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EDITORIAL
Nat Nakasa has left South Africa on an exit j^ m it  and cannot return for as long as present ndes persist. There has been organisational chaos, but Classic Volume 1, Number is before you with two new editors, and further issues stand 

ready in line. And for the rest . . .
These have been terrible times, insane times, when the simplest human values have been confused, labelled and 

belittled, and many of those who have sought to propogate them banned and imprisoned. People of all races and convic
tions have suffered terror and violence, from the outrage of 
ninety days to the madness of the station explosion.

These are tired days, wounded days, but those initial values, which presume for all men the freedom to love, live, search 
and aspire, must not be neglected: and it is of them, to the 
best of its ability, that Classic will attempt to speak.



A TALE FOR OUR TIMES

This is the mouse that ran up the wall.
Living his life in terror.
Terror it was that caused his fall:
Crack goes the mirror.
And the cat she lived in the mulberry tree. 
Living her life in terror.
Her memory alone roamed far and free:
Crack goes the mirror.
The dog he sat in the nettle patch.
He carried his whip in a crumpled hat:
Living his life in terror.
Crack goes the mirror.
The man he sucked his pipe and spat.
Living his life in terror.
They tied his legs and he could not scratch:
Crack goes the mirror.
And mouse and cat and dog and man.
Living their lives in terror.
None of them knew how it all began.
So they closed their eyes and grew pale and wan 
Crack goes the mirror.

WOLFE MILLER



FAMILIARITY IS THE 
KINGDOM 
OF THE LOST
From a work in progress 
by DUGMORE BOETIE

“Say mother! Go on, say mother! You son of a bitch.”Wham! Wham! Went the leather strap.“Say mother, damn you! Louder, you little bastard, louder!” 
she shrieked.

The strap went wild all over my face, head and neck. It was as if she was suffering more than me.
My mouth opened, and instead of the word mother, a clot of blood rolled out. It was followed by a distinct “Futsek”. She shrieked and swung a frying pan, cracking four of my ribs. I pushed and her skinny body fell on to the greedy 

flames of a healthy fire galley.
Maybe I had broken her back, or maybe she was just too exhausted to lift herself. Anyway, my mother just fried and 

fried and fried.
“Where is he?”
“We’ve got him on bed number thirteen.”
“How is he?”
“Oh his ribs are coming on fine, we took the stitches out of his right thigh this morning, it’s the cut above his eye that seems to worry him. He’ll soon be out of here.”
“You’re a Social Worker aren’t you?”
“Yes Nurse.”



“I wonder how old he is.”
“Between seven and eight I ’d say.”
“God,” said the Nurse.
“What’s going to happen to him when he gets out of here?”
They were many now. all ringed around my bed discussing me as if I had fallen from heaven and had broken a wing. The one not in uniform shrugged her shoulders and said; “These cases are many, they might be different, but the pattern is the same. Take this one, he’s too young to be sent to a reformatory and too old to be placed in a creche. Children of the gods above and the gutters below. One day, with God’s help, the Government will build a home for them.”
My ribs were not fully healed when I ran away from hospital. I walked back to Sophiatown where I got myself a job at the Good Street Bus Depot. It was more voluntary 

than fixed.
I worked without asking permission from anybody. I busied myself sweeping stationary buses with an improvised rag broom.
At night, I would wait for the last bus to come in. It had to be the last bus because you never knew which one might pull out first. The last bus would come in between eleven thirty and twelve mid-night and then I’d coil myself on the back seat and sleep.
When the first bus pulled out at four a.m., I would get up, stand at the comer of Good Street and Main Road to wait for the baker’s horse-cart.
Right on time I would hear the clop clop echoes of the horses’ hooves on the tar road as they galloped towards Newlands. This was a daily routine. They were delivering fresh baked bread to the white inhabitants of Newlands.
I would stand hidden behind one of the shop pillars and 

watch the driver till I was sure that all his attention was centred on the road before him, then I would dart swiftly 
out of my hiding place and without hesitation jump lightly on the baek step of the van. Sometimes I would just sit there 
with my bare feet dangling while I enjoyed the ride.

One morning I was too hungry to brag. I pulled at the thick wire loop to swing the door open, but nothing happened. Then I noticed that the van was freshly painted. The paint made it difficult for me to lift the loop. It needed stroneer 
hands.



Hands that materialised right out of the tar road. Or so it seemed. One minute I was struggling with the wire loop, and the next I knew, a different pair of hands appeared mysteriously and lifted the loop without effort.
“Jum p!” was all he said. I did. We retreated up the Main Road with four loaves of fresh baked bread under our arm-pits.
When we came to the spot where he had so mysteriously appeared, he stopped and eyed me speculatively.
“Where’s your home, boy?”
I shook my head.
“No home.”
“Where d’you sleep?”
“At the Bus Depot in Good Street, on the back seat of the last bus.”
He had a big dent on his forehead and it was throbbing violently as if it was inhaling and exhaling. He was very much undecided about something. What made him come to a quick decision, was the shouting we heard from the still receding baker’s cart.
We had forgotten to close the back door of the van. The door was flapping wildly in the wind and someone was hailing the driver, hoping to draw his attention.
“In here,” said my new-found father. He threw himself on to his stomach and sliding crabwise, vanished into the gutter.
I was still undecided when I felt his fingers closing around my ankle in a powerful grip. That decided me. I went flat on my stomach and slid in after him.
I felt him crawl, and I followed. We crawled for only a few yards when suddenly he wasn’t in front of me anymore. If he hadn’t grabbed me, I would have blundered head first into a larger tunnel.
Here it was blacker than the insides of a devil’s horn. You couldn’t see your own hand in front of you. But at least, you could stand upright.
“Follow me, and trail with your hand against the wall,” he said. I did. We travelled this way for about a mile, then we stopped. He groped for my hand and led me up four steps. Up here, he was forced to stoop, while I still remained upright.



That was how I first met the man who was responsible for my future life. It was a dog’s life, but nevertheless a life.
I heard him going through his pockets, then I heard the rattle of matches. He struck one. The flame nearly blinded me. He got a lamp from somewhere, and lit the wick.
I gasped. I was looking at the cavern of Ali Baba and the forty thieves. Only that was fiction and this was real.
The walls were plastered with pictures of Tom Mix the cowboy. Strewn on the floor was what must have come fresh from a washing line. There were bed-sheets, pillow-cases, ladies’ bloomers, men’s underwear — all were still damp. There was a wheelbarrow, a gramophone and records, a stale wedding-cake, a police helmet, a p>ressure stove, pots, a red battered money box, a guitar with three strings, and a horse-shoe nailed to the entrance to keep away evil spirits.
But above all the prizes, my eyes kept straying towards the gramophone. He must have noticed this, because he went 

straight to it and started playing some records.
I looked around and saw that this part of the tunnel was “V”-shaped. Water couldn’t come through here, because he 

had placed a thick slab of cement to block the outlet that runs through to the main tunnel. One tunnel was then forced to share the water of the other. What really helped a great deal was that we were about three feet above the major tunnel.
After enjoying some of the records, we had our breakfast. Then my father started schooling me on the numerous small tunnels that start in and around Sophiatown and end up here 

in the big one.
I was taught when and how to take advantage of them, which one to use, and which one to avoid. Where they led to, and what to do in case of rain . . . .  It was like a game of snakes and ladders with the ladders crossed out. We didn’t need the ladders because they led up. All we needed was the snakes. The snakes swallowed us, and when we crawled out of their bowels, we found ourselves back in our underground home with arms heavily laden with stolen goods. And no tail 

behind.
I looked with awe at my father when he was through 

explaining. He was an unusually short man. Because of this, it was difficult to determine his age. He could have been 
anything between twenty and forty.

He told me that his real name was Ga-ga, but because of his bandy legs, people referred to him as “Kromie”, “Crooked”



in Afrikaans. When I begged him for permission to refer to him as Ga-ga which was his real name, meaning not to remind him of his bandy legs, he refused. He told me that in the American comic strips, Ga-ga means Mad, he wasn’t mad.
The dent on his forehead was frightening to look at. It was so big that you could fit a tennis ball into it. He told me that it was caused by the hoof of a farmer’s horse. I started hating horses until this very day.
Kromie was bad through and through. He was more mischievious than troublesome. He couldk without effort, cause a highly religious person to use vile words. Wherever he went he left grief and chaos behind. I honestly don’t think that he could walk past a dry field of grass without setting fire to it. His pocket money came from children sent to the shops by their parents. My teaming up with him did not improve my relationship with the young population of Sophiatown nor the Main Road shop owners. There was a verbal prize hanging on our heads.
One morning I was lying flat on my stomach with my cheeks resting on the palms of my dirty little hands. A gramophone record was playing.
The voice in the record belonged to Jimmy Rodgers. He was singing a song called “Waiting for the Train” with guitar accompaniment. The first time I heard that record, I took to it like a drunkard takes to drink.
I must have been really dreaming. Of what? Only my ancestors know. But what I do know is that I was dreaming. Because Kromie had looked up from his comic strip and said: “I’m talking to you!”
“What?” I asked.
He pointed a fat jam-stained finger at the comic strip and said: “Do you think the Red Indians will catch him?”
To shut him up I said: “Yes, he doesn’t stand a chance.”
My Daddy chuckled gleefully at the plight of the pony express rider. As long as you agreed with him, nothing went wrong. I didn’t want anything to go wrong. Not while I was listening to that record.
But something did. Good things don’t last. My father tramped on my favourite record by accident.
A nightmare search for the record started. Every time I stole a record, it would turn out to be the wrong one. You



see, I couldn’t read. If I could, I would have saved myself a 
lot of trouble and the Jew a lot of grief.

