
——

"gverybody in your movement know”this?"

"We 're organi%éd and disciplinedy sir. We have to be. And
there are only a few of us. I.,don't mean Indians in the country;
I mean only a few Indians wiho are in the movement and who understand.
The majority of Indians are not in the movement because they know
everything won't be fine and it might be worse and so they say
what is the sense to_ fight for something that may make it worse
for us."

"And how do you answer that?"

"Sammy i Mr. Naidoo —’and Miss Dee and the Doc can answer it
better than I can."

"But you can answer it?"

"Hell, yes!"
AL

H :right, tell me."

"You don't know?"

“I think I know but I'm not sure."

"It is the same as anything else: only thing is the colour

bar hits us from two sides and that rough sometimes. But if we



show the Africans we are on their side things may be better later."

, 1
//‘j/  "But they may not.eanAV,

';/C/f "Surevi..%fhat's a ;hance??iE}But if we don't take it then
there is nothing."

"And we cannot live without hope," Nkosi murmured very
softly.

"Also," Dicky Naicker said with a hint of self=consciousness,

"All prejudice is bad..a:wg;mmy SAYS SOubeea'

——

"Cissie says we're all born with pféjﬁaice and it will never
change ."

The corners of Dicky Naicker's mouth turned downward, he
hunched his shoulders, bent his back a little, cocked his head

slightly to the right and raised both hands, palms up, in one of

,

the most characteristic of all Indian gestures - a gesture part

5

supplicatory, part defensive and wholly humble.

"I don't know: maybe Cissie right, maybe Sammy righti maybe
prejudice will never change. [ don't know. Maybe it's just bad
to be a char in this land."

"Char.....?" Nkosi queried.

—
"Char...\ﬁ¢oolie..;,.lndian. All the same."

"But we must go on," Nkosi said,

"Yes, sir. That what the doc and Sammy say.....You think it

will finish one day?"
"One day," Nkosi said.
"I mean for us too..‘.EYou know what I mean, sir."

"I think so; for you too."
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"You know, sir, it's the first time I'm talking like this to/,."
/

3,
"To a black man? qa,
o

"Yes. It really free over there, in England?"
A Y 5 g
It's

"Yes.

Yes, let us change the subject, Nkosi thought.

But there's prejudice."

free.
"Just like (Cissie say?"
So we're not running away from it after all, he thought:

bully for your movement. Ha.iheugh%kfg This conversation at this

There is nothing in the

place at this time is ridiculous.,
Life is change."

He said: "(Gissie's wrong, Dicky.
Everything changes.

world that never changes.
"That 's what Sammy tell wus all the time."

"But change could be bad as well as good."
The young Indian was very sober,

"I know what you mean, sir."
"Like I told you, we talk about it

very adult, very responsible.
in the movement: we understand."
Yes, Nkosi thought, you have to; even if you cannot express
it elearly. He got up from the tablegl;3%¥;¥ﬁéw@00ayand found his
The early morning aif was chilly and he was
Briefly, like

way to the bedroom.
glad to crawl between the blankets on the camp cot.

a flicker on the screen of his mind, he thought of Dee occupying
Then, instantly, he was deeply asleep.

A1l

the other cot in the room.
In the kitchen Dicky Naicker rinsed the cups and the teapot;
he filled the pressure stoves with kerosene and wiped themclean;

Unlike

then he found a clean tablecloth and laid the table for one.
this done, he went into the front room, checked doors and windows

and only then did he go to bed in the smaller bedroom.
He lay on his back for

Nkosi, he did not fall asleep instantly.

_«‘\
S

——

S
.



a long time looking out of the little window‘eﬁ—his-bedrovm\ But

all he saw was a piece of the ﬁillside, and he could only guess at

the colour of the sky by the way in which the shadows disappeared
TN

from the visible piece of héiieide. A series of images, rather

L&fﬁ’ than thoughts, raced and chased through his mind, crowding each

othervtge way and that, like over=excited children at playf: Miss

Dee gripping the llttle black ygn's hands and begglng,,mandQﬁhown
fi

) way Sammy Naidoo looqulat her and/Qer looking that s%me way at

,,” (A i

| the little black man; and the llttle black man ua:h_a_hnaan Just

4

aw now beautifully and.Smootddy
wand-easily it qﬁ@kﬂdqulck'tock—tlck =tock=tick=tock-tick-tock=tick=

like the clock he opened once

5§Ez£}”\u

toc%ﬁ..kaSmooth and easy. The picture of the clock and the picture
of the little man's’ . face mergeqﬂ..L.tick=tock=tick=tocks.;/And

/ i f |
Miss Dee and him doing that thing because she want tql.ﬁ..tick—tock—

tickitockﬂ..i.And the face of Sammy wanting Miss Dee like she want

o

g

hlm.,...tlck‘tocka,q,,Llfe is change. ...g
TR .

Beiefty, images juggled themselves into a single clear thought:
if this one led the underground, if this one ruled after the whites,
then things would be better; change, then would be goodqz..fﬂl
Comforted by this thought, Dicky Naicker resclutely put the
images out of his mind, turned on his side, closed his eyes, and

waited patiently for sleep to come.

Late in the afternoon, two days later, Dicky Naicker warned
Nkosi to expect a visitor that night. He would not say much more

and Nkosi did not press him. If this meant that he was being



— 124~ o _

formally handed over #mto African carg,then young Naicker would

ba

med know anything about it; if not, then it did not matter very

much. Waiting was no hardship for him. He had found paper and

pen01l and had spent his time sketchln

&Q&gwLﬂa&ﬁmandmbaohﬂemrﬁgs'stuﬂfS“”“ﬁ
g7 I W),
Dicky Naicker drove downafor the v151tor about nine. Nkosi

T/f' v M" Tk

went to bed. The journey up ﬁiourth,tfiﬁﬁﬁ!.urnt had bgen about

—
R

two houri)so the visitor was unlikely to get here much before

midnight. Hé had worked hard these past two days and #® had eaten

4 4

well, 86 he fell intc a deep/ sleep.

MWWWW when jle opened his
/ .

(AL fef sd
eyes tf\f‘"d Dee Nunkhoo sitting on the edge of his cot’ He had

turned out the lamp and now the lamp was 1lit once more. He reached
out tentatively, fearing that he would touch nothing: but he

touehed her.

"I'm real," she said.

warm, sleepy smile broke on his

face and filled her heart. Then his face clouded over with

concern.
"what 's happened?"
She thought for a while, é&in said: "It can wait till morning."
"Bad news?"

"I tell you it ecan wait till morning," ehefsaidé

"I've missed yo%?" l A,

"['ve missed youy"she said.

\



He sat up abruptly and pulled her into the folds of his
arms. They clung to each other and she knew that this was the
moment, that everything would go right. She disengaged herself
and went to the door, not trying to hide her limp at all. She
opened the door and called out to Dicky Naicker. When he called
back she said:

* 1

"We 're going to sleep now! Gooqhightl"

}There was a slight pause then Dicky Naicker called back
gooqhight. .

A faint smile, half tender, half mocking, played)on Bge's
lips as she turned from bolting the door. She tunhsé;off‘the
lamp and Nkosi listened to the rustle of her clothes as she

undressed. And as he listened 'an overwhelming tenderness for

B

this woman spread through him. It was so overpowering that she
felt it wrapping itself about her éé\ghe crawled into the cot
beside him. And sex, with this man, was a thing of delicate
spiritual undertones till the moment just before the wild wave
of animal passion carried them along blindinglyzthen, briefly,
they merged.

After that they slept, still intimate, arms and legs wound
about each other. Then they woke, together, at the same instant,

as though one brain commanded both bodies. And again they made

love; lingeringly this time, with a taut tenderness, so delicate

so finely drawn, that it made the woman moan softly andrhythmically.

At last as though forced out of him against his will, the man
groaned; "I love you!" Then, more calmly, with a hint of wonder
and a world of tenderness, he repeated it. "I love you." And

then he was aware of the tears running down her cheeks. He knew
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then that he would not go back to that other woman, no matter
what happened.

Afterwards they were both wide awake. They lay pressed
against each other because that was the only way they could share
the little cot. The lack ok room to stretch or turn was no hard-
ship, now. For the presen@)this was how they wanted it.

"Say it again," she whispered.

"I've said it to others," he said.

"I'm sure you havé," she said.

"A1l right. I love you."

She let out a deep contéented sigh.

"That all?" b

"What else? ‘I know you mean it right now."

"And that's enough?"

"More than enough, my dear. At this moment we are as close
as people ean ever hope to be. OQur hearts have beaten together,
our bodies have merged. Right now I know what love is. I know
how it feels to be not completely alone. Right now I know you as
I have never known anybody else. So what else? When you ask is
it enoughl....."

He put his hand over her mouth and stopped the flow of words.

"I love you. And though I've said it to others'it has never
meant what it means to me now."

She reached up and moved his hand from her mouth.

"Say it again."

"I loye you."

"Onece more!"



A

‘u-.‘-——':‘—““w_
41 "What's the matter with you? Losing your mind or something?"

"I order itin

"All right. I love you."

And then, for the first time, he heard her laugh. And with
her, laughter came as a rich bubbling of pleasure in sound. He
sensed a mood of intoxication sweeping over her. |

"Find me sexy?"

"Wery," he said drily.

"I know., I didn't realiée I was so sexy. I can make you
lose your head any time I want togy and I'm going to do it too!

I want to have at least six babies and I want you to sire them)bxb#

"Like a bull," he mocked.

"Like a bull: 'my bulll" she said.

Then her.mood changed: "Do you want to father my children?
Really? And won't they be cripples? I wouldn't like that."

"They won't and I would be proud to father your children."

"And what would they be: Indians or Africans?"

"Do not spoil your dream," he said gently. "I will follow
it with you and we will walk together in it, for dreaming is the
deeper reality of living."

"Somewhere the dream and the reality must meet," she said.

"They will be your children and mine," he said.

"Indian? African? Resentful and ashamed of their mother
or resentful and ashamed of their father? Rejected by his people
or rejected by her people? Or both?"

He felt far her face in the dark and laid his palm across her

forehead.
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"Where is the wisdom of a little while ago that said
Vright now this is enough!? Are you having a child tomorrow?
next week? Next month? Are you with child now?"

"I would like to have your child, your children."

"And you want guarantees that they would be accepted and
happy and healthy and secure and without resentment?,,n«mﬁ

"It is natural.® -

"Natural to hope it would be so: not to demand guarantees,
These guarantees that you would have for your dream children
cannot even be made for the children of Indian and Indian, Afriean
and African, white and white

Her mood changed again. She ran her hand over his face and
the upper part of his body, at once caressing him and familiarigéng
her brain with the shape and feel of him.

"You.are really black, aren't you? (Can't think of you as
black,"

A

"&wmmebkmkisfﬁgMeMngéﬂﬂq‘”"

"And dangerous and unknown.,,‘&And you are so intimately
familiar.," -

"Exotic too?;Lhmb?; He was teasing her now.

"No. No. Not exotic. You're too civiliiéd to be exotic: too
bloody intellectual, my dear. God, I'm thirsty! Let's get up

\
agd ;o for a walk. Or d'you want to go to sleep?"

"let's get up," he said,

She swung off the cot and groped about the bedside table till
she found the matches. Then she 1lit the lamp and turned up the

wick. Her face, by lamplight, had a new and unknown softness to

the man on the cot. The harsh lines around the mouth were gone.
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The eyes seemed larger, rounder than he remembered them. But it
was the hair that excited him most. Alway:z?efore, it had been
tied up. Now it hung loose, a halo of thick strands down both
sides of her face and all but long.enough to cover her firm
breastst. another two inches in length and the hair would cover
the breasts completely.

She grew shyly self=conscious under the intensity of his
star%‘so she leaned down ewew=iyimr and kissed him., Then she turned
her back on him, dressed quicklyﬁand went out of the room.

When he joined her in the kitchenjshe had put up her hair,

Jy“p= He unplnned 1t and she shook it<loose for hlm \

e —————— e

"I like it so," he said.
"The real reason I .came was to show you that." She indicated
the paper on the table.
The bold banner headlines eapp at him:
f /4/1]7//\% #O

i “MSENSATIONAL SWOOP ON UNDERGROUND HQ )/ ] V’L o
2 ; = (&4pTH) ¢ /ﬁi7ﬁkf
i

a

#™MIn a sensational swoOp on a luxury mansion in
Johannesburg this evening the police arrested a
number of Luropeans and non=pEuropeans. Unconfirmed

reports give the numbers as six whites and eighteen

A *%&) non=whites, two of the non=whites being Indians.
A
4 Eﬂﬂ/\/ () i;ﬂThe police allege that the luxury mansion had been
. 7 f 744
\ Dikﬁf <|0tfﬁ;' used as the headquarters of the underground movement
v

and that those arrested made up the National High

Command of the underground.“nof“”\“”"
— » /// ﬁ:»
Nkosi stopped rea ng The water on the stove began to boil.
Dee made the tea,

Nkosi said: "What does this mean?"
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"It's bad enougg»but not as bad as they think. It is not
what they call the National High Command of the underground that
has been broken. That was not a meeting of the Central Council
of the underground. But from our point of view it was almost as
important, if not more important. The arrested Africans are our
friends inside the Central Council, the people who want the
struggle to retain its multi=racial character. This was a meeting
with representatives of the other groups to work out a line of
approach for the next Council meeting."

"So these arrests add up tot}ictory for the enemies of
co=operation inside the underground Council, a victory of the
black racialists.,"

"That's about “dtf."

She poured the tea and came and sat opposite him,

"How.great a victory? Was your friend the secretary of the
Council arrested?"

"Luckily he couldn't make it to that meeting." Suddenly she
shivered convulsively. "And but for dealing with your problem.
Dawood would have been there tod.#wNQThe point is: communication
has now broken down. We don't know whether the phone call which

A
went out frmn%%@@an got through or not and until new communication
lines are set up we can do nothing., They've had to make rigid
rules about this."

"So what do we do?"

She put her hand over his. "I must go back tomorrow night.
You, my dear, must wait: Jjust wait. But we have a little time
now 4 and tomorrow for each other and for dreaming. And I'll
return as soon as possible.§\a~00me, let us climb the hill and

f 64 i - j

§ “t J y _,/ 1 i ./,'kwd;"l {“f (A !.(r ‘ \/
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wait there for the day to break."

-

/ s
’ When daylight egsme;\they came down from the top of the
B pa Ay

hill and ate Wy He had told her his real name and all

about himself. Dicky Naicker's presence was with them, but

always just out of reach, out of sight. Once or twice Nkosi
paused in mid=sentence, or in the middle of a small action, and
turned, expecting to see Dicky, but always there was nothing_be-
—see, Dee seemed utterly unconcerned about Dicky Naicker andwhis
unseen presence and this irritated Nkosi mildly while they ate.

Reading his mood, Dee reached across the table and touched
his hand lightly.

"He won't thank us for not letting him work this out for

himself."

‘\Hﬁ—aeidT' "All the samg[..ﬁ." Then he allowed the thought to

/ —_—

die uncompleted; he—added‘ "He 's very young and the young are

vulnerable ."

o

—

And resilient, she said to herselfs; but she did not bother

70
7%

to tell it to him because she knew he knew it and the knowledge and
consciousness of it was on his face at this moment.
"He will eat?" he asked.

"And do all the natural and normal things.eygalon't worry about
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him. ,x«}; will make—oapeabuufty'rurmhwmﬂta speak his mind when

he drives me down tonight.MTrust him - and me."

Later in the day they found a shaded place iisbhewshadon

14
safsble overhanging rock, and while the woman sat reading the man

P

made-a—naéb—nunbeﬁnef sketches of her: some were of all her body,

o
—

some of parts’eihher-bedy, some of only a small member, of=cire™

LodwttRE a hand or a foot;g; an ear or just the line of her lipsjp,

he did the eyes several times; but most often he did the face,
ﬁoving from position to position till he had.skéaﬁhod it from every
ccnceivable angle. When he was satisfied at last, the sun was far
to the west,

An aloof and impersomal Dicky Naicker showed his presence for
the first time since Dee'had called out to him the night befores
‘he brought them tea and biscuits, placed the tray at Dee's feet)
‘;nd walked away without speaking or looking at elther of thems.)

i After tea, and when the sun yﬁe nearly'dyx?*sthey-w&iked
down into the wide valley and sat by the dried up little river
that twisted in and out between the mountains on its way déwmto the

seas They looked at the high mountains that rose on the other

side of the wide valley.

She said: "I've seen all this so often but I'm only really
seeing it nowj, I think it was those sketches of yours. I
suddenly saw just how beautiful this place, and this country,
really are."

He said: "The thing about cold countries is that they teach
you to see. I never was as sharply aware of the beauty of green
grass and green leaves until I'd spent my first cold winter in

Taxe .
Europe. For nearly #%s months the earth was covered with snow and
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the trees were barren of leaves. Then, one day, there were
buds on the trees and all the world seemed to come alive. There
was a tree outside the window of my dlgsuinebhosefar=orP-auys
And nothing has ever been as richly and vitally alive as the first
green leaves on that tree after my first LEnglish winter.”

"It's because you're an artist," she said. "Not because of
cold countries."

"No. It is the business of learning to see;) —and it is
easier to learn to see and hear where you-have violent seasonal

changes, If you have greeglall the time,seeing it becomes a
02/ !

habit till you cease to se%ﬁ' ;ffﬁea~%he~e%hermhand; you don't see
5 \/ /

=34 féfmmonths on end the impaet is startling when you do. And when
you think about this startling impact of the presence or absence of
green leaves you are in fact learning consciously to see."

"So love becomes habit till you cease to loveyﬂ..;i don't
believe'i§f" ‘

"j&ééan, éut yoﬁwhave a one-track mind. We were talking
about learning to see."

"Or to love," she insisted. She lowered her head and played
absently with the dry, crumbly earth on the dried up river's bank.
Then she went on in a small soft voice, choosing her words care-
fully: “Since last night I have experienced everything you felt
when you saw the first green leaves after your first English winter.
And no habit will ever make it cease to be so all my days. And I
refuse to believe I love you because of the violence and brutality
of our society."

"Hold it!{" he said, quickly, tenderly, and pulled her into
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the circle of his arm. She resisted for a while then relaxed
and leaned against hims but SEEiiFshe kept her head lowered.
f} He waited, patiently§\ and after a long whilélshe raised her
<;\ﬂ v head and tried to smile at him.
"There is a profound difference between seeing and loving,"
he said.
A tremulous, little=giri;smile flitted across her face,
"I know. I don't know why I panicked and lost my head."
After that they sat in silence,selose £o each other, till the
goclden glow of the sun faded from the tips of the mount.ain;/and the
valley grew dark and chilly. ~Then, hand in hand, they climbed up
the hill to the house.
The lighted fromt room and the smell of cooking from the

/2/;////" kitchen attested to the presence of Dicky Naicker

ipgasesss® They went dnto the bedroom; and this time there was a hint of
desperation in Dee that invested their lov%making with a eerestn
painful emotional wiidness. But afterwards he murmured words of
tenderness till she grew calm, till a tranquil sense of peace and
security came over both of them, and they dozed off, folded in

each other's arms,

s

It was the awareness of her absence that gradually penetrated =~

— 3

deeper and deeper into his consciousness till it forced him into

wakefulnesss suddenly he was wide awake and desperately aware that
she was not with him, For a yi#@ moment the same mood of panic

that had possessed her earlier swept over him. He fought it off,

' ‘

7

glenﬁd-ipto his trousers and hurried out of the room.

She was in the kitchen doing things over the three little

stoves4, and Dicky Naicker was near her, dicing up bits of meat.
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Both looked up as he burst into the room. And in thesplit second
before the sense of relief took over, Lee saw the terrible
desperation mirrored in the man's face. He really loves me, she
thought; and the calmness with which she accepted the thought
brought a faint, startled smile to her lips.

"It's all right, my dear," she said quickly and watched his
face grow calm and composed. We'll always be very close, she
thought, and nearlyﬁégié him her=bhought; but she sensed, rather
than saw, Dicky Naicker's enmbarrassment and his attempts not to
look at them, The one at the door was barefooted~and naked from

; the waist up, and the contrast between his natural colour and the

1

| X stained parts of his body(stood out sharply. He hadn't even buttoned
f /3

\\,‘

\\\( /3L up his trouser%q -ane/all these things embarrassed young Dicky Naicker,

U/ - -;w

\ *\ "You do have time to wash and dress before we eat," she said,
[\\)\\ N pursing her lips and laughing at him with her eyes.

Wwhen he had gone from the door, she said casually to Dicky
Naieker: ™I love him very much and I hope he will marry me one days;"
then, matter=of-factly, she carried on with what she was doing,
humming softly. Dicky Naicker kept his head down, so confused that
clear thought was not possible. " y f

', tat Lot A4 LA { dl w/‘* ’ z'
i Nl 3 =~ Pty
\\\\\ #~ As soon as he had.%geg? Dicky Naicker hurried out and up the
| ae . o s Ty . /'1\ .
sloping land. He scrambled up furiously as though driven, Once or

/ﬂ?)f tw1c§j in his haste, Eijsllpped and slithered and had to go on all

/kﬁ)f fours. At last he reached the top, winded and panting. \
- / % need to do something violent was~dE€SYErate, so g
; Ng&®i#rr picked up a big loose boulder and pounded it against the
living rock of the hill on which he stood. Time after time he

raised the big piece of rock and brought it down with forces and
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each time the impact sent painful shock waves jarring through
his body. But he carried on with the pounding till his hands
hurt and there was the feel of sweat under his arms and on his
back and on his brow. And as the pounding grew less violent,
partly because he was getting terribly tired and partly because.
a subtle sexual rhythm was creeping into it, the thoughts that
he had suppressed/farcég images dancing in his mind's eye}goai”’

The doqf)s kid sister, pretty high=class thing even with her

bad leg, giving it to the black man like she hungry.}..]éhame on

>3

B

all of us.A..;Come running to giverit po himyl.;§Why not Sammy?f...
Why not Sammy".. ./.Why not Sammy"/.../.And the;n he admitted the
frightening thought / 1Why not me7/ / J4I'm not black....IAnd then

he wept like a little child, loud and long.

For a long time after his weeping had endeq)Dicky Naicker lay
face down on the earth, numbed by a sense of misery he could not
express or control. He tried to think but his mind refused to
funetion, refused to fight off the heavy load of depressiongx-and
so-the weight of it pressed more heavily on hi;(and he seemed to
sink deeper and deeper till he reached bottorb§pd/tke_ne"mﬂ,d@/~
no 8 i 'na‘ And then he felt the earth beneath his body;
and he felt his heart beating against the earth, and he became aware
of his fingers caressing it. He tried to embrace the earth.but there
was too much of it. Still, he felt strangely comforted after the
attempt. He got up and made his way down the hillside. He washed
his face at the outside tap, fished the greasy comb out of his hip
pocket and combed his hair, using the fingers of his left hand to

do the work of the mirror. Then, bracing himself as for an encounter,
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he went into the kitchen,
They were not there, but he heard their voices from the
front room: anrd all he had to do was to close his eyes to see
the way she looked at hiuL%.fTKiways ki;sing him with her eye&§_”
kissing him with her eyes....:The mental and emotional confusion #
- threatened to sweep over him again. He walked quickly across
the room to the cooking-table. One of the stoves Qas on low and
a dish of food was keeping hot over a pot of simmering water.
She called from the other room: - "Dicky!"
He hesitated then went to.the connectié!idqor and looked

into the front room. She had made a small‘estiﬁg-pjﬂré for them

by the window and/insteai of 335 bright lamp a flickering candle
shed a soft light owver the gﬁgy;table and the food they ate,
Vaguely, remotely, as a faint echo in a distant chamber, Dicky
Naicker's mind registered the thought: Just like in the fil%éPs.

She.said: "Where were you? We were looking for you all over
the plaeeoﬂ..;ﬁ Theﬁ the'Jéigig—nﬁn put his hand over hers and she
stopped.

"I went up to the look=out," Dicky Naicker said.

"All right. Your food's on the stove. We leave ;? an hour."

He shut the door between them:, he tried to shut the sound of
their voices from his mind while he ate.

lLater, he stood by, quiet and withdrawn, while Dee Nunkhoo took
leave of her black lover. Then he drove her down and out of the

Am——

valley and across the dark land,

When they neared the village where hegﬂcar was wadpdamyeiridaen;

she spoke for the first time in nearly two hours. And Dicky Naicker
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recognigfd it as the voice of the old Miss Dee, decisive,
authoritative and with that hint of aloofness that those in the

movement knew so well, and that some also feared. f

"If there is something on your minq?you should speak it. We
.
are all supposed to be comrades in the movements so speak your
mind. Or are you a coward who thinks things but dares not say*

themf"

N
"You Doc's sister, Miss Dee," he said tightly.
. llSo?...fill
"And Sammy...s.and we all/;...,!ilove you Miss Dee ./...,-"
"So%ﬁ..;."
"Nuttintin
M1 see.}..;ﬁAll right. If you've finished, there is something
WY ML, . L
on my mind{too ales 1'm not a coward W You

i

are one of our bright young men, one of tomorrow's leéders, one of
Sammy's bright oneg)and you go sick with prejudice because you see
an Indian woman give herself - no, let's use the right words for
your little mind/rxbecause you.see an Indian woman sleep with a
black man. You made me ashamed of you; ashamed of being one of
you, of being in the same movement with you; and you shaﬁed me
before the man I love and respect more than anyone else I know because
he is free of this rotten cancer. You're supposed to be fighting
against prejudice but it's in you already. We're-all of us caught
up in this rotten sickness. It isn't only the whites. It has
spread to us. The black people jpave it toos and the brown people.
You and I;and,our movement‘izézt God! The unspeakable dirt that
must have coursed through your mind when you thought of me lying

with my lover! How dirty and sordid did you make it? You're just a
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stupid, rotten filthysminded little cooliel™

"No!" Dicky Naicker brought the Land Rover to a stop. "Noi"

"Yes! Foul and filthyin

"Stop it Miss Dee!" he said dangeggusly.

"Or you'll knock me down and do what he did?!" She bared her
teeth and glared at him savagely, barely able to resist clawing his
face. "You just try it, you foul=minded brute! Filthy:minded little
coolieln

For the second time that night, Dicky Naicker broke down and
wept like a little child, loud and longs

Slowly, in waves like a_tide going out, the savage fury left
Dee Nunkhooj the painful: pounding at the back of her eyes and above
her ears, stopped;s her Squ ceasea trembling; the impulse to
destructive;viblenée died. At long last she touched the young man
and he raised a tear-stained face from the steering wheel.

“%“'"Come, we must go on," she said wearily.

He brushed the tears away with the back of his hand and tried

to see her face, but there was not enough light. The moon was up

but it shed very little light this®night.

S

"Miss...Deei.. " There was a world of tentativity in his voice.
Yes 7!

"You not angry any more?"

"No, not any more.,"

"But you unhappy now and it sgund worse "

"I'm tired and there's a long drive ahead of me."

"Miss Dee... “"

"Yes M
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"I'm sorry."

#I'm sorry too."

"You right. What you say is true. I mean about the things
in my mind. But I didn't want it to happen. I don't want to have
prejudice, Miss Dee. Honest, I don't want it. It's like you say,
we all sick with it. But I honestly don't want it, Miss Dee. I

didn't want to think those things. I want to be like you - and

\

him. But it come up, like you say, like a sickness. How can I
stop it, Miss Dee? Honest I want to."

"The only way to stop it," she said, "is by changing our
world."

"But for now, so I don't get these thoughts?"

"I don't know, Diekys) I don't know. I don't think it can
be done without changing the society and the control of power in
the society."

"He said even then it may be bad for us. He said not all
change 1iswgood."

"I'm very tireq; she said.

He started the Land Rover,

p
ry
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Karl Van As was a very handsome and very tall young man in

his late thirties. He was also rising fast in his country's
service and he knew all he had to de was to keep going like this,
keep out of trouble, and the day would come when he would be one
of the half dozen most powerful men in the land. But somehow,

this prospect was not as exciting as it had been a few years eérl}er.

\ : 3
In those days)$$pecially durinighis stints as a junior diplomat sfémed
, B U R
[ in London, ®hem™in Paris, ,ﬁj in Washington, the excitement of a
i Oii

bright future had Been like heady wine, lifting his spirits and
spurring him to greater effért. Now, rising was not a fraction as
exciting and he was disturbedsby an odaly persistent feeling of
depression that lurked just below the surface of his consciousness,
like some beast of prey, waiting to leap and overwhelm him the r
moment his) guard was down: He had to fight off this lurking I

depression all the time now. He knew that part ofjthe reason for

mam—————

7 it had to do with what had happened to the country in recent years.

The expulsion from the Commonwealth 4Ffor.that is what the

\/w1thdrawal really meant - had been the most painfully personal
blow for him and a handful of others whose jobs had meant

thol s ¢ ‘
personal and intimate dealings with Pihaas—dnéag—iikewﬁobs from

C%}/ +ether-p!rta-oﬁ the Commonwealté:$%k32;n international gatherlngs

in Paris or Washlngton the Commonwealth diplomats, at all 1evels,

always stood out as a teag*;nﬁgsﬁﬁgﬁaitbthat understood the rules

| and had a clear pattern of plays)

,P t>““/xw there had been a spirit of freedom about it that all the other
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diplomats.envied; and it was fun being a part of that. And théﬁ,
: | of course, there were the personal things: the way the Commonwealth
\\\%\\\\>€AJ'/ types worked and played together, the way in which they all knew
) i \ | z/f’j and understood certain special jokes and certain special symbolsg
all small things, many of them foolish taken out of context, but
taken together they added up to a striking manifestation of some-
thing they all understood clearly and described vaguely as the "Common-l
wealth spirit." South Africa had been part of this till the expulsion.
Then there was that last mission on which he went to the United Nations.
Till then the expulsion had been simply a political thing. In New York,
and later, in Washington, it had become very real. There had been
nothing clear-cut about it; no one had been rude personally, not even the
spokesmen of the Afro-Asians who wanted to drive the country our of the

' United Nations. They had simply made it clear that South Africa was no
' longer part of/ the Commonwealth team. [

' :pppeonai;iasai;;DMany a time he had walked into a room where a
R %

group was in eithér gay or serious conversation: they had noted

his ‘entry, then they had deliberately eliminated his presence from
their consciousness. Not even the white Commonwealth members, the
Australians, the New Zealanders, the Canadians, had wanted to
acknowledge his presence; the British had been more subtii PO,
about it, but even with them he had been aware that his presence
was awkward and embarrassing.