It went on so long, that I was beginning to think that the 
old Jew at the bicycle shop didn’t have that record.

But my will was as unshakeable as the painful gaping cracks on my mud-caked feet. I was in and out of that Jew’s shop 
as if I owned it. At last I got the right record and six months in the reformatory. The youngest convict there.

When I came out, I was bitterly reprimanded by my father 
for stealing records instead of food.

One morning I went out as usual for our daily bread. When I came back, the gramophone was missing. My father had 
sold it during my absence. He claimed that it was spoiling me.

I felt as though my back was broken. My bowels wanted to work. I packed my guitar and left the tunnel for good to 
wander again in a world of uncertainty.

I didn’t wander long. I soon found myself working for a circus, washing elephants’ feet. Sometimes I wondered which feet needed to be washed most, mine or the elephants But seeing that 1 wasn’t getting paid to wash mine, I didn t bother 
with them.

I travelled to Cape Town with the circus where for the first 
time I saw the sea.

In Cape Town I was mostly with a Coon Carnival group known as the Jesters. There was a guitar player that I greatly admired. He played almost like my Jimmy Rodgers. We were 
inseparable. I trailed behind him like a devoted young pup.

He sent me everywhere. I went daily to town for him to pick up cigarette stubs and empty wine bottles. Eight empty 
wine bottles landed him a full one at the liquor store. In turn 
he taught me a few chords on the guitar.

I was so busy running errands for my friend that the circus 
left without me. I didn’t care much. I was fed-up with elephants’ feet and getting tips instead of wages. I felt that if I kept on washing elephants’ feet. I’d never get around to
washing my own.

I liked Cape Town because sleeping accommodation is no 
problem. I just slept where I felt sleepy. In corridors On stairs. Balconies. Anywhere. I just lived, and lived, and lived.

My life was so free, that I was just beginning to be convinced that this nice town had no reformatory. Then they



arrested me for trying to steal a Bus Conductor’s money bag.
My knife was too blunt, otherwise I would have gotten away with it. I had his money bag, which was hanging from 

a leather strap, with my left hand, while my right was slashing at the leather strap which was buckled to the bag. The damn 
fool knife wouldn’t cut the strap in one stroke. The white conductor tried to grab my knife hand. That made me forget the leather strap. Instead, I sank my knife through his hand. It s funny, the knife wouldn’t cut the strap but it sank through his hand as if it was made of Reformatory soap. That got me two years in “Tokai”, the Cape Town Reformatory.The kind of work they gave me in the Reformatory got me out of the Reformatory. We were weaving fishing nets. My nimble fingers were so good at it that in a year they gave me a “hat” as promotion. I was now a monitor.

It was while I was a monitor that I learned about the Fish Train. The fastest train on the track. It travels non-stop from 
Cape Town docks to Johannesburg with one water break at Bloemfontein so that the fish it carries shouldn’t get rotten. The non-stop journey plus the chunks of ice with which they line the coaches keep the fish still fresh when it arrives at Johannesburg.

Maybe the fishing-net business was beginning to bore me. Or perhaps it was the fish train knowledge. I don’t know. All I know is that I found my hands manufacturing a rope ladder instead of a fishing net, while the corner of my right eye kept straying towards the prison walls. It’s a long time ago, but I can still hear the echoes of police whistles in my ears whenever I recall what I now refer to as the “Tokai Break”. They behaved as if I was forty instead of eleven.
Seven days after "my escape from Tokai, a Policeman said: Jump over his head and get to the other side, then work on the fingers of his left hand while I struggle with the right.”
A crowd of onlookers had gathered on both sides of the fish train. I was perched between two coaches. The white policeman on my right was grumbling and swearing as he 

struggled to release my frozen fingers from the wire cage of the coach. He was hurting me. The other policeman on my left was more gentle.
“Can’t we light a fire and melt the ice around the little devil’s fingers?”
“No he’ll get frost bite.”
“I wonder how the devil the little bastard got himself into such a mess.”



He gave one quick unexpected pull and my right hand was jerked free. Blood dripped from my fingers and tears spurted from my eyes as I examined my bleeding hand. The nail on 
my little finger was missing.

“Better do the same with that left hand, we can’t afford 
to waste any more time with this brat.”

“Hold on. I’m only left with the thumb.”
Pulling the baton from his belt, he knocked it several times against the wire cage. The ice cracked and fell away, and 

my thumb was free.
' They hauled me off the train. First, my knees wouldn’t let me stand up right, but after the police gave them a good 
rub, I was able to stand unaided.

“Pikannin!”
“Yes Baas.”
I looked up at the policeman with a dirty tear-stained face. 
“What on earth were you doing on that train?”
“I was trying to get loose Baas.”
“Yes, yes, I know. What I don’t know is how the hell did it come about that you should find yourself hemmed in between two coaches and half-frozen to death?”
“I was coming home Baas.”
“Coming home from where?”
“From Cape Town Baas.”
“You mean,” spluttered the other policeman, “you travelled 

a thousand miles from Cape Town like that.”
“I come from Cape Town with this train Baas.”
“Where do you stay boy?”
“Sophiatown Baas.”
“What street boy?”
“Good Street Baas.”
“What number?”
“No number Baas.”
“You mean there’s no number at your house?”
“No number Baas.”



“Why?”
“Is not a house, is a bus garage Baas.”
“You mean, you sleep in a Bus Depot?”
“Yes Baas. On the back seat of the last bus.”
“The back seat of the last bus heh?”
“Yes Baas.”
“This is a case for the Social W orkers........ ”
“Not Social Workers please Baas.”
“Why not Social Workers?”
“Lx)ng time ago, they say I ’m a head sore.”
“A what?”
“A head sore Baas.”
“You mean a headache?”
“Yes Baas.”
“How old are you?”
“Leben.”
“Eleven!” they echoed in unison.
As I was led through the gaping crowd, I fished a half loaf of stale bread from the insides of my shirt and started biting into it.
I didn’t care what they were going to do with me as long 

as I was back home. Familiarity is the Kingdom of the Lost.
They locked me up and only released me when they felt that I was old enough to look after myself. I could too, if the police could only stop interfering.



PERSONAL BACKGROUND
FROM AN APPLICATION FOR A 
CULTURAL GRANT

CHRIS Me GREGOR

I have loved music for as long as I can remember. As a young child I learnt to sing all the songs to which I was exposed — songs sung to me by my parents, my nannies; songs 
that I heard in the mission church; songs I heard on the radio; African folk songs that I heard all the time during my childhood in the Transkei. My favourite toys were always musical toys and the need to express myself in music has always been my deepest urge.

When I was five years old I built my own first musical instrument — bottles hung from a clothes-line filled with water to different levels so as to produce different pitches which I arranged in an ascending scale. On this “instrument” I spent my childhood hours playing everything that came to my mind.
For my fifth birthday I was given a toy Glockenspiel with numbered notes and a book of children’s songs notated both in the Glockenspiel’s number system and in staff notation. By comparing these two notations I taught myself to read staff notation. Then by comparing the Glockenspiel with the piano I discovered that the principle of the piano was the same except that the piano was obviously less limited.
By this time my family moved to Cape Town where we stayed with a friend who was a music-teacher. This teacher became aware of my musicality through these activities and began instructing me. So began my first exposure to the tradition of classical European music.



When 1 was nine, my parents moved back to the Transkei where I was sent to boarding school in Umtata. Here I had music lessons but I found myself more interested in playing music that I heard by ear and carrying on with my childhood game of working out my own thoughts at the piano. Eventually my teacher left and I was left to my own devices. I improvised and worked out my own songs and played everything I heard that interested me. I played popular songs for 
school-dances, sing-songs, etc. I had no more orthodox training until my matriculation year (at Paarl Boys’ High School) when I studied with a Mrs. Joubert, of Wellington. My studies with her were of piano repertoire only; she found that in theory and harmony, etc., I had nothing to learn for matric 
music — my continual exploration on my own meant that I was well used to handling musical materials and elements and so found no difficulty with these for the examinations. But I 
was already having difficulties of another kind — I was beginning to realise that my conclusions concerning musical 
techniques did not always agree with the text-book conclusions that were offered to me.

Thinking that perhaps this was because of a shallowness of knowledge of the European musical tradition from which the “text-book” conclusions were drawn, I threw myself heart and soul into my studies at the South African College of Music in Cape Town. For a time I was satisfied to regard myself, as my lecturers and professors did, as a potential composer or pianist in the Western tradition, and as long as this lasted my studies at the College were successful. But I found that my deepest musical inclinations had no place in this tradition, or, to put it more accurately, that there were tremendous difficulties involved in trying to place them in this tradition. My habit of “playing my own thoughts” musically occurred in a way which somehow didn’t mean the same thing when written down and this caused a great rift in my thinking. I had either to “tell lies” musically in order to write things down (this is how the problem presented itself to me) or to be satisfied with playing only for myself. I was beginning to 
find some relief in making jazz music a very important adjunct to my studies.

This I had better elucidate here. Jazz music is an art of the spontaneous. The jazz performer and composer are the same person and the acts of composing and performing are essentially simultaneous. This is the cause of much confusion in general thinking about jazz music, and musical people thoroughly 
ingrained with the European tradition insist that this inevitably leads to shallow music-making. The fact is that it can lead



to music-making of an almost incredible depth in performance. 
The performance will reflect the depth of the performing musician’s thought at that very time. The discipline involved (and it is no mean discipline) is for the musician to be constantly in touch with his deepest musical thoughts and to develop the facility to express them at any moment. The 
similarity between this process and my long-standing habit of “playing my own thoughts” will be immediately apparent, although it took me some time and much suffering to realise 
that this is actually the natural way for my musieal thoughts to express themselves. My difficulties with writing down my musical thoughts were not due to any lack of facility in recognising the relationship between a sounded note and the written symbol (on the contrary, the speed and ease with which I could write down anything played or sung to me constantly 
amazed my fellow students and lecturers) but to the at first unconscious and then later conscious realisation that I could never write them down so as to mean the same thing as they did when they oceurred to me. The need to be a composer and a performer at the same time was at the root of my musical thinking and I was already beginning to come into contact with a language and a tradition in which the accepted norm was that a musical thought is something to be played, not written down and given to somebody else to play: this language and tradition being, of course, jazz.

So my interest and involvement with jazz music deepened and strengthened and I soon found my activities in jazz leading me into new problems and new solutions, and into contact with other musicians facing similar problems, from whom I drew inspiration and whom, apparently, I also inspired. I began to form amateur jazz groups with fairly serious intent, and it began to dawn on me that I was coming to grips with the basic problems of my musical life and thought. My studies at the College of Music gradually seemed more and more unreal, concerned with theories instead of realities, with history instead of tradition, with dead notes instead of living music. When I started working with “Cup and Saucer” 
Nkanuka, the great Cape Town tenor-saxophonist, and other local jazz musicians, I realised that we had a common ground in the folk songs I had been aware of from childhood, and which had been so much a part of me. Dollar Brand, who taught me much, confirmed in me my will to be in touch with 
my deepest thoughts as much as possible, and to play them as freely as possible. Makaya Ntshoko, the drummer, and Maurice Goldberg, the alto-saxophonist, more than anyone else taught me the value of the wonderful phenomenon jazz



musicians call “swinging”, for which there is no precedent and no real equivalent in any other music.
I find it impossible to elucidate this term which is crucial in the appreciation of jazz. It denotes a certain warmth of rhythmic feeling only obtainable by a very special kind of muscular and spntual relaxation which I don’t think can ever be taught. But I am certain that it is the outstanding musical discovery of the 20th century, comparable to the discovery of harmony centuries 

same way it opens a completely new musical dimension. The exploration of harmony has occupied European rnusical thinking for at least ten centuries — it occurs to me that the exploration of “swinging” by jazz musicians has only just begun. ^
Not surprisingly, in view of all this, I failed to get my B.Mus. at the College of Music, and in my impatience to come to 

grips with my musical leanings and work them out in life as opposed to working them out academically, I decided to form my first group and try my luck in the world. From the outset 
I was faced with the problem of racial discrimination because the best bassist I could find was an African, Martin Mgijima. 
I did not let this influence me because I realised from the start that to compromise my musical judgment would make a mockery of every step I took; I had decided already that I was at the service of my musical instincts. I may as well state that this has become a guiding principle for me; the suffering which ensues from denying my musical instinct is harder for me to bear than any other hardship I have so far had to face My musical instinct must decide what, how and with whom I shall play.

I will not here go into the details of my professional life.1 have formed groups of various sizes and tried to keep them together, at least long enough to explore some of their musical possibilities, taking whatever jobs were offered us and trying to interest club-owners in featuring jazz music and promoters in promoting concerts when no ready-made jobs were forthcoming. It has not been comfortable financially, but I have 
learned much from working with musicians of widely differing temperaments and musical inclinations. The groups I have 
formed usually have broken up because of the financial problems we have been faced with; to study with a group 
playing pure jazz music completely honestly, is inclined to be a hard job musically and not very rewarding financially so 
my weaker sidemen of the past have often succumbed to more lucrative offers from musical and variety shows, straight 
mus^Tlly^*^ bands, etc., where the work is less demanding



But gradually over the years I have gathered around me a few musicians with genuine artistic vocation and very substantial talent, and my present group is one which I feel confident can last and grow into a beautifully cohesive unit. I have been able to accept the dispersal of former groups with only moderate regret because I have been conscious of having much to learn on my own and of the fact that the groups were not by any means ready for larger tests than those we faced. But the break-up of this group would be a tragedy for me personally, for my sidemen and, I think, for jazz music in this country.



IT IS NIGHT
It is nightIt is a Johannesburg night Stars mingle with neon lights All a merry twinkle of confusionIt is night in Johannesburg 
and a jazz musician Goes home.
It is a pitch black nightPitch black and deep.Noises cry outIn the depthof the darknessFar out
In the distanceof the nightNoises of SilenceAnd a jazz musicianInstrument in hand
Goes home.
There is a wind That blows Bitter and cold It enhances The loneliness of the night It is the wind That cleans the dirt of Johannesburg 
The dirtof Johannesburg 
by dayIt is a lonely bitter wind It drives the jazz man Barely dressed Home.
As he plods His cold night home



Thoughts Out of his head Come and go.A tear forms To weep
like a spring rain A tear of thoughts That come and go.
It is a long lonely way to art A long weary way to jazz When will it come When will it be There is no answer here There is no answer there The answer is In a Johannesburg night
Half way Down his cheek The tear stops As if in doubt Then again Its journey 
Resumes To burst On his warm lip But the jazzman 
Is not content With a bursting tear He seeks a way To fulfil A burning life.
The night grows darker He becomes smaller 
The stars twinkle on Against neon globes But somewhere At the end Of his road His horn will blow
The laments ofThe lonely Johannesburg night When this end comes



It will be like morning Out ofA Johannesburg night.
There will be no more lonely nights For himNo more a doubtful tear MorningShall have dawned Bitterness disappeared The jazzman In bitter smiles of yesterday His homeward way Shall plod.
But now It is night It is aJohannesburg night 
Stars mingle With neon lights All a merry twinkle of confusionIt is night in Johannesburg And a jazz musician 
Goes home.
FINN PHETO



ONE WHOLE YEAR 
AND EVEN MORE

NADINE GORDIMER

T was waiting for Iscott in the foyer of the Savoy yesterday 
when the two of them started nattering next to me.

“This one’s a Swede — we wouldn’t take an Italian again; no thank you!’’ “We always have Finns. I mean she’s perfectly trustworthy and sensible, but she hasn’t picked up much of the language yet, and once the children come in from school they are inclined to lead her rather a dance . . .” The two silly bitches were turned out into the street by the revolving door, their huge fur hats displayed jerkily like the busbies of toy soldiers.
The one we had was a German.
People in England do talk about their au pair girls like this. Everyone seems to have a favourite brand, the most reliable, the most equable — you’d think they were discussing beer or cigarettes. Once they’ve had a bad experience with an Italian, Italians are out. Once they’ve had a good Spaniard, Spaniards are in. Some even swear by outlandish tastes — a preference for something like Finns. The girls want to come to England to learn English, and if, like us, you live in a part of London they favour (not too far from the West End, not too far from the language schools and foreign students’ clubs) you can take your pick. They’re not servants, of course. Then what are they? “Help in the house,” Sheila said. “Someone to take a bit of the drudgery off one’s shoulders without loss of self-respect 

on either side.”
Sheila is a South African, and before she married me and came to live in England she was brought up in a house with real servants, but she says that once she was grown up, because they were black, she was ashamed to treat them as servants.



When she got a list of girls from the au pair agency that time, she said to me, “The trouble is, all the ones that sound best for us seem to be Germans.”
“So what?”
Well, I don’t know.” As so often happens between two people who are thoroughly mixed up with each other, Sheila feels far more strongly than I do about my family history in the hands of the Germans. I was born in Germany and left the country with my father, who s an Englishman, when I was five years old. My mother was German and Jewish; I can just remember her, and I ’ve never been able to connect her with the gas ovens that I ’ve seen in documentary films and atrocity books, and in which it is a fact that she was destroyed.

“What’s the difference?”
But the more I showed her it didn’t affect me the more she stiffened on my behalf. “I don’t see why we should go out of our way to have a German in the house.”
“Don’t see why we should go out of our way to avoid one, if the most suitable girl happens to be German.”
“I’ll ask them one more time if they haven’t got anything else. Sheila was in the middle of doing something—I remember she had a baby’s bottle or some bit of shrunken clothing in one hand, and the list from the agency in the other — and she squatted down a minute beside my drawing board, taking time out for a smoke, like a workman on the job. I left the detailed drawings of the public conveniences or what ever great piece of architecture it was that I was engaged on for Iscott at the moment, and twirled my stool so that I could swing my legs up on to the windowsill the way I like to do. And so we stayed until yells from the kitchen, the foreman’s whistle, got her scrambling back on to her feet and me back to the drawing board again; I realize now it’s extraordinary how much alike we’ve come to look at moments like these. We both wear the same cheap and convenient clothes, blue jeans, and pull-overs that fit either of us indiscriminately. We both have short hair in need of cutting — Sheila just hasn’t time to do her hair the way she used to. With each child, her little breasts have got smaller; her hips have got so lean, we look like a couple of boys around the house.

Even when Renate — that’s the German girl — came, Sheila continued to feel for a while some affront to me in having her there. I heard her on the phone, for instance, purposefully bringing up the fact of the girl’s nationality, brazen before the anticipation of criticism. And sometimes when the girl, exasperated by the effort to express herself in En^ish, would’turn



to me with a burst of fluency in German, Sheila would make a face to me behind her back. I exhibit exactly the same kind of anxiety towards Sheila over Negroes as she does towards me over Germans. Knowing how much, as a privileged white, she loathed the colour-bar where she comes from, I bristle when I sense colour-feeling in people, in her presence, and I always thank Christ she can’t see the anti-black graffiti in the men’s all over London these days. Like the Brecht song, I look out for her, and she looks out for me; and that’s the institution of marriage, that’s what it’s come to, the crazy, delightful need we 
had . . . well!