His office door opened and he looked up as his secretary
came in. She was a tall, striking girl; striking not because she
was beautiful but because of the animal vitality she generated.

Her features were blunt. Her big-boned body gave off the feel of

massive peasant strength. Karl Van As did not like his secretary
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and did not bother to hide it. She was a leading member of a

group of young female extremists who advocated the emasculation

of any male found having sex relations outside his own racial

group. He knew that it was because he did not 1like hef and because

he had not bothered to hide it that she had developed some sort of
passion for him. They really had nothing in common; there was not
even the attraction of opposites. She was not ihterested in thinkiﬂg,
in reading, in what went on in the world., She came to the office (
to work, then she went home and changed for the beach, and then she
and her friends lay on the géQOSE.rolling this way and that, their
bodies oiled so that every little,part of it could be burned a light
golden browqg;“then theylééggyh;me and ate too much, and drank too
much and fornicated as a mecessary act of being in the swim of
things. So one day runs into the other with slight variationsfﬁ..iﬂ
He fought «ddown thedmounting contempt he felt for all that this girl j
represented. He wondered, fleetingly, whether he was being unjust

to hera  whether his resentment did not stem from the sense of

isolation he felt, the sense of being cut off from the world both

A

pe¥sonally and nationally. \Hﬁ-bhought1 Apart from her ieiujgtq*..l

’Q\emasculatlontGEQPhe has harmed nofone

The girl said: "The man from the Department of Records
is here."

"With everything we want?"

"Two bulging briefcases."

"Fines) give him a cup of coffee and make him wait. If
I'm longer thanw}ive minutes with Dr. Sne%’call through. Right?"

"Right, sir." She looked quickly at her watch and left.
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He rose and went out by the private door and down the
narrow back corridor to the office of Dr. Ludwig Snel, Chief of
the Natal Bureau of Internal Security. He knocked and went in.

As usual, Snel had his aiiﬁbnditioning working so high that his
room was positively chilly.

Snel was a big man, bony and white hdred)aﬁd-with a heavily
lined and leathery face. There was an air of utter weariness about
hi&i The only life igéhgm seemed to come from his unusually bright
eyes.

"Well, Karl?" It was@lmost»like hearing the voice of Jan
Smuts again.

"You said to leek insthis morning, sir."

"Oh, yes\!

Snel\found a,sheet of paper among the pile on his desk and
pushed it acrossy Van As picked it up and walkeq to the window
reading it. Automatically, he reached out and reduced the air=
conditioner from 'cold” to "coollkl The letter was what he expected.
The \Minister's Private Secretary haqghgoned him about it at his
?lat last night.siit was a week now since the murder of that fellow
who had called himself Hans Coetzee and who had turned out to be
that Westhuizen who had been classified as coloured a little over
a year ago, and so far there was absolutely no progress to show
in the case. The gative who had been with Coetzee=Westhuigzen had
disappeared completely and this had created an atmosphere of
serious uneasiness among wide sections in the country, in the partx
and even in the government. The Miniéter understands that the

forces of law and order have in their possession the/?%ssbook of

this Native, Richard Nkosi. In the circumstances the Minister
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cannot understand why this Jiative has not 0 }’been apprehended.
£ 79

A handful of party backbenchers have been persuaded to defer raising

the matter in Parliament for a week. The Minister therefore expects
a0 G~

this case to be closed within ﬁquﬁnﬂa~;

Van As put the letter back on the desk and Snel automatically
shuffled it halfway inside the pile of other letters on his desk.
He's denying its importance, Van As thought; he's protesting. And
his sympathies went out to Snel. OSnel was one of the fast disappear-

1ng band of publlc sarvants who had grown, up under the leadership of

Smutsu?aﬁ-bhe—téﬂp‘uhan-the white man's m1531on was more than just

;\g fight to preserve what hehada Mthe voice of the

land, in the persons of Smﬁfs and Hofmyer, was heard with respect
throughout the worldd. Kﬁagit was because Snel, and the three or
four like him,¢compared these times W¢th those, an?ﬂbecause they«//ﬁj
made, and make, the'men now in power know this, that they have beéﬁﬂ
banished from the seats of power, from Pretoria and Cape Town, to
little backwaters like this office in Natal. And now this Sne;)who
had once exercised more power than all except the most senior
Cabinet Ministers had to rec%ive this kind of letter from a party
hack w1th no vision beyon; ;ho pro£ectti-lhffhis own skin and

advancnngnﬂ?hls own interests,

i

"Suppose you knew about this," Snel murmured.

st ] LG o oA

K \
"Yes, sirf,) the Bwd. phoned me at home last night."
"How characteristic!" Snel's contempt was obvious.
"Sorry, sir.®

The hint of a smile flickered across Snel's face.

-

"Not your fault young fellow.| ; 1How long can you ~ what's

l

your favurite phrase ;\¢keep out of trouble L7
o
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Again, as he had done so often, Snel made Van As feel guilty.

D don'p know," Van As said quietly. "For as long as I want
to, I suppose." b -

nYes.ﬁ..T;ut don't allow yoﬁ?éi%fto be too strongly influenced
by me,ryoung man. After all, we failed, and that is the reason for
things being what they are today. I would hate not to influence
you at all, but every time I say something that hurts, just
remeimber that we failed. If we hadn't ihéi-%;they wouldn't have
won power and the country would have taken a different course.":

"There are}thoae who saysthis, course was inevitable, sir."

"They may;be right, eon.( A1l I know is there was a uéii?p
during the ﬁar, a yery brief'3=;<h£ of a few months, when everything
flowed strongly for a'single integrated community. I was at the
'centre of things then. I knew all the Cabinet secrets: I sat in
and had a handiin the making of some of them. I‘fe}t the moment
and,“like all the others, I was frightened of the mewment. We were
all afraid; all, except one. And we all shied away from discussing
the"nature of our fears.}.:?;

"And the one, sir?"

Snel shook his head.

"There was a thing about not revealing the attitudes of
individuals at Cabinet meetings. Smuts was very strong on that.

And none of us, civil servants or politicians, have ever broken that
v'rix" ) )

"ﬁ*rg %‘not even people who fell out with him or broke away latervﬁ..
It is a long time ago and I've thought and thought about what made
us frightened. And you know something? To this day I don't think

I can honestly say what we were afraid of. The ultimate loss of
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political and economic power to the Africans? Yes, that was part
of it. The guilty fear that they might do unto us as wé had done
unto them? Yes, that too. The fear of wholesale miscegenation?
This one I'm not sure of. After all, it is we, the whites, who
took the initiative in bringing the colouredS)into being. We did
the miscegenating and if we need any protection, it is from ourselves,
not from the black people. No one among us in those days thought
that getting rid of the colour bar would fésult in a wholesale
mixing of the races. That was a niee way of exploiting and feeding
the sex jealousies of the maleiwhite, no more: he wanted to have no
competition where his own womahn was concerned and yet he wanted to
be free to have hi%, fling with the others. He had found the black
woman very exciting and so all anyone had to do was to suggest that
the white woman might find the black man equally exciting. But the
excitément is that of the forbidden fruit." Snel paused and smiled,
a‘far=away dreamy smile that softened his stern face. "I remember
how important it was when I was young to have one's first black girliu
It was a combination of the mysterious and the forbidden and all the
sweeter for that. I should be surprised if it is any different today,
in spite of all these stupid new laws."

"No different, sir," Van As said quietly. "Only more difficult."

"Because of the laws?"

"Yes, But mainly because of the women. I understand in your
days they were willing:ﬁ..ih

The softness went out of Snel. He became brisk and business-

like. "You cannot do what we are doing without building up a store+
-i,’/‘ '\)m fo 'L—M‘W \ i
house of hatred.... hewsforthisorrugmmege

/
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Van As replied equaliy brisk%y: .
= "I've a man from Prétoria waiting for me with their master
file on Nkosi. The Natal records show no;;ne missing. I rather
suspect it's a cover for a real identity and that would make it
difficult. But I'd like to have a go at it, sir."
"All rights: drop everything else.”

"I'd like maximum clearance and co=operation from the police,

3 Y Yok to Lo Gt
\4;,"Thank you.,"

Snel's secretary came in with '@ tray of letters. Van As knew
that part of this one's duty was, to report to the local party on
what went on inside the offile, so he remained silent until she
left. Then he went)to the window and turned the ai%gonditioning
temperature control'back to 'coldV\ By this time Snel was immersed
in the new batchjof 1etters‘§f%ﬁ; did not notice Van As leaving.

In his own office, Karl Van As phoned for his secretary to
bring in the man from Pretoria. When she did usher the man in)she
towered over him like a golden Amazon. The man was small, round
shouldered, very sallow, and he‘wgre heavy glasses with very

!

powerful lenses. He would look an ordinary deskzbound little man

in any surrounding;) cesmeds
standing beside Miss Anna de \gt, however, he was reduced to
’;;nething that seemed slightly less than human;; a sickly, shrunken
creature, sluglike in its paleness,
The contrast between the girl and the man irritated Vaﬁ As.
There was an edge to his voice as he said:

2 "Thank you Miss de Wet! That's all!"

Now, as always when he called her Miss de Weg she reacted
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as though he had slapped her. He watched as £Eé§§‘hurt)then
rage showed in her eyes. @E;;-she turned and shut the door
behind her. :
He held out his hand to the little man t.kka\indicated a chair,
Van As said: 'Welll"
"Your kafflr Nkosi, has glven us a lot of trouble." His
voice was Q:ak and reedy aad yet managed to convey a ;"* of
authority.
He openea one briefcase ana extracted a number of files from
it. He stacked these carefully to the left of him on the desk.
Then he opened the second briefease and stacked its pile of Qilesij&dF
his right on the deskas, "All herg}" he s§id looking from the one /
pile to the other.' Next/, he Eﬁg?’;;\officialzlooking envelope from

his breast pocket and took from it the fassbook of !Native, Richard

Nkosi'i With an air of delicacy, the—seir—of one handling somethine—

Jery speatss, he opened the /»’assbook A"" the page that showed the
e f

*

plcture and the vital \Native Richard

Nkosi'.\.He put the Passbook between the two piles of files. "All
here," he repeated.

"Forged?" Van As asked.

"No}sirl" The little man showed stained yellow teeth in a
smile of ‘reluctant admiration. "The book is real; a few slight
changes here and there, but nothing even the expert would notice."

"But you noticedy..:?'

"You flatter me, Mr. Van As. I didn't. I examined the book,

checked it with the master file and found nothing wrong with it."

"But/. sa “
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"I know sir. The slight adjustments Made in the book had also

. o
been made in the.masteq;;;le, so/Passbook and master#}ile agreed
in gyery detail and in every respect, down to the last comma and
fulistop."
N

"Then how did you find what you call the flaw?"

"These files, sir! These contain the source documents. The
masterzg;le of every Native is built up from these source documents.
You know the form, s;;i"

"I'm afraid I don't."

"I'm surprised. I know most people are ignorant of the things
we do at Records but I would/hawe thought that everyone in Security
would have at least a working knéwledge. Anyway, birth registration,
school registration, the .@ld%ine pass registration, the ol@?ime
travel permits, residence permits, work permits, tax receipts,
everythingﬂ' we have carbon copies of all these in our files. So we
can tell “you not only when and where a ﬁétive was born, but also
howymuch, time he spent at school, when gé took his first job and
with whom, and how much he was paid; we can also tell, almost to
the hour, when he made his first trip from his village or location,
where he went, when he arrived therg)and how long he stayed. 1In
fact, we have, in these files, an almost complete record of everything
that happens to a'$?tive from the moment of birth to the moment of
deéth. He can do nothing of any importance without it coming into
these files."

"Only ﬁatives?" Van As asked quietly.

Again the little man showed his teeth.

"No sir. We are reaching a point where we can give you a
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complete record of every single person in the land. Our system
of Native control is naturally most perfect. We've been at it
longest. But® you just give us a little more tinev4 as little as
another two years - and we'll be able to do for you with everyone
what we can now do only for the Natives: huild up an almost day=
by-day record of a person's lifé }rom our files. Of course, we're
up against a serious space problem. We have the largest government
building gow)but we're already desperately overcrowded. But that's
an internal matter."

"And I'm sure you'll get all ' the space you wantf...;"

"Oh yes. We'll get it. We're too valuable fortthem to refuse,
But I'd appreciate it ifryou'Ll keep to yourself the fact that

we 're building asd{complete a system of control for others as we've

done for the Natives. "I don't know why but most people §eém:sny of

’4’&!, { (A

MJéovernment haﬂ’t; a complete record of their lives. Can't see any-

thing wrongiwith it myself."
vUnless you break the law," Van As murmured.
"But, thére are . some law=abiding people I know - n
"Yes," Van As cut in quickly, "there are people like that."
The little man seemed to withdraw into himself suddenly, and
now Van As was aware of a sharp and sensitive intelligence at work.
"%orryrjﬁdidn't-mean to bore you," the little man said.
"But you didn't. Depressed me a little perhaps.”

‘Now he almost felt the forceful probing of the little man's
intelligence. It was this that the Anna de Wets of this world
would always miss and therefore under;;ate.

"You one of the @k(orles too?n Y. WM sam astiad,

"Suppose so," he said carefully.
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The little man let out a dry, rasping laugh.

"You're in very distinguiéhed company. Just two days ago my
P AAAL =4 » .
chief got a serious [} i

N
because the Minister found out how complete a file we had on him."

from a very senior (Cabinet Minister

"What happened?" Van As was sueesess®s: interested.

"Nothing," the little man smiled. "He wanted us to destroy

his file but we don't destroy files./. ; [I know what you're thinking,

Mr, Van As. Perhaps one day someorne will come who will use the
contents of the files to build up am  empire of power for himself,
The answer is that there will be a file on that person too."
Wahich could be destroyéd /or doctored."
"You're thinking how the maste;¥;ile of your case was doctored?"
"Yes
"But don't youlsee the beauty of it! Because of yoﬁr case we
are making a routine check of all our master files. OQur computers

are working overtime and this checking job, which would have been

all but_impossible a few bmes- years ago should be done in hetween
three 3£§ six months. By that time we will have devised something
that is proof against this kind of doctoring. Also, we will arrive
at a pretty close estimate of the time when the master file was
tampered with."

"And that will give you a pretty clear idea of the people who
were working on that section of records at the time of the
tampering."

"You've got it!"

Karl Van As hesitateq;then looked straight at the little man.

/
"Don't misunderstand me. But who keep files on people like -
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you and your chief?"

The little man lowered his head till his chin nearly rested on
r //‘ s

his chesty) W@WKalf a minute{\ thea—
he raised his head, took off hlS glasses, MM@@W

4[; 4. ?",

-of-hta-epam‘e] and pollshedLW v1:rorously/\ the whlle peering

wee “)
at Karl Van As through very pale, very weak eyes. He was, STEEeY)

a wery helpless and halfsblind little man. z-:!hcn he saidy|guietiys

m musingly: 7

- "You know Mr. Van As, you've put gour finger on the great flaw

———

in Records. There is a handful ‘of us *c;kwhqmr nobody can keep files ,/,g’
We are the’ keepers of the pecords but we are above the records ‘//.7/
because we are not entered.", An odd smile played across the

y
helpless=looking facen Wit worries me - so much, I sometimes wake

An
up in the night . ™

Then ‘thellittle man put on B&EX his glasses and once more Van
As was in the presence of a forceful and searching intelligence.
Gu&gby“ Karl Van As felt fear as a strong physical forces. ibut,
sit_,ting there facing the intelligent little man with the bad teeth,
this brand of fear seemed foolish and faneiful in the extreme.

The little man looked at his watch. "Ah, my plane leaves in
just over an hour. Better get over our business."

"Yes: the flaw."

"Wery simple and very clever," the little man said. "Instead
of forging a fassb'ook, they forged a person. The man you want \the
man whose picture is on the fassbook}fis not Richard Nkosi. In
fact) the files will show that the real Richard Nkosi died five years

ago, that his /Passbook has been used at least twice before, and that



=154~

161 31085

—ame—dilat, cach time the photograph of the forged person was
officially stamped at Records. The picture of this present
Richard Nkosi was stamped at Records :E:;p months ago and it
could only have been done by one of the handful of us who are above

the records/;.. Just look at this." He opened a file and pushed

\
1

ip across the desk to Van As. He waited till Van As had finished,
t&éé he pushed another file across. And so slowly, bit by bit,

as file followed file, emerged the picturé of how the Passbook and
the name of a dead man had been“used by the underground.

According to the files, the, first forged person had clean
diséppeared. But his name and his background and his history were
there on record. Amd there were neat and careful notat%ons to
suggest that he hadiskipped the country, probably to some communist
state for training in guerrilla warfare. And a special, boxed note
said that this man was dangerous and his return would be a serious
disaster for the countrx)so a print of his picture had been sent
to every point of entry into the country with instructions to shoot
on sdght. The pictu{? was that of a peaceful=looking, sleepy-=eyed,
puffy=faced)and notj’*kgright young man in his early thirties.
According to the records his forebears were of the Xosa tribe but
almost all Xosa characteristics had been crossbred out of him by
generations of city=dwelling, and his face now was the detribaligsd
face of just one of the many millions d@éﬁ t;;Be found in the dark
backwaters of the great cities and towns of the land. A dangerous

s .

man, a wanted man, an enemy of the state: the first forged Richard

/ 4 |
J § y 2
\\\\\\\a%é' Nkosi whose real name the methodical organiRation of Recordshad

proved to be Walter Mahlangi.
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The second forged Richard Nkosi had been one of these
/j T £ I S

doubtful, borderline coloureds, the type %{e the registration

officers had to toss a coin to decide whether he should be
classified coloured or black. This one had been classified coloured

and the slightly greater freedom of movement enjoyed by a coloured
U
had made him a good choice as courrier for the underground. He had

been caught and sentenced to death and executed as John Voerster,
saboteur and terrorist: it was only now,two years after his death.
that they had found out that Voerster=had,slipped into and out of
the identity of Richard Nkosi.

Finally, the little mangpushed the last of the files across to
Van As.

"That 's the oneyou want," he said. "We haven't much on him,
The fact of hig birthy his name.é..}His-father was a privileged

e et o anh , .
indug%non the Jd?'burg mines =g he lived outside the mine compound

with his womanyso the child was born in Joh'burg. The induna was
a niinor chief called Dube. The boy was named Richard. And that's
bjirn

about,all we have on Ljasl8Y. When they came back to Natal, no

/

[

records were kept?a-ﬁ-,y.we-héve nothing on this one and scores of
hundreds of others. And the person responsible for Native Affairs
in this part of the world at that time is dead. So we know nothing
about the latest Richard Nkosi except that his real name is Richard
Dube./,..i"

Hold on! Hold on! Karl Van As told himself and stared at
the single sheet of paper in the folder till he felt himself under

control.

"Not even a picture?" Van As said carefully.
L W

"Only the duplicate of this is in the masterffile."
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Van As held out his hand and the little man pushed the
féssbook across the desk.
| Karl Van As braced himself before looking at the picture.,®&n~
tha;aixsﬁﬁzkg> he told himself whatt;;o expect, buﬁ}just to make sure,
he pressed the buzzer for his secretary, $w® it was only when he
heard her at the door, only when he knew that the little man's
attention was distracted by her entrance, that he looked down

quickly. It was as he had expected, and yet he felt the jerk of

excitement. Had the little man not_been looking at Anna de Wet

he would have noticed. VYes! Helknew, this man, this latest fersed
: -
é%g?sonl Then, as an act ofmill, he banished this knowledge from
his consciousness. :
w
He looked up and the little man waspmiling at him.
"I know,something about how cunning you people from Security

are, Mr. /an Asy #And of course I looked you up before I came and

I know something of your record of service(;\ f, éf you want to

4 -
cOpy anything here, you can do se without resorting to any subterfuge.
PN 1A

& promise not to mention anyt;ing I see or hear,i??g‘to any person.'
Karl Van As smileuz;'broéaconspiranorigijs;&%e'to cover his
relief. |
"We ‘re not all that good you know. I just wanted Miss de Wet
to make a copy of the little you have on Dube." He passed the last
file with its single sheeﬁ to his secretary. Quickly, she copied
the contents of the sheet into her notebook. Then he pushed the
fassbook to h;q4> ;fhege tod@(\\He flashed a smile at the little
man, confident and sure of himself now. "I understand the police haw

copies of this picture?"

"Terribly bad ones. His mother wouldn't identify him by those."



N 164 31085

"Then we'd better let them have others."

"I think so too. You sound very cleaé?ut suddenly ."

"I have all the facts now."

"And know what to do?"

"I think so. The facts dictate a certain line of ;hquiry."

"You know they're very worried about this thing in Pre@gﬁiéiiléd;

1))

{ A~

"I know." ‘ %

"Then that's it, Mr. Van As." The little man got up.

"Why not join me for lunch&" Karl Vafi“As suggested.

The little man shook his hegad.§, "Very kind of you but it's a
very long flight up and there's\a hard day ahead tomorrow. I'd
like to get back as soon ag possible. But thank you so much." He
packed his files bagk dnto the briefcases.

To his secyetary, Van As said: "Car ready?"

She modded. The little man shook hands with Van As and followed

the strapping golden girl to the door. He paused there and called

baek: WGood huntingi"
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Good hunting!
Good hunting indeed! A wave of bitter dejection swept over
Karl Van As, and mingled with it was a sense of resentment which,

because it was -directed at noéone and nothing in particular,

threatened to feed on itself to overpowering proportions. But
after a while, as usual, he got the betbt@ér of his emotions and '
thought took the place of feeling. \Mepression and a hint of despair
remained, of course, but as g famil¥ar undercurrent with'which he
had learn§4to live. ,

: . £

Richard NkosisRichaxdiDube. Richard Dube, the third forged

Richard Nkosi as the littleﬁéén from Records called him. He
recalled the Righapd Dube he had known. A small man with a great
stillness aBout him; a man of art and sensibilities. But then, the

whole ‘world, seen from.Paris, had seemed a place of art and sensibili-

ties. The clear-eyed, direct way Richard Dube had looked at him
when they megﬂ.$ﬂgWhat was the name of the little French girl who
had taken him-to the party?...f.Never mind. Not important. What
is important is that Dube was theres quietly having a good time.
One of those big studio affairs where most of the people got

awfully drunk, and where Jjunior dlplomats had to watch thelr steps
/J -
and avoid ggggigg'%ubllcly c0mpromlsed gi%ﬁ some all=too=willing

‘4

pretty mlss. It had been a pﬁakpy mixed party - all types, races.

and colours l the kind that would have given the good old Dutch
AN

Reformed Church elders in Pretoria the willies had they known that

some of their brightest young men aftended! Dube had seemed quiet
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and subdued beside the bubbling, rather coky exhuberance of the
A

West Africans and West Indians there: and he had seemed genuinely
more relaxed, with greater inner reserves than the other dark=skinned
guests€3 not chippy at all, but certainly not humble or cringing,
And then ﬁhe girl - what the devil was her name? - recogni%;d Dube
and purred "Richard! in a way that made him jealous. But she had
introduced them and that was something/...fdf

Van As leaned back and closed his eyes, trying to recall the
details of that encounter.,

[ - 8
The girl fﬁdammit what was her name?ll\had soon recognigpd some-

one else and left them. What_had they talked about? Awfully hard

to remember at this distance in time. What was it, seven, eight years
ago? Two things stood out \sharply: tjz’e great stillness that was
about them, as 4hough he radiated peace; and two, the strong feel of
belonging that was between them from the moment they looked at each
other amd exchanged words. They were the only South Africans at that
part%égndéalthough they were meeting for the first-time and although
they eame from different rac1al aiihoo&ouryhead socia 7Z?d{aq%?rfa&-
K <.

South

Africans set them apart, in a very special and striking way, from all
the other people at the party. The things common to then’;ﬁﬁﬁ;ggég!ﬁﬁ
birth in the same land; mornings with the same sun coming up over
hills and mountains whose reality they shared,‘and with the same

mists wnltening valleyQthey both knew; breathing and assimilating,

e —

as they grew, the feel and the tensions and the hurts and the tender-
nesses. and the harshnesses-of the land, a special vision, a special

comprehension, a special compassion)Special words, images, Jjokes,
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postures, ways of speech, of eating and laughing and making love

and hatingﬂfﬁnited them and all those born in the land, and made
them different from all other human beings who are not South African.
All this had invested that meeting with Dube with the rare
quality associated with dlscovery iThlngS began to come back,
but mistily, from the very far, elght—year—old recesses of the
mysparious storehouse of n@n@ryf..:Tﬁe had mentioned this South
African thing to Dube, and the sense ofl dis¢covery he felt about
it. Ana clearly, across the gulf of vlme and space and a world
of intervening petty experience®, hejheard the voice of Richard
Dube as clearly as he had heapdiit that far=off night«
"But we have to leave South Africa to discover the transcendent

importance of our SouthyAfricanness: ironic and tragic, is it not?"

+#nd now everything was clear, as though remembering the sound

of Dube's voice was the key to the past of that special night. He

could recall, now, all the details: what Dube looked like, what

he“worey how he moved his hands, the timbre of his voice, the lines

around his mouth and the disconcerting directness of his gaze....J

An%fEEZEESQGG;he could, nowr remember the girl's name too: Monique,

as nice and ordinary as the girl herself.

They had talked, he remembered é@w, as South Africans do outside

South Africa about South Africa and South Africans - and, of course,
v
/ colour. But he had been inhibited by Dube's remark that South

Africans had to leave South Africa in order to discover tLissbpessesnden

ideporesmoesef their South Africannsss. It had bqu_said gently,

w1thout any hint of rebuke or even criticism. B@¢ its impact had
Al { ‘/\ L\ Lo A4l (il
devasted van As and he had eIt disarmed @ at a dlsaaVantagEF“

Thew
\ unw1lllng to commit or even declare himself. An7§:@ the talk
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possibility of real contact but «Ifh one waitzng for the first

move and the otheg\afrald to make 1t

The following night, after getting the address from Monique,
he had walked by way of the square of Saint Sulpice up the narrow

/Rue Servandoni to the leaning old house near the top. Once’he

had climbed the stairs to the very door of the studio on the fourth
floor, but thaq'&ourage had deserted him and he had come down without

knocking. Then he had walked up and down the narrow street with

its leaning houses, hoping that dubé would come out so that they
could attempt a new beginning with what appeared a casual

encounter But the studio light had stayed ond Dube had not come

A o ik
outy /Sndnuﬁﬁsthe Psople of the narrow strest, began to eye him
v
suspiciously, he had left/...7’1nd now Richard Dube, artist, was

Richard Nkosi, wanted underground agent.

He fousht off a wave of utter weariness, got up and went out
/'¢“1“‘4 5
By the private door that led, by way of the little dark passage,

to%ehe private door of Dr. Snel.

.f'—
Halfway there, heKEEEégijgﬁ stood deep in thought for a while,

abanpb&y and went back to his office.

s

Richard Dube, artist: Richard Dube, underground agent. The

then swung

sudden wealth among the detainees, the evidence that the under-
ground now has all the money it needs, ali this could mean oniy one
thing: Dube had brought money into the country. He had come by |
way of the sea.

V29

He picked up his/phone and dialled the private number of the

N

head of the Political Division, Natal ¢.I.D. ;

"Japie? Karl Van As.ﬁ“Yes. I want the two fellows who
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spotted Coetzee=Westhuizen.rr-,.Yes. I think I have a lead.j» No.

/

I want them now. I think your Na'uve was the money courier and came
iPps TtE 7

in from the sea. I want to drive out there with them...,,Ye% At‘lne.
[ \

See you.' »
He put down the phone and the thought jumped at him: If

Dube was the money courier and if he was in the company of Coetzee=)

o

Westhuizen then Coetzee=Westhuizen must also have been an agent of
4

the underground. The white man who hadfbeen declared coloured had

revenged himself by serving the undérground. He recalled Dr. Snel

had suggested this might happen g2t Wwhe"height of the Westhuizen

gy

scandal. At the time he had felt that the old man

’W-,;/,'/ A 2 P 4
was reading e|into whdt, was*after all an unfortunate personal

tragedy for one mang now, events had proved the old man right.

Westhuizen hgd become Coetzee and (Coetzee=Westhuizen had been the
guide who brought the man in from the sea.
Again‘he dialled the private number of the man he called Japie.

Wjapie, me again. About Coetzee=Westhuizen —l\I'd like a

detailed report of everybody he has come into contact with over the

f VT 4 =55
past three months;, repeat everybody —_\without exception./. oo ’Yes.{. cod
Doesn't matter who or what ./...{Yes.....“',The old man has been on to

yous fine! Give it top priority.f...ﬁo, can't tell you yst. But
if you' give me everybody he's Yad any dealing with) I'm sure his link

with the underground will be one of them. Our problem is to

—~

7
recogniyf and identify that link./. ..IYes, I've no doubt he served

s L
them{...’l don't know that yet: it doesn't make sense for Pogo

to kill an agent of the underground /-g\at. least, not on the surface.
__,/’
S

But therds something under the surface to be found.|.Yes / ‘Yes [j

Soon as possible and as it comes in. Remember no detail is too
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trivial. Tot siens.fa'ﬂ_.. MW .\/
He tidied his desk mechanically, locked the drawer that

contained his confidential papers, washed amet¥248d up in his

private @room e

f‘ out/for lunch, letbdsms his secretary
. &

know where to reach him,

After lunch he drove to his flat and changed from his immaculate

city clothes into khaki bush clothing and tough but soft Boer walking-

boots. He was tying the gunbelt round hisswaist when Anna de Wet

e -

phoned /uhigiwet’ to say that the two polige patrolmen had arrived.yee—

her to tell/fham to wait .

He arrived at the office five minutes later. Anna de Wet had

obviously had a wonderful time with the two patrolmen. :‘}m-

md while he shook
their hands the two patrolmen could not quite shake free from the
Spell she had cast over them. He felt unkind about it but could not

suppress the thought of two dogs and a bitcth heat. Life here

in, this room, for now, was reduced to a most unsophisticated and

A
» 7

»

overpowering sense of sex: and reduced to Mﬁi it was sordid beyond ’dt{)

A
words. Fleetingly, ¥e the distaste he |2

felt showed on his face.
Anna de Wet saw and misread his expression. Jealous! she told
herself triumphantlys; Jjealous at last! Only a hint of it, but enough!