I suppose the girl turned out better than we expected — she did at the beginning, anyway. She got the kids up in the mornings and by the time I came down into the kitchen she was already there, standing at the sink washing up last night’s dinner dishes with the two little girls eating at the table, and the baby drumming and smearing and swilling in his highchair. Sheila said that the girl was reluctant about the housework she had to do, but she was fine with the children — and no one could blame her; Sheila hates housework too. The girl would go on with whatever she was doing for a few seconds, when you came in, before she showed she was aware of your presence and greeted you. She would stand there in her tight green pants and black sweater, rubber gloves on her hands, lifting a dripping wrist now and then to push the hanging hair out of her face. As if some invisible photographer were there to instruct her, she “held it” for just that moment in which you knew she knew you were there; then: “Good morning, Mr. Stephens.” Her hoarse little voice would discover you while she shook back a lank and by now soapy strand of hair. Sheila called it a voice of “sweet suffering,” but I argued that it was a “brave” one. After we had laughed about it, Sheila would say: “Poor Renate! It must be ghastly to be plonked into a houseful of strangers.”
Sometimes Renate would “hold it” before the baby’s high chair. You’d find her turned away from the dirty dishes, dripping rubber gloves clasped worshipfully on the wooden flap before the baby, neck held forward long as a Sienese madonna’s, hair falling intimately between the baby’s face and hers — “Here’s Renate,” she would say, over and over, soft, long-drawn- out, wheedling and comforting; “here’s Renate, Renate.”
Sheila was embarrassed at first; she said privately that the baby hated people to thrust their faces at him. But the baby reacted just like an old man who thinks he’s past it and finds a girl ogling him. He would look at Renate open-faced, astonished; then he’d lift his lip, show his teeth, wrinkle his nose delightedly; break into a low and excited laugh and bring his forehead forward cosily against hers. She would draw away with



head-tilted reluctance, her underjaw thrust up yearningly blinking slowly at him; and then turn to us suddenly with a smile. It was the smile of the girl who will always have men. I don’t mean the really stunning or beautiful smile, but the one that anyone mstantly recognizes.
She went conscientiously to her classes every afternoon and worked hard at learning English. Sheila told me that she never took the children to the park without her English Grammar in the pocket of her duffle coat. We told her to help herself to our books and to listen to records whenever she wanted to. One afternoon during those first few weeks she came into the living room, which is also where I work, at home, and stood before the rows and piles of books wedged up and down the wall; I knew that feeling of resentment before a mass of books in a foreign language. “Please, you tell me a book. Mr. Stephens.” I didn’t want to tax her knowledge of English but to give her something that would hold her interest easily while introducing her to decent writing. She watched while I hesitated over several spines. I gave her a witty novel set in the London she must be getting to know the London of coffee bars, Kensington, and King’s Road. “Vielen Dank,” she said, and took it, but when, next evening as we were on our way out and she was babysitting in the living room, I saw her reading and was about to ask how she was getting on with it. I suddenly noticed, crushed, that the book in her hand was Ulysses. We made no suggestions about records, but, whatever she thought of our stack, she seemed to settle for Brahms No. 1 Concerto and an American Negro singer, Mahalia Jackson — we often heard one or the other when she opened the front door at night.

Sheila had turned what used to be a dining room, in the basement next to the kitchen, into a room for the girl, and so she could come and go as she pleased through the kitchen entrance. In no time at all she appeared to have made friends and to have a life that took her out whenever she was free, transformed, by preparations in that basement room, from a Cinderella in rubber gloves to a fair copy of a fashion model 
— much more difficult than changing into a dowdy princess Sheila admired her: “You should have seen Renate today — she bought herself two yards of green tweed at Pontings’ sale and she’s made a kind of waistless dress that looks marvellous on her figure. For fifteen bob!” She added, “you can’t believe it’s the same grubby little slut around the house.”

Sheila used to ask her, when she’d been out, whether she had enjoyed herself.
The girl seemed to come with an effort from some comparison before which the evening in question had no reality, while



the kind, platitudinous enquiry hung. Then, prefaced with a sigh; “Pretty good, Mrs. Stephens. My girl-friend made me go with her to a party, after we saw the film. Some people . . .  I don’t know — they were nice, yes.”
whatOne day she said, “Mrs. Stephens, the name Canahan would be the name Canahan — Scotch?”

“Irish, more likely, I should think.”
“Are Irish dark people?”
Sheila was curious: “Why? — Yes, they can be dark. Celtic people, you know.”
“I met a man, he makes a great fuss, he wants me to go out. 

Dinner, I don’t know what . . .” Renate lifted and dropped her shoulders at the importunity of men. “He is so dark, though. In London you never know. I hope it’s not a nigger or so.”
Even Sheila laughed. “You ought to know a West Indian by now when you see one.”
But this distaste of the girl for colour made our life with her unexpectedly simpler. Everyone had warned us against the mistake of feeling obliged to have the au pair included in our relationships with friends — yet we had both felt that when friends came to dinner, or when we had the occasional party, we couldn’t let her sit listening to the voices, from her room. It so 

happened that just after she came to us we had a drink party for a friend of mine with whom I used to work when I was with a firm in America. Apart from Iscott and a few other architects, it was our usual crowd, with among its regulars the black South African exiles who were Sheila’s friends from home.
Renate had some success early in the evening, laughing throatily where she stood pinned against the wall by the attention of Pam Iscott’s ass of a brother, but once the party thinned out and a few chaps got a bit high and matey, she disappeared to her room. We noticed this because old Dizzy Mbeke kept wandering round accusing people—“Hey! Where’s 

that chick with the long hair! I’mn’ a sing for her, man.”
After that there was no awkwardness at all; Renate had her 

own friends, and although she helped Sheila prepare for ours, she took it as her right rather than a banishment that she did not appear among our guests when they were actually in the house. Our tastes, she seemed to imply, were not hers. The rather exaggerated respect with which she employed our names so often when addressing us (Sheila was only five years older 
than she was) — was it merely the unintentional formality of a stranger using a foreign language, or was it cynical? You



couldn t tell. Certainly, we didn’t get to know what her tastes in company were. She never took advantage of Sheila’s suggestion that she should ask a boy-friend to keep her company some evenings when she had to sit up for the children.
“Mrs. Main says she entertains in her room, though,’’ Sheila remarked.
“And what does the old girl mean by that?’’ Mrs. Main is the daily woman who comes in to clean for the two BBC queers who rent our second story.
“Well, when Mrs. Main uses a phrase like ‘entertains in her room . . . ’ ”

Yes, I know, I can hear the leer in the old cow’s voice. What business’s it of hers — and how does she know, anyway? Good God, she only gets here about eight in the morning ”
But we both knew how Mrs. Main knew: in the way that a hard-worked plain woman of forty-five who looks fifty-five, and whose life is bounded by Grandma’s bad turn and an inability to ‘do anything” with little Johnny, knows that a young girl, and a foreigner, at that, is stealing love and pleasure.
That summer was the one real summer we’ve had in England for years. Nobody’s forgotten it. You could feel the sun, day after day, drawing deeper and deeper on the old, cold damp m the bricks and bones of our houses and leaving them dry and sweet. Pipe-fug and cabbage-steam burned out; black beetles and gobs of winter phlegm disappeared, evaporated in the sun, the sun. God, we couldn’t get enough of it. My father and his wife live in the country near Lavenham, and we used to 

go down there every weekend we could manage; but it’s quite an undertaking to move three small children and all their equip- men on Friday, only to repeat the operation in reverse on Sunday night, and we decided it would be a good idea to rent a cottage where Sheila could camp with the children for longer periods. We couldn’t afford it, really, but my father found a friend who 
let us have almost for nothing a kind of converted boathouse in a village on the Suffolk coast. It was exactly what one needed for that summer, and was worth the longish drive to get there.I would take the whole crew down one weekend, drive myself back to London on Sunday night, and return to spend the following weekend with them and bring them home. Sheila said that it was the first time since she’d been living in England that it was warm enough to bathe and lie about on a beach; she was proud and excited, as if she could at last prove that there was nothing she missed by leaving her home in South Africa.