Quite enough for a start. Yes, quite enough ./...i"And how very Afrikaner

he looked dressed for the outdoors. This was the real Karl Van As,
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the real descendant of the Voortrekker Paul Van As and his wife,
& A

/ ¢ , Elsie, who had been with that small honoured band whi had gone
‘ forth to conquer a wild land and jg had laid the foundations of

‘ ,)' this nat,lon with their blood and their sacrifice. One day, when
O//\ he ”‘;redlscovered who and what he was, ‘M turned his

L.

{)\}« ' back on that world W now holds such attraction for him, she

'/Ld-\l_]\d lie beside him and in a moment of peace and harmony between

" N
( 'S | /
them, perhaps after loving, she | fﬂ /tell him about his great=great
grandfather Paul and his wife Elsie, and how her own ancestor had

left & diary that told of the meeting between Paul Van As and Elsie

Bezuidenhout in the days of the,Great.Trek and of the flowering of

A4
) _ love betvmentoRee and of their marriage and of the death of Paul
4 La O
1¢/ at the battle of Vegkog.,l’...f/One day she would take out that diary

and show it to him.) But not yet, not till he had found his way

back to his own people@lw through her. This was

something, she had known for a long time now, for nearly all of the

three years that he had been back from m overseas and that
she had worked for him. She had watched and waited.j...‘?"

She noted his instructions mechanically and smiled warmly for
the ' benefit of the patrolmen. Then she was alone in the office.
She had watched and waited this long; she could watch and

&
wait a little longer./..?r

The telephone rang and a brisk, businesslike Miss Anna de Wet

answered it,

/ . e

/ "This is the place," the first patrolman, bire=OME wiCm thex

\ ’_/‘_z lv._ W&M He was the driver and the spokesman, but on the
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.
long drive Van As had discovered that it was his partner, the

Al theast
smaller, quieter one who was the brains of the partnership./i@pgn&

Vodee appeared to lead)b&t on all important matters he automatically

looked to his partner for guidance in the form of quiet suggestion.

W g s

\ (A L (A
‘he said, "This is the place", ane- looked quickly for-i&g nod
o /Z g

of confirmation ; They stopped and got out of the

patrol car.

Van As walked about looking at thefground, both on the highway

and a little off it, but there was mothing to see, nothing to

connect this spot with the encounter between these two and Coetzee=

Westhuizen and Nkosi=Dube. fHethought: I really have no business to

withhold what I know about Dube from Snel. He was conscious of the
patrolmen watching him, almost as though «¢they expected him to perform
some feat of magic. “The tribalism in us, he smiled inwardly.

J). "Tell me again'what happenad," he said.
Lotiheas™

The first time, in the car, GeuffVeiee had told the story.
Nownthe, quiet one told it, more sharply, more cleér\? more
inc¥sively, bringing in detail/that hatheen missing from_éiﬁé;f!“w
?oée€*§‘account. When hé‘ﬁgéiégéé éarl Van As felt that hg knew

every detail of what had happened. Dube had acted his part perfectly,

much better than (Coetzee=Westhuizen.
"what aroused your suspicion?"
"Something about Coatzee‘;,of course we know now he wasn't

e

really Coctzee - there was an unnaturalness about him.

[_‘ s
"Remember you connected him with all the other things," -Gruff

Vedee cut in.

"That was afterwards," the quiet one said.
A .i\ 4
"And the Native?" Karl Van As saiqi "the

kaffir?"

-
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"He looked all right. You know, startled and shocked because

he'd been asleep. Nothing suspicious."

"You looked in the car?"

7 "Briefly, before the Native woke up. Nothing in it, only an

LR

old bag with his things at his feet."
"Checked it?"

"No, I've seen so many of these smelly kaffir bags, and that

-

one really stank, siri®

He thought: All right, here's your piece of magic, ame—seid,
quietly and deliberately and calculated to impress# [; ot}
~ “ uThat bag was stuffed'with'ﬁoﬁgyﬁg probably more money than

all three ofrEs have seen together in all our lives.,"
L oA <8
L/// ;;7?\w Gruff-Yoiee said: "Allejesus!"
The quiet one sweemdd looked drawn and pinched. -

"And I letithem go," he said bitterly.

"Not your fault," Van As murmured. "Could happen to any of us.

>

=
To me.  How were you to know."

L .
Qﬁf&ﬁ The gquiet one shook his head: "Not to you, sir%...}And the

oY \gL\ — &
Native was the big n
o
"Yes. He had come in from the sea: Coetzee=Westhuizen was
s P —— _ ) ' i
bringing him in jw=esder to protect him against just what happened -
o /! \

meeting up with a patrol."
And I let them go," the quiet one repeated with a world of
self=reproach.

LouNV
Gruffvoice murmured: "A bagful of money!"

The land about them was flat and scrublike, a sudden patch of
the parched Karroo in normally lush tropical Natal.
/ "Where's the road to the beach you mentioned?"

&/ "About a mile further,” the quiet one said. "It's more a track
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than a road." He looked down at his hands and clenched them.
That's what you'd like to do with Richard Dube, Karl Van As
thought. Aloud, he said: "You must have had a close look at him."

"The Natlve;?;yes I suppose I did %..\"

e
0 I

"Think you'll recognlre him?" /I { \

,_ﬁ”ﬁ?;;i o YJQ,W_; the quiet one let out a string of bitter,

obscene curses that encompassed the Mative and his mother and his

mother's mother and his father and his father's fathery ai;-while
Lot e b

he mogﬁpned them his body trembled and 'his face werked fhen it was

over he shook himself as one coming o@itfof a storm. He avoided
7

Van As's eyes and mumbled: "Sorry, W had to do that.”
Karl Van As fought down sthe»disgust that welled up in him.

This one, he knew, was"more, representative of his people than he
L ottasT”
himself was: this one and Anna de Wet and Geuff-¥eice and the little

man from Records.and a million and more others. But the knowledge

was coldicomfort and the sense of despair which he had always |J 20 .
;5’
managed to,escape when he was out in the country was strongly wit

himynow.” Soon the reality of his people W take from him the

8olage he had found in the opén veld. A part of his mind whispered:

The circle grows smaller.

"Come, I want to see the road to the beach."

They got back into the car and drove for a mile further along
the highway,, then they turned off to the left and bumped across
the land, retfacing the way Coetzee=Westhuizen had come when he
had brought the courier with the money from the sea. At the solitary
house a mile from the beach they found an old couple who had chosen
to live out their retirement cut off from the rest of the world.
They were hostile but the patrolmen assured Van As they were all

right. As on the road, the rock outcropping on the beach gave no
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clue to the coming of Nkosi=Dubea but standing there}Karl Van As
built up a remarkably accurate picture of what had happened. The
thing now, he thought calmly, is to find the living link, the

person to whom Dube was handed over. He began‘walking away from
the beach as he imagined Coetzee=Westhuizen and Dube=Nkosi would

have done.
Az G

Lo

GrudiNeatec.made to follow him but the quiet one gestured for

him to stay back.
"He doesn't want us now. He's.found/what he wanted."

TURAAT

"But he only stood and stare%}" Seuff-Yotce said,
"Are you blind, man?" #There was a hint of tolerant contempt

in the quiet one's voice. MCome, we'd better take the car to the

road.,"

"But/. .. “’" 8
"Helll come, out there."
Leruit™

nIf youy,say so," Gpuff-¥eice said doubtfully

iComsdoni"

It was a little over an hour later that the waiting patrolmen
saw Karl Van As come striding across the barren land towards the
highway. He looked lean and long and he moved with the easy loping

grace of the African leopard, at home in wild and solitary places.

When he reached the pﬁtrol caa the qulet one laid his hand on

) /Van As looked back

at where he had come fron,then he got into the car and said "Drive
along" in a remote, impersonal voice.
At every turning off the highway, wherever there were signs of

L oumr”
a minor road or even a track that could take a car, he told Geuff-

Jeiece to go along it. And so they spent the afternoon following



\‘i
oYy
i
<O
96
o

-169-

one track after another until, at last, in the very late afternoon

when the sun sat low on the horizon, they turned into the track
that Coetzee=Westhuizen had taken with the courier from the sea.
They pulled up at a point not far from where Coetzee-Westhuizen had
pulled up. Karl Van As got out. They were, now, on the edge of
canefields, and the cane tops rose higher thé£§the height of the
patrol car. Van As walked this way and that, examining the ground
carefully until he came to an opening between two canefields; it
was the width of a ten=foot roadway ,\€nouigch to take a small tractor,
cutter, or loader. He followed the opening a little distance, eyes
searching as he went. Aé;;nﬁphere was nothing to see, nothing to
find; but éééin, as, down at‘;he beach, his nerves tingled peinfaliy
and some priﬁeval, inexplicable perception, perhaps an instinct
géég back to mants mope pronouncedly animal past, told him he had
found the\\point where the link between Coetzee=Westhuizen and the

underground had been made. He stared about him intently, as though

willing“the earth and the tall cane shoots to tell him what he wanted

to know. ’ [Lﬁ e
Back at the car, Greff—yorce looked at his watch and grumbled: .

" WWe'll spend the night here at this rate!"
"So what?"

"I want to get home."

"You know who he is?"

i/ i t- "Sure: .&w from Security named Van As."

The quiet one shook his head pityingly.

/

"You should read, manA or listen to what goes on. This bloke

\§f§>géi:> from Security, as you call him, has more pull than anybody else in

*o
k&!/&t -
Natal and more than most of the leaders in the whole land. He
-
%
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was secretary to the President before the President became President;
and he worked with the Prime Minister before he was Prime Minister.
They say he's a favourite of both. Last few times the Foreign
Minister went overseas he went along as chief adviser.”

"Then why's he in Security now?"

"That's how they train these people for high places. Shift
them from post to post on the way up.®

"I'd still like to go home."

"You've no ambition beyond bedding your wife! She'll still be
there when you get back —\and all tHe warmer for the waiting. It's
a wonder that #you come out %o work at all.t.:qébu know, whenever
there's a special and Impontant party or whenever a big foreign
visitor comes, they dpvite him to stay at the Presidential Palace./..."

"All right% 0 he's importanté; does that mean we've got to
stay here all night?" “

WD'you want to spend the rest of your life as a lousy patrolman

going on nigh?%hift every two weeks?"
"No .!. ° :‘i"]

{

"yell theng~ a casual word from him means more than twenty

re%ommendations for promotion from the sergeant.”

"There he is! He's waving to us to come."

"Drive on and take it easys; and don't show any eagerness.

They say this one is devilish clever and I've seen it for myself nowj

so you just be quiet: hear!"

- LA

;7i:h7t’ A1l right!" Geuii-iedee snapped sullenly as he moved the car

e

/ forward,
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Van As got into the car and directed them to go along the

el Lt
lane between the two fields of cane. A /GEipIe™6f mileslalﬂagf\

~

past a small pumphouse, the lane split in two, one leading to the

estate house and the other, in a gentle climb)back to the road.
Van As was puzzled. He was convinced that the detour off the
main road had been made and the transfer of Nkosi=Dube had taken

place back there on the edge of the canefields. But_whj?

"All right," he said. "That's as much as we can do today. We
can go back now. And thank you both very much. You've been most
helpful ,m

By now the# sun had gone{down behind the western hills of Natal
l and only its refleCtion8till bathed the land in a subdued light

that seemed slightlyjyunreal. But there would not be the long and

/
tender twilight ‘that is found on the Transvaal hi%EXS&d. There,

twilight ;) 1ike spring, has a lingering transitional quality to its

tenderness.’ Here, in tropical Natal, it was like the flick of a

switchs ‘ghé sun goes down: the land is bathed in its afterglow;
- '

elick) the afterglow is gone4\ darkn%ss is on the land.

Lounr g

r‘_‘j" / L N
/ GrufiYeiee switched on his hecadlemps. The patrol car picked
fpood’ L V ’ an hant)
- o up, speed and steadied to a gentle cruising hum at sixty miles.\
e f

afian till the patrolmen

dropped kdmm outside his office building. 9;hen Van As saii:;

==n]'d like you gentlemen to do a little work for me tomorrow.

YAAL
In fact, I'd like you to drop whatevertggbeﬁyou're doing, get into
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mufti as early as you like tomorrow and go back to where we spent

this afternoon. I'm sure somebody must have seen Coetzee=
g
Westhuizen's car on its way to meet the Native with the money, and

I'm also sure that somewhere along the line someone must have seen
another car sometime during that night. Ask around and dig around

till you find out. Take as much time as you need, a day or two or

-~

three. But you real;ié/of course that the longer it takes the less
the chances of success."

The quiet one said: "0f courseg,sir./ How do we report? Twice
daily?"

"You don't: not until you have something to report. Then you

phone my offic®, no matter what time of day or night."

e

"Right, sir. Our sergean%/.q;."

"I'1]1 arrange ith, You just get out there. Goodnight,"
#
"Goodnight , sirgd" -
When he ‘thought they were out of earsho?)GP&ff-¥eiee looked

quickly)atwhis partner and said "You were righg" with a hint of

worsdEStua awe in his voice.

| o . . .
A
I
Sl

At the office jone of the men on night duty gave Van As a sealed
note from his secriairy. He took it into his office to read. It
n
gave him a series ofxnumbers and the times at which his party could
be reached at any given‘fumber. He checked his time, ticked off one

of the numbers against the list and called the special operator at

rd
the telephone exchange. The woman recogniﬂed his voice instantly.
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"] was waiting for you, sir."

"You have the list of numbers?"

"Yes, sir."

"Fine. I'll be at my private personal number in two hours'
time "

"So the nine=fifteen number is the one." %txz“:i;;

"That's right; and make absolutely certain that %ﬁ? clear all
the way."

"Right, sir. I'll call youaV

He thought: At this level we 're aaﬁiilgé&y efficien%g ﬁﬂish to
God the underground people understood that better. #

He forced any further thought on the subject out of his mind.
He took out paper and pen.and began to write, setting out in fine
detail all he had discovered about the case so far, his thoughts
on ip}and the\line he felt should be pursued. The only thing he left
out, the thing to which he made no reference at all, was his personal
knowledge of the identity of the man known as Richard Nkosi.

When he had finished writjfu%ii,was twenty minutes to nine. He
locked what he had written into his private drawer and left the office.

(el e

({
He felt hungry and tired, and desperately lonely,Lfs_Loneiy—as he had

'!!25 gaad Ba ?~4’
) two years. That was how long it was since he had last

seen ﬁer, and he knew that tonight her sense of pride would prevail
over his,

It was three minutes to the hour when he reached his flat. It
took him slightly over ten minutes to shower and chang% and he was
just settling down to a drink when the telephone rang at his elbow.

In spite of himself he felt pride at the fineness of his timing.



=174~
ok o I N
.81 31085
Then the familiar voice came to him, clear as though in the next
room instead of in faraway Cape Town, nearly a thousand miles away.

nKar]]Z“hu

"Ye#sir! Good to hear your voice agagn....}“
. |

"And yours boy! Listen. This business/...ﬂ}nl understand it's

: /
been turned over to you....."
/ \

i

"Yes, sir. The man who was killeagg}ou know/“the one who
"\
called himself Coetzeef well he was guiding a courier who had come
\ 2

in from the sea."

"So that's wherg their sudden wealth comes from. We want that

man, Karl! We want him badly! “And we want to know whose ship
carried him{ﬂ..iéut listgn. (You'll get the reports in the morning.

A myth is being created and that is always dangerous. At illegal
meetings in Pretoria“and Johannesburg and all up and down the Reef
there has‘been taik about a new underground hero who cannot be
captured and who cannot be killed because he is the spirit of freedom

and s therefore invincible. It's popping up all over the place,

boy!|) And his name is Richard Nkosi and they say he's just slipped

2
into the country bringing a@m%qw for the

underground, and that he's gone out again. And that he will

come and gc as he pleases because there's nothing we can do about
hinhr..j}ou know the sort of thing.”

"Yeééir."

"Well boy, I don't want this thing to catch on. It could be
serious if it did. We've got to destroy the myth before it spreads.”

"That means catching the man who is currently identified with

5§
the myth and putting him publicly on trial;jLA,ﬂLf»
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"And then destroying him publicly, boy! And I want you ®
do that for me, for the nation! Go to it! And we don’t have
much time.,. We don't want the overseas press and those baboons &
the United Nations to pick it up! So I leave it in your hands.
Call. for whatever you need. All right?"

"Right, sir."

"Fine then. I've people here so personal matters must wil
J
till later. Goorgght and kill that myth, Karll"
"Goo%ght, gir,"
Karl Van As put the receiver pack é6m its stand, leaned back/
and closed his eyes. After a @alle "#he phone rang again. He

picked it up, knowing it wolld\bebthe special operator at e@;ﬁf af'
and said: /97

daca "Everything was, fine, thdnk you very much,"

o M"

"Thank yous gooc}night, sir, " and started the

Ry 1

dismant.litg of thé special connsction that had disrupted normal

serviee all over the land,
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Karl Van As tossed down his drink then reached for the

B .~
1 4
/?hone again, It reguired no conscious effort to remember the

number although he had not used it, or thought of it, for peesiy
two years. He dislled it briskly, without that hesitation
which is part of remembering. It rang half a dozen times, and
he felt narvous tension growing in him. What if she were not
there? Vhat if she had gone away? Two years is a long time.
He breathed in deeply7L..?it rang four dimes morg}then there
wes the elick. He clésed his ®eye8 #nd waited.

Her voice had not changeéd; the coolness of it had the
old familiar effect of fimgersvecross his forehead.

He said: "HellerMildred."

The silence of aymild shock, he thought., Then she saids:,

.

A i

(_E{;I;% K@l.’ﬁ‘:‘ﬁm&t do you want?" h
"Hev &re you, Mildred?"
"Dees it matter?i/....ﬂvg'
"] deserve that. But it does matter."
"Because you're bored and lonely?"
Now the effect of the cool voice was savagely, cuttingly,
hurtful. He stood up to better withstand the painful impact.
"And that, too," he said guietly. "But you're right; 1I
am lonely. Not bored, though. May I come around?"
"Just like thatl"
"Yes."
In_the }ong silsnce that ensued he swayed gently on his
feet, widddmg himselfl be—sm—urmeburnireiexesness—the-tosoer 1O

absorb any shock.

e ——
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"I thought you’d l=ave me alone now,"
"So did I. But I can't."
"Can't? A man like you™"
"All right: won't; don't want tos but the real word
is tpan't) ;é\ even for a man like me. Mildred.@/a,
"Yes?"

"Please 7/. . ﬁ

"To what end, Karl?"

"What end do you wgnt?" a
"Peace of mind and my work, s a T

’ @
"And have you had it the‘ WO years?"
"You're getting more %
Karl," K

He said it quietl, casually: but the

at your business everyday,

)

"That realily hv

women at the er} of the line knew him, knew what it meant

for him tOysay that.
Xspoke aga}n) the cutting savagery had left her voice,
Tt's just no good, Karl.®
"Have you had the psace oi mind you crave?"
"No."
"Neither have I. Please,”
"To what end, Karl? That you and I should one day have to
stand up in court? You know this, Think of your careep,."
"Please) Mildred."
There wa;s a long pause then the woman spoke in an unhappy,

lost child's voices "All rignt./..;\(aut/ ooy /,A/i[—%

And Karl Van As reached out and completed the words and tie

thought for her: "...bYes, it's on my own head." Then he

allowed the suppressed tenderness to break through his voice:
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= T "Give me ten minutes.”' -
- S = R

The little house stood on the very edge of the coloured
quarter., You have the main road as the dividing line between
the cocloursd section and the white section. And by convention
the coloureds who live there) just across the way from the whites,
zre the best coloureds, those closest to the whites in looks,
manners) educationg affluence. Without ever talking about it,
or consc-i;ously thinking about it)/‘ the coloureds who live on the
dividing line behave like people on pgrmanent probation, Their
children never play out in the_ stuofed;. “they never make any
noise; if they have parties off qﬁ&'fféls or fightsb they have

/ them .guietlmi behind clqﬁaeﬁ@ g:}&’rs. The whites across the line
Lt are of thg li:orkiné\&lassﬁr—éiaj anyone who can afford to moves

elsevhere as [ast as\posgible. So, at the weckends, there is

noise and flghting aﬁd permdic bouts of savage verbal exchange

it S

v b e s o) i
g

 from theywhite sidet never from the coloured side. Most of the
colourdq, itouses have h¥h wvalls and locked gates or else very
®oilck, 8nd very high hedges. The little house on the cormer has

both. The walls around it rise a good eight feet and are topped

wﬂ'ow- L- - o
}.abovn the——ral—l—s andaxn the time of flowering, littering the

{ M garden as well as the pavement outside it with their

il { flowers of wiite and red and violet and bluej\ temple trees, fern
| ?M Seritnd

. trees, and flame trees meke a higher, fragrantiss—wes—twmer——=tl

gl >~

B / v, l for the little house. Lower down, wsge=®e the concrete walls are
: y - . *
o7 / hidden behind climbing roses. And underfoot is a carpet of
4 v (e
Ve



175~

186 31085
thiek, broad=bladed, well=cropped grass. &a=farithe Iittie

The little house is the home of Miss Mildred Scott, a .
"f‘\
spinster of thirty=five, headmistress of the largest coloured Xdi&
hool in Natal fﬁgﬁgg§:4&(v 1d Gri M Mildred <:
school in Natal. P 5 an old Grisua woman, Miss M re -
i, ) £

Scott lived alone in the little house. The old Grigua woman /

[ 1] ‘ - - ae
 was Miss Scott's "inheritancel; she had nursed Miss Seott as a

little cnil@,and when Miss Scott grewupfthe old woman had
become her perszonsl maid and attendafity Later, when Mildred
Scott left the family farm in Geiqualaend Fast to go to the univ-

ersity of Cape Townythe old vémae had gone with her to keep

house Sew=mes in tuo pented roomsg) mad—io cook Loy heF—amd~tol
|

s vy i s 1 N

e O (e 511 LU BeE 1o S OLIIEes T8 o s = ST S

The old Griqua woman was the only witness when Mildred
Scott ‘brought Karl Van As to the two rooms in the quiet Cape

Town suburbgs—foncs—tems t-me——=s-—pov, She had served them their

firgt meal that night., And she had bzen present on all

other nights to serve their need
vhile they talked and laughed and shared their studies., Often,
she had prepared a basket for them to go to the beach on mooniit
nights. In those days, a dozen years and more ago, many things
were still possible in & place like Cape Town, and especially
among the young people who attended the university. There was
the need to be coutious, of courge. Suleedsebadnen—senoeallll
~Bobpste—my, There vere many discrsetly conducted mixed

parties in private homes; and there were a few restaurants
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where the lights were not too bright and vhere the mansgement

. was prepared to. overlook certain things provided the young man
was known to have the right backgroumd. And so the old Grigua
woman had wetehed the unfolding and flowering of = very special
relationship; and it was the most natursl thing in the world
when she found, one morning, that the young man had spent the
night. ©She had braced herself then for the inevitable day of
the wedding and made her own secret plans. When the day had
not come, she had accepted that as one facet of the scheme of
things, not the ideal perhaps, but inevitable too.

The young man had been the fivst to firdsh and lesve the
university. He had gonegaway amd come back and gone away and
come back., And thereg had been the letters from all over the
world. And he had gone“and come and gone and come.

And then Mildred Scott had finished and taken her first
job in the ¥ree Stste, and her second job in the Transvaal, and
her third\job in the Cape. And always there had been the letters;
and always, too, she hsd insisted on absolute privacy so that she
could receive him in private at very short notice, For this
reagon she made no friends, had as little outside social inter-
course as her work dema,nded, and made of her home, wherever che
was, an island of self=contsined beauty which she enlerged and

enriched as she esrned more money. At first the leaderes in the

=
‘ _ communities where she W teaching had tried to draw
her out. Ladies had invited her to their clubs and gatherings,
:‘; r 1T
W..,»W"*’i Young men had come %’ court, But in time bothpzbe ladies and
the young men had given up and Migs Mildred Scott was left to

the sole companionship of the old Grigque woman, which, as far

as the world was concerned, was all she seemed to desire. A few
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curious old ladies had tried to sound out the old Grigqus woman.
ﬁﬁt they, too, had soon'given up. Thus the years passed and the
ardent young woman who had left university p%!twentyltwo to start

her career was now, at thirty=five, at the top of her professiox@
Asx'&;txmmmt:;, poised, self=contained, a brilliantly successful

headmistress !{-_/\but a women who had, outside her professionzl

duties, set herself apart from the 1life of the people around her,

and of the land. Or sc it seemed to allmthose who thought they

knew anything about Miss Mildred Scobty

= 'Jéﬂéﬁw ¢« = & s
e T 1 \
L P’ ¢

The. car gwung off the road snd the old Grigua woman flung
open the gate. Karl Van As drove in and kept going tj.ll he
//” [ . eased his oer imto the garage beside Mildred Scott's and
very old English car. The old Grigua woman shut and bolted the
gate and hurried back to the house, to be on call., Karl Van As
and the old women met at the first step to the verandah,

He said: "Hello Lena," as though they had seen each other

e o
3 /7./‘\.;”’;32,:"‘*' o X She seid: "Mister Karl," with an easy casualness which
\, A y ( . suggested that an absence of two years vas jgpwmest normal, wsdixe
\ -i"'/{wv ~ iacBhemeld. He looked up at the verandah and a part of his

mind protested: She could come out to meet me! He composed
himself, willing his heart and mind into the state of quiet calm
that was part of the presence of Mildred Scott. He went slowly

up the six steps and through the open french window into the
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gitting=room. The scent of roses assailed his senses. &=

then she came through another door and he found himgelf holding
7
on, unsurg;a!& anxio?;lrla awkvard as on that first far~off day

o i =
\ when he had worked up the courage to speak to her.s..This is
Nk e

kf the only woman I ever wanted to marry;&.. uncertainty,

g% anxiety and awkwardness fell from hlqgant_ge was at peace)

@# the heevy load at the back of his mind was lifted., Here,
at last, he was not alome; here, in her presence, as always,
peace was possible....;ﬁut peace is a dangerous weakness in an
embattled world.r..’He tried to dook at ber with the seeing eyes
of a thinking men, but feeling kept intruding and memories of
emotional intimacies merged the imsges so that he saw standing
in front of him, at the geme time, all the different faces of
this woman as he had kmown her over the years, in a lifetime
made up of secret and brief meetings.ﬁ..?his is comnstancy; this
is the fage of constaney as only wom;n can show iteheeqd

A shadow flitted across the woman's face, a ﬁinor emotion—
al eonvulsion; then the sutomatie, polite sé;ﬁ-i smile that he
remembered from other awkward times showed on her face.

/ .
;Veut it suits you.

"You've lost weight, Karl

"What do I say?"

"Two years is a long time. I'm not surprised you find it
awkward,"

"Please Mildred:zijifjﬁl;d

wgll right! What am I supposed to do? Fall on your neck

because you've condescended to come back? Or is it that you've
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become infected with what you profess to detest?"

She turned her back on him and found a chair., Briefly,
he was consciously aware once more of the strong scent of roses.
Every corner of the room had a large vase of roses.,
"I wrote you, Mildred. T explained."
"And explanations cancel sll hurt! Explanations meke the
bli£;d see and the‘m and the crooked straight{/f..}f’lease
don't tempt me into saying vhat I don't want to and don't mean,
The thing is: I took you at your words We had agreed that we
would be honest and say when either of us couldn't teke it any
more. Sg vhen you wrote I took you at your word. TYou were stay-
ing away; you had chosenito.' That was the fact. The explana-
tions were unimportant/—/ ways of justifying or excusing a
decision. The«fact was that you were not coming back and I ad-
justed myself to this fact. And noy...“f"

He cut imto her words, with a quiei". ecasusl insistence

famili;.r to her from other times: "I don't know where I'm going

o

any more .’. ooy

The woman became still, All rage and resentment left her,
Her stillness pervaded the rose‘-’acente& room and reached out at
the man. This, she told herself calmly, is the man for whose
sake I ‘turned my back on everything except my work, and that, in
the beginning at least, was only in order to stay alive and fredh
and in toueh with the living end growing ferment which is the
essence of life. I know this man, I have given all I have and
2ll T am to him, so I know him well and I know direction and
purpose are crucial to him,

He said: "D'you understand what I'm saying, Mildred?"
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"I'm trying to."

"If you do,you'll understand vhy I wrote and why I'm
here."

"If not?"

He shrugged and walked awey from whez:e gshe sat, "Then
I might as well give in."

"Give in?"

"To the hate=mongers and the fear-mongers.”

The woman thought: There was a time when I leaned on him
and he gave me strength and comfort end eéonfidence; but that was
oi so long ago. And now?

She=smiwe "Have you eaten, Karl?®

B_o—oﬂt "] don't want enything."

She got up 2nd went out of the room. When she returned
she poured twd,drinks'for them. [He came to her and said:

"Please, may I touch you?" |

She offered him both her hands, He squeezed them, then he
pulled her into the folds of his arms and pressed her hungrily
to his bosom. Then he kissed her, gently, like an anxious child
pleading. She took ﬁs hand and led him out to the little
verandsh., Sitting there, they could see a section of the night
gky and a little tip of the Milky Way. After a while the old
Griqua woman, Lena, brought a tray with cold chicken on it.

Mildred Seott seid: "Thenk you, Lens; you'd better go to
bed now." And she remembered the thousands of times she had
used the same words in the past when Karl had come to her,

Karl Van As looked up quickly at the old women, and we~%,

M for all three of them, time past, time present, time
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future, merged into & static moment of endless ritual.

The old Griqua woman accepted the moment with the same
casualness with which she accepted God and magic\ed death
and ghosts)ad miracles and talking trees and weeping rocks —-
for who is to draw a line and say !this is 1ife! or 'this is |

noqife\,'/'?

Karl Van As allowed the moment to wash over him i a
cleansing ocesn of unutterable relief and heart—filling tranoui;—
ity.

Only in the mind of Mildred Seott was there a vague, uneasy
‘protest against the meaning of the moment, like semeone brushing
avay invisible cobwebs that threaten to bind and stifle and
choke and kill without hurting.

\

The old veman sald- "Night Mister Karl, Miss Millie ...{" )
e wlow e (e bed tan
Aftervards, Lcho coaxed him into eating. Lm-then they sat )\
gsilence for a long time. i %han he began to talk, telling her
of his last trip abroad and the terrible new isolation of the
country and his own depressgion, ﬂ _g.%s he talke% his voice
c¢hanged, the undercurrent of the gentleness of the dreamer
returned to it, and the self=assurance too. kghenever he
paused, she prompted with a question or suggestio;, and he went
on again. :ﬂ’ ?eaking as freely as he could only to this
woman, he purgeg himself of 211 his pent=up misery and confusion.
And so he told her about his latest job, the tracking down of
Nkosi=Dube; and to her, of course, he could reveal his knowledge
of the identity of Richard Dube and he could tell her that he had
withheld Lﬁ% knowledge from his superiors. There wag a hint of
the self=important pride of the young man on the way up when he
told her of the telephone ecall he had received earlier that night .,
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Then he pulled himself up.