I worked a lot in the house while they were away and it was quiet and more or less empty; our bachelors were upstairs,



of course, and Mrs. Main clanging and hoovering overhead during the day. Renate sometimes went with Sheila (Sheila needed her, to give herself a break from babies), but we didn’t like to take her away from her classes too often, and, besides, although I can cook and look after myself all right, the house had to be cleaned up in between times. Renate had a lot of free time when only I was at home. She had got herself a splendid tan on her visits to the cottage and she took great care to keep it going, basting herself with oil and lying out in our little oblong of back garden in her bikini. This place, usually a soggy well between two narrow houses back-to-back, was one of the miracles brought about by the sun. Instead of the gritty green sponge oozing beneath the pressure of your shoes, there was warm thick grass like fur to the soles of your feet. ITie chestnut tree threw a black hole of shade, smelling of dust, into the brilliant cube of sunlight against which the rosy walls warmed their backs. There were no rows of wet, sooty napkins strung clinging together crisscross on lines; it was a garden, smelled like a garden, looked like a garden, and there was even a girl in it, belly-up in the sun.
I was working in the kitchen one afternoon (I’d been entirely alone the previous week — Renate had been down at Udgewicic with Sheila — and it was easier to work where I could grab a snack or a cold beer when I wanted it) when Renate came in from the garden, holding her toes stiffly up from the floor as people do when they are barefoot, and dragging the blanket she’d been lying on on the grass. “It’s awful,” she confided. “You know, I can’t stay in the garden? That man in the other house looks at me with glasses. What do you call them? . . .” With her free hand she mimed a telescope or binoculars. I laughed. “Well, I suppose it’s an unusual sight in a London garden.” “Ach, men, why do they make a nuisance of themselves.” She bridled sulkily, slanting a look toward the door as if the offender were standing there.
“Don’t worry, Renate, even with binoculars he can’t see any more of you than your bikini shows, and you’ve been wearing it quite happily on the beach at Udgewick, haven’t you?”
She did not answer but stood there breathing crossly, the strong muscle of her diaphragm sucking in a dent above her belly-button. One doesn’t realize how much the body, never mind the face, can express of a person’s reactions and thoughts; if she’d been dressed I shouldn’t have seen this dent, exactly like the one that appears above the baby’s pot-belly when he 

stiffens before tears, and shouldn’t have felt suddenly that what I had said was patronizing and tactless.
“Would you mind, Mr. Stephens, if I lie down here?”



“Of course not.” And I went on drawing while she spread her rug on the floor in the sun that was pouring through the open windows, and arranged herself on her stomach. Later, she got up and made some coffee for me, and. drinking it, we had a little chat, mostly about Udgewick, which she adored, before she went off to get dressed and go to her class.
I found her sunbathing on the kitchen floor several afternoons after that. She lay propped on her elbows reading German picture magazines and did not bother me with chatter. At some point she would get up, put the water on for coffee, lie down again until the kettle whistled. Toward the end of the week I said, as I happened to look down and see her turn over, sigh, and settle on her back, facing me, “Man with his binoculars still around?”
She did something she had never, so far as I remember, done before; she reacted spontaneously, without calculation for effect. She giggled, and lifted her arm floppily and let the back of her curled hand fall covering her smile.
Then we both laughed, and I said, briskly, “What about coffee now?” Groaning, very slowly, stretching and sighing, she got up and set about making it. While the water was boiling she went out of the room, and appeared again in a big gown like a bath-towel, carrying our portable record player with a small 

pile of records on top. “Here you are,” she said, setting down the burden efficiently on the cupboard, where there was an electric outlet. “You always like to work with music upstairs, eh? Now I bring it for you here.”
I had thought of it myself but had been too lazy to do anything about it. She had brought the records I play over and over again, but she had slipped Mahalia Jackson in along with them, too. I put on some music now while she made the coffee, and we sat listening as we drank it. The white towelling gown showed only her brown bare feet and hands, and her oily brown face in which the teeth were as white as the gown; an effect of which she was clearly aware. I wanted to say to her, “I wonder if your friend with the binoculars would bother now,” but I didn’t. That evening I saw her going out, obviously dressed up to meet the boy-friend. She really looked like something that had just stepped off the plane from St. Tropez; no one would have believed that it was only our back garden.
Sheila came back to London, but after ten days the change in the children was dismaying, and she said to me, shamefaced, “Would you think it crazy if I went to Udgewick again on Friday?” The baby had kept us awake between three and five night after night, and the two little girls’ nagging was obviously their way of showing how confined they felt, after the freedom



of the fields and the beach. “ For heaven’s sake — who knows when we’ll ever get a summer like this again?” She took Renate with her and when I went down the following weekend they were^all looking marvellous. The two nights I was there, there wasn’t a sound from the boy before seven in the morning, and the girls had the charm of children who have found completely satisfactory outlets for their fierce energy. Renate was teaching them to swim. Sheila said how much nicer the girl was, down at Udgewick; much more natural — “None of that posing, and looking out of the comer of one eye to catch the effect. How’s she when she’s with you in London now — not sour about doing things, I hope, is she?” I told Sheila how she spent hours maintaining her tan, and had had to come indoors to escape someone spying on her through binoculars. “Ah yes, that’s an old story, with Renate,” said Sheila, smiling to see that I had been taken in as she had. “At first it was Basil from upstairs looking at her on the landing when she came to the bathroom. She told me she always hung her dressing gown over the keyhole.” We both giggled, thinking of the man rather than the girl. “I told her that Basil was madly in love with Rodney and that if he did forget himself long enough to look at a woman, a skinny 
one like me would be more to his taste than a pear-bottomed beauty like her.” I grinned at Sheila. “Mow’d she take that?” “Oh, poor Renate! Said there were plenty of them in Germany, too; she can’t seem to make up her mind — she feels herself somehow the prey of men, and yet she’s affronted at the idea that there are some who prefer another quarry.”

Renate came back with me to London on Sunday night. It was such a lovely evening and Sheila and I were feeling so fond of each other that I didn’t leave till later than usual. With the girl beside me I drove through the beautiful Constable country in the darkening desertion of a country night, and just before closing time we stopped at the pub where I usually break the journey. It was true that quite a few people did look at her as we sat drinking our beer; specially the wife of the pub-keeper. Renate had on tight cotton trousers that got caught into the two halves of her backside when she walked and that sitting in the car had creased in front from the point of her pelvis up each thigh. She leaned on her elbows on the bar sleepily, her hair hanging tangled over her fists, and smiled with a croaky little clearing of her throat, now and then. It was true, too (seeing them on the beach that afternoon), that, 
although she and Sheda used the same chemical oil to make themselves brown, the girl’s tan was alive, like the colour of a plant in full sap. while Sheila’s was a dark, leathery polish on her wrists and cheekbones and the curved blade of each calf. Renate had given up talking to me in German as soon as her English became more fluent than my German, but in the



pub that night, for some reason she suddenly began to talk to me in German. It was not much; just a remark or two, at intervals, and a snatch of conversation, but it produced the effect of a couple who want to communicate without having others understand what they say. The atmosphere of the pub, very friendly and general when we came, turned aside from us as from the presence of intimacy. I was embarrassed, because it seemed so absurd; all she said was some remark about the dog, and then a harmless anecdote about the fisherman’s pub at Udgewick. As we got into the car again, I said “Why are you talking German tonight?” and she said, in English, now, “German? I didn’t redize. If I ’m tired sometimes, I suppose, I . . .” and I felt again, as it is so easy to do with these foreign girls, that I’d stupidly hurt her feelings.
But half-an-hour later, when her head sagged against my shoulder as if in sleep, I had the strong feeling that she was not asleep, and was ready to doubt her again. What was she up to? Well, not much mystery about that — what could she be up to— but then, she might really be asleep . . . The car was going down the middle of empty streets through the ugly, endless town of Essex; the only wakeful creature passing before closed doors and shopwindows full of dummies, I was carried in silent procession like a conquerer from whom the whole population has shut itself away. At last, there was a cat under a streetlight. The girl breathed with deep, suspicious evenness. Her hair, not far from my left ear, was a different colour from what it had been when she arrived in England; I noticed that now it was bleached silvery-blond in streaks, and — looking down on it from close quarters like this — was much fairer altogether. It was thick straight hair and very pretty, in this tabby-cat version. The cat in the road was a black one. Perhaps the dark hair she had had when she came was not real, either; I idly remembered the fine, reddish springs of hair stuek against the bath lately — with Sheila away, it wasn’t cleaned as scrupulously as it might have been. The girl against my side felt so warm she might really be asleep now, and yet I still felt sure she wasn’t. The warmth of another human being is a strange sort of communication that you can’t attain in any other way. You can know a person extremely well — I’m not talking of a girl like the one who was leaning against me that night, but someone with whom you have had real understanding and sympathy for a long time — and still if the oceasion arises when you are brought into close physical contact with him or her you become aware of an ever-present being whom you did not know at all. With a girl like this — her youngness, her consciously- paraded innocent femaleness made palpable and personal in weight and contact — certain thoughts were inevitable. I wondered if I would have taken the weight so impersonally if



I hadn’t happened to have made love with Sheila the previous night, and again that afternoon when everyone in the cottage was supposed to be having a Sunday nap. It’s easy not to use people, even women, when desire and human isolation have both been put safely into the hands of another. Certainly if I hadn’t just spent the weekend with Sheila, my body at least, if not the more selective manifestations of myself, would have responded. I had nothing to congratulate myself on. I drove taking the pressure of the girl as if I had been her own grandfather, but weight under these circumstances grows more and more unbearable and at last I pulled my shoulder and arm firmly away and reached for the packet of cigarettes on the ledge below the windscreen. Then I was quite sure, from the way she “woke up,” that she had not been asleep at all. “Ach, that’s fantastic . . . I ’m so sorry . . .”
“You weigh a ton, Renate, I can tell you that.”
But she took it well. It was always by taking things well that she also took the advantage from you. “Oh, I ’ve got fat, lazing away at Udgewick. I think more than five pounds.”
“Well, stay awake now, will you? We’ll be home in about an hour.”
“I sing to keep awake. That’s okay?” She threw back her tousled hair, gave a long yawn that cut off like an impatient snarl, and, hugging her arms across her body, began to sing German songs she must have learned at school.
I suppose I may remember them, must have heard them around me in the streets and so on; I was only, just of schoolgoing age when I left, and so I never went to school there. But the association of these songs with the Horst Wessel crowd, the marching youths and militant mobs, seems reinforced, for me, by something ungraspable that comes from Germany itself, from 