'She thought: Now, at last,

An oddly tentative boyish smile flickered across his face.

"I'm showing cﬁ'fl"

flwﬁggg: Does it matter?"

"Wery rmuch. You're the only one I want to show off to; the
only one I want to be proud of me; the only one who matters.
Doing what I a% becomes important in relation to you."

"You mean to my approval after you'we done it."

"That too; but it's more than that. “If I were less im-
portant than I am it would be more difficult for us to meet.®

"You know Epat's a trick argument," she said softly. "You'we
still not 1earn‘§f to cateh yourself out when your mind deceives
you and leads you into clever rationali‘itions."

"But I do have relative freedom in coming to you."

" i8\that really the point?"

"I¥uisan Important factor."

"All right."

"All right, so it is not the point. You tell me what is."

"Wt you know 1%, Karl. You're just giving in to this‘%—\”

"Trick of the mindl" he jeered.

"Yes! Mock but it's true! You want my approval after
you've done whatever you needed to do."

"You're right, exeept that it ismn’t as simple as that.” He
thought for a while and then his words came out with a ecareful
delicacy. "You can’t walk alone. Many have given the illusion
but none have really walked alome. Man is not made that way.
Fach man is bedded in his people, in their higtory and their

culture and their valusai... And so each man wants and works,
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almost automatically, for the approval of his people. This is
over=gimplificetion but you know vhat I mean.,”

”Il know: now you comnect.”

"When & man believes his people are taking the wrong turning s
it becomes diffieult, If you're a Jan Hofnvery you stand up and
you spesk your mind and you live end die with the burden of
being rejected by your own people, But we're not all cast in
that mould. There sre people who gannot bear the burden, so they
do not stand up. But they think and they feel ;x"
"And they hurt," she said softlye’
"Yes, and they hurt?ML &
"And when people hur*é théy meed comfort,&”

wad

"Yes! You're pight; oF cours?. But tke it need of ecomfort
that made me come teo you aii;t:;ose—yvars—ago" Is that wvhy I
never married in spite of all those matches everybody tried to
arrange over the yesrs? of course, people need comfort when they
huet . " _

Mildred Scott said: "Oh dear," in a very small volee.

After a while she went om mormally.. "But in this at least Ve
are equal, Karl., Or are we?®

"T'm only defending myself sgainst an insinﬁation.i..;?'l"

"That you need eomfort?" »

"In what is somehow & disreputable way. Is it disreputable
for a man to turn to the woman he loves for comfort?"

"No. But it is disreputable to try and pad love with a

superstructure of explanations and reasons., This is something
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subjective and emotionzl and irratiomal. 'rhe only real questizﬁf
for us, Karl, i;f( why you stayed away for two years -i\ and I'm not

~

thinking of what you wrote in that letter ~ and why you are here
now." ‘

Karl Van As got up and walked down the verandah steps and

- on to the carpet of thick green grass. The women went into the

s Q.

e

room and fixed another drink. As she pasae& a tall mirror, wbe
looked at her reflection. She noted the beginnings of crovs feet
around the eyes and the faint hints of loose skin about the jowl.
Time was showing. At thirty-nine/Karl.had vithstood the ravishes
of time much better then she had, I'm a spinster of thirty-five
now, she thought, and the thought ‘stgrtled her a little. She
didn't feel thirty-five: amyvay, how does ome feel at thirtys

five? She felt more comtrolled, more certain of heréelf now than
{.,.».' &
when she hadLmet lemmm

but nothing more. Then, he was twentyﬁhree end even more shy and
vulperable; but even then she had séen that capacity of his for
&e“ail and his stfength of mind., Alse, of course, there was the
phygsical' thing which had flowered between them from the first
moment and which had mever died. Sixteen yeers of an odd kfnd of
love. "But that's what I wanted," she murmured to the mirror.
Then she carried the drimks out imto the garden.

She had not thought the affair would last this long. For her,

it was love right from the outset, and she knew it: something

_that went deep and would last e lifetime. She had resignsd herself

to his ‘go‘ing-'alwa‘y and to the end of it. And she had seen herself
narrying someone who was a nice and deeent and likeable person and
rearing a family for him and being physieally faithful to him and

a good mother to their children.
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M she had kmown that Karl loved her; but different
= a Livg)
people love differently, and for some love ﬁéez; absence or G

when the going gets rough. So she had been surprised )*"
suspicious and a little disturbed when he kept writing, = when
he came back, and kept coming back. In the end she had reali*éd
that it wvent as deep for hima;ahd':muld last as long. She had .
quietly and ecarefully adjusted the pattern of her life to this
new reality. _

She joined him under the tallest ©f the flame trees.

He said abruptly, with a hint"oP vi6lence about it:

—+f was afraid. That's iy I, stayed away." -
- "What of?"

"0f what they are doing? Of having to choose between you and
them."

_ "But yow chose, Karl,"

"They are ny people, Mildred! You don't just turn your back
on your people because they are marching to disaster. Because
that's how it must end. The only question is that of time,” /

"And how mueh blood," 3

"As you say, and how much blood. - hi' I know you feel about
these tiings too, Mildred. You've never talked about them;
you've never ahow;: t I know you feel,: and I think there must be
moments of hate," L

1
"Never for you, Karl.

e S I Y 08 S A ey S

o NOh, Mildred] -imerw
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A é\ vhat they might say and do, if they caught us. They are my

t people,”
"I know, Karl."

Together, they walked back into the little house,

o
O
&
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\hﬁ,ssgxpn_a de Wet was disturbed. Two days age she had seen the
first hof:ei’ul erack in the control of Karl Van As, a fleeting
flash of jealousy because of her teasing attitude toward the two
patrolmen. But the following morning he turned up late, & flower
in his buttox;wle and a hint of mockery in his eyes. The mood of
return to his people that she had sensed earlier was gone, as
though it had never existed; 4in its place was a2 gently ironie,
slightly mocking detachment againgt which she felt heldess., But
he did his work, and he did itewith a new zest and gusto,

The outside telephons rsng, She picked it up and listened,
then she flicked a svifeh énd spake to Ven Aas '

/’ ; .
- "Mr, DuPlessio on the line. sir."

"Put him on."

She. did and Jistened for & while; then she cut herself off,

"Japi%ﬂhat's new? Hope you've got something for me.esee”

"I have., Coetzee=Westhuizen was seen three times at three
different places with an Indian named Sammy Naidoo. Interesting
thing about Naidoo is he led the biggest coolie trade union until
the compulsory registration and approval of officials law came in,
Then he just faded away. Didn't even make the gesture of sgeeking
govérmnent approval,®

"Interesting, Japie. Go on."

" little digging showed an smazingly militant young friend
Naidoo about twelm,\fifteen years ago; 8o ni‘;itant, in faet,

At ane of TP Ssmamplat shosts 8 the ¥ine ‘wandiep iattaliied
him fiercely for what they ealled his 'ultra=Leftism's, But



T

suddenly, with the outlawing of communism and the control of the
unions, HNaidoo became g0 meek and mild it isn't funny."

"What's he do for a living?" .

"Works as a clerk for ;5993:&1;: you know, the big coolie
merchants, But we think this is a front."”

"You amaze me Japie! All this in two daysi”

"Come off it, Karl. We've been keeping = routine watch on
Mr. Naidoo for years now,"

"That's better. M?"

"Partly because of his past; (partly because his new attitude
is too good to be true; partly because it is i-outine; also
because his elder brother 4s in the foree, But he's = completely
different kettle of fish,"

"A good coolle, ‘T suppose.” .

The man at thé other end paused briefly as though swallowing,
then he said: "I'm sorry, a good, Indian."

"That's right, Japie, they're Indians, not ccolies., Every time
You sey coolie it's like spitting on them."

"I said I'm sorry."

"All right. You have the reports of the meetings between
Naidoo and Coetzee=Westhuizen?"

"Naturally!"

Karl Van As smiled gaily at having put out Japie DuPlesgsis,

"Could you send them around please? And everything on Naidoo?"

"Will do. But there's a very special bit I left for the
last. We're establishiné a link between Naidoo amd Dr. Nunkhoo.
Tt is thin and vague so fer. But at least twice Naidoo was in
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the company of Nunkhoo within an hour of being with Costzee~
Westhuizen. Anywsy, it's all in the file and I'm sending it
over to you now." -

Karl Van As sensed that the man at the other end was still
smarting under his rebuke., He knew too that the man had takem
it only because it had come from him., Had it come from anybody
@lee Jepie DuPlessis would have exploded: anybody else within
reason, that ig; another pro for instance, Japie was one of
the old hands, ; dyed-in~the=wool nationalist but a first=class
pro at his job. But the pros &lsé kmew they had to walk warily
with the types om the way up, the types being groomed for
politieal power. What Kaprl Van As did not knew was that Jepie
DuPlessis had invited his assistant, Detective Inspector Jansen,
to listen in. And that Anna de Wet, checking on whether he had
finished talkingy had heard nim rebuke Japle and aﬁt listening.
So, rubbing salt into the wound, he said:

“—\"Exeellent work, Japie., But bear in mind the wisdom of
saying Mister! rather than 'Jim'{\ It's no skin off our noses
snd we might get farther. See you./..j %

But Anna de Wet did not hang up and g# she heard DuPleseis

sey:

‘—/I‘

< WHear that! Of =ll the arrogant, pempous, political sons

of biteches, God help me if I don't get him one dayi"

And she recogni;ed the voice of Inspector Jansen cautioning:
— "Basy, chiefi"

Then the line went dead.

Anns de Wet sat deep in thought for a while, then she put
the :;;mna back on its eradle, got up, and marched resolutely into

Van As' joffice.
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He looked up and sensed that this was something special,
"I should like to speak to you, sir."
"Personal or business}”
"The phone c¢call that just ended.®
"You listened?" |
"To the last part of it, unintentionally."
"Go on."
"I came in at the point where you told Mr., DuPlessis about A ,/~
the wisdom of saying giister rather thaf Jim. After you had h\mg/“’;’:‘-
up I heard him speak to someone w0 had-listened in, He said:

LA

'Hear that! Of all the arrogamt, pempous political soms of bitcw.w.
God help me if I don't getd ' him ome dayl! And then I heard
Inspector Jansen say: (Easypschiefl!/ I thought you should know,
sir.”

"Thank you, Anna‘;.j... But cheer up, Nothing to be gloomy about,”

Annd de Wet fought back the gtrong impulse to warn him, to beg
him(%e be careful., She swung on her heels.

For a long while Karl Van As thought over what Anna de Vet
had told him. He knew that on the poimt of saying !Mister' to
Indians and coloureds and blacks she sav things the DuPlessis way.
Her warning him was part of that pefsonal thing she had .sold herself
into believing she felt for him.

He thought: I'd betler ecover myself over this in case Japie
mekes an issue of it later. He rang for Anna de Vet and dictated
a confidential mote to Dr. Snel reporting the outlines of
developments in the Coetzee=Westhuizen case, his telephone con-
versation with DuPlessis end his suggestion of the wisdom of

being polite, vherever possible, in dealing with non=Europeans.



\

"

-195-
202 31085

It was, he ncted, the govermment's intention to implement its
policies téwards non=vhites with as little friction as possible,
avoiding all acts that might lead to non=ﬁhite bitterness.

The file Japie DuPlesPis promised arrived just before lunch so
he did not go out. Instead, Anna de Wet brought him sandwiches
and coffee. By late afternoon he had done with the file, knew
every significant detail of its contents.' As far as he was con-
cerned, the CoetzeeSWesthgizenzﬁaidoo link was now clearly established,
The Naidoo=Nunkhoo Lﬁ?{r’&?%ﬁm but it held together sufficiently,
especially when you exa;ined the extraordinary coincidences of the
doctor having to deliver Indian children at times and places that
ﬁ#de for his meeting Naidoo after Naidoo had met Coetzee=Westhuizen -
Naidoo has no car. Nunkhoo as a doetor has a freedom and mobility
denied most other Indiang., So all logie and reason point to &

rendegvous between Co&tzeeAWasthuizeg)on the cone handrand Naidoo

and Nunkhoo’on the otheg}that night on the edge of the canefields
vhen Nkeogi=Dube had ¢ome in from the sea. Certainly, it was an
interesting theory to test and to cheek.

Late that afternoog)Karl Ven As personslly took the file back
to Japie DuPlessis's office in the great C.I.D. building. As he
hoped, Jansen was with DuPlessis.

"I want to apologiag, Japiei" he said without presmble, "When
I hung up earlier toda% I reali/éd what I had said eould be misread
in a very nasty sort of way. And though I'm sure you didn't do
that, I just wanted to make sure in my own mind." He turned to
Jangsen and explainad what had happened as though he didn t know

Jensen knev. !hln-he apologi;gd again, Then, pointing to the file,

s - e

he saids —— : e
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|-~ "I would say & talk with friend Naidoo is indicated.
Pérhaps we cen do it tomorrow. Anyvay, meny thankst and
gooc}gight gentlemen."” 4

“I'll be damned,g;)/ Japie DuPlessis said wonderingly after Van
As had left.

"They say he is a very big man in the making," Jansen
murmured speculatively.

Van As and Mildred Scott had a party on a quiet, white sand
beach very late that might.

n-._uww? e caw

Cﬁ» w&ey picked up Sammy ‘\'aidoo about tenLthnt night, There
was no need to£ the order that came through was to have him at

the CLI.D., building in the morning. They could have picked him

up ab his home on the edge of the Indian quarter or at his place

of work any time the following morning. But things were slack
and the patrolman who was not driving was bored. There was °
nothing new to talk zbout so he said to his partner,QFet g go’n
get that esimf\ Naidoo."

"The order's for tomorrow."

"I knows, but let's go'n get him all the same.”

The driver did not particularly want to. He was an older
man and didn't enjoy messing up these people. But his partner
was popular emong the hoﬁheads in the foree and he could make you
feel awfully uncomfortasble by the way he told a story in a crowded

canteen, That's why the driver had been distressed when he had

been assigned to go on patrol with this man., 0dd thing, few of
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the older and more responsible[fh!ph liked him or wanted to go

185

out with him but nome dared turn their backs on wie—ehap. So
he said: "All right."

Naidoo was in the act of putting on his tie when they burst
into his room. He braced himgelf, wiped out all thought and
feeling as you snuff ocut a candle, turned to them, and stood
waiting, forcedly relaxed.

"Pretty tie," the younger patrolman said, prowling about the
room, saﬁfﬁggafor liquor, for communiet literature, for anything.

"You Sammy Naidoo?" the‘older man snapped.

"Yes."

The younger one measured himself against Naidoo and decided
that even with hig speeial training he would have a hard time
handling this ome im'z fight: unlesshe was a coward, of course,
Big fremes and hard musecles have often hidden cowardly hearts.

He walked up close to Naidoo and tried to stare him down, It
wag very difficult., Even after streteching himself as tall as
possible he still had to tilt his head upwards to look Naidoo in
the eye. |

-

Briefly = & faint flicker that was out as quickly as it
oamevfxtho young patrolman read a messege of mocking derision
in the-Indian's eyes. The impulse was to smash his fist into
the round black face in front of him., But his own mind sent a
quick, sharp warning message: this one will strike back and his
big fists might do the smeshing. He stepped back.

"Semmy Naidoo - curry arse, hehli"

N\

"Yes," Sammy Naidoo said quietly.
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"Inspector Jansen wants you at headquarters," the older
one said. "You'd bettér come. "

"This time of night?" Naidoo said.

"Yes! This time of night!" the younger one suddenly screamed.

"Come," the older one sﬁid.

Naidoo pulled off the partly tied tie and tossed it on hip bed.

"Not taking the pretty tie,” the young one teased.

Naidoo slipped into his jacket. The older patrolman motioned
for his partner to go in front. He wanted to see what went on all
the time. He had sensed that flash of controlled savagery in his
partner. Naidoo walked betweem the two policemen out of the little
room and down the dirty passage of the rooming=house.

Outside; shadovy figures stood in smsll clusters in the dimly

(e
lit street. Nsidoo's landlady waited at the little gate‘%ha%—ied

M/ '
te—dﬁe—eie.et‘ From across thel§:::xt\a voice called out a questds

in some Indian tongue. Naidoo called back "Nol"

"Officer)" the landlady spoke to the older man, "please, sir,
M. Naidoo arrested?"

"No," the older ome said.

"Not yetl!" the younger snapped. ' 0

"He come back, sir, please?" '

’k
LAY

Naidoo said: "Don't worry. HNobody's to worry. ?ellf...."

The young one turned and shoved him.

"That's enoughl™”

The eringing woman straightened up. There was the feel of
movement from many directioms. A shadowy figure cursed the
police fluently, in Fnglish. The possibility of violence was

suddenly all about.
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Again, Sammy Naidoo ealled out "Nel!" and the tension
dispersed.

"Put away your gun," the older patrolman said to the younger.

The sergeant on duty at C.I.D. headquarters was angry when
they brought in Sammy Naidoo and he discovered there was no
charge and the order was for him %o be brought in next morning.
He. knew there was something sPeelal about this Neidoo affair and
thaet the very powerful Mr. Vam As of Security was involved. From
the hints of the %lder patrolman) he also knew that the younger
policeman had it dn for the big Indian., He was therefore not
prepared to agsume the responsibility of booking in Naidoo for the
night.. All the young fellow would have to dowas gather half a
dozen of his friends, go into the eell where Naidoo wes and tease
himwuntil he could take it no more; then they would be free to do
a little bloodletting in safety. No, he wasn't prepared to take
the résponsibility. On the other hand, to send Naidoo home now
might prove even more dangerous. If he let Naidoo go and Naidoo
disappeared, they would blame him.

He reached for the telephone and dialled Inspector Jansen's

home number, bracing himself against the Inspeetor's wrath.

/"' LI A

e

Inspector Jensen phoned Karl Ven As',\" flat but there was no

reply. He knew Javie DuPlessis was at an important banquet with
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political overtonesz 50 he decided not to disturb him. Ideally, the
thing was just to leave Naidoo there till morning) but the desk
sergeant was not happy about the attitude of one of the patrolmen
who had brought him in. And Jansen knew how some of these strong
young fellows tend to get restive., This was one of the ways of
letting off steam from time to time, but this particular boy would
have to be disciplined for bringing in a suspect before the time
specified. Inspector Jansen was also angry at having his evening
off spoiled. |
Before setting out for C.I.Ds hesdquarters’? he tried the Van
As number agein but sgain there was no reply. Whefe the devil
could the man be? Thipking -ubout it he remembered that very
striking secretapy/of his. A really beautiful girl, De ‘det./...ﬂ
He locked her up in the book. If Van As was with her, he might not
want it to beiknewn. In the cireumstances that was a chance that
had to) be taken.f'...‘"
"Miss de Wet? Ah, Inspector Jansemn C.I.D. Sorry to disturb
you but something urgent has come up and I'm trying to locate Mr.
{wheit hp A2
Van As. There's no reply at his flat. I thought you ogsn
* The girl remembered what had happened earlier in the day when
she had listened in on the telephone conversation, so her replies
were guarded. She didn't know vhere Mr, Van As was. Had Mr,
Jansen tried his club?
Jansen detected her guardedness and misread it. All right,
;nissg‘t he's with you but you're afraid of letting on. Aloud,he

said: y
//

= "I'1l ring there now. But just in case he isn't there and

gets in touch with you laterf;"
" A\
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"He mever does this time of night, Inspeetor.”

"But juet in case, Miss de Wet. 7Please tell him one of my
foolish young men plcked up Sammy Naidoo this eveming instead of
tomorrow morning. He's at headquarters now and I'm on my way
there. All right, miss?"

"But - a.ll right, Inspector,”

When the Inspector hung up Anng de Wet phoned the duty officer
at Security and told him of Inspector Jansen's eall. The duty
of ficer checked all the numbers vhere Van As could usually be
found, then he arranged for a-seeme ¢2ll to be made to his flat
every five minutes. -

It was twenty minutee bafore eleven when J anser;/t;l;oﬁed Anna
de Wet. It was five mimuteés after ome when Kerl Van As rushed into
his flat and plcked up the ringing telephone and the duty officer
at Seeurity told him what had happened.

Ven Aslphcnad through to C,I.D. hesdouarters. A very short:
tempered Inspector Jangen was still there.

"'So;ry{%":c'm been out of town," Van As said, "How long have
you had our man?l"

"Since about ten o'clock.”

"Then everybody will know he's been picked up?"

"Yes. It was semi=public and you can be sure everything's
been covered up by now."

"But why tonight?" D

"Some witless idiot who'll be sorry when I've done with himl"

"And our man?" -

"Here, in the next room. Tight=lipped. I've been at him for

over an hour but he has mothing to say. I know how you feel about
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foree but we'll have to foree this one\M

"What do you mean? That he hasn't said a word?"

"Oh noj, he answers questions about himself or questions
that are harmless and pointless. He tells you all you want to
know about himself: where he was bornm, how old he is, his back-
ground and eduecation. He'll even discuss his ideas and beliefs

with you. But ask him if he knows Coetzee=Westhulzen and he

W/ Y T -
doesn't say a *’fOI'd.‘j - 7

-

) "By refusing to answer??
= 7 é’C, "He doesn't even bother to d¢ that.” He just does not aunswer,

I tell you the omly way is fLor amswers to be foreed out of this

one."

\\ —
"Hold on till I ge%, there., /;\./N.\; e

"Might as well tell you the res‘t;, " Jansen gaid, "The half
dozen people, we were especially interested in have dropped from
sighty vanished into thin air,"

BA1L of "bthem?"

"’dit?h the excepticn of Numhoc;. n

"I hope you left him alome."

"Yes."

"Gool mang, I'm on_ﬁy way." .

Karl Van As got out of the elothes he had worn to the beach,
shovered :;uickly) and put on a lounge suit;é. He ;\%honed Mildred

Seoti's number and when a sleepy sounding Mildred answered he said:,

< "Sorry to wake you but I'm going to be very busy over the

next coixple of days or so."

"I understand.”

w

"Gocdiightg\ and take care.”
"Gooc;pight{\ and you're the ome to take care,"
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"No. You do your work. Goodfxigh‘b."

~ Karl Van As threw open the door/amd gestured for Sammy Naidoo
to enter ahead of him. Execept fom the iron bars across the

window, it did not look like &m interrogation room. It was
l/argish, with shaded.wall=lamps shedding a subdued and relaxing
light. For furniture it had a settee under the window, twe
comfortable old armchairs andean executive desk and chair sc angled
that 4ts occupant could see both door and window. A small low
occaglomal "t.able in front of the settee and a good though old
earpet on the floor completed the impression of a room used partly
as office and partly for conferences and relaxztion. Only the bars
scross the window somehow belied this genersl impression. The room
wag on the top floor of the security building. &;s goon as he
had looked Samny Naidoo over, Karl Van As had deeided that his
best chance of getting anywhers was to get Naidoo awey from C.I.D.
headquarters. He had been surprised by the speed with which Jansen
had welcomed the idea.

"I thought you might prefer for us to have our talk here,"

Karl Van As sald. "I'm sure you didn't like the air of violenece at

the C,I.D. place. I certainiy didn't. I feel more peaceful here,”
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"And there's no chance of my getting out," Naidoo murmured.

"Naturally. We don't have as many doors, and nobody's ever
escaped from here. Anyway, please sit down. The settee is the
most comfortable.”

Neidoo said, a little wearily: "You know it doesn't make
much difference what method you use, soft or hard.,”

"You have great confidence, Mr, Naidoo."

"Mo. It's just thst I won't play.”

"Perhaps we can begin by fimdimg out why. But you look tired,"
He picked up the telephone on the d.esk. "Send up some coffee
please. A large pot: two eups.;.‘ ,,‘l}fes, if you have any. Fine."
Then he turned back to Naidoo, "Tlhey'm sending up some sand-
wiches t0o." - e

Naidoo looked at his wrist wateh; it was & few minutes é-
two.

Karl Van As sank into one of the armchairs.

"Sorry to have you here at this ungodly hour. The instruction

laler that

was for them to bring you in dw=$e morning. This sort of thing
often happens when we have to use the services of the C.I.D. But
Security is a small specialist force and we cannot spare men for
routine jobs. Anyway, apart from your loss of sleep and my loss
of sleep the real loss ié\hat everybody has been warned by this
premature action.f. ..; Karl Van As waited a while, watching
Naidoo closely, f.hen asked: "Aren't you going to protest?"

Naidoo said: "I am tired, you know."

"It's awfully difficult," Karl Van As said, "to make contact
with & man vho deliberately blanks out his personality. It
forees one; to do this rather silly fishing .‘3/



"I agree it is rather silly."
"Then please don't force me to continue it,"
Surprised interest flickered aeross Neidoo's face, then
A Mg;t He said, slpwly, with & hint of preoccupation:<
) — "Do you really expect people to e¢limb on =2 crosé and ﬁeekly
stretch out their arms for the nails to be hammered in, just
beeause you call them gister and speak politely?"

"I wonder if we are talking sbout"the same thing," Van As saidy,

"If we are not then why am I here?!

There was a knock on the door. “Van As went to it and took
the tray from the person outside, then he kicked the door shut and
carried the tray to the low table in fromt of Naidoo., He poured
the coffee.

"Now, Mr, Naidoo. To business. Why are you here? Let us
forget the prematurity of the action: you are here because we
face & straightforward problem of the breaking of the law of the
lend, and without the rule of law civiliiéd living is impossible.
Bear with me and let me tell you what I knoq)as well as what I
have deduced frem what I know. Let us begin with the man who was
known as Coetzee to us and as Westhuizen to you and who was
murdered eleven days ago. I'll get up the files for you if you
wish so that you can see how complete our background knowledge
is. FEvidence is coming in that this man ascted as a small=scale
paid mercenary for the underground. It is not yet conclusive) but_s-
take my word for itiwe'll have everything we need before thig
week is up / within the next three days. Next we have established

M\

}\and the proof is conclusive /é\that you, Mr. Sammy Naidoo, knew
(4

Coetzee-Westhuizen both as Coetzee and ag Westhuizen, I think



you knew his role and indeed used him om behalf of the underground;
and this means that I think you are part of it., But this is what 1
think and what I think is not evidence. I thirk, too, that on the
last vnight_, before Coetzee=Westhuizen died, you and someons else met
him and he delivered to you an African named ,-{:or, to be more
precise, going by the name AT/\Richard Nkosi )who -had come off some
ship. This man was a courier carrying money. Now, here's an
additional piece of information for you’f by the sheerest of flukes,

I know the real identity of the mam ealled Richard hﬂ:osi...."i‘hat

surprises you. Never mind, I'm the only one who knows sot far. You

must understand, Mr. Naidoo, there are many things that are

happening now that I don't approve of. But however unpleasant sm— »
of its aspects, we must wphold the law or else we sink into anarchy
and barbarism.

"So, without stretching thimngs out, I lmo‘# that you, Mr. Naidoo,
are dinked with the underground and have dealt with Coetzee< D
Westhuizen. I'm satisfied in my own mind that you know where I
can find Richard Wkosi -\ oh, do you want proof that I know his real
identity? That I know a small man, sbout five=five, an artist

“with a very direct stare, a gentle voice and a very sharp brain?

I don't think so, do you?" ’

Karl Van As stopped talking, poured himself a second cup of
coffee>and leaned back,

Neidoo thought: If I jump him and choke the life out of him,
the real identity of Nkosi would remain a secret. And before the
thought was ccmple‘bed) he began to play it out. He flung himself

at Van As, big hands out to wrap themselves sround the man's neck
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b
and choke the life out of f;hhe-. He felt Van As, felt the neck’\

N
and closed his big hands. Now all he had to do w}f%bold on and
squeeze. Fwem there was a terribly sharp and suddene/ shock(:f s
brief and agoni{;ng, then nothing.

Consciousness returned; Naidoo opened his eyes; his mind was
clear but movement was impossible. He cursed himself bitterly
for failing. The man was still in the armchair, ealmly sipping
his coffee,

Van As seid: "Don't worry, the parelysis will soon pass.

That was very foolish, you kmows @6nsider the consequences of
success. Forget what they would heve dome to you and think of
your comrmunity. Fellaﬁs Iike that young patrolmen who wanted you
for no especial reason would have had supreme sanction for an
orgy of violence. And believe me, people in high places wouldn't
have been quick to call them off. A hundred or more of your
pedple might have died had you succeeded, Mr, Naidoo. It was a
foolish attempt and no fault of yours that it failed.®

Neidoo thought: He's not goimg to do anything about it. And
it amezed him,

"Now, Mr. Naidoo: I think you know that I have a pretity clear
idea of what happened. Let me add that I liked and respected very,
much what I saw of the man we shall continue to eall Richard

Nkosi. But I've a job to do and I want him and you can give him
to ma.'. . .l"
"Go to helll!" Naidoo spat out.

"T see speech and movement are back....'\lGood. This is my

proposition. You give me Nkosi and we'll leave you and HNunkhoo

L~
and all your other people on our list alone. In other words, give
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me Nkos%)and T'1l arrange to have the slate wiped clean for To~—f

AW
+ The alternative is a clean up of all your

leading peopie. I've so far persuaded them to hold off on

detention orders for your‘koy—pedéie-Likq doectors, nurses_and
e :

Ay

teachers. }f you don't play, detention ordergﬂstart going out
within the next twelve hours. Are you prepared to assume
responsibility for that? For what would happen to the sick and
the young? Are you, Mr, Naidoo?"

Naidoo felt cool and calm LaEaféiuy. He knew that this was the
point to which his 1life had been movimg all the time, that all his
actions and reactions, all hé had learn%dand felt and thought
between that far-off moment of birth and this moment in this room
with this man was ald.of\a pattern, whole and complete.

His lips were pupple with fatigue, his eyes bloodshoty; there
was & tremulousness inside him that would not be stilled, but a
faint emile tugged briefly at the left cormer of his mouth.

"But you and I," Naidoo said casuelly, "we know that I don't
really have any alternative.”

He leaned forward and refilled his coffee cup and, for the
first time, he took a sandwich from the plate. Van As grew alert
and speculative. He had handled many men in this rooq>and he was
acutely sensitive to subtleties of mood.