memory itself. When I hear these songs it is not quite as Sheila or others hear them. And that night, as Renate sang, again I recognized something; it’s not more than that. I looked at Renate’s profile, she who had learned the songs after Hitler was dead. My mother must have learned them too, before Hitler was heard of. They are old, patriotic, sentimental, heartthumping, drum-thumping martial songs that seem to fit any regime the Germans are capable of. If I turn on a radio and hear those songs I at once turn it off, but I let Renate go on singing because, driving along fast at night alone with the songs, I had the feeling that I might be able to grasp what it was that I always only vaguely recognize; there was curiosity as well as curiousness in the feeling. Sometimes she paused between one verse and the next, making a false start, or running over words she was not sure of. I said, “I suppose you must’ve had a grim



time as a little kid, just after the war. It was Cologne you lived in, wasn’t it?”
Oh, my family went away. A relation had a big house — in the mountains. He was working with the Americans afterwards, so we were all right, we were with him all the time. It was a big house and everything.” She seemed put off, unable to remember what she had been singing. She was sUent for a minute — a minute is a long time when you are being borne along in a car without distraction — and then she began again, a different song; “Es war ein-mal ein treuer Husar . . . der liebt sein Mdd-chen ein ganzes Jahr . . . Ein games Jahr, and noch viel mehr, die Liebe nahm kein Ende mehr . . . Die Lie-be nahrn kein Ende mehr . . .” Now I had the feeling that she was echoing something privately recognized, something that had nothing to do with a singsong in a car, and that she had not learned at school. The genre of the song predated her in a different way from the jolly marching songs: love-sickness, for her, would find expression in the repertoire of rock and roll singers. I heard in her voice the Cologne waitress or factory girl who must have been her mother, impatiently waiting about on rainy street comers for the Nazi soldier or S.S. man who was her lover.

“In Bavaria? Your uncle worked with the Occupation Forces?”
“Well, he was all over the place.”
No uncle. Probably no Bavarian mountains, either. Only flattened Cologne, the rats in the rubble, the children scavenging for frozen potatoes, that I had seen, as I had seen the pictures of the gas-ovens where my mother was burned, in magazines and newsreels.
"Ein ganzes Jahr, and noch viel mehr . kein Ende mehr . . .” she sang. Die Liebe nahm

But Mahalia Jackson was what she really liked, in the daylight, in London, in our kitchen. She played it when I was there, now, too. She was always about when I was working: I didn’t move upstairs to the living room, either. The rug under the windows took on the permanence of a piece of furniture, with magazines, books, ashtrays, apples and dirty coffee cups consolidating its existence. Often I squatted down on it in the sun 
while we drank our coffee. We even took to eating our lunch cheese and fruit there, instead of standing up to it at the kitchen 
table. Renate wore her bikini or wrapped herself in the big towelling gown, which was no longer so white. Sheila had once said, admiring Renate dressed up to go out, you would never think she could be “the same grubby slut” you saw around



the house; which just goes to show how little women really know about attractiveness, although they’re always practicing attraction. Renate’s marvellous sluttishness was just what was wonderful about her, and what made her different from all the smart little London girls she got herself up to resemble when she went out. She was real — not in the down-to-earth way that my darling Sheila, procreator and friend, is real — but in the way that the abstraction “life” suddenly becomes real when you’re out on a river and the smell of the water and the glare of the light given off it come in your face all at once. There she was, with a biscuit-crumb caught in her navel, the long tips of her carefully grown and painted nails scratching with monkey- absentness in her untidy hair while she read, occasionally silently mouthing a difficult word— f̂ar more voluptuous, in a Way she herself would never understand, than the voluptuous image of herself that she tried to sustain when she didn’t forget to. I looked at her and wondered if she complained about me— “looking at her,” “after” her — as she complained to me about other men. I noticed that she kept the door from the kitchen into the garden locked, and I knew why: she didn’t want Mrs. Main to come walking into the kitchen and find her lying on her rug in the bikini; find us together; from the garden you 
couldn’t see anything in the room below windowsill level. It was as if the intimacy that she had so absurdly shammed, by talking to me in her hoarse voice in German in the pub that night, couldn’t be shaken off.

Often she came and looked over my shoulder at my drawings. One morning she said, “It’s nice.”
“You mean the working drawings of a cantilever roof for a garage in Middlesex?”
“I mean it’s nice being able to work at home, like you.” She had on the towelling gown and it smelled, so near me, of the slightly rancid sun-tan oil; she saved her perfume for when she Went out. “It’s nice if you’re married, I mean, and you can be at home together.”
“Yes, but it doesn’t work that way, does it? There are babies running about and the house is full.”
She moved round and stood at the side of the drawing board, the hard edge visibly cutting into her stomach while she squinted at the plan. “Yes, I know. Of course I don’t think I’ll get married, not soon.”
She accepted freedom with a show of nonchalance. I wanted to take it from her, to thrust my hand in between the towelling 

fevers crossed over her breasts, down between, where the crucifix and some other little amulet hung.



“It’s funny, I suppose I feel at home with you because you’re really German, too.”
I said in still reservation, “My mother was German.” I wondered if Sheila had ever hold her the rest; I could not, I could not give it to her. My hand remained on the board, trembling.

Two weeks passed like this and then the weather changed and I went to fetch Sheila home. When we got back to London the rug had gone, and the gramophone: only my drawing board remained in the kitchen. But with the children running about and cooking going on, there was no room, and I took the board upstairs to the living room. “How dreary it feels in here!” said Sheila, opening the windows. It was true that without the passage of human use, the waves of people’s voices touching furniture and books and walls, a room can go dead in two weeks The fog began, we lighted the gas fire for the first time, the boy wet the carpet — soon the room was informed with life again. Winter came and the rain, and from where I worked I looked down on rows of sodden napkins hiding the back garden.
At the beginning of December Renate was taken ill at the breakfast table. She was giving the baby his porridge when she suddenly doubled up with cramp in her stomach. She had been out the evening before, and Sheila, suspecting snack-bars and tearoom pies, immediately said, “What did you eat?” Renate said, no, nothing — and then remembered that, for a joke, really, she had tried some cockles, off a street barrow. The pain came back and she had to lie down. Her face was cheese- pale and damp. Sheila said, “Any kind of shellfish poisoning’s no joke. We’d better get the doctor.” She telephoned and caught him before he went on his morning round, so that he arrived before I had gone off to the office. He’s a friend of ours 

and when I heard him coming upstairs after examining the girl, I came out of our bedroom to see him off. Instead, he turned into the livingroom, signalling me in after him with a jerk of the head. “She’s having a miscarriage,” he said.
“What?”
He smiled. “Fish poisoning. It happens every day.”
“But, good God, we never noticed anything! How is it possible?”
He was still smiling patiently. “Well, I don’t suppose she’s more than four months. She may have looked a little thicker round the middle, that’s all.”
“Oh Christ.”



“It happens all the time with these girls. Hundreds of them. Can you get her to the hospital quickly? I’ll arrange everything there, for you. I ’m sorry, I can’t wait now.”
As we walked to the front door he asked, “Do’you know the 

boy-friend?”
“She never brought anyone here.”
He put on his checked schoolboy scarf and raincoat. “Probably a Pakistani. With German girls, it’s nearly always Pa

kistanis.”
“Oh no,” I said. “Not this one. Certainly not a Pakistani.”
Sheila was with Renate, and, when I went down and knocked at the bedroom door, they were packing a suitcase with Renate’s things. Renate sat on the bed with her duffle coat on already, 

and while I stood waiting to take the case she got up slowly and went over to the dressing-table and combed her hair. She drew it back very tight and secured it with the sort of metal clips that Sheila uses for the little girls; it was a kind of ritual putting aside of vanity. Remnants of last night’s makeup were dark round her eyes. Her forehead shone high and greasy. She had the faraway, listening expression of someone awaiting the return of pain. When it came, her slightly-open mouth closed on it. Only practical remarks were exchanged between the three of us, and when I met Sheila’s eyes her eyebrows lifted faintly a moment in helpless communication. She couldn’t leave the children and I had to take Renate to the hospital alone. Sheila fussed around the car before we left, filled with anguish, I could see, at the idea of this girl going, alone, as a stranger, through an ordeal that she herself had known with the support of love and the familiar. She kept telling me the best way to get to the hospital without being too much delayed by traffic. “Yes, yes, all right. I know how to look after her, don’t worry. I ’ve got you to the hospital safely three times, don’t forget.” Again, it was the womg thing to have said; I saw the tendons in Sheila’s neck tauten as she tried to shake her head vehemently at me without moving it, as we drove away.
Renate, beside me, said, “I’m sorry. And you have to go to town today.” She was referring to the fact that I was wearing my decent suit, that I had emerged, as a man can, from the domestic messiness in which we all lived, ready to disappear into the orderly ease of consultations and expense-account lunches. It didn’t happen very often, with me; but that happened 

to be one of the days when Iscott had decided we ought to play the big boys and give a prospective client the full “leading architect” treatment: which, so far as Iscott is concerned, means lunch at the Savoy. “It’s okay. Only at lunchtime.”



We drove in silence for a block and then I said, “Is there anyone you’d like me to get in touch with — to let know that you re in hospital?”
“No, no one.”
We had both spoken without glancing at each other.
‘Are you quite sure? Isn’t there someone you ought to tell Renate?”