"But I posed ome for you: to wipe the slate eclean for you;
people,”

"That is if I agree to deliver Nkosi, What if I don't?"

"T told you."

"But not everything."

"No, not everything. I'm sure you can work it out for yourseXfi®
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"I'd like you to tell me:"

gy -

)"""7 )0 /A "Why?" \'\/.)"'

"Because I think I'm entitled to., Of—esurse L mey be—wromg—
L- Gus— ¥ s
Pobdst-gg—agamge—it, [ I accept you at your Levaluation,%?’” i

| that you are serving the law even though you find many of its

i features ugly and repulsive te—yem, then I'm entitled to find qut

/ | de h - KSL' vs “J?&WI)\
why you invite me to com what consider sh-eet—of—ssacl
M “ & W by b GO No L

So, what if I don't deliyer Rcosi? o

"You mzan other than what widl Hafifen to your people‘w.,

"fes,"

Karl Van As hesita;oed in the aet of putting down his cup;
then after a2 full minute he compieted the action and got up in
one smooth motion. ) He walked to the window then to the doox: then
back to the window.

"Weld still get the information out of you," Karl Van As said
qifetlys ™t msy take time. You're a stromg man and a stubborn ¥
man but in the end we'd get it, I think you know this, Mr.
Naidoo, so why make it difficult for yourself- as well as for meﬁ/

"e're agreed then that I have no real choice. Vhatever I
dscide) you'll still get the information on Fkosi out of me, either
vainlessly or painfully.”

"Yes; we're agreed,”

"And you, Mr., Van As, would prefer it painlessly?”

First time he's acknowledged my existence as a man, Ven As
thought.

"Yes, I would."
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"Does it matter? I object to unnecessary violemee; I blame
my people for letting things get to this point; I think we need
bridges of understand'mng 3 I think everything that's happening
is bound to lead to violence in time. For all these reasons and
many more.'

"But if needs must, and all that you feel notwithstanding,
wmeR- you will resort to violence to get the information out of met"

"I do not believe in non~violenees, Mr, Naidoo."

"Then you did think you eould talkk me into betraying Nkosi?"

"No. But I hoped you'd sees reagoni®

"Reason being the betrayald.™

"It depends on how you Tookhat it,."

"How do you, Mr. Van As?®”

Karl Van As felt oddly defensive now. Almost imperceptibly,
there had been a shift in the queiity of the relationship, Some-
vhere aleng the line he had ceased to be the interrogator, even
though power was still with him.

"Ye're getting away from the point, Mr, Naidoo,"

"I'm not go sure. But I really would like to understand why
you went to the trouble of bringing me here, Did you honestiy
think I'd tell you?"

"No."

"Then why?"

Karl Van As thought of that night when he had walked up and
down the #ue Servandoni because he could not work wp the courage
to go up to Dube's studio. This was ome of the very few things

“;\7 Hn ’«\
hex not told Mildred.,
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"Because we are South Afrieans and because I hope that one
day there will be a reconciliation between your people and my
people, "

And for this hope of yours you invite me to betray what I
believe?"

"Don't you believe in the rule of law?"

"Come Mr, Van As! Don't spoil your reputation. The rule of
which law? That might is righti®

"That's a simplification. Are wé to surrender all that we
have ereated?"

"Who asked you to?"

"You do! Your underground wants power. It won't compromise
or see any of our préblemsy 1've told you there are many of us
who do not agree with all that is happening."

"But you veork the system?! in fact you are its real brains.
Without peoplelike you, without your brains end your talents,
the,wild fsnaties of apartheid would not be able to operate for
long., You and I know that the genuine believer in spartheid is
a curiously stupid and gullible creature. But it is you, Mr, Van
As, people like you, who keep the system alive and strengthen it,
You are the really guilty men, and you know it. You try to

s ; suppress it and some of you go in for coloured women or good
gservices to the so=called natives, but you know it, and we know
it too. You know the difference between right and wrong, between

good and evil, and all your world of rationalikation eannot hide

~ o
f what you really know you arede..p"
= wom

! "You sald coloured

i/ Van As cut in.
*

"Yes. D'you think Qe don't know,"

"I wondered."
NS
LN

b \\\.\
WoarN
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P,
AT
Vateh yourself, Sammy; this onme's no fool, He'll n# make
another ;lip like that. :
Sm«»l saJ’c..J

"And now you're worried that we might use our kBOWledge7H4ftu§

A .
God! If only ke could get this informaztion out}

"Well, won't you?"

T esn’t, but my friends ean. And I'm sure they will,”

Karl Van As rose smiling.

‘ f:' 2 | "Then I'd better pass you back to Inspector Jansen., When
his men are done you'll be glad to tell me all you know," Van
L As crossed to the desk end pieked wmp %heiﬁhonn. "Please arrange
to have Mr, Naidco transferted back to the C.I.D."

Sammy Naidoo took afiother 'sandwieh end in doing so shifted
the eoffee pot. His foot 'kicked against the little table znd it
moved slightlye The tremulousness of his body now registered
only remotely, far at the back of his mind. He thought of Dee
Nunkhoo, and a wave of desperate loneliness swept over hin./‘To

g8t 2%ay from it, he saidi—,

e \"The differen;‘m;’;u and Jansen, Mr. Van As, is the
difference between the straight snd the erooked. He will break
my body with elean eruelty; you would first deprive me of my
menhood. You are the uglier, the more evil of the twol"

4 "We'll talk sbout that too," Van As said, "but later.”
There was a knock on the door and Van As called !'"Comel"
How! Naidoo told himself. Nowl
The door opened and s man entered. In a single sweeping
/ motion Naidoo grabbed the coffee pot and hurled it at Van As’<
head. Van As dueked but too late, and the surprise and impact

sent him staggering back. The man at the door dug into his

\ g~
L\ﬂ“\coﬁgﬁcmt and shouted "Hold it!"/ Naidoo grabbed-up the
\U
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little table, raised it highband advanced on Van As. The man
at the door fired. Naidoo seemed to falter, then he gathered
strength and kept moving.

"Don't shootl" Van As shouted.

But the man at the door had slready fired the second shot.

Neidoo pitched forward on his face., Karl Van As turned him
over. He was either dead or dying fast.

"He was going for you, sir," the man at the door seaid,
seemingly petrified.

"You did what he wanted!® Karl Van As snapped.

A doctor?”

"Too latq§>:grrange for him to be removed."

The man left. i;n.ﬁl went down on his knee beside Naidoo., Blood
was bubbling up in a-tiny trickle through his purplish lips now,
Van As bent low.

"Naidoo! Naidoo! I'm sorry."

Naidoo's eyes opsned. He stared up vacantly, then he
,recogniied Van As; g.nd vith recognition came a hatred so stromg
and foreeful that Ven As saw and felt it. Naidoo worked his
mouth as one working up saliva to spit. Then he died.

Van As remained kneeling beside the dead Indian until he had
absorbed the shock of the faect of death. Death was no stranger.
He had seen and been almost as intimate with it before as now.
But it always came as a shoeck. And there was something
egnecially shocking about this man's death. This man did not
have to dies. did not have to suffer even. If only, .1?f

Van As cloged the dead syes. As he touched the still warm

flesh a spasm of trembling shot through him.



_214.
221 31085

He fose gulckly and walked to the window. He looked out but
it was still the bleakly neutral world of might. In an hour,
perhaps, the grey pre=dawn light would begim to filter in from
the east. He felt stifled and oppressed, anxious, now, to get
out of this room which had, until this moment, been one of the
most comforting rooms he had known.

He didn't have to die and he died hating me: not Jansen or

Japie but me,.

He walked back to the body and teok one last, lingering look
at it. Then he went briskly out @i the room and down to his office

to write & report and to mek3),a number of phone calls, one of

which disturbed Insuector J msensjm%g&pphm‘

fll’ ,‘,,TA,,-/:.;— " !} a, [ I,,(\ d/;-;g.,,.i,i.ﬂ{.;

sleep, - ¢ P |

-

When he had i“iniihed, it was close on four in the morning and
the pre=dawn dight was all about the world.

He krew there was no hope of keeping the fact of Naidoo's

death seeret Wﬂ:ﬂ As soon as

some non‘“uropean hed anything to do with it - ‘and that would be

yery goon -~ &b would get sbout. He phoned the duty officer and
A\ L. A

told him to make sure that the newspspers carried nothing about

Naidoo.

The death van pulled up as he left the Security building.
And because Naidoo was an Indian the people in this death ven
were Indians. He knew that before he reached his flat everybody

J
vwho mattered among the Indians would know of the death of Sammy

Naidoo and of the mammer of his dying. He thought: _}hat
brother of his would be too great a risk in the foree now;

remember to talk to Japle about him,



The streets were empty and very wide, much wider than he
had reali?;dp wide enough to Eis-i_l;y/;@ four cars abreasig~
{ree:linsd and smoothly glossy in the dawn light. A{d’;driving
through the mty streats and freed of the need to be ;lert and

d

him, He fought 1t off, held it in check,Jmet consciouslyy)

watechful,  the familiar mood of lurking depbession @ over

SRR Y O P REWERALl™ When he
arrivquevan his comfortable flat seeméd bleak and depressing.
He longed for Mildred Seott with anm dching desperation. And the

- face of Sammy Naidoo, dying,Vend Wwouth working, ‘fought to tmm&!""

the surface of his conscousness. But some trick of mechanism
of the mind held it~dn‘gheck and se he was avare of it only as

part of the lurkinpg dePression that was always there in the

shadows of his comsciousness, waiting for that unguarded moment
when It obuld jump him.{.:TEf only Milured were with him now ...l
If ‘only, those dsmned fools and their stupid laws did not deny
him %he e.mfort her presence brought.
He poured himself a s0ill drink and took it to his bedroom.

He changed into pyjamas, got into bed, and tossed down the dirink
in one long gulp. Then he turned off the light and closed his
eyes. But bone=weary though he uas)it was & very long time before
gslsep came., And in the long space between wakefulness and sleep)
the thing in the shadows of his conseciousness played all manuer
of tricks to make him see the face of Sammy Naidoo. But at last

he slept.
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It was just zbout the time that Karl Van As fell asleep thst
Dr. Dawood HNumkhoo shook his sister awaki-l“She opened her eyes
and su.id:i_
— ”Vhat is it?" @nd yawnad slespily.
'‘Sammy's dead."
She blinked uncomprehendingly at him.
"Sammy 's dead, ™ he repeated.
Pt
\#S&d&é&y Dee Nunkhoo saw Sammy N as clearly as though he
were in the rcom with them, she @ mett blackness of hise
round fuce, the steady litt&&s with the tiny blood veins in
h

the ecorners of the eyebm% purplish sheen over his lips,
especially pronounced &1 wag dog tired or desperately hungry;

his bigness, thé g body and big strong hunds: solid,

reliable S would they do without Sammy? He was ths

rock wich their mowement was built. Sammy's dead.

oshe cried, ggein and agein and sgain, each time more
tely then the time before. Then she broke down snd wept.

LA e ’
/
_—

s —

HeP brother wrapped his arms sbout her and held her elose till
she had cried herself out.

The tall thin woman called Cissie brought in a tray of tea,
Her eyes were red but she had finished her outward weeping and her
face was bleakly remote and aloof, Inwardly she would weep long,
till time blurred the memory of the man and of his gentlemess to
her and those she knew and loved and of the dreams and hopes he
had been guardian of for his peopl; and for her; as long as she
remembered these things and associated his fazee znd his voiee

/ and his special feel with them, for so long would she wmme M

ok Uy desth of her Mr. Naldoo: but inverdly snd aloms, 5o 10 man eyaND) /|
s S — 7
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"What shall we do?" Dee Numkhoo said hopelessly.

"Carry on)‘}/her brother said gently.

"Like he always said,V Cizsie said bleakly. “But no one
to teach us now."

"There are many," Nunkhoo gaid. "And some of them very

good."

"Not like him, doe," Cissie said coldly. "Some better but
not like him."

"You sre right, Cissie,” Nunkhoowsighed. "Not like Sammy,."

Cissie left and Dee aske®;

"How? "

/\//\ ' ‘”e'xl naver know, Muhﬁ the people vho collected the body
A O° oy (edhed a8 femsh &Y

._,,/f §\— gsaid W !!Q,,' pwovoxed it. The C.I,D. picked him up

zbout ten last mighty” He was with them till the very early houra

of this mornimg when the briliisnt and ruthless Mr. Van AM

Mhathhateful man.'" Dae cut in, A a7
LW _—
v/ Wa ‘ showed up and had him removed to Security. There, in

Mr. Van As '(( notorious |Interrogation Room! Sammy died a little
over an hour sago.”
"Davood/..}4" she hesitated then blurted out: ‘Did they

—

hurt him?"

"o, my dear. I assure you. Two snots in quick succession.
I dare not go down and examine the body myself, But his brother
knows all about police methods of hurting without showing it, and
he checked the body very carefully."

"His brothelf . .h ‘f’oor man. "

"Yes. This has finally convinced him and he®s at the

L—
disposal of the mavoment) but T expeect Van As to anticipate that.”
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Dee thought of Rkosi and alarm showed on her face.

"Easy,y Nunkhoo murmured, \Yessy, my dear. Sammy gave
them nothing W
She closed her eyes, swayed dightly, took a deep breath)
and opened her eyes. All fear and alarm, ndw? were banished
from her f::’e* /V
"What 7" ghe asked.
G muszﬁgz underground toqgniﬁ; All our key people
disappeared when they picked up Saﬁ&?@ § was supposed to stay
on the surface to see what happenéd to w. Sammy would not
5\

have provoked his own deaith umless he was convinced they were

f:i.sh:i.ng3 Tammy could justiremain silent. The worse they could
heve done 15,1:1_5!'{)a!l':l";;r-:;t.‘e)ltft:'Lcm order. What has happened means that
Van As, at leasty knew enough to make Sammy take this way out.
And that means they've got something definite to go after. And
ihat'iin ’hn‘n,means that I shell be next for Mr, Van As'S
\Wnterrogation Room\!,«;\‘\‘/

"And so you must drop from sight, which will be the signal
for a full;soale search, It means the end of your usefulnesse here,"

"Yes. But only epenly.t/

"I'm sorry, Dawood," Dee szid firmly., "The decision was that
anybody whose uaeful_ness had eome to an end should try to get out
and act from outside. If you remsain here‘on the run, you'd be a
burden to the movement and to all of us, and you know it,"

She swung out of bed and limped to the window,.

He said: "So I must go?"

"Yea;), you must go."
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“And what happens to you, little sister?” he asked gently.

"I don't know,¥ she murnured without turning. "I don't
know., All I knmow is that for the present at least I must stay
and make my contribution. And I pray God I do half as well as
you and Sammy,"

"You'll be alonz, my deer: in fact, more so than ever."

"Also lass so than ever, brother. Ton't forget that,
brothsr.”

He went and stood beside fer indow. Day, now,was

breaking fast, \
He said: "We've nev% d about him; yoli've never even
bothered to tell your% ther sabout ,\1 being in love and the

man in your 1ii§Qi

"There noth to tell. I love s man and he loves me,

It's Q: that,"
manner of man is he, little sister?”
0% entle and radiant and upright. Very clean and very wise,

brother; very clean ana very wise.@/

"I'm glad you think him wonderful, little sister.”

She reached up end fondled hig hand.

"Hemember when we were childrem: with me very little?"

"Yes."

'imd ruanizg - or ratiier hobbnng/t\ after you and daddy like
a puppy?”

"I remember,"

"And how unsfraid I was?"
|

"Egpecially when you were daddy's puppy)\ﬁ\yes.“
‘And remember the day I tried to explsin to you how it was?"



~220- 227 31085

nﬁo./. . .&]Ro/. ./fI don't, !t

‘It was by the river. You'd just fished me out./...}"

"Yes. Yes. I remember now. You felt nothing could do you
harm, not even falling into the river or among snakes. You
said daddy's presence/‘/

"And yours, big blotherJ. v .)"

¥“And mine, made you invulnerable,"

"But I didn't know the vord and yow'gave it to me, Remember?"

"Yeg, I remember,”

"In all the years s.mca«i have looked back &nd remembered
and marvelled at tms,? thi; 3 invulnerability ; /\ this feeling of
agsurance and seguremness, that nothing could really disturb, All
the fighting and\th&,efying snd cuarreling did not disturb that.
And then daddy digd and it died and I grew up and realia%ad that I
was alerfpple. And I thought thet special childhood feeling was
part 6f the innocenee and ignorance of ehildhood, something
knowm briefly and lost forever and contributing to men's sense of
elPneness here on earth. And nm;[..{f/”

"And now, my dear?

"It's come back, Dawcod, Fantzstie and umbelievable, even
to myself, but it's come back! Do you understand?®

"I understand, little sister.”

"Gyen if he dled.).u\ 'd be in the most Leees avful mesa.i...f
But it won't be like before.‘...‘I'll alvays know vhere I'm
going and what is right. It is like knowing your way through the
jungle. You msy not get tk_xrcmgh,‘ that is a ehance, but you know
ths way and you know that whatever happens you ean't get lost. I
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/‘;\ .‘/
hope we get througha I'd love to have his children.r..gBut you

understand wvhy I don't want you to worry?"

7 4 I

"T understand, my dear. And thank you for telling me.fuxx&i

e

[ 'S
f

You know what to do and say when they come?"

"I know. And if you see him explain the importance of the
myth business to him.g&\nPlease take care, Dawood,"

He felt her brace herself for his leaving. He kissed her
gently on the cheek then left her,

"I'1l be in touch," he said.

She turned from the window and looked at her bedside clock.
There was no point in going back to bed. She'd have to help the
nurse to deal with the simpler of Dawood's cases and find other
doctors for the 'more @ifficult ones. This was going to be a
long and hard days. The police should be here looking for Dawood

//<\i;~ wzth%? the next hour or tw?;q"
She began to prepare for the events of the day.

. . L] .

L

:;%Trwas in the surgery with the nurse, helping to innoculate

a swarm of five=year-olds when the first police car came, This

—jjl{ morning the waiting-room was full té;gai;ting point and it was
some time before the policeman succeeded in bullying and foreing
his way through to the surgery.

"Where's the doctor?" he demanded.
"T don't know," Dee said without interrupting her work.

"Well who does? You?" He pointed at the nurse.
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"No."

"On his rounds?"

"No," Dee said. "His csr and his bag are here. He's got
a big surgery this morning as you can see; no appointments
till after midday.”

"Then where the hell is he?"

"I don't know. All I know is he didn't sleep in his bed last
night,"

"Then why the devil didn't you report it?"

For the first time since he eang;Bee Nunkhoo raised her head
and looked at the policeman, & coldly hostile and steady stare,

The policeman swungosbout abruptly and forced his way out to
the waiting police ger with its radio telophone connection with
headquarters. He was put straight through to Imspector Jansen,
After he had rsporteq)Jansen ordered him to stay on the spot, but
outside the doetor's house. Then Jansen called Van As? first at
Seouriﬁj,then at his flat, In his Pﬁone caliﬂlaet-night’ﬁtbr/
ratherl:earlier this morning ~ Van As had snticipated this: he
had seid Naidoo's death might mean the disappearance of Nunkhoo,

When a thick=ztongued Van As answered, Jansen said:
— "Jansen here, You were right. Nunkhoo's gome under,’

There was a brief pause then Karl Van As, swake and alert,
said:

~ "This is it. Round up every suspect on your lists. Go the

whole way."

"Indians omly?"

"The whole lot, man! Indians, Africans, coloured$ whites:

the whole lot."
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"That'll mean close on two hundred. What about housing™"

"There's a plan for emergency arrangements at the prison;
they knmow all about it., Get someone to phone them. And we're
going to need a lot of men to sweep the countryside. One of
my people has the special areas mapped. But I'm on my wa%)so
get things rolling.”

"Do we pick up Nunkhoo's sister?’

"Anything on her?"

"Only the fact that she's Wigisister. She's a cripple, you
know,"

"I didn't. Better let me talk to her first,"

"Right!" Jansen smapped and hung up, tgo excited by the
coming action to wait for the man who wagéfofficially at leastgr\
his senior)to hang up first.

Before Van As was ready to leave his flat) ?;.he first of the
vave of mass arrests was made. By the time he left\the first
five pecple were being questioned at C.I.D, headquarters. By
the ﬁime he reached his officg)eve;ybodyﬂﬁg%ople on the streets,
people at work, children at schooliiai; knew that a big operation
was in process.

His first action was to slert his opposite numbers in
Johannesburgpaa&-cape Towm5aad Pretoria. They, in turn, alerted
other important centres. And the great state policezmachine

went into operation and the waves of arrests became nationwide.

/ :\ > 80
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’ And in all the dark places of the land the word went out that

the battle was on and that everyone had to be ealm and peaceful:

no one should resist arrest, no one should fight back, but no one

g
should co=operate, In this phase the battle wasbetween the hunters
N

and the hunted. And everybody kmew who the hunters were and every-

body knew that the hunted was and is and will be Richard Nkosi until

the battle is over and victory is won,,..yAnd this was the word

to spread. The time for a different form of battle would come

soon enough: for now}\this was_ the battle=order.
The word spread until it./ too, wvas nationwide like the

arrests; whispered from'mén to man, from woman to woman, passed

on even from chidd #6nchild till, in the end, it reached up to

guem the highest plaees in the land,

\
\‘-" + 2 s

"Will this do?" Dee Nunkhoo said ccldly.

He followed her into the groun@?loor living=room and shut
the door behind him, He crossed the room, opened the grench
windows) and look?d out on the walled=in little garden./ It
reminded him of }:Iildred's. Not the same artistry, not the same

delicate touch for c/;oloura) but ereated to fulfil a similar nsed
for privacyrérwquigty@nﬁ_ampdw” He knew

his insistence on their being alome had driven her to a point of

anger verging on unreason. How to undo some of it? Wouldn't be
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too bad=looking if it hadn't been for that erippled leg., Nice
shape too.

) ) "Nice little garden," he saijan}
Y / "What is it you want?" she gadd coldly.
) / ) He turned to her and smiled. It was a combination of
apology and appeal. She thought: The charm of this man is
fantastie. Then, deliberately, she cut off all thought.

"I'm gsorry to disturb you, especiglly now bu?(..f,"

"What is it you want?"

There was a hint of helplésshess in his shrug, then he took a
few steps towards her, Her Ite&dx impersonal gaze never wavered
from his face. But there was no iife to it, no feeling, like
the eyes of a caged snake that knew it could not strike.

- "Shall we sit down," he murmured.

She moved hands and body a little, the slightest of gestures;
and he kmev it said you do not need my éermission. But she
remained standing)so he stood with her.

"Miss Nunkhoo, when did you see your brother last?®

"At dinner last night."

"Then what?"

"Then he went out on his evening rounds.”

"Then what?"

"That's all."

"Nothing more?"

"No."

"Did you hear from him?"

For the first time the steady gaze wavered slightly, She

compregsed her lips and shook her head slightly. An honest woman,
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he thought.

"Miss Nunkhoo, I should hate to do it but if I have any
reason to believe that you are withholding information from
m%)I ghall be foreed to have you detained. I shall be forced
to let them take you down to C.I.D. headquarters for questionin%
and I'm afraid many of the people there are not as thoughtful
as we would like them to be. Don't misunderstand me, please.

We will not permit anybody to molest you’,‘but just as there are
unclean and ugly=minded and foulsmeuthed ;;'eople smong the Indian
cummunit% g0 there are among ‘my eommunity. And unfortunately
some of the worse riff=raff find their way into the forece. This
is one of our hard pudblelms/in race relations. Do you understand,

Miss Nunkhoo?"

"Perfagtlyi"

"All right fthen, Did you hear from your brother?”

"Tes. "

"You know, the soomer you give it all to me the soomner this
will be over. When?"

"A little before five,"

"How do you know the time?"

"T was in bed. The phone woke me, I turned on the light."

"Thank you, Miss Nunkhoo. It was wise of you to tell me the
truth., I have a shrewd notion of what happened. Now, what did
your brother say?"

"That his usefulness was over and he had to leave the country.!

"That 2112"

"Yes. Hé expeeted me to be questiomed so he said the less I

knew the better., He waéfingiug to say goocﬁ\ay;\;.“ Iﬁﬁ‘ Vrige v

N



~227~ dja 57685

"We'll get him, you know,*

"I think not!l"

"You mean you hope not."

"Both."

"You knew he was in the underground}"

"I don't know anything about any underground. I kn?‘w he
worked against the government.”

"And you?"

"I'm & woman, But I wish I werel aman!"

"I also wish it were differenty Miss Nunkhoo. I don't like

apartheid any more than you do. But I have a dyty to do. Did he

tell you about Naidool"

"No."

"But you know:i“'

"Everybody knows. FEverybody knows he was murdered,”

"He wasn't; it was an accident he provoked."

"He 'was murdered!"

Her face, now, was hard and her expression mule+like and
blindly stubborn. He thought: This is how they want it and this
is how it will be recorded znd the wall of hate will rise a little
higher.

"You knew Naidoo?"

"He came to ses my brother.,"

"0ften? "

/ "Yes, often."
"And you knew why?"
"Their manhood demanded that they plan resistance and revolt.

To do otherwise would be to deny their manhood."”
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"Let me give you some adviece, Miss Nunkhoo. I know you're
angry and I know you're upset. But you know, you'we just con-
fessed that you knew of people whose actions and intentions
amounted to tresson. By keeping silent about it,you are a party
to it. My advice is: keep your thoughts and feelings to your-
self vhen dealing with any other law offiecers.,”

"If I were a masz..*t"

"Pleage, Miss Nunkhoo! You are a woman, not a mag)and if you
express these views and sentiments to" any other officer of the
lay)you will be arrested. Do you understand?”

She's upset, he told himself and felt a wave of sympathy

for her.

"Have you ‘%

"One last éueatien. You say Naidoo eame to your brother,
Did your brothersfever go out and return with Naidoo?"

"Many times."

"With other people?"

"Yes."

"Indians®"

"Yes."

"FEuropean?"

"Once only."

"Coloured?"

"No."

"Never?"

"Never,"

"African?"

"o, "

"Never?"
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"Never,"
"You understand you'll be in very serious trouble if it
turne out later that you've 1lied to mes) and believe me, Miss

Funkhoo, if you have, we'll find out."

"Have you &izgé"

"Yes. Thank you." He inclined his head slightly and
turned to the door. She followed him.

"Our telephon7z..;4" she said.

"It's routine to disconnect ths phones of people like your
brother."

e m——

"But what of the patieﬁta?éy

"He should have thought of that,"
"Plezse 1 ;i\thm ane sick old people/. . .v i childrery’l .o ;/ vho
mey come needing emergency help and we may nced to arrange
quickly)for anether doetor to see them{..jih
He wen¥® out of the room without reﬁlying. The passage and
the waiting=rooms were still erowded. It seemed that suddenly
21l of Dr. Nunkhoo's patients had become ill and needed attention,
But Van As knew it wasn't as simple as that. It was one of those
group things with which he had become familiar, Whatever the
time of night or day, whenever some important leader was being
taken or questioned or hunted for, the group would be there,
appearing from novhere and everywhere., And it had a very
distinet presence, hard to pin down, hard to define, but
foreefully real. And it was this that had led many a policeman
to jumpy and stupid actiégybften resulting in the outbreak of

unnecessary violence and rioting, He felt the presence of the



o

N

2
r\_'
G
-~
)
——y
i)
(98]
W

group now, all about him, not hostile but assertive, ensuring
that he understood its nature and ourpose, which was to wern of
the hidden forces behind the wanted leader and that those foreces
would protect his loved ones and the things that are his,

One of his men came quickly down the stairs.

"Nothing thefe: an attie, though, which could easily be
missed. They pointed it out to us."

"all right," Van As sald. £

The man called up the stairs and twu "'i;thers who had been
searching with him came down the gtﬂfs, arms laden with papers.
They carried the papers out %o their ear snd a couple of
uniformed men came in %o brimg down two more loads of papers as
well as a pile &f beoks,

At the dgor, Van< As turned back to Dee Nunkhoo andseid: 5
— -"'I'il see:rhnt I can do sbout the telephone." Then the
polise left that particular house. But the search went on

elsevhere.

’ /
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All that day, and all through the night, the massive
police round=up went on, Scores wiskorsees of men and women
waere picked up and taken to C.I.D. centres all over the land,
The overvhelming majority were released after questioning. A
few were held: no more than seven hundred. DBul even this

number would, after ecareful sereening and questioning, be cut

el
by sdege—on half,
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In the early hours of the following morning) the police
achieved their first major success of the massive sweep. They
picked up five men in a little hut outside Bloemfontein, Two
were white, three black. Two of th= black men had been conviected
of planmning sabotage and treason and had esecaped while on their
way to prison. They had been at large for five months., The other
three, the two whites and the ome black man, had been named!. as
éomunist.s and had been on the run fopmover a year.

In Cape Towntthe sweep yielded™up a.Jnamedl coloured
Communist the officials had wpittemwoff as being out of the
country. And in Johannesburg they got no less than six men
suspected of being pretty aelose to the top leadership of the

underground.

Later the foli&:}.ng morning, in crowded e¢ourts all over the
land, hwpdreds of people were sentenced to house arrest,

And in all this activity Karl Van As stsyed in the radio room
atSeeurity, examining the information as it came in, sifting it,
checking the hundreds of names that came through: searching,
waiting. Now and then he issued a speecial instruction.)

On the third day of the messive sweep he knew that he had
lost both Nkosi=Dube and Nunkhoo. If they were picked up now,
it would be more by aceident than design. And yet he knew how
elose to success he had beem. Two days ago, with Semmy Naidoo
in hig hands, he was on the verge of bresking the Nkosi myth and
perhaps the underground with it. Now, from everywhere there came
reports of the whispering campaign of the victory of the hunted

over the hunters.




239 31085
Government spokesmen in parliament hailed the sweep as a

great victory for the forees of law and order and a gresat
defeat for the subversive agents of communist revolution.

But
he, and they, knew the Nkosi myth was spreading.