“No.”
“Isn’t that rather foolish?”
“I don’t think so.”
It couldn’t have been a Pakistani, with Renate, but did it 

could have been? An Italian, an Englishman, a Welshman, an Irishman with a name she thought was Scots? What did another label matter in a situation that was already a label, attached to hundreds of girls like her? Four months. It must have been going on when she was spending her time between Udgewick with Sheila, and London; sometime when she was alone with me, those two weeks. It probably happened then. Extraordinary to think that she was going out and sleeping with somebody then. It couldn’t possibly have been a Pakistani, With Renate, but it could have been me. It might have been me. If she hadn’t been a German, it might have been me. Nothing stood between me and Renate’s body but a simple prejudice, the smoke from the pyre of my mother’s innocent body reeking round a body that was no doubt equally innocent. I could congratulate myself on that if I wanted to.
“Well, if you don’t even want to tell us who it was, that’s your affair, I suppose.”
For the second time since she’d been living with us she answered without projecting any picture of herself, without playing a role of any kind: “It was me, wasn’t it?” she said, turning with a dull smile.
As we reached the hospital she said, “I should take my examination on Friday, too.” Her English course at the foreign students’ institute was just about completed.
“Oh, well, perhaps you can sit for it later.” I supposed that she d be going home, back to Germany, now, anyway. It occurred to me that I had no idea what it was that she hoped 

to do with her English “proficiency” certificate; what these girls did, when they got back home. “Will it matter, if you don t get the certificate? I mean you’ve learned the language certificate or not.”



“No, no, I must have it; otherwise I won’t qualify.”
“For what?”
Someone promised for me a job with Lufthansa. An air- hostess. You must have the English certificate.”

An air-hostess. Oh, yes. I’d heard — now I remembered — all these girls long to be air-hostesses; just as I’d since heard that when they got “in trouble” it was always Pakistanis.
We went into the hospital. I sat with her until they wheeled her away to the operating theatre. There was nobody else to come.

It was after that that we had our bad time with her. She used to get the blues, the crying fits that Sheila says are inevitable tor a woman who has lost a baby. I protested that she could hardly be said to have “lost” something she had never seen, nadnt wanted, and whose existence she had never even admitted But Sheila was indignant, the female championing her kind against the male, whose kind I, of course, shared with whoever the man was who had given Renate a child. “It’s not a matter of reason, darling. It’s simply what happens.” “You can’t tell me she doesn’t consider herself damn’ lucky she got rid of it so easily.” “Well, yes, of course; I mean she came here to learnEnglish, she wanted to go back home to Germany with __”And become an air-hostess. Yes, I know. Well, now she’s tree again to go back and be one.” “But all this doesn’t matter —shes still a woman who’s lost a child. In her body and in her being, whatever she felt about it.”
Well, this aspect of the girl’s femaleness was as remote from me as the other aspect, when we had been together alone in the house those weeks, had been close to me. But I put up with her, or rather put up with Sheila’s putting up with her, and behaved as I was told we should. Renate got much thinner but remained very attractive. She had sat for and passed her exam ut there seemed to be no sign of her going home; when I asked about this, SheUa said that Renate had begged to stay on a while. “The poor thing feels so muddled up and disturbed She says she can’t face her family so soon.” We arranged with the au pair agency to etxend her permit. She and Sheila seemed quite intimate, now. “I’m trying to help her as much as I can ” 

oheila said; but she couldn’t disguise that the effort got on her nerves. Renate was now as expansive about herself as she had once been reserved. Sheila said that she followed her around, talking until Sheila could have screamed. She had even 
confided in Sheila some explanation about the pregnancy — It had been same very important man with whom she had been secretly having an affair in the summer, a man whose identity



she couldn’t possibly have confessed because his career and reputation were too important to be risked by such a happening; she didn’t even want him to know that it had occurred. “Poor thing,” said Sheila, when she had finished telling me this, putting her hand on my shoulder to stop me saying what both of us were thinking: that not a word of it was true. I said, “It doesn’t matter a damn, anyway, at this stage.”
“No, of course not. But she’s going about with someone again . . .”
“Oh, she is? I see that she’s done something else with her hair.”
“Yes . . . and I haven’t the faintest idea who the chap is. She tells me all sort of stories, about an Oxford don who plays the piano in a Soho club and whatnot. And somebody else from 

the Third Programme whose brother is a member of parliament.’,
“Good God, Sheila, you’re not her mother. She came here to help you look after the kids, not to be looked after by you. Why doesn’t she go home to Germany? We’re going to have 

to have the same business all over again in the next few months!”
“But we can’t throw her out! We can’t push her away in the shaky state she’s in, knowing what happened to her! We don’t even know if she’s got a real home to go back to in Germany. Do we?”
Sheila felt in the pocket of my shirt for my cigarettes and took one. She sat down, and, drawing the smoke back into her lungs through wide nostrils, said, “I don’t know, is she much cleverer, deeper, and more sensitive than she looks? And do you get the impression, at moments, that she’s pathetically inadequate and naive — stupid, even — only because she can’t break through the strangeness of being an exile, because she’s shut up in her other tongue and other life? I just don’t know. You see, even if the important man never did exist — the reason why she won’t bring one of her young men to sit with her at night when she’s with the babies is not shyness, but some kind of scorn for us — the implication that her ‘friends’ are too lofty, too sophisticated to be asked to share baby-sitting like any student. That sort of sham — is it real, or does she know only too well it’s nonsense, and use it only to put us off 

her truck, since we’ll never understand whatever it is she really is, anyway?”
“ /\ potential air-hostess.”
S/ieila reproved with a short bark of a laugh: “That’s all very well.”



But at last, one day about six months ago, Renate did go home to Germany. Sheila came to me and said, “I’ve talked to Renate about going back. It was all quite amicable: I just told her that she had a jolly good working knowledge of English now, and that she ought to be putting it to better use than talking baby-talk to Charlesie.” I laughed out loud and put my arm round her. “Clever girl. Good for you. But what bit you, all of a sudden?” “Well, I’ve been feeling I simply 
couldn’t stick it any longer. And she’s fine again, now; she has to go home sometime.”

Renate left at the end of the month. She was busily engaged at the sewing machine in the kitchen for the last two weeks. Sheila said she had bought up some remnants and was making herself a new wardrobe to take along. One evening in the last 
week she appeared at the livingroom door with an armful of books. “Oh, Mr. Stephens, I must return to you your books.” I had no idea she had had such a sizeable chunk of our library in her room; there was a splotch of nail varnish, hard and bright as sealing wax, on the cover of one, and something that looked like a coffee stain on another. As I pushed them in where I could find spaces on the shelves I noticed curiously what her choice had been — as a magpie, picking on a “right”-sounding title or author, or as a reader? — Auden, A. J. P. Taylor, Kingsley Amis, Faulkner — and Ulysses was still among them. She kept emerging from her basement room with things that she had to return; it was quite usual to have her appear at our bedroom or living room door bearing a weekend case, or a box of paper clips, even a program of some forgotten concert. Despite this leisurely clearing-up her room was apparently still 
in a terrible mess on the day before she was due to leave. Sheila had promised one of her African student friends that he could move in for a month, and she was rather annoyed that Renate should take so casually the normal obligation to leave the place habitable. “It’s a pigsty,” Sheila told me in an indignant whisper; Renate was in the hall outside, looking for her raincoat among the pile collected there.

Renate promised cheerfully that she would shampoo the rug 
and clean out the room while we were out that last evening. But when we came home after midnight she was sitting in the living- room, Mahalia Jackson singing, and Charlesie, who was eighteen months then, and quite a lump, in her arms. She smiled at us over him. Her hair, dark again now, touched his, which was 
the same colour. The warmth of sleep had risen to his cheeks and cherry nose; the same colour showed in her cheeks. She mouthed Sh-hh-h . . .” and got up slowly under his weight and put him in his mother’s arms. Sheila whispered, “But why isn’t he in bed?” “I’ve been holding him two hours. He couldn’t go to sleep.”



When Sheila had put the child into his cot, she came back for an explanation. “He was so unhappy, poor Charlesie . . Renate was saying to me, flushed and laughing, wiggling her bare feet and stretching her legs in the old tight green pants. “I don’t know, if he had a stomach-ache, or what? . . .  I was not able to do a thing, to finish my packing, nothing. I held him in my arms two hours . . . ”
As we closed our bedroom door, Sheila burst out, “But why couldn’t she have put him down once he was asleep, for heaven’s sake! What did she have to hold him for, all the time! Now she’ll never clean the room, of course.”
I came home from town at lunchtime next day and said, “Renate get away all right?” but I didn’t need to ask; the moment I walked into the house I could feel that she was gone.