At midnight on the thtf\ day, after mearly two days and two
aights without sleep, he handed over eontrel of the local

operation to Japie DuPlessis and went to bed.
eighteen hours,

He slept for
But now, im the long sleep of utter physical

and mental exhaustion, the lurking thimg in the dark shadows of

his eonseciousness gtepped boldlyl imte its centre and transformed
‘ o

sleep into a sustained and Sortufring nightmsre that pinndd him

to his bed. And so the mam Yessed ang cweated in sleep, fighting

to break free of_ thewnlghtmare; moaning, protesting, mumbling,
¢ N
seized by spamot\f‘é convulsions, And a eentral feature of the

nightmare wag the £Lace of Sammy Naidoo, now laughing, now erying,
nov pleading, now jeering, and always raining spittle on his
——

|
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0ld Man Mep%a was the richest Indian in the land, He was

also regarded as just about the most reactionary non=vhite in
thé lésd. He had expressed himself frankly and openly as against
the resisteance. He made no secret of his very large money
donations to the party in power. He tnough%\and said, that the
Indians vho tried to fight the government were fools fouling their
own nests., And for him the greatest foolishness of all was for
the indians to meke common cause with‘the blacke, He said, and
this went home with most Indians, the"Indians had more of a future
under the white man than they wowld Bave if the blacks took over:
for them the lesser evil was undoubtedly white rule. And 0ld Man
M{c‘;{t@d Indian experienoi in East Africa tc underscore.his
point. P o begaw 0l¢d Man Mock vas rich and the 1argest single

ﬁ,mpl@yer of In&im lebour on his sugar estates, im his
AN 3

fectories, and'inMis vareho used \Rany s fellow Indians_

i T .
it

listened te him,
For“the same reason, and because his views met with their
N anda_
approval, the government left Old Man Meele alone. None of
his land had been expropriated, and when the Indian tenement
area of which he was landlord, and in which he had built himself

a large mansion, was designated a\‘!fi‘uropean Areé');\ 0ld Man
} At AR A

Moetz, unlike others elsewhere, wae fairly compensated for the
value of 11‘.t~:-xE ani wag allowed to retain title to the land on

which his home stood and to go on living in it, And so Old Man

At b
é‘loah was the only Indian - indeed the only non—whita - in the

land living i Iwhit.e area.

01d Man Waﬁh was just a little over sixty, s%rt and very

round and a wewy great lover of food and drimk, \'0ld Man!/was
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universally accepted as his [irst name. Once, a very long time
l,r,'._.
-8g0, he had another {irst name, but somewhere along the way it

had been lost., Now all important papers, cheques, deeds and
- N anta
the like which bore the "0ld Man Meeta! were honoured as

properly endorsed. The world had begun to eall him 014 Man
M asida,

Me,%a." way back in his early twenties when he had started on ‘his
road to fimaneial success with a little market stall vhere he
earned the firslt two pounds which he immediately lent out at
twenty={ive percent. In thoSe M he had been smsilrt’ utd thin

‘28 a rake, and alvays hungrye ¢ hen e pound had given way
B fe &) ke Q,M ‘wj \h |-

A to the Band am the lapd had neased to be part of the Cesmenwealth
'//'/' / /
@ and Empire, and thewaet sums he had given to charity in the
hopes of an evedtualyinighthood were wasted. But in spite of
: -‘? N antao

all the chams the fortunes of 0ld Man Moede had grown, and

he had shown a greater capacity for survival and expansion than
most men in the land. : A
/ /\/ LA o o
%, inevitably named \!'Young Man W" by the

rest of the world - ent.ered the large cool office from which 0ld

N avid . ///n,{(‘a_/
Man Meexa controlled his empire, Young Man Meeie was of medium

Wow, his only son

height, fuch fairer than his fatherg a## he had the poise and

assurance that came with a European edueation, and the air of
physical fitness and well=being that came from having repre(;sf}ﬂtedzrf é
his collicge at games. He had been in his first year when /f 7
Dawood Humkhoo had been in his final year at the same unjversity

S Lt
in Scotland. Unlike Nunkhoo, he had worked for s—busimess degree

L

‘ rather than a medical one.
x(’ fre P;'»,ﬂ,_,.
The younger Meeinm slid into a visitors' chair opposite the
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great desk and waited., After a while the old man loocked up.

The young man suppressed the usual-c.d-o;\ﬂv disturbing feeling -
a compound of exasperation, affectionate contempt, and a tinge \
of shame/- that was the background to all his personal dealings
with his i;\ather.

T wan‘s; to talk to you, father,"

"Talk,‘;'"‘I'm waiting,"”

"No, not like that. This isg seri®ous, very serious.,”

0ld Man Mﬁiaane:* back in/His huge chair, intertwined his
fingers, thumbs pressing against e@eh other, and rested his
hands on his paunch. He/knew his only som disapproved vof him and
in spite of himself; the knowledge hurt. Trouble was he could not
help reacting and respeﬂding to his som as he did toward: the
Buropeans, \All that training had made the boy more European=
sounding than all the Furopeans of the land,

Qu\M=D¥eola locked at his faney desk cloek.

"How much time you wa.ntf;;

'That really depends om you., I think this matter can be
gettled within the next five minutes but./ knowing you}I'd say
not less than half an hourj it might even run to an hour.”

"You in trouble?" O0ld Maiz Moola examined his son's face
searchingly.

"Hot the wasy you mean."

"Not polities,” he said guickly.

"Better take ome of your pills. You'll need it."

"Is it polities?"

"Teke one of your pills mow, father,"

And because the boy sounded more Buropean than usual, 0ld
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Man Moe®» quickly swallowed a pill from ome of his drawers. Then
he picked up on:s of the ielephones and said!
9T don't want to be disturbed at alll Understandl"

And because it wes to ome of his employees, he spoke in a
nz2gging, high-pitched half-shout. He Aknew his son disapproved of
this too, bﬁt how elsc.; do you speak to your servantg? How else do
you show that you are the boss?

"No! Not at allll he shouted in response to a question from
his very effieient coloured secretsry. "For nobody! Not till I
ecall you! Understand?'; Then<he banged down the reeeiver and turna
to his son, meimally bracing himself.

Young Man Hﬂ;gis safd:/ "You know Dawood Nunkhoo, father."

"I don't have time te waste. You know I know him, I also
know the police mt him and he's disappeared. Go on."

"You knowhwhy."

"You in this damn=fool polities of hig?"

"Yes, Now that his usefulness is over, he has to leave the
eountry and I must take his place as the leader of the Indian
underground :esigtanee."

0ld Man ;geé;bpm to swell up like a bull frog. His face
took on 2 bloated look. He grabbed at his collar as though
choking, then he jumped up and began to seream, hopping about
the large room like 2 man gome mad. This went on for perhaps

three=quarters of a miimta; then the storm passed as quickly as
it camé. He went back to his chair, took out a snowy handkarchiefj
and wiped the spittle from the corners of his mouth,

Without loeking)‘he could econjure up the expression of disgust

on his son's face, the same ag it had been that very first time tke
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boy had seen him explode like this., He thought: They don't
understand; they are borm to wealth and th:;Eion't understand what
it took to make it. He wanted to explain to the bo:g but there
were no words that could make the boy see and understand the
terrible ;;unds he had sustained, If it had been sz cut or a bullet
wound on his body; they wm@d all see and understand it.

"You fooll" Old Man @;ﬂi;urmured wearily. "You damn= )
bloody=educated=shit=arse fool! This ig what I spend my money
for? They going eatch you and they going jail you and they going
beat all that dducation out 6f you and turn you back into a beggimg
coolie. That vhat I wopk fer?" When they eatch you,they going
drag me down too and take everything. TFdueated fooll Why?! Why

you have to 4o this to me?"

"Becauge you educated me, father."

"I wanted you to be a better man than me, not a fooll"

iLdke ytu, father? So choked by what they, and you, do to
yourself that you have to go screaming mad every now and then?"

"Like me, yes! - You sneer{ But if it not for me,where would
you bef I not good enough for you but I meke youl! I'm rich and
I can pick up the telephone and eall a govermment rni}nister."

"I want you to make such a call, father" young io/ola-;ut in,
"But not to & Minister. To Chief Inspector DuPlessis.’

"I won't! I'm not having anything to do with you and your
fool politiesl®

"I'm sorry but you must, father."

"T won't! And I disown you! Leave my office! Leave my
house! Leave me slone! You no scm of mine! Gol"

"Think, father. And please listen for a moment., Dawood and
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another frisnd of ours, ons even more wanted than Dawood, an
ifriecan, are im your house at this moment. Three days ago, at
the start of the great round=up, I took them from where they
were hiding and brought them to your house, If I hed not done
this, they would have been eaught and Sammy Neidoo would have
died to no point.® ‘

"0h no!l" 01ld Man )/;;;i;gi’eaded. "No!" He closed his eyes
end swayed from side to side, making fshf.t moaning noises deep
in his throat. '

- L

"T'm sorrgy," the younger Moelawseid more gently., "I wouldn't
heve dons it 3 but there wag@ mothing else to do., Yours was the
safest house, one of the few Indisn homes not suspected and not
searched and im a“white area too,”

In spite of h:iw distress, the old man sensed a r%iuflow of
sympathy from Hi€ son to him.

"And yow bring this danger om your mother and your sisters

m m? i
/ﬂ///'b "They would have been gaught, fatherl®

i

V 4
/ "] domn't eare about then! They are nothing to mel”

"I care, and you'd better care mow because if they'u'e
caught you will be undome too."
“I'11 say I kmow vothing about it! I'll swear! I got friends
in high places, people who owe me favoursl”
"They won't believe you, father."
/ "They willl®
/ "So you trust them that mueh."
/ "Trust doesn't ecome into it, I've shown I'm & friend. I've

/’ given monsy. I give them presents. I've expressed my opposition
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to all your political nonsense. They'll believe me, yocu'll seel"

"They won't father; I'll see that they don't, If my friends
are caught because you won't help)I'll see that there is evidence
to show that you were really a secret supporter and financer of
our movement and that your friendship and gifts to them were just
a fromt,”

"No! You wom'tli"

"You juét try meln®

-
"But you are my scn! I'm youp.father! You can't do this

me4\ to your mother and your sigters}y”

"I cen and I will,"

"Whet kind of a sqit arg you?"

"Ome who had %0 stand®up because he was & man, and who had to
try and n;aéte up/ fog his father."

"Blno)t‘\is 7&;\“

. "Bleod ds blood, mothing else.i;..."

The flow of sympathy/ nov/ had dried up.

"Please, my som;) I'm an old man. It is hard to bear the
bitterness of a2 son."

"God how you waste time! Please understand that your best
hope of remaining safe and holding om to what you have is to help
us. Of course, soomer or later, they are going to take everything
you have, whatever you do, But you won't believe that until it
happens. You've gotiten this far on your wits and by bribing and
pleading, so you entertain the delusion that you can ride out the
storm this way."

"You despise your father.” e

For the first time the son felt that hig{‘ather spoke from the

heart.
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"No. But I do not res'ect vhat he is and what he holds
important.”

There was a sudden, blinding flash of anger in the old man.

"What you know about it! You never been hungry or pushed
aside or beaten up and called curry-arse! I made sure it never
happen to youl®

. "I know. Thal's why I can never despise you. There was no
one to help and protect you in the jungle % you protected me.
I understand that. But we are men gnd we must fight to be men
rather than brutes in the jumgle.!

"And in this world of men my son would blackmail his father?®

"Only im order to help the fight to replace the world of
brutes by the world ef men,"

"And these blagk friends of yours who murder and massacre
Indiang, are these the people of your world of men? You would
risk #ll we have for them?"

Por ourselves, father! TFor ourselves! You're mot a fool
and you know itl®

"No, I'm not & fool. You are the fool vho believes the fairy
story that in the emd goodness must wim. With all your goodness
you will lose."

"Then we must loge, To do mothing would be worse then
losing."

"What is worse than losing everything you have?"

"I think you know that, father. You're trying to shut your
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mind to it but you know."

"God help us if the blacks take power."

"God help us right now if we waste any more time. The
police last night picked up the only persom who knows I took
Pawood and our friend to your house.” /

01d Msn P;goi’aﬂ iejaped cut of his big chair and his son had
trouble cslming him,, m :’L’n the end, after another stormy fit

- W Ao

of serssming and cursing, Younmg Man Meelre did calm his father

down.

But it was another ten minates and a large brandy later
before 0ld Man ;ée;i%”{én suf ficiently in control to make the
/,l‘phone call.

Chief Inspegtor DuPlessis did not answer his private mumber,

"He! s net thersy " Old Men ;e:oi;/:aid after a while.

"Hedg therapd Young Mooi:a insis‘oed. "I know, Better get
him,before they break down young Naicker." .
"I can't eall him publicly;{'\oaly this mumber, and he's not

there."

"You must, father!"

"This iz an emergency," the old man said, more to himself
than his son. Then he diezlled the public mumber of the C.I.D.
building.

It was difficult; the telephone operator took his own time
and wanted to knew a grealt meny things before putting him on to
the Chief Inspector. But at last the comnection was made.

"Serry to bother you, Chief Inspector, especially with this
business on but two things. One: I dom't know if Mrs, DuPlessis

got the material I semt. It was very expensive and I wanted to
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make../vf oo

"Call me at home tomight," DuPlessis snapped.

"Sorry; I can't, And your private number didn't answer.”

"I've got to get to my ofiice to receive an urgent private
call in five minuteg' time. ?grhaps later.(...\/"

"I understand,” 0ld Man He;].a: ,:e‘;.id at the other end,

"Fine)" DuPlessis said, "sand thanks for thinking of me, old
man, I'd have loved it if things werg™less busy."” He hung up
and said, "Imagine someons wantin; me to'go and play golf at
this timep _nov, where were W‘E“

Inspeetor Jansen and ghe\other detectives in the room smiled
perfunctorily and went“bacit™€o the business of questioning their
suspect. Japie®QuPlessis stayed with them for four minutes, then

went up to his room and locked himself in. A mimute later 0ld

/N dng-A A
° Man Meela rang agein.
7 A_ N .
ij%..//‘ "~ (™I teld you never to call except at this mumber!" DuPlessis
e {i,é‘ < Y

“Serry; but it's something special and I wanted to give you
first refusal. Our friemd from customs is coming on & warehouse
inspection at two., In preparing for him, I discovered a half
cagse of that stuff you like so much. I know he'll want 1t.. But
I thought maybe you dom't have sny more left, If you're not
interested, I'11 give it to him, But/.., .'

/ "Ngo put it aside for me, 0ld Man," He was less angry now,
"7 Shought you might vaxt ft. And I also have somefiting
special for your good lady. So the soomer you eccme for it) the

better,"

"I'11 drive by your place on my way home tomight.,”
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"Fine, Chief Imnspector! And you ean try my special brandy,”

"All right. About six. Now what is it you want?"

"I must have your promise of confidenee, Chief Inspector.”

"Depends, 0ld Man," |

"Scmething my enemies, espeeially my political enemies,
would use if they knew. Son of mine nobody knows anything about.
You know, a young man's mistske, only I wasn't so young."

Japie DuPlessis ceased to be sngry altogether. He was, novy
in great good humours Dirty old coolﬁfz‘and I thought he was too
busy making momey to have time foR ?udahlthingsl He let out a gay
roar that did violence to 0ld"Man m%afdms at the other
end,

"All right, Iqpromisey you dirty old manl"

"Well, I have & Mttle nlace up in the mountsins, about twelve
miles beyond ii\cyate. Last night your people reached up there
and foud %he boy., He wouldn't tell them anything sbout himself,
so they atrested him. He wouldn t tell because of me."

"Al1l right, 01d Man. Nuff seid. I'll look into it for you.
You're on our side and I'll see to it that you and yours are sll
right. What's the boy's name?"

"He ealls himsgelf Dicky Neicker, Nice boy, really, but = big
liar, Chief Inspector. Lows=class mother, you know, but I like the
boy."

"Don't fuss so, Old Man! I promised, didn't I?"

"Thank you, Chief Inspector. I have good friemds., I'm lucky.,"

"He'll be out of here in the mext ten minutes. Dicky Naicker.

A1l right, 01ld Man, see you later,"

p .
W% e ® @
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/ /“/,«y ¢7// A ¢
Less than ten minutes late:; 0ld Man Meeite's-phone rang and

W )
41 Ea
Ve,

someone asked for his som. The son listened for a while) then
hung up.

"Your friend has kept his promise, father. Dicky Naicker
has just been released. Thank you."

"He's n?t. my friend!" 0ld Man Moola snapped, "I mske use of
his greed;(;‘ that's all, Will you remove your two friends from
my house now?"

"Sorry, not yet."

"So there's more blackmeid from/my son?”

"No. As soon as we get dnstructions from the underground the
African will be taken awdy, I Will then get Dawood into
Portuguese territory,’

"Wheﬁ?" the elMmen said urgently.

"As soo we, hear: today, tomorrow, next week, I don't
know;)(, a9, scon s we hear."

7'!&2;"& cateh you, my son. And we will all be undone."

'.,r_ - mat[ is a chance we must take, I promise you, I'll move
t;h as soon as possible, And thank you sgain.”

The young men rose abruptly and welked quickly to the door.
The old man called: ‘OJoe./...TI’ell 134..;;"

The young man stopped land turnad' slowly back to his father,
Long, long time since the old man had last ealled him Joe; last
time was before he lef't for Furcope. His mother, who had been
born in India (the old man went there to get her) had always
eallad him Jaaphet@ the old man had given it the European touch
/ 4 and called him J osephA; Joe, during moments of speecial intimacy.
He thought: I'd betler wateh out otherwise I too will lose my

first name, as he has lost his, and end up signing myself \}Young
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Man Mogdal/to show that I am the som of Y0ld Man Meexdl\

Remember your nawe is Joe, Joe m

"The black man," the old man said slcvly, tentatively. 'He
the one sll this fuss and search is aboui? The one they say
can't be caught and can't die? That him?"

"Yes. Thut's him."

"You don't mind me asking."

“Na, "

| /

= /
"And they knowf\ your pegpls

mderground - they know
rE v Y

he's in my house?" &\
"We. All they know @ taken over responsibility for
him from Dawood, N wi he's in your house., Only you
end I." %

"And the, boy Neieker,® .
" Xw' know. Under real pressure he could have been
£ o tell that it wasg I who took them from the house in the
ins,"
0 aind if you get them sway?®

"Then it's a small victory for us." He guessed the reasom
for his father's ecncern. "But there'll be other things to do;
some less tricky, some sz tricky as this ome. But there will be
other jobs."

"8o there is mo end to the danger?"

"No. MNot for those of us in the movement, But when this is
over, I'll tiy an’ keep you out of it. I only took them to your
placs becsusze it was and still is a serious emergency."

"No end," the old man repeated softly.

"Only for me, fatheny" The young men felt compassion for his
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father. "You're out of it after this.”
"Execept if thereds another really bad emergency."

"But I'11 try even then to keep you out. In fact, it might

K
be ’% idea for me to move out of the house when this is over."

L

"If you don't get caught."

"That's right."

"What if you do get eaught?"

"The penalty for what they call ‘treason' is death.”

"Can't you get away - \like Dogtor Nunkhoo?"

"Only if ome's usefulness to the movement is ended, when
you're on the run and they're after you. To stay then is to

endanger the rest of ths movement,"

B "But you can go imto Portuguese territory with Dawood?"
q¢’ ey
- /A T "NO, f&m.‘“
/ q¢ "You mesn this movement won'tlst you?"

"T mean I won't go as long as I can be useful."
"But it's only a matter of time, Joe.,"
~ "When the time comes and if I'm lucky I might be able to slip

avay an hour or so before they come for me. In that case I will
join the band of exiles fightimg from elsewhere. If I'm not
1uolq; then they get me. But whatever happens there'll be someone
to take my place because our work must go on." -

"So this is a long thing, Joelg\ a thing without end, ..4"

"A long thing, yes, fatherp; but not without end.”

"And can you see the end?"
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"No."

"And still you risk your life?"

"I have to,"

"You knov I don't agree with you."

"Or I with you."

"But at 1easy'...“" Then the old man changed his mind and
added: "Teke care, Joeja for all our sakes.”

, The young man walked briskly down the passage and took the
iift to the floor below. Here, on the third floor of the four-
storey building, the real administration of the ﬁggi;ﬁé/mpire was
carried on. The old man upstairs was more figurehead than
executive boss now, His génior employees still took the little
1ift up to the tram;uﬂ;:ity of the top floor to consult him on all
major policy deeisioms, but before carrying out any major new
directive from the old man, they e.lways ; and as & matter of courss
checked with the younger Moo&;a And just as a2ll his senior
employees cslled the older )&oola "old Man)’/ so they had slipped
into the habit of calling the younger one \'Young Man's\

Upstairs, the pace had been easy, the offices sparsely
populated by workers who had grown slow and sheky in the service
of the Mogi‘a* é‘;pire. Downstairs, offices were crowded to
bursting and there was the steady racket of typewriters and adding
machines, the hum of an army of voices and the comstant purposeful
movement of people at work. ;

N anta

Before he reached his own office) Joe Meels was stopped three
times to make impox?pnt snap decisions. Inside his office he rang
for the chief accountant, a man of the same physieal type as

Sammy Naidoo. If anything ever happened to him) this man would in
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all probability be the next leader of the Indian movement in
Ratal.

Now, quickly, tersely, he put the man in the pieture about
all that had transpired upstairs with his father., He had no
doubt in his own mind that his father would not betray them L but
his duty to the movement demanded that he provided against even
such an unlikely possibility.

Then they discussed some of the problemg involved in quietly
getting a little more of the assets of the ll‘!eeh/;mpire out of
the country without the knowledge of the authorities. Just as
land, and the right to freehold title, had been tsken from the
Indiens and all other meon=vwhites, so the day might well come
when their businesses; and the right and freedom to do business,
would be taken frem all mon=whites. And without the knowledge

\(JIA/;-" " A,

of his father, Joe Mee}= had quietly started to provide against
just that possibility./(%hﬁbe very small because the
suthorities were on the aleri against the sudden flight of
native ecapital, but at least it was something.

His secrets.ry;phoned to say that Dieky Naicker was waiting,
80 he dismissed the accountant.

As he walked into the offiee, Dicky Naicker said quickly:

" "They all right, sir, Mr. Joe?"

"Yes, Dicky; - they're all right, And you?"

There was a slight puffiness under Dicky's left eye and a
dirty handkerchief was bound tightly about his right wrist. But
he wasamiling happily now.

"I'm fine, Mr. Joe. A fat bull poke me in the eye and I

=
catch a nightxstick on the wrist but I'm fine., But jeez, sir,
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Mr. Joes\ they beginning to get rough now. They beating up
our people to hell=and=gone for no reason. I see a bull kick
one fellow in the balls for no reason and I tell you I scared."

Young M;\oia ;Aidgx"Just a minute, Dicky," and reached for
the internal telephone, He dialled two xidmerals, waited, then
said: "I understand they're getting rough at C.I.D. head-
quarters. I think we need some lawyers down there. You know
what to do." Then he hung up and turned back to Dieky: " Any-
body question you at all?®

"No,sir. I was still im the eell with most of the fellows
vhen they eall my mame./ I, think they going quiz me; and I
tell you I scared to° hall’m:‘. Joe, air, cause I don't know how
long I can hold out if they hurt me. But then they take me to
the big mém and he say something about 0ld Man's bastard and
laugh ‘and tell them to let me go."

"That's fine. Go down to the canteen and have something to
eat. One of our trucks leaves for your town in a little while,
The driver knows what to do. When you get home, tell Mliss Dee
everything is fine, Tell her the doctor and our friend are
safe, Tell her we ean go back to normal work and I will let
her know as soon as I get word from Johammesburg, Have you
got that?"

Dicky Naicker repeated his instruetions aln;ost vord for word.

"Fine, " Joe Moola said. "Off you go now,"

Dicky ssid: "Mr. 307(..}&\”/'

Joe Moola sensed what was eoming and gm very still,

"Yes, Dicky?" ‘

"About Mr. Naidocr’...&?”
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"It's true, Dicky. He's dead.”

Dicky swallowed twic% then squared his shoulders. And
looking at the youngster, Joe Moola wept inside.

"Helluva guy, that Sammy Naidoo," Dicky Naicker said quietly.
then he swung about and left the office abruptly.

"So he was," Joe Moolaz said to the empty room. "So he was."

Dicky Waicker arrived home just as the sun went dowm., Miss
Dee and Cissie amd the young girl were waiting for him at the
door. As he looked at them it flashed through his mind that this

had become & house of women: it was up to him, now, to maske up
w’ for the absence of the doe and Sammy - and that other one, e
he kmew that he would never be able to do that. And knowing

i

thig he would still meke the effort, because that was the way it

J was, the way it had to be.
;//i/’;e felt the terrible tension beneath Miss Dee's outward calm,
so he said quickly: "They awright, Miss Dee; they both awright.”
She shut her eyes briefly and then he saw the glowing relief,
"Thank you, Dieky. Welecome home," |
I'm the man of the house now, Dicky Naicker thought soberly.



It wvas a little after six when Karl Van As woke from his long,
regtless, disturbed/ sleep, For a heéw# while, in the very first
moments of wakefulness, the nightmare face of Sammy Naidoo con-
tinued to danece boldly in front of the mirror of his mind, It
retreated grudgingly, unwillingly, when thought tock over. There
was an unclean taste im hig mouth and a heavinegs at the pit of
his stomach. He rolled onto his back and lay still for a little
while, He wondered how long he had (slept, turned his head
slightly, and looked at the luminous dial of the bedside elock.

It had to be six at night; othervise it meant he had slept for
only six hours ani that, he/kmew, was highly unlikely. He reached
for the bedside lampy.changed his mind, got out of bed in the dark
and went to the windew, avoiding pieees of furmiture with the

sureness of ome who knew exaetly where everything was. He drew

'the eurtains aside and looked out at the elear black sky with the

evening.star in bold brilliant relief,

He thought: Howzdesolate. And with the thought came a sense
of desolation so intense that a wave of fear swept over him, He
turned quiekly from the window and now, reachinmg for the light
switeh, he stumbled sgainst = cpgir and bumped into his dresser.
Don't be & fool, he told himself sternly.

The overhead lights seemed umusually bright, strained his
eyes, so he turned om the softer bedeide light and turned off
the others. He went into the bathroom and cleaned his teeth,
trying to get rid of the filthy faete in his mouth, His
reflection in the mirror showed a stubbly three days' growth of

beard and bloodshot eyes, seemingly set far back in their sockets,
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He started a hot bath snd while it raz{he,phonedt,,s;r;ﬁ the
duty officer at Security, then the officer in charge 0; ;nght duty
at C.I.D. headquarters. Both reported fully on all that had
happened over the past eighteen hours.

:i- The arrests were continuing, though on a smaller scale. The

/g most important arrest had been made up in Johannesburg just a few

! ‘ hours earlgler when an Afriean suspected of being either the head of
the underground or else one of the leadipg figures in its inner

\ rd council was taken in one of the Natiwenlogations, His capture had

led to violenee) and & bitter pitehed battle was now in progress
between police and gangs of blacks, In the main) the blacks were
using stones and botiles @as weapons but a few had small arms. A
dangerous nev feature was that the blacks were becoming expert at
the meking and)throwing of Molotov cocktails. So far twenty=eight
Africans {\ar_e‘ knowayfo have died in the fighting. And three police-
men vere murdered. Once a gang of blackshad even tried to storm
the pelice station vhere the eaptured man was held, These were well
armed and they only"f'iéﬁééf.; when an armoured ear was brought up.

But there was still no trace of lkosi or the Indian doctor,

After these reports, Karl Van As put through a speeial call to
his opposite number in Johamnesburg.

"Yeg, there's no doubt about it. The fellow they held was one /

20

man. How else explain the determined, a:lmost suieidal, attempts

of the really big ones in the underground. Might even be the top

: g
0%

fﬁf free bim.iz...i‘l'alk? Hell nol! They'd tsod everything they knew

s ]
A

without éatting anything out of him, He'd gome out twice and each

time he came round he'd shown the same ugly smile.[...il)octors going

to try some drugs on him. You know, the story=book stuff. Truth

1
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drugs and so on, but they say he's too weak right mow, Couple
of these rough fellows had been at him before we took him out of

*

their hands.;.;YWe must do something to stop this violence in

-
the force.%.. Sure thing. We'll eall you as soon as he says
something or anything big breaks. But frankly, after what he'd
gone through and held his tomgue the chances of any drug doing

W‘bhing seem remote .;. s \7

The world, now, was more desolate thap it had ever been, an
arid place; bleak, lonely, distressifigly, heart=rendingly
oppressive,

He picked wup the/phnne 8gain end dialled Mildred Scott's
number. She ansvwered almost immediately and her voiece was like a
fresh cool breeze toucidng the temples on a stifling hot day.

He said: "May I -€ome?"
"fes. Have you eaten?”
X .Bo. In ten, fifteen minutes.”
1r%All righ@.“ |

He waited for her to heng up and the heaviness of the world,
nov, was a little more supportable.

He shaved, bathed and dressed quieckly, a slight tinge of
frenzy Lo his haste. Then he went out into the early evening.
The world, outside, scemed too normal., The lights were on;
traffic flowed easily; near the centre of the ecity the restaurants
and bars were brightly 1it and filled to overflowing. And on the
pavements people of all sghapes, shades, colours, conditions,

ambled ecasually, freely, taking the air, window shopping; boys

{

{ looking for girls, girls for boys; and some olderﬂonely ones
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hoping that by walking up and dowm the brightly 1lit streets
someone, fair and kind and understanding, would recogni;é their
loneliness and help dispel it. An ordinary night, s normal
night, familia.r the world over to the children of mankind,
As usual, Lena, the old Griqua woman, opened the gate for

him and secured it earefully after he had drivem inm. As she

did so she noticed that scmeone, a woman, from the other side
of the road, the white side, had taken careful note of the
coming of the ear. She must remember to warn Miss Millie about
Mg.ater Karl turning up so early in'the evening. People will
notice. Only last week they had\gent a couple to jail because
the man was white and tlie #oman eoloured. And respectable
3;-"‘@?.3?3’1*? too., She musi warn Miss Millie,

| Van As found Mildred Scott waiting umder her favourite flame
tree, a large jug,of iced orange julee at hand and a tall glassful
waiting for him, {nd ef—weTzRm, hore, in this sheltered and
scented garden, sitting beside Mildred, the world was as the

hesrt desired: vpeaceful and uncomplicated.

He said, very guddenly: "I should have married youl"
"Oh!" §She was startled; and she had thought he would not
be able to do that again, Just goes tc show, she told herself.

"ﬁy,.‘(wﬂ’jk
"It was possible in those dsys. Remember t “"”"vnaye?"

"But you didn't," she said, ecurious now to see if k}e would
complete the thought=pattern, and how.