AMERICANIA To Qea

Tlus woman’s body at my side and this voice of tam-tam 
m her silence dropping love upstairs—it’s raining in Mexico I know—

and my memories of new year nights a while ago before sleeping—we were children in april and we ran naked by the sidewalks of our room just when somebody was shot in Spam I know—
and this drunkenness of pain hidden in a handkerchief and pressed against the forehead almost ordering a scream —a man groans in the neighbouring apartment and mv

thim the mirror-somebody has been weeping at the other side of the wmdow the city is just a whisper 
nothing has changed in my hair no one has come to visit us—my kindness is a necessary vacuum 

my leg with your blood after smashing the glassware of Why my httle one did we stutter as madly while you marked the house and walking your way to my ear just asking please hit me j 5

A consteUation of broken glasses here while you sleep and the light running from the lamp thru the basket of straw that covers it—dead plants hang from the wall—I am alive I understand you
but you are missing somethmg that revolves in your caresses yom girl has cried a while ago, she has eyes and a mouth and she walks and does not know the world—your womb is fnghtened I know
nightmares take you to pregnant days and I  wait in our bed your comeback
and it’s more than a month that I reach your door—you wait m shadows as if the world I come from were so strange—It IS only the West with its little tyrants its bombs of cobalt its teeth of gold its guided missiles ta c h  one of my blows was hiding a message your fear is a quiet dance your body is half a sun your madness is the back of time 

your impotence is an empty notebook I need you idiot don’t confound me.
MIGUEL GRINBERG



THE LIVING EYE
A LETTER TO NGATANE, MOTJUOADI, MAQHUBELA 

AND SITHOLE
BILL AINSLIE

“Such is always the mode in which the highest imaginative faculty seizes its materials. It never stops at crusts or ashes, or outward images of any kind; it ploughs them all aside and plunges into the very central fiery heart; nothing else will content its spirituality, whatever semblances and various outward shows and phases its subject may possess go for nothing; it gets within all fence, cuts down to the very root, and drinks the very vital sap of that it deals with; once therein, it is at liberty to throw up what new shoots it will, and to prune and twist them at its pleasure, and bring them to a fairer fruit than grew on the old tree; but all this pruning and twisting is work that it likes not, and often does ill; its function and gift are the getting at the root; its nature and dignity depend on its holding things always by the heart.”

Dear Friends,
I have headed my letter to you with this quotation from Ruskin because I think it is an important one. I believe that it describes the faculty which the artist must seek to nurture 

in himself. A vision that demands to see all and to reach for the core of things. Its attainment is rare, but it is in reaching for it that the artist acquires his dignity.
There was a review of your work in a Johannesburg daily. 

It was entitled, “African Urban Art Has Arrived”. This heading intrigued me. It is so difficult to tell just when art “arrives”. Have Sekoto and Mvusi not yet arrived — or don’t they qualify because they are in exile? Has Kumalo? Was there not some sort of “arrival” when Sithole sent “Head of a



Trapped Miner” out of his studio? As far as I know this was the first group show by local African artists to be held in a Johannesburg Gallery, and I suspect that this was the reason for the heading. But if we are to accept that this exhibition has been an “arrival”, the obvious question is where? In the white South African Art World? But is there a specifically white South African art? If there is I do not know it. There is a specifically white South African way of painting, but I cannot call it art because it does not appear to concern itself very much with the “imaginative faculty” demanded by Ruskin.
Most white South Africans are not really interested in art, and this is because they have such a limited interest in life. They are prepared to do without the most precious things — like freedom. They are prepared to be barricaded in their lives and by their laws as though they were some rare pedigree sort of thing that must be protected at any cost from any full contact with life. In the great and vital choice all men must make between gaining the world or gaining the soul, they have taken a majority decision for their world. And in choosing against the soul they choose against the visionary faculty, against all the arts, against those extensions of their senses that enable one to get to grips with the life beyond one’s own fragile skin and skull. That is why painting is not regarded with any great seriousness. One cannot hope to take in much of one’s surroundings if one wears blinkers and only moves within certain fixed and familiar areas. That is why our painting is so much on the surface, so concerned with exteriors, with “crusts and ashes”. That is why there is a preponderance of landscape and still-life painting, and more recently a superficial decorative abstraction. And that is why there is such paucity of painting where the whole of man is the main concern of vision. Such is the world in which you have “arrived”.

But that is not the whole story. A new world is growing out of the old white South African world, just as a new world is growing out of the black South African world. It is a new attempt by man to see man as he truly is and not in the superficial brackets of race, religion and class; and the attempt is in no way confined to this country. It is world wide. This world is still in its infancy. You will probably find its father in a prison cell and its mother in a refugee camp and its survival depends on a handful, and is in no way assured
For the artist in South Africa there are rather special difficulties resulting from the stultification of life here. There is the isolation from one another, sometimes by choice but chiefly



by circumstances of which apartheid is a main one. Then there is the low standard of criticism, an indication of the public’s indifference. Seldom does one find a critic seriously attempting an interpretation or an evaluation of work, and even more seldom do we find them encouraging the development of original vision. And then finally there is the public, indifferent to life, indifferent to art. These difficulties are to be found in other countries too, but they are particularly acute where there is a widespread withdrawal from life such as we have in this country.
Your exhibition comes at the end of a terrible few years. The years from Sharpeville to the station bomb. I think it was during this time that white South Africa finally broke its heart in two, chose the half that offered it the gain of its world and left the other to empty suffering. It seems to me that it was during this time that it took the final decision not to meet black South Africa face to face, and cruelly spurned the long and patient effort the black man had made to draw attention to the desperation of his predicament in South Africa. So a new struggle began. Wider bannings. Sabotage. Political trials. 90 Days. The allegations of torture. The station bomb. These events are called political but they refer to a struggle in the whole life of our country. A struggle over decisions and actions that affect where and how children will be born and educated, where and how lovers will meet. Where and how men will earn their daily bread, where and how they will marry, 

raise their children and die. They are decisions and actions that affect the whole flow of life, and those effects will be seen in the faces of our people and in the way they move. The artist inevitably exposes the direction of his soul by revealing what and how he sees, and what he makes of it. From this background I come to your paintings.
Here I find there are no unpeopled landscapes, no superficially patterned abstracts, no decorative still-lifes. Your works are concerned with man. And yet there is something missing. They show all sides of the life of man — from the bicycle shop to the cutting up of the dead horse in the township — but somehow I sense a withdrawal from the “central fiery heart”. Too much of your work shows man only on the outside, not enough gets inside him. Do we all, black and white, fear to see him whole?
There are at least two paintings by Ngatane that do more than 

this. “The Proposal” and “The Family”. Most of his work confines itself to shrewd observation of the movement and atmo
sphere of the townships. Ngatane uses plastered, shoved paint in bits and pieces to capture this movement and atmosphere. But



A R T  S E C T I O N
Head of a W oman (Sculpture), Sithole — Front Cover
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most of his painting looks only at the outside of life. In “The Proposal” we suddenly plunge through the facade and sense the presence of human warmth. It is the same township world, but this time we are not dealing with mere description — the hurtling box cart or snow in the township, or the hit-and-run driver — these are things that can be done by a photographer, and they are his job.
In “The Proposal” Ngatane uses his oil paint with a sort of harsh eloquence that takes us beyond physical movement and gives us the movement of the soul. Two people — a man and a woman — glance at each other against the broken background of the township, and something passes between them and gives life. These two are moulded out of smeared and plastered paint. Ngatane uses his eye for movement and 

atmospheres to portray the look of loneliness and need — and the moment of promised relief. “The Family” goes beyond mere description too. A bleak township room at mealtime— N̂o communal table. Each member of the family finds his own separate place and eats alone. One on the bed, another on the chair, and the other on the floor, as if ready for intrusion or flight . . .  In these two paintings I sense a totality of vision, a full looking.
Motjuoadi is the most unique, the only self-taught. His looking, like the African sun, is clear and bold. And, like the sun, he distorts and withers. His shapes are dried out and eroded and worn, a woman’s body more like a dried calabash than clothed flesh and blood. I like this work, but I am conscious of gaps in my response. They come where the inner drama breaks down and irrelevant documentation occurs. The faces of the men in “The Russians” are full of drama, and So is their threatening movement. Faces “blank and pitiless”, “strangers to mercy”, these are strongly done. But the rest falls away, it is irrelevant. The houses, the shop, the people in the background are all painstakingly seen and drawn, but from a different world. They are in no way stirred by the niain figures: it is as though they were unaware of their existence. Here the inner drama breaks down. It is like a broken web. The interest is captured and held firm in some places and escapes altogether in others.
Maqhubela’s draughtsmanship has an easy grace and it has 

range. Sometimes it sings with a relaxed swirling rhythm, like his birds, his working men and his washerwomen. In “Congregation” it has solemnity, in “Torso” sensitivity. In ‘Township” there is something of stillness and loneliness. The Conte has been worked into and over the paper with great Care. There are harsh bold lines against sinewy, curving ones.



against delicate, nervous lines, and over all there is a scratching and smudging to keep it tight. In the oils he delights in odd shapes and the hot colour of hot light, like in “Street Scene” and “Washing Day” . He has sophistication, or rather, a wide vocabulary. I am documenting different aspects of it, but once again these are outside things. Line can be used for line’s sake, interweaving shapes for the sake of pattern alone, art for art’s sake, and not in service of a compelling personal vision.
One feels with this work that the vocabulary has been broadened under the stress of a disturbed vision, but that the vision hurts too much to be sustained. We must look aside, at the birds, at the washerwomen, patterns of shape in a bicycle shop. Here is a man who cannot miss nuances that reveal the direction of men’s souls, who cannot hide from suffering, yet who seems to choose not to show too much. Perhaps this comes out of a wish to celebrate this passing life and the joys that it can hold — but he does not convince us with it. His cup does not run over. That is why it seems to be a looking aside rather than a looking at. It seems he has not sufficiently absorbed himself in the birds, the washerwoman 

and the bicycle shop.
What ails Sithole? The man who has given us “Trapped Miner”, “Dying Warthog”, more recently “The Monster” and others that are the product of a powerful imagination. Is he tired? Or is he too busy for the gathering of his full resources. Of the four it is he who, up to now, has shown the greatest force in breaking the barriers of the physical eye. He has been the least tempted to simply documenting what he sees. He has shown the desire and ability to take the particulars from his Africa, pruned from them the incidentals of time and space and so allowed them to speak out of man’s suffering and grandeur. Yet in this exhibition only “Head of an African Woman” bore witness to this power of his; the drawings and the masks and the other carvings were less than 

ordinary beside