Tt would have sebttled things," he said.

She thought: He's really in trouble now. No, he's been in
it for a long time, but he's only just beginning to see it. Poor

7 Karl. Poor Karl.
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"It would have been an‘act of choige, Karl, Not doing it was
also an aect of choiece. So things were reslly settled then."

He was silent for a very long time., And nov she felt the pain
in him. Vhen hs spoke again) there was a terrible bleakness to him.

"Then ,;'ea.lly,) you agree with Sammy Naidoo."

"The man who died?" ghe asked softly.

"The same," he said.

"Tell me, Karl.i..: They sa.y/c’/..h"

"I know \hat. thay say but it’'s met true; he wasn't murdered
and he wasn't W ' He choseptoldie. It was vhat you just
deseribed as an act of choige.®

"Oh Karl! Vhy does @t tronble you so?"

W if 17 marvnied you, it wouldn't have happened.”

8O Against her will she felt herself withdraw and grow
eeld tt;w;r;.:shim. ’ £
He felt 4t too and a grimace, tick+like, tugged at the*;t
corner of “bis mouth.
"You dop't see, Mildred. Not this time. God knows I want -

the oomfoxt only you can give, but not in the way you just thought.@
Before he died Naidoo saia;;jlmand people like me were the real
enemies of the monm=Furopesns. He said without our brains and
skills the system wouldn\t work. D'you agree with him?"
"Does it matterl'j/
"Please, Mildred!®
"All right, Ka.rl.;...}/"‘ She thought for a while and chose
her words with care. "I'm not sure that you, a2s an individual,
could stop the system, no matter how much you want to. So I

disagree with Neidoo, if that is what he said, But if what he
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said meant you as part of the generation who went\_ to,:{miversity
with both of us, then I agree with him, Ve feel { hate to

speak as a nom-European to you but since you've forced me I will,
this once)/‘\“ﬁhat apartheid has been strongthened and reinforeced
and propped up by people who were not themselves rabid racislists.
When you and I were at-— éiversity, Karl, did it look as though
the ecountry would ever eome to this? KRemember how easily you and
your friends laughed some little mationalist on campus out of
countenance? But the prevailing valués were such that each was

soncerned with furthering his owm Persemal ambitions, which led,

ultimately, to eachﬂﬁ.’n\his ovn Way ﬁsccming ,the defender oxr the

upholder or the plenipotesitiary of the apartheid under which we
live today." _

"So the act oblchotee was made as far back as that? Is that
what you am:hsayim?

"Yos, Karly/ That is what I'm saying."

"Se if T'd married you than) the ehoiece would have been
soually cleag%ut?"

"Yes. As clea.r;ﬁt as these things ever are."”

"Did you know this then?”

Poor, poor, Karl. '"Yes."

&§f¢74// "And still yagz.?iET
cé 0 %’ "I loved you, Karl. And choice, for you, in our context, had
greater possibilities of disaster than for me. We both knew thisg,
That's why you shut your mind to it.”

"But you faced it. I loved you too, but I shut my mind to it.

I took your life from you and shut my mind to its meaning.”

"I chose it, Karl., You mustn't blame yourself,.”
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"ould you do it sgain? Now?"

Ch my God! What did this man Naidoo do to him?

She pulled herself together,

"That's mot fair, Karl, Our world has changed."

And now, at last, she eould open the doors of her mind to
the knowledge that love had been dead a long, long time, B6#-

/
the tenderness, the concern, the cmpassion,;—-the afterglow-’-

h ¥
would always be there beeause it had_onee been a clean and

beautiful znd sustaining love,

He thought: If omly I'd kmown this then. But even as he
thought it he knew that kmewimg would have made mo difference
to his choice.

"T still love you," he said. "I alvays will.,"

From the deepidark recesses of memory he almost hesrd the
old philosophy professor sgain: a silly=looking little old
Englishman with filthy teeth and horribly tobacco=stained fingers.ay
Something about men's circumstances determining their vision of
the world, and their vision of the world, in turn, determining
their cirecumstsnces., I am what I choose to be; but what I choose
to be depends on vhat I am.

He said: "He really hated me, you know."

"The man Naidoo?"

"Yes."

"I think you d better tell me about him, Karl," It's all
very unreal now, she told herself4 as though he's gone awvay
and this is just an echo of him, a sort of solidified shadow,

He made a quick motiom as though wiping something from his

cheek .,
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"ot much to tell, Big fellow. Stromg but doesn't know
anything about judo. Knew wiere that fellow Dube=Nkosi weas
but wouldn't tell. Didn 't have to die, though.”

"He knew you'd mszke him talk somehow or other."

"50 he chose (o die instead. But, Mildred, it wasn't even
for one of his own peoplel"

"Once you would have understood that, Karl,"

"But the blacks are not going to reward him or his people
for itl"

"That'!s not why he did i#.”

"But one's people are‘illmgg;t&t, and survival is important."
He thought: But this is nét what I mean to ssy to her, I'm
saying all these taings, snything that comes to mind, because I
want tgf}a;p hex;:’@ig away from n?/;..H-\

&

A g ?'.W from me.én.

/

I‘Wrﬁd very great effort indeed but he pulled himself
ogatliery She felt the shadow recede and the men return from
2 Wherever he had been. She thought: God how he's trying; and her
hgert overflowed for him,

"Did it have to come to this, Mildred? Hate everyvwhere?"

"The lines are being drawn more sharply every day, Karl.”

"You kmow I tried,”

"I know, Karl.,"

"But you've turned against me,"

"Hot against you, Kaerl. Ageinst what you've become."

“But I haven't changed! You believe what Naidoo said and I'm

not like thatl%..” fgoing away from mo.l...’“ "Mildred, please listens)
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We are not like that., Ve Afrikaners are not monsters. You
know that. You've known me more intimately than snybody else.
Sure jthere are brutes among us as among all people. But there
ars deecent omes too; honourable people, moral people, upright
people, as in all societies, All they are fighting for is
survival, and they are my people,"

"We are getting nowhere now," she sighed. "Let's not get
involved in a pointless political argument. We both know that
we have long gome beyond the questién of the survival of any
group, yours or Naidoo's or min?l.,h" She stopped in mid=

sentence and thought: Hew cam I say this to him now? He's

opened his mind to 1t{and nothing ean keep it out.

She felt unutterably weary, in a dully deadening menner that
made even . thought an effort, This was the end of love, and all
that wes leftiwés hollow. It had been a great love once, all=
consumingy all=giving, with the fine eareless inexhaustibility
sgf‘ an ever=flowing fountain. Now it was exhausted, dried-up,
empty, hollow, .

o mei sl

"So now there is no point to talk between us," he said

bitterly.
She thought, es?aping in_f.o the relatively safe role of

gaehar: l'!hag; do‘ not record anything of the people eaught
in the erogsfire of the great moral and spiritual battles of
history; people eaught in the crossfire, people like us, are on
the edge of things, not invelved, so not worthy of being recorded;
and yet the most terrible casualties are there. No, that's not
true. He's involved; he always has been. It was I who thought:

non=involvement possible., But it isn't any more: not now, not
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in this land, not for those borm in tiis 1and.{.{'.\¥m&t had he
just sald? No pointio talk between us. |

"That's not true, Ksrl, All I meant was we shouldn't becloud
the basie issues of our age with the pointless pelitieal argument
of what is expedient. Certainly, that is unnegessary between
you and %.:’

"So you are ssying that the differenee between right and
wrong, good and evil, is to be measured im numbers. The mob is
right! The mob is God, especislly if 1t 4s black." )

"Is this what talk between ws is pedueced to now? No, Karl,
This has nothing to do with.mobs of God's colour or even colour,
It has to do with tyranfty, (with oppressiomn, with human arueltyi\i
all the things mimefities'have =lveys dome throughout history
when theyéjl".j;;[ed tothold power sgainst the will of majoritiess And
now, hepe, in our time, the issues have been redueced to the basie
econflict between good and evil,”

*‘%‘!; 889, VWhite rule is evil, Black rule will be goods"

Q %& J "Ro, Karl, I don't know that. What I do kmow is that there

D

Wis no hope of any good any more im white rule. You insisted on
this eonversation, Karl, No hope of good. And when there is no
hope of gaodj then the evil is cmplete; Black rule may indeed
be the terrible thing you fear. From the little we hear and read,
it has not been =1l that terrible im other parts of Afriea. But
even if it were, because it would be majority rule, there would

7’7 be hope|for good. I thimk that is vhy your Samy Naidoo died,

that & black man may escape you."
Nov I've dome it, she thought: finmally and completely.

She rose sbruptly.
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"Goodbye, Karl.,"

He rose too., And rising, he too knew, that everything was
finally and completely dome, Ghe began to walk away from him,
toward; the house,

"Mildre?(..“"

She faltered.

He said, brokenly: "I tried."

She ecarried on to the house, head up, body erect. The old
Griqua woman came to her and she aa@'wr. Karl is léaving, Lena,

The old woman went to the @d opened it for Karl Vam As
i

% deive ob. Thew she sh\&, oving, instinctively, that she
had.eoin the last of

arl Van As stopped at the first bar, downed two double
andies very quick],v} then looked up the telephone number of
Anna de Wet. When she answered, her eager invitation filled him
with dismay. And as he drove to her place; he wept inside for the
man he would have liked Karl Van‘c to be.
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. The message came next morming, smnd the menner of its coming
' Q}M Lo '
was such that even Joe wvas deceived, When he reached the
office) hisg seeratary told him & Mr. Isaaes from Johznnesburg, a

buyer for one of their largest drg‘:goods customers,)had been on
the 'ehone at least four times, trying to get hold of him,
H Ay A
"hy me?" Joe Meede ssked, recalling Isaaes in a vague sort
of way. A droopy little Jew,\rith a droepy moustache, droopy

clothes and a droopy vey of speakingh

"Because he wouldn't spesk toanybody else," the seerstary said.

"Snys his instruetions aré o speak to you persomally and shov you
in person the samples.of\the bad stuff they reeceived."”
N IAA/\A/

"This is ridieuleus,” Joe Meeds snepped.

"I told him that, sir, end sc did Mr, Mookerji.®

"Bk Of course Mr. Isaacs must see the bossl Damn himl
All Rightl I'll make him weit!l®

e
‘Mj’bhcne rang just then, and after z while the secretary

coyered the mouthpiece =znd said: <

< "Tt's him again, sir.”
D AL .

Joe Meeda picked up his ounAl‘Jhoﬂe.

"Mr. Isaacs? Joe Mooi:a-’;xére."

Glad I've got you at last, Mr. Meloizo;t(}'m sure your people
told you what my orders are. I'm catehing the early afternoon
trein) go I hope I can see you scmé}ine this morning,"

"I'm afraid that's not possible, sir. I'm sure my
seeretary told you I'm booked up for the entire ?&y."

N o AL,

"You must be able to find five minutes, Mr. Moodq."

"I'm afraid not, sir. This is just about'the vorst day you
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could have chosen.“ He knew the afternoon express leoft a
little before ome o'clock, sc he added: “*ﬂy very first free
break of about three minutes is at five minutes to one.”
There was a pause at the other end. Joe N/;{e:i-;l]joeked at
his secretary snd thought: Now he'll pull the colour thing,
they all do soomesr or later.
Then the man et the other end spoke; his voice suddenly weer
e noistent and sedlee-much less droopy: "This is more than

/‘:i LALAA
my job is worth, Mr, Meexe. I must cateh that train and I must

gee you. I'm coming to your ofi‘ict andl'll wait till the last
minute before train tine._w]ﬁ%%& be most unfortunate all
round if I cannet give you the message from my prineipals person-
ally," Then the;"phaﬁe went dead.,

"I wonder. W the secretary murmured equally thoughtfullyff ‘)

=l

p%m,' ‘T \hope you are thinkipg what I am, 51r.\£v_f—/“

"Thatihe eould be another kimd of messenger.w

"That, or else that they are om to you." _

B

"0r he could be just what he seems to be," Joe Meedke said
quietly.

"Find jng out which could be a very fimal thing for you," the
girl said anxionsly.

#1111 have to risk it," he said. "Alert our special people
for the possibility of having to go into emergency action."

The girl left the office and went first to the chief

\ "?,/_Q accountanji/than, over the next ten minutes, u/u/w’ in the

e w’f’ /)y o of doing her legifimate business, she alerted a dogzen

S A
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o.ther members of the f;@;;l‘aﬁét.a_ff . And these prepared quistly
for the possibility\of action,

Another fifteen minutes pasaed) then the dzquoods buyer,
Isaacs, arrived. He gave his name to the receptionist downstairs.
She ;al'mned up to the third floor, then she called a messenger boy
to escort Mr, Isaacs to Mr, m::offiee.

"He's om the way, sir," the secretary said.

"Good, Off you go."

"Please be careful, eir."

"I Vill, my dear. ®Et you kno st to do,"

"Je know, sir." ) M"

"I think you're a wondarfflnpunch,” Joe M;aid as she went
out.

He thought: I%haven!t had to kill & man yet; hope I don't
have to now. He adjwsted his chair sc that he ecould reach the gun
in the oJpen drawer .wi‘bh & minimum of movement.

The girl opened the door snd said: "Mr. Isases, sir.,"

The droopy little man walked into the middle of the room,
then straightened up and looked back at the door.

y A : '\(YI hope we're alone because I'm sure you wouldn't

want your stelf to hear the message my prinecipals asked me to

deliver. I'm sorry but it's the kind no employer wants his staff
to hear,"
"I yrather think they've guessed at the mature of the message.

But we're alone. No one's listening in.@/

}\I 1 l"{:\,’

The little men took & step mearer the desk but still J oeJRJ.a——
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did not rise to greet him,

NI/? "' s
"Then, Mr, Meolz; I bring you the message you've been

waiting for., I take it you {mbled to me/ henee my being brought
in to you immedistely. I hope your phone's not tapped. You
foreed me to say more than I wanted to.”

"Who are you?" ‘
Nonda

"My neme is Isaacs, Mr. Meoi®. Your people here knov me as
the buyer from Johannesburg for one of the biggest drx:goods
houses in the country. And for your privaete information I'm also
the speeiszl eourier who funciioms omly in emergencies. You know
the little thing about Simem ceme and Simon go? Well, you may
have heard of me i‘s’sn‘;ou "{"{f

"Simonm, " Joe Meeld ) said wonderingly, and relaxed, "I'm sorry

I was so dense.f...'

"You vere Right, absolutely right."

Joa Heede slammed shut his draver and jumped up. "Welcome and
pleage sit down." He picked up his 1nteml{phone and locked at
the little man. "I must tell them it's all right. EOh, listen:
it's a2ll right; yes, all right. Meompletely M’-/

"You were going to take draat:i.c a,etion?" the little man asked.

"I know where Fkosi is,” Joe I(ooh said. “L&' O

"Yes, of course. That's why Naidoo aated
man's 2ll right, then?"

"fes. So far."

"I mean totally sll right?"

"As safe as you and I, Simen.

"Which means in 0ld Man Moo.l.a-l-e house. Not &ll that safe,

% =
Joe Meoke, If we could make the comnection in faraway
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J’ohannesburg/ you ean be sure that the people omn the spot,
especially Ven As, will mot fail to make it, The shghtest
suspicion that you might -/é-\plse.Se note just gi_g.l_'x_g;—,\ be
gympathetie would lead, inevitably, to their seeing 0ld Man
%&uﬁHSL;.house in a new light."

"The precondition being susvieion of me, Simon."

"Yes. But do we know that they don't suspect you? That
Van As islﬁeviiieh clever, Joe Moedg. And this brings me to
the message. They've ripped our orgnniﬁgtion wide open in
terms of commmications whieh is why I'm doing this job of line
repairing, as it were. The Couneil has suspended &ll meetings
since the chairman's arrest two days ago. Our friend the
secratanyﬁ§§nd when I say our friend I literally mean the
strongest friend we minority groups have inside the Gouncilﬁ?\-
nov carries the burden of decision-making all by himself. He
didn't think it safe for me to reveal my identity to the Natal
wing of the Africen section of the movement so I must ask you
to pass what I've just told you om to them. You are also to
tell them that an attack will be made on the place where they
are holding the chairuan’f\by the way they do not kmow he's the
chairmen and they won't know‘é\and we want waves of sabotage from
one end of the land to the other to eoincide with the attack,
This is not to be misteken for am uprising. It is just to
frighten them and also so that they should not get any idea of
the extent to which they have really dasmaged us. The important
thing is that somehow or other you have to get Nkosli outside
South African borders during this upheaval, The secretary says

he wants you to do 1t; mnot the Afriean wing here. You have the
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of pulling it off. The original idea of handing him over was
to take him up north and out of the country by way of the

Fhodegia route. They would have been the best peocple for that.

With the eollapse in communication that is now impossible, Are

PRt we elear so far?"

"Yes," Joe Needm said quietly.

"Think you ean do it?"

"We musty" Jm-p..

"Thing to remember is that if we dom't get him out by

»

- e X
) > tomorrow night the risk of his getting caught &= increased a
\ ! thousandfold and )if he's oal@ht) the value of the Nkosi myth Lt'r
v destroyed forever.sauah. = ,‘
"And we suffer e major defeaty" pm
\ "Ags you gay," the little man named Isaaes said. "A ylaj or
defe&to"
"So we must get him out," Joe Meedw said. "How do I contact

™ and.ldentify myself to the local Afriean leadership?"

"You don't. You contact and identify yourself to one man
only. Anybody \ii_k_eiy to walk in here? I want to half strip.”

"No;‘ \Joexooh said, Just the same he went briskly to his
door and locked it.

Isaaes stripped to the waist, then he pulled a flesh=~
colourad patch from the underside of his upper arm, at the
point just before it became part of the armpit. Inside the
flesh-coloured adhesive patch was a note.

"This tells you who your man is, Give it td him and he'll
accept wh?t you tell him," ’

G AL
Joe Moola took the note, read it carefully, took out his
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wallet and slipped the note imto a secret ecmpartment. ,m =

"Mat's about it," the little man said, dressing sndc? /
reverting to the droopy character and personality of Isaacs,
the dry/:éoods buyer from Johannesburg. "We'd better go through
the complaints of my prineipals. They're very real you know,
even though I engineered them. You may want your secretary
here to make notea.lg...‘f” YRl

When, half an hour later, the little man left, Joe Meedm—
shook his hand warmly and said:

"Please greet my friends in Joh'burg,"

‘m
"It'1l be some time before I get back there@m-

There's an ewful lot of line repairing to do."
—

"Yes, of course," Joe Meeda said quickly "Good luck,"

The droepy little man beemed at J’-oe-ﬁnhr LW""O

"It is you who really need it, my friend. Good luck to
youl‘/

The secretary had been gtartled by the undercurrent of
warmth between the two men. Now, alome with her bess, she
remarked on it.

"Mr. Isaacs has turned out to be very special, sir?”

"Wery special indeed," Joe Meeke said.

She waited for more, but he had said all he wanted to, and
she was wise enough about him to rea.like this and hold her
peace., She slipped out of the office, leaving him to his thoughts.
She knew that till he had finighed working out whatever it was,
he was not to be disturbed and her job would be to keep everybody
at bay.

Twice he asked her to get outside telephone mumbers for

him: one to an Indian trader uncountty‘(kwhom she knew to be a
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key mana£? the movement), and the other to the Afriean

LA
oo™y
“Wsrrisber who was the firm's legal adviser, even though he

was not allowed by the authorities to pract;ie his profession.
She thought that after these two calls he made another from
his own privategphone that went out directly, bypassing the
office switchboard, but of this she eould not be sure.

Then the chief accountant came and yaved her objections
agide:

—_ V"He just ecalled me,"

The e¢hief accountant stayed umtil lunch time, and she
knew that it wes not the company's accounts that kept them
together so long. When the chief accountant came out of the
long conferenc%}he get out immediately on a motor trip to
unknown points in rural Natal.

She arranged for sandwiches to be brought in for lunch.
Then Joe &ole gave her a mass of typing that anybody else
eould do and she felt just a little vexed; but she sensed
that very big things were going on 8o her vexation did not run
deep.

And then people started dropping in casually, or so it
seemed, to spend a few minutes with Joe qughA/

a//( A2~
In the late afternoon the African + With

him was another African, a very tall, very thin man; a man

with the brightest, most piercing eyes the young women had ever
seen. These two stayed longer than all the others, nearly an

hour.

Joe Héo&ﬁ iéft the office a few minutes after the two

Africans.

1
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Dawood Nunkhoo moved restlessly about the room while Joe
W gpoke. Confinement, being om the rum, had made himaeﬂy-

™

and tense, unrelaxed. Nkosi, om the other hand, sat back calmly

in his cheir, relaxed and at ease, as though their situation
was the most normal imagimable. The room in whi,ch they were
was on the top floor of the mansion of 0ld Man /;h.:aoh, deep in
the heart of Durban's white residentiel area. It was a very
;arge room, ccmfortable to the point of luxuriocusness. Joe
fiift‘m‘ré'ﬁ;as leaning against a wall neéar the door, telling them
about the wvisit of the man called 8imon amd sbout the capture
of the Chairman of the Central Coumeil of the underground, and
of "the proposed nationwide acts of sabotage for the following
night.

"So we're back on our owm," Numkhoo said, running his hands
nervously through his hair.

"This Afriecan leader you met this aftermoon," Nkosi saidj

[WPEL
what.did you think of him? What kind of 21

"Tough and resourceful,” Joe ﬁ%:aid. "I was impressed,”

"Then why not emlist his aid,” Nkosi said. "Wait. My
idea is that Dawood and I split up, that you help him get to
the Protectorate border, or gome point near the border, that I
aim for the same point, and that we join and meke a dash from
there. Obviously, it is going to be easier for me to travel to
this point with the help of Africans, and for Dawood with the
help of Indians."

"I like the idea," Nunkhoo said quickly.

"So do I," Joe m’ » "But there are two snags. First,

we may be able to get Dawood within dashing distance of the bordex"
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but nobody and nothing can get you, my friend, ten miles out
of Durban without your being spotted. There is the most
intensive search imaginable on for you. Second, even if we
get both of you to within measuring distance of the border,

it has been sealed and every yard of it bristles with guards.
Any dash, now, will not be taking a chance; it will be simple
suieide. Nb)my friends, much as I like the idea, it won't work,
Also, my instructions from Simon were not to involve the African
section in this attempt."

"A powerful mot&ﬁboat," Dawood Numkhoo said.

-

"I've thought of that,” Joe Meedw said. "Bult you won't
make it to Beira before their sea and air coastal patrols get
you."

"We must take a chance," Nkosi said.

"I ggree with yoﬁ. But it must be a chance, my friend, not
suiecide. Rsmembeglmore than you and Dawood are involved. In
fact, getting Dawood becomes unimportant beside getting you."

"I know that," Nkosi said softly. He got up and took two
turns up and down the large room, th?n he stopped and looked
first at Dawood Nunkhoo, then at Joe )f!oola. "Listen my friends;

I'm not a very brave man, In fact I often imagine myself into
Qi?ﬁ;k, so it's not easy for me to say this because I don't want
to.say it and I don't want it to happen. But if it becomes
hopeles§}§hare is a way of making me disappear and you ecan do itJ...
No, Dawoodgﬁ..#ilt may become essential, If it does, don't let
me know about it, and do it as quig%%? and painlessly as

|

possible please. But I hope npyu.?TT; i e f/'Jm“/ f

Nunkhoo buried his head in his hands. The face of Dee,
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radiant in love, stood out vividly in his mind's eye. He
thought: My little sister loves this man.

"We fight for 1ifel" Joe Qm:nd harshly, angrily,
fighting to suppress the horrible reality behind Nkosi's words.fﬁ{{i

Nunkhoo raised his head and thought: And fighting for lif?;i; //7
we may die, not knowing whether there is any value, any meaningf
any significance to our dying; and all we have is just this
one frail ?nd fragile moment of conseiousness we eall life.

There was a knock on the door.

"Yesl?" Joe Igﬁl:alled, gtill angry, still horrified by
the sudden revolation’of Fhe ugliness of reality.

"Me!" O0ld Man é;;ﬁ‘::<;niee came faintly.

The younger &;e/nt out and shut the door firmly behind

him. After a while h& returned and held the door open for his
father. ,

"He wants to meet you," he said to Nkosi,

"] hope you don't mind," 0ld Man ﬁéni; éaid, staring
curiously at Nkosi. So it is this little ome causing all the
trouble. ?he one they say cannot die and cannot be eaught.
Don't lookamuoh to me., Little and just like any other black man.
There must be something to him to make him frighten the white
people so. Just wait till they get him, though. They'll do the
frightening them! But if they get him I'm going be in trouble
too. "To know my son has guests in my house and I have not met
them{... You understand."

"I explained to you, father.

LY kaow,".the old man seid, "but all the same,"

"You are right," Nkosi rose and offered his hand.
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The old man hesitated ' then took the small

v
black hand, Teem he turned to Numkhoo,

"And you, Doctor? Who take care of your sister and your
patients?"

—— ) ,:[ £
"Father!" Joe W@\'ﬁw 3 ; * ‘Q

"How you like that?" the old man appealed to Nkosi., "My
son brings trouble into my house and then he gets angry. Perhaps
I did not tell you I don"t agree with him and the doctor and you.
But he's my son, so he brings dangsr into my house.’

"I'm sorry," Nkosi said. T, wigh it were otherwise,"

"That makes two of us. Bub tell me, how you think you going
to get rid of this governmemt that has all the power in its hand?"”
"T think you're asking the'wrong meu;_3 father, Ask me,"

"I already asked yous J oe,’(‘rememberf\ You told me it was a
thing of @time, & thing in which many people, including my own son,
is likely to die. So I ask him because I hear they say he cannot
be 'eaught and he cannot die. Why must other people, Cnust my
people, my son, an Indian doctor, die for you and your people?"

s o

"Damit,Pl, father!® Joo Meedw w\advancing on the
old man. |

"Tt's all right!” Nkosi said,

"Not for him or his peoplel!"” Numkhoo blurted out, beside

-

(
himself., "Can't you understand.it's for ourselves! And that

ineciudes pesople like youl"
N-w A
Joe Moede grabbed his father’s arm and started hustling him
towa.rd; the door.
"Please!" Nkosi said sharply.

S
Joe Meeds stopped and let go of his father, The old man
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found a chair,
"Look like you the only one with respect for age," the
old man said to Nkosi.

"T would have dome the same in their place, sir; and they
the same in mine, I think. Now, sir, I can die and I can be
jcaught and it may yet happen. What we do not want to happenf;%\

all three[of us, and al} tharpeople in the movement against
agartheid:&what we do n;%::; happen is for the idea represented
by Richard Nkosi to be destroyed. My meme isn’t really Richard

Nkosi. I have just borrowed the mname; as others have before me,

and as others will after me,'bscause the name has now been turned
into the spirit and the will of the resistance. Tt is a symbol
now,"

"And if they‘eabeh you?"

"They will be able to identify me, myself, my own person{\
with Richard Nkosi because they have evidence to show that it is
I vho have been using that name. And they will also be able to
prove my real identity as & man. So two things will happen’; the
myth will be destroyed and im the process the hope for victory on
which the spirit of resistance feeds will be shattersed for a long

__E}me to come, for many generatioms perhaps."”

"And it is for this fairy story that you teke these risks?"

"Mo, sir. It is for the people of this country, but primarily
it is for what I believe. I think this is the difference between
ourselves and other animals.”

"We are not content to be mere animals in the jungle," Joe

= AP

"I'm thinking of all of us," Nkosi said., "All human beings

all over the world.”
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"So now we all believe in fairy stories!" the old man
scoffed.

"But indeed we do."

"The killing of Imdians by your people, and the brutality
of the white people, and the hatred all over this place, is this
your magic world of fairy stories* Till now you talked sense,
young man, even though I did mot sgree with you. But noy‘.{f}This
is dreaming!" | ’

"Yeg," Nkosi said slowly after & while, "This is dreaming.,"

Invardly, he gave the o0ld man b;st, and the other three
sensed it. The old man had ‘insisted on this encounter and had

s fle gLl o
come out best.l(’\\felt triumphant as he stole a quick glance at
his son's face. Joo~¥ggea.half stood with onme haunch on the edge
of an occasional table, on his face a bleak sombreness that the
0ld man recogniggd from other times. Thus, through the years,
the boy had looked whemever his problem or his burden was
particularly heavy; and always, in the past, there had been a
senge of xesepiwmenb—and disappointmenﬁ/ﬁfiﬁm the boy had never
agked him to share, or at least help with, the problem or the
burden. And this feeling was tyere now beeause the boy was so
totally out of sympathy with th;:ilittle triumph.

Joe ﬁ:;;;':;;ught: In the jungle there is no dreaming,

But this time he was not particularly angry with his father.
Dawood Nunkhoo sat very deep in the srmchair, ri&ing his
spins,;ﬁ§s back rounded to make part of an incomplete cirecle.
He thought: So we must face vhat we don’t like to faee — that
ugliness and evil are as valid as beauty and goodness. Ve

accept the dreeming, the impulse to good, as part of the human
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condition, something natural and not requiring explanation,
Confronted with evil and ugliness, we go in for political

and historical and sociological theories to explain away the

::?// ;? vgliness Jand evil, Ve never say l%k\?s find some explanation

-
-

,,mag:z::?cy- for the degeney in this or that man,‘why Hehru\who could so
easily have become India's dietator did not (if he had, learned
tomes would have searched out the roots and origins of it).

The fact of goodness we accept as normal, the fact of evil we
need to explain, Is this because we ere &fraid of the reality
of our world which is that the confrontation between good and
evil is between two equalsy each of which is ecapable of winning?
Our religions, our histories, our scholarships have all loaded the
dice in favour of the ultimate triumph of good over evil, Is it
because he shatters this that Joe and I resent his father so?

If good and evil &re equal, each eapable of winnin%L..;;?ﬂ

The old man felt his sense of triumph ebb away. The three
young men had shown they reeognii?d that he had scored a point.
but they were unimpressed. Why?

"So your risks are foolish," he said a little more
aé;essively than he intended.

/‘ "T don't agree," Nkosi said. "To agree with you that this is
dreaming is not to agree with you that dreaming is foolish, If
you think it is foolish, then it is foolish to you. It is mot us.,”

"Then show me the sense of itl" the old man said impatiently.

"I'm not sure I can. How cen I make you understand why
looking at a flower makes me feel good? I can't even explain it
to myself. I ean use words like beauty, scent; but why do I
respond to these things as I do? I don't know., All I know is
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that T do. I don't even know what this consecious life within
me is. All I know is that I'm aliv§>and being alive I, and others
like me, have felt the need, generation after generation, to‘affirm
and reaffirm, asgein and again, the inviolability of the human
spirit T&this thing that makes us feel tender and ané;;PEZEWEZve
and believe in abstractions like dignity and justice and good,
{Xou've just shown there is ugliness. I don't know how to
explain that either., But I know it is there and I know that what
I describe as the need to affirm the imwiolability of the human
spirit may at eritiecal times demand that we fight to the death
against this ugliness. Ours is not the first generation called
upon, and I don't think it will be the last. This is our
responsibility now because in our time the greatest ugliness in
the world and the greatest danger to the human spirit is here in
our land. And thig has nothing to do with race or colour. The
sengse of it? I don't think 'everybody im the movement agrees with
me; I dom't agree with much that is in the movement; and heaven
knows I have dome very little compared with others. But the
senge of it is that the great South Afriecan adventure, that
intense and special dislogue between the people and the earth
which shapes and fashions and nurtures them, can only begin when
the land is rid of this raeisl ugliness., This must be done before
there ean be any rezl beginning.”
"This is the view of your people end your movement?"
"I cannot speak for all of them. I know this is the way
many think. In time we mey have to fight sgainst those who oppose
this because a good socicty providesf?gd proteets its minorities,

and this too is part of our belief. Democracy is rule of the
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majority but the full flowering of the human spirit needs more
than just that, though that must be the‘Peginning."

"Thank you," the old man said%*to his song "Joe,
here ve've had a long conversation and you don't offer us a |
drink. Come now, a little brandy for me,"

While Joe Heoh prepared the drinks and handed them around,
there was an awkward silence in the room. The old man tasted his
brandy, called for a little more soda and settled back,

"You understand I don't agree uith yous but now I know what
you're sbout. I still think it is draaming but at least I gee
the sense of it. You'll never really change the world but I think

-l

I understand now that you must try ‘J (o, ¥

patdl. |

"Even if we Fail?™ Joe i said, an enormous affection for
his father stirring imside him,

"‘Iop cannot meke paradise here om earth." He turned to Nkosi,
"The trouble is my son alwdys told himself how reactioxifary his
father 1s so he never spoke to me or asked for help." He tossed
down the remains of his drink and held out the glass to Joe,

Joe refilled glasses.

Nunkhoo said: "If you ean help us now, 0ld Man.,”

01d Men Mooka grew still.

"New trouble?”

"Afraid so, father,” Joe Mocla Asaid and explained that the
mpessage they had been vaiting for had come, but that they now
had to get Nkosi out unaided.

"So you are trapped here," the old man said to Nkosi. To
himself he added! And ouf¥ danger is inereased., From nov on

danger will be & close companion to me and mine beecause I

educated a boy into dreaming in a eruel world,
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But somehow, now, he cculd not be angry with their
dreaming, or scoff at it, or jeer. He rose from his chair and
with a stiff, self-econscious little bow that took in all three
young men, he moved to the door. I,Zstruck him that it was because
of this little black men that he was closer to his son mow than he
had been since the boy became a man.

"I will help if I can," he said, then he closed the door
behind him an’i walked slowly and thoughtfully down to the floors
below and the more populated sectiong ofsthe large house., He
knew that if the two up there with hig Joe remained here in this
house then it was only a2 matter of time before the authorities
eaught up with them, W he and his would come tumbling down
with them and their dresms and their myths. But he was bereft of

anger now, only deeply worried, o /.
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014 Man woke, and it happened instantly., One
% =% =z
instent he was deeply asleep, the next he was wide awake.
And at the imstant of waking the idea was there, equally
clear, equally sharp, as though it had been carefully worked out
& L
over a long period. 0ld Man Meei= turned it over and over in his
mind, looking at it from this,\then that eiee, testing it for
' il X
flaws. But apart from the one flaw whieh was,#weee the moment the

L7

idea was thefe, he could find no otheres There was the danger of

failure, of course, but that flowed.from the logic of where the
boy's dreaming had led him, Fallure would mean disaster. Doing
nothing would also mean digester, Doing this offered a chance of
success, of getting out of this situation. So it had to be risked.

He felt fom the bedside lamp and switehed it on. For a long
time he lay @taring wp at the eeiling, going over and over and over
the ideay avoidimg for as long as possible to think of the one
over=riding flaw inherent in the idea. At last he threw back the
bedgovers and got out of bed. The long nightshirt made him seem
taller and slimmer, an old man with something of a figure left,
The bedside clock showed that it was a little before five. He
opened the window overlooking the back of the houge and the
spacious garden where the family spent most of tgggf'leisure’away
from the prying eyes of white neighbours about them, Living in
a white area meant you had to be eareful how you coughed)let alone
how you played, Saméwhere in the distance a cock heralded the
coming of morming. .

At last 0ld Men Moo{rz could stave off the problem of the

over=riding flaw no longer, so he faced it.
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Vhat if the eaptain refused?

Would he rsfuse and keep quiet? Or would he feel it his
duty to report to the authorities? Which of these two would he
do if he refused. Everything hinged on the ansver to this question.

The captain had dined with him here in this house last night,
a few hours after his talk with the young men upstsirs. Nowhere
throughout the evening had he thought of the eaptain in this lighty
M Now, he ssemed the.only way out., But what if
he refused? Would he tell? Think earefully, 0ld Man, the lives
of those three upstairs) and everything you have, would be at stake,
Think carefully,

He went back to the bed, poured himself a glass of cold water,
drank it down in ome gulp, and returned to the window.

The same old gock crowed again, and farther away, & dog
started barking with a slightly hysterieal edge to it.

Think carefully, 0ld Man., You've known him for the best part
of ten years, ever sinee he's been earrying your cotton goods from
Indla end Japan.’...’iéut not all that well. You don't get to know
& man well by sp;nding two or three hours with him two or three

times a year, es‘geoially when you both get as near~drunk as msakes

. no differenee.i?#—w@mﬂe's as tall and thin
\ .

a8 you are round and short, azs fair as you are dark. But that
doesn't help much, does it? It's not what he looks like but what

he is that's mportant.i..'.}ﬂonest? Yes: he's never once crooked

me, or tried to. With hig predecess
'arenortwoofuaWMa g
~and the like. It had started sme
blatent and cegual, with hie
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ceased. Of course he had given the eaptain presents. That
was part of business routine, like you do with the harbour—
master people and the customs inspectors e\little gifts that
make business flow a little more smoothly than it would otherwise.
But unlike the others, the eaptain never gave the impression of
expecting these gifts as of right. Homest, yes; and not
condescending im hies dealings with non=whites.

A guiet man, rather withdrawn, reluctant to speak sbout

0
himself, even im his cups., He had memtioned a wife and two children
- Z

one Christmas night many years ago.. Thén he had immediately with-
drawvn into himself and got helplegsly drumk, so drumk that he could
not go back to his ship: (he had slept on shore, in this house,

for the only time in their long assoeiation.

A lonely man; gomeome who had known sorrow somewhere in his
life; & man who spent most of his life on the high seas and whose
home was & bare little eabin on an old cargo boat that carried the
flag of one of the newer nations. A man who has little, and
geemingly wants little. An upright men. Will such 2 man do what
you want? And if not, will he remain quiet after knowing what
you want? "

No mz.:/'::/\how hard, how deeply, Old Man nge-a thought, he
could arrive at no answer. This was not something you could think
out, And there was nothing im his knowledge of the man to make him
say with certainty: this is how he would ;'eact.

"only one way to find out, " 0ld Man Moala mrmured to hin-

gelf, fightineg back the weesg—o{ fear that L:aa ingide him,

He looked at the clock, deeided it was:xg.ill too early to
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contact the captain, got back into his bed and set about
working out the best way, the safest way, of making the

-, capproach. But really, there was no safe way.

Captain Stikkelund was writing up.his log for want of
something better to do. Mornings im ports were always depressing,

‘—’,,——"' and in this port it was especially so. This was siwe one of the

}ﬁfﬁr’ few ports where he had mo friends and wanted none so he always
tried to mske his turn=about as quickly as possible. They had
finished discharging their cargo yesterday. Theyt?i%& start
bunkering later this morning, take on stores, water, and the small
amount of fruit and sugar they ﬁi{? c;rry as carg%zand sail out of

port and up the Indian Ocean towards the Suez CanalE}bau%—aunao&*

So. about sunset they would be rid of this smelly port where even

the waters of the ocean were made foul and dirty.

The mate poked his head round the cabin door and said:

‘<TT;;;Tchief cusfomef;vsif."-

"On board?"

"Car just pulled up outside,"

"But I thought everything was in order. He was quite happy
when I dined with him last night.\...‘\m, well," N

He grabbed his cap and hurried out to meet 0ld Man/ﬁqqga. He
knew, and his employers had confirmed the knowledge, that without
the Mootz business the owners would not be able to maintain the

Asia-Africa-Europe run against the competition of newer, faster
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diesel=driven carriers. And so, because this run represented
something personal and important in a world that had little that
vas either personal or important for him, he had cultivated 0ld
e A
Man Mopdes. deliberately at first, as part of his job; then later,
I he had digeovered that in an extraordinary sort of way he had come

to like the man even though he felt mnothing but contempt for the
rules by which the man lived.

They met at the top of the gangway.

"Mr, Meoh/...‘l hope nothing's/gone wrong." The Indian's
air of agitation disturbed the eaptain. .

"Captain, something I must say to you; something I must e;i{
you. Something persomal/”

Oh Godl the captaim thought: so it has come. What made you
think he'd be any different, |

0ld Man Mu&i‘!elt the inward stiffening of the captain, His
alarm grew greater.

The eaptain said; T "0f course,W remotely, swung about and led
thewway to his eabin, He felt sickeningly depressed. He had
expected something of this man. In all relatioms, no matter how

& ;eemié’}_ one does build up patterns of expectatiomns: that
is something inherent, something inevitable,

Walking behind the ecaptain, Old Manf;ﬁégg'felt trapped and
unable to do anything about it; wumable to pull out, umable to go
through with the matter; aware, :a-i now,‘i‘that the man ahead of
him was very white and that hs had delivqred himsaf into the hands
of this white man., Suddenly he was %\t?%he hammering of his

heart. I'm goimg to have a heart attack and drop down deadye..y

Turn and go to your car. He doesn't know anything yet., Turn and

go.i...{i‘hen what? Wait for them to come and take the black man,
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and take the doctor, and take Joe, and take you, and take every-
thing you have, a lifetime's scheming and cunning and work? Just
vait for it?...,.

The oaptain flung open the ecabin door, stepped inside and
held the doorkbr 01d Man Momd : “Fhon ho shut 4t and valked over
to the open p;rthole. The smells of all the seaports of the world
reached him and he wisghed that he were out at sea mow, out of sight
and sound and reach of people who scheme in eities on land,

Because his lags suddenly seemed unable to take the weight of
his body, 714 Man Meoia sank into theiehair nearest the cabin door,

At last the captain turned and looked directly at him, waiting
with an air of total aloofness,

014 Man Meéi; ;ﬁened his mouth twice; and twiee no sound
came. And still ‘the captain did nothing to help him., Beads of
sweat showed at his temples, He gestured with his right hand, a

pantomime request for a drimk, The eaptain remembered his love

for brandy.
"Brandyf"

4~ 01d Man Moeia nodded. Disgust welled up in the captain, like a

bad taste im the mouth. He walked over to his little liquor chest

and poured a stiff brandy from one of th= three bottles 0Old Man

Mo‘&a had given him the day before.

The Indian took a large sip, made a face then sat back and
closed his eyes. After a while he opened his eyeg/and only the
captain's anger prevented himiseeing the degperation in those
eyes. At last, with great effort, 0ld Man.Moe;;';ot to his feet
and walked towards the captain, And now the captain saw that he

was shaking.

i

"There are two boys in trouble with the govermment, captainéé#

.",
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two young me!y..*nd/,a..‘ ‘help me, please, captain, T1'll pay

whatever you wans/. . " {please .‘. " .T"

To himself, . the ecaptain said¢ Not what I thought, not what
I feared. And the dark load of depression lifted from Jde— LA;-€D
Yﬁ\ The iron went slowly from his spi:rit and he saw and
felt the desperation in the ITndian. He went over to his bunk
and sat down.

N o e

"I don't kmow that I can help you, Mr, Meeds. A ship's
master has grave responsibilities. ~He cannot be a party to
bresking theriaws of the places vhere-he ca.lls./...;;'hat have
these boys done?" |

"I'm at your mercys captain.” |

"I do not like your govermment, Hr./ﬁ#a, " the captain
said quietlys "I do mot owe them anything, certainly not the
functions of an imformer. But I must observe their laws while

I'm Here.™
f

i AN A

Still Old Man w hesitated. But now there was the first
faint glimmer of hope in the hesitation, and the hesitation

itself was a search for the words that would tell the story most

effectively. "—

"You knmow of th: big round=up going on now, eaptains, wel}/.. .\"/

The old man vas beside himself and Joe Meee had a herd time
keeping himcalm and coherent;, but then, Joe had a hard time being

calm and coherent himself,
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"He said, Joe," the old man said again,> "He said every man
must take some responsibility for every oth/er man, "

"You told me that, fatherjeeMy God! What a risk you
took!™ o

"There was nothing else to do, Joe."

"But it came off! It came offl"

"I offered him money but he wouldn't take it, Joe."

"What time does the ship sail?”

"He said as early as possible this evening, He says they

will clear up everything by fouriand vwe must have them there by
that time. They cannot waits'
S
"You come and go as you like," Joe dieede said thoughtfully.
"Do they always seareh your car?"
"Yes. Everybody's car."
"But, they nmever ask you to show a pass or authority or

something?"

——
g

"I bsen doing this for twenty:f\thirty years, Joe. They're
so used to me it's like a habit, like I belong there. And of
course I always give them presents.”

"And how do they search your car, father?"

"They open the doors and the bﬁ .and then they take a quick
lock under the car."

"Always?"

"Alvays."

"And elways it's just you and your driver?"

"Yes.," i I 1)
f s’ "
/ "Then it must be like that today., It's Lf&eky that you

should be going there more than once toda;; but that ean't be helped(
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You will go there as usual this afternoon, just before the ship
sails., You are saying goodbye to the captain but also giving him
some last minute instruections about things you want, Just you
and your driver as usual. You don't want to know anything else
except that, father."

"All right, Joe.éggél think I'11 go home now, I feel very
tired. Maybe I'm getting old too, boy."

"You go on. I'll arrange everything with the eaptain when
he comes, You've dope more than your ahareg_pldégan."

A sense of warmth spread ‘@all over the oié m;; as he got ups
This intimacy that now existéd between himself and his son was
something rare eae-sesesiet, something worth taking chances for,
something to cherish.

"Don't be disrespectfull" he snapped in mock anger.
"Calling your fathér by his first namel"®

"Stop being a silly old manl" But there was a world of
affection behind the words and the old man wallowed im it.

At the door 01d Man/Meei-a ”J;.ooked back at his son,

"Not so ashamed of me mow, heh, Joe?"

"I'm proud of you, father."

"See you, Joe." )

Immediately ths old man left him, Joe Maﬁéa se; about
arranging for Nkosi and Numkhoo to be smuggled imto the docks
and onxo=gaptain Stikkelund's boat. He ordered that certain
struetur;i changes be made;FZ that a small person could be
wedged bshing the backrest of the back=geat of his father's car.

Then he arranged for someone about Nunkhoo'!s size and who could
-~

drivefto enter the doek area with the firm's customs elerks,

P
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Other orders went out and suddenly WM@%&"&*
was very active and very pressing sbout clearing some of ite

goods from customs, Moe&a. irueks turned up g@lat the docks

and waited to carry goode to the Méeia ;;arehouses. Guards,
harbour offiecials and customs men noted theEuA&n &ct-i.ﬁt}
by the coolie firm, but there was nothing really unusual about
it, sc they just noted it and let it be.

The eaptain showed up shortly after the old man left and
Nar.4A.a G g

M,,&“‘” i 3 Joe Meeke W/;details wvith him, "~ And because they were
wﬁ: ; / under tension and under pressure, &nd because they were engaged
2 in & dangerous business, they fimished their business quickly
\% and parted with relief,

Pt Ae
By a series of (roumd=sbout telephone calls, Joe Meexa sent

word to Dee Nunkhoos

L . - L]

About lunch time that afternoon’ Karl Van As boarded a plane for
Johannesburg. There was talk that an attempt would be made
tonight to forgefully free the African leader they held. All
the indications were that they really had a key figure in their

hands, Break him, meke him talk, and every leader in the under-

ground may be in the net.

i

Dee Nunkhoo received Joe Meela's message a little before
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three. Dicky Naicker brought it to her, and because he knew
her, he said:
~ "YJe can't make it, Miss Dee."

They both knew the journey to Durban could not be made in

Aes (Tan ##

cunder—an hour@p-m

"We'll take the doctor's car," Dee said. "It's faster.”

In a2 little over ten minutes, they were out on the open
highway, clear of the town's traffic, heading for Durban.

"We must be back before the fireworke start," Dicky Naicker
said, |

"Please hurry, Dicky@; gglaaae hurryl"

The speeding car gathered even more speed.}-—v;'iiah’——

. Ll L] .

At twenty minutes to four, while he was dressing for the
Ay fr
irive to the docks, 0ld Man M9€£E& collapsed., His wife found him
on the floor in the middle of his bedroom. She thought he was
dead{éhd let out a terrible wail that brought Dawood Nunkhoo from
his hiding place upstairs. Numkhoo diagnosed a heart attack,
relatively mild and probably brought to a head by the events of
Al it ar

the past few days. He phoned Joe Mepde who rushed to the house.

They were desperate. It looked as if the escape attempt

Wasr

was washed out by the old man's illness. -Fae Nkosi saids

- . MnleArL.
~ "You are his son. He is ill. Whagimore natural than for

you to earry om your father's business?”
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"It means we're all exposed," Joe ng?!'said. A1l three
of us."

"We have no choice," Nunkhoo said. Then, the doetor in
him coming to the fore, he began to write a preseription for the
old man.

Joe-ﬁﬂr&a took it from him, ;i} a mateh, and watched it burn,
i

Jilot now,unawood.ﬂ/ Then heAphoned for another doetor.

Joe Hﬂ,%u-searched his father's eglothes until he found the
old men's wailet. Amo;g the paperg wasethe old man's identity
card with its details about hi@ race classification and the like,
and an expired doeck pass, many years old, yellowed by time., He
put these with his own Papers’and left the rest.

"All right,® Joe Hepde said.

They left the old man with the women and went down to the

car. Daweod Nunkhoo put on a dark jacket, a chauffeur's cap and

‘zijf‘heavy rimned glasses. WBA-

v(./) They went into the closed garage where the car HW@ They

), removed the wide back=seate ri=bie—etd—mmmg=gar—and the inner

ol

springs had been so moved, removed, adjusted that there was a !

large enough space for Nkosi to wedge into. o
\ They took leave of each other before Nkosi climbed into his'
. little hole. There was no guarsntee that they would arrive
. where they wers going; mno guarantee that they would be able to
.qﬁﬁz::r’/ " gpeak to each other again; ::;;;znty, if things went well there
would be no time to take leave of each other later,
"Dee knows?" Nunkhoo asked.

P
"I gent word," Joe Maede szid. "But in a round=about way
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snd it mey not have reached her yet,'
"It would be good to see her now," Nkosi said suddenly.
Joe .!e;é};-‘%éoked questioningly at Dawood Nunkhoo, Nunkhoo
nodded, Nkosi interegepted what passed between the two Indians and
a crooked little gn:l.le tugged at t;he corners of his mouth,
| "Please take care of her, Joe," Nunkhoo sai sae. put his
‘j' arm about Nkosi's shoulders. "For both of us.,”

Joeﬂ%a:‘held out his hand to Nkosi.

"I hope we meet againg when it is“possible to talk and get
| hon
to knov each other." Then he logked at his watch. '"We fp\r five
minutes."

Nkosi erawled into his hole and J oe'hb’%ja .bushed the back®
rest into place. Numkheo put om his glasses and cap, Joe
%oh-ﬁook his place om“the back-seat where the old man usually
sat. Tunkhoo started the ear, drove slowly forward., The

garage deor eppened by itself, then as he drove out, shut by

fr—
{

itgeld, He turned lsft and headed for the docks.;...:;, e

k4

Captain Stikkelund checked his time and went to the sgide of
the ship. The mate joined him,

"We're all set, sir."

"They should be here any time now," the eaptain said. "You
are sure of your men?"

b =~

"Dead sure, sir."” The two men vere pheesiewes- wvorking at




-293- 301 31085

'

.
WIS

. the opeming %v the hold sc that the people theikxpected shodd—

I

[
|| mot have to walk up the gangplanmk, "What if they don't ecome,
[

sir??
"They'll come," the eaptain said,
So you are human after all, the mate thought; I'd begun
to wonder. Aloud, he said: "I'd better go down. You know
we ecan't ha.na around too lonmg with everything ready.”
The captain thought: How oftsn/ through the centurics
have men gone through this selfgame patternd action, this
— escape from tyranny in order %o resist itr They had to carry a
| a little ehild out of & land once to escape the wrath and fear

as !
and hatred of Mkig. This 2 is as old as time 2(

and man, and it i@ af“honour for a man like me, who has lost

nis capaeity to beslieve, tc make eontaet with this brand of
sSaeme [dbh onee nere.i...z/ \
AS gy A,
Nupkhoo stopped the car at the dock gate. Joe Meedkms
leaned eut of the window and held out his own as well as his
fathsp?s identity card, He made his voice sound the way whites
like to hear coolies sound:

N A A% AA

"I'm 0ld Man Meedw#s son, sir. OLd Man's sick,‘ " heart

o\ —

-

attack,’rso I come to do his business.”
The strapping younmg wiite guard hesitated. He didn't
like anything sbout this young coolie: muech too good=looking and

well=dressed. Something not right about him. But sverybody
N arvda
knew about 0ld Man Meelm, So, to be on the safe sideshe galled
' N 0 Ve LT P
to his superior, an older man who knew 0ld Man MeeXz personally

and had more experience é.t dealing with coolies, The older
. /V v LA
/ ¢ ¥ S

man reccgni;red Joe Heers, as well as the car,




& Nanda

“I/.‘ know you. Yo%ung Man Ko,%m .

"Yegsirl" Joe M‘ﬂ- said and went through his little
speech again,

"So 0ld Man got a heart attack, heh! Hope it's not a
serious one,"

"Not too serious, sir."

"Well, you warn him to lay off that brandy or he'll be a
goner next time."

Y will, sir." +7, A

"Now, you, deiver: just ogen that @«and thesed doors.
Must cheek you know, even theugh it's Old Man's ear.mwd you,
Young Man, remember to fell(Old Man I asked after him, I hope
you'll be as generaus &% y‘our father when you take over.,”

"Right, gir."

"Bedler go mdong or you'll miss doing business with your
captain.) Straight down and to your right. Number eleven pier,
She's due to pull out any minute now."

"Thank you, officer," Joe Meeda said, "Thank you, sir,"

Funkhoo drove into the dock area and headed for pier eleven,

"Niece boy," the older guard said. "No side to him, just

like his father. And they say he went to an English university.

Now, if & blackie had all that much schooling) he'd be all over

you showing off,"

T

H)," Sl %

>
_—
7" There they are, the ecaptazin thought. He watched the car come
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slowly down the pier. Nearer, a little nearer the opening,

"As near the opening as you ean, Dawood," Joe ma.
"Then slip in. Those two men are expeeting you, Leave the
cap and glasses on the sem’c.."b
p The car pulled up near the opening in the ship's side. Joe
k@eii’got out, gathered up a shq;f of pepers, and made his way to
the gangway. A sailor stopped him at the bottom and made him
produes his identity card. The captain waved to the sailor to
let him on, There were a few seconds ‘of confused movement between
the car and the opeming in the ahip)a sides. Then one of the two
seamen insisted that the driver move the ear a little furtner away .
The driver put on his cap’end glasses and moved the ear,
The ecaptain met  Joe "fl;ﬂgt the top of the gangway and said:
"They've made it. They're onm board. But where's your father?"
"He took sickssuddenly, captain. A mild heart attack."
“Sorry to hear that. All this excitement; quite a strain
for hdm.,“J sav that this morming. I hope he'll be all right,"
i o
'T" think so," Joe Koxh sald, handing over his papers.
Together, they bent over the documents, The hum of the
ship\a\ engines suddenly sounded very loudl, The mate appeared on
deck.
"They‘re safely tucked away," the eaptain said,
"We owe you & great deal, captain,"” Joe-Noo&e-saidi§ more tha
you will ever know, '
24/ "You owe me mothing,” the esptain saids "I'm glad to have
A ", ~‘ ""':s;ed this little responsibility in what you are trying to do."

S
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"We would like to build, ecaptain., The tragedy is that

we must destroy first."
/ Al

"It is ever so, Mr, %.‘,"m

Out in the stream the pilot's tug hooted three times.

"That's for us," the eaptain said,

"They've nothing exeept what they've got on,’ Joe Moeide
said. He handed the eaptain a wad of,money. !"And this is to
tide them over, eaptain.”

"I'11 see they get it,.”

"Goodbye, captain,”

Noxhad

"Goodbye, Mr, Mee#=." /The captain raised hig right hand
and touched the pgak of his eap in what was at once both salute
and tribute.

P T

Joe Meedw) went quickly down the gangway and got into the
car. He knew Nkosi was no longer tucked away behind his back:
rest but'it was a temptation to make sure,

The pilot's tug hooted again, and this time Captain

ﬁJLS;LL&JAL
Stikkelund's snip .
Once clear of the docks _Joe Mogla ordered the driver to
” \
go to the point at Durban esplanade from where they could watch
toa alr ,
the ship sail out, where a of land cut deep into
the sea like a long finger, pointing,
S

T ——— anothnr carLFhere at the point already, very far

out, faclng the open sea; and something sbout it wes familiar

to Joe Mbe&a ¥When he drew near he reeogniﬁed it as Dawood
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Nunkhoo's car. 2% %{eaning against the bonnet was young Dicky
Naicker. And beyond the car and him, twenty yards further, where
the breaking waves smashed against the man-made ramparts and

sent white spray over her shoes, Dee Nunkhoo stood staring out to
sea.

| | —

Joe 'ngt out of his father's car and walked towards
'{t

her, lightl;v touching Dicky Naicker as he passed him. She turned
her head slowly, briefly, as he came/j then she turned back to
wswemary the sea.,

"Hello, Dee., It was unwise tosceme here,”

"Have they gone?"

"They're on board. (The ship is pulling out., I came to
make sure there is no lagt minute hiteh, But it's dangerous
for two of us to<be here, especially for you, They know your
brother's on'the run. If they see you here watching a ship
leave they might jump to conclusions."

"Shall I go away?"
: :

q J \SMoe-la-is vheart was full of the pity and compassion he
felt for this woman in her desolation,

"No. Van As has gone up to Jaburg. You stay heore and
vatch; but thenI must leave." Far out, to the right of them,
the ship swung left, out of the harbour snd into the open sea,
It looked long and lean and sat low on the water. The escorting
tug stayed with it., (It will be obvious if anything goes wrong.
It is most unlikely now, though. If I don't hear from you
within the next hal/f an houry, I will know everything's gone /{o
plan. Remember yO\i'Sre t; be indoors early tonight. Perhaps
you'd better come to- “our place when you leave here.};...\/" He

wanted to comfort her and \X he found it hard to stop speaking.
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"Thank you, Joe, I must go home.,"

She wants you to go, he thought: ghe doesn't want you
here. He touched her hand and it was like touching a piece of
dry iece though the evening vas wewy warm and a little sticky,

Out to sea, to the right, the ship moved at%égail's pace.

"You know they both thought of you." |

"I know."

"He wanted to see you once more and I promised I'd look
out for you./..:i:fake care, Dee.f...‘;‘Bya.;..:; "

He leff her and paused briefly with Dicky Naicker to say:

"Wateh her carefully, Dicky; esﬁecially tonight,"

"I will, Mr. Joe; J Widlgw ,

And Joe MN;ei; k;ev Ddcky Naicker would, Eﬁgjjh‘:d/grown up
suddenly, overnight, 'He had become a man with the burdens and

the responsibilities of a man without first having enjoyed the

careless gaiety of the warm summer of youth, The laughter that

ig an integral part of that werm summer had never been a part of

the growing up of Dicky Naicker. It was this that Sammy Naidoo LJHA
lamented. Now, with the burdens of manhocod forced on him, he

would never knmow that laughter. And he was part of a generation.

el
For them.?p yardstieck of laughter and gaiety ageinst which to
/

measure the present reality; only the grim, bleak/ fact of
Cstruggle.
I@ took nearly an hour for the ship to move out of sight.
And all that time the woman stood motionless, waé?ghing its
painfully slow progress;%?; dry=eyed emotional numbness about
f; her. Her men had escaped the hunters., But in escaping they

were leaving her, casually, without words of comfort, without

.
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ringing declarations to é}loble and to sustain. There had been no
!

time for any of these; so the moment of parting was desoclate.

It was only after the ship had slipped across the horizon
that consecious thought eame back to the woman.,
w#»/*{./a.."md so our men must leave usp some to die; some to go
into prison; some to hidej some to go té faﬁ lands., And we must
be alone in the land, waiting and working and fighting and scheming
for the day of reuniom, the day that mustwfollow ihis terrible bede
Faswiee nicht,

?}...?erhaps Dawood will notebe there at that morming of
reunion; perhaps he will notsbe ﬁhere; perhaps I will not be thexe,

For there will be many, many casuialties before that mormning comes,

Semmy Naidoo and am ermy of others fallen in battle will not be thews

but it is important that their spirit, that what they lived and died
for, be there. Forithat morming will come: a good morning after
the texpors of %his night. It is for this that Sammy died; for
thig that they have just slipped aeross the skyline of the sea;
for this that we must do many things, endure many things) and see
our mef, leave.

Dicky N&ieker called: )

“"Time t§ g0y Miss“D;;"

The woman turned and walked back to the car, dipping each
time she put down her erippled leg.

She got into the driver's seat, She needed something to do,.

She turnmed the car then lookedbeck once at the sea, to the point

\

/
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vhere the ship had slipped out of sight. She turmed her
f"‘ head slowly. There was only the vast ocean, as it was ,
i .~/ before man appeared on the earth., Nothing else, :
‘ Lo S, A <
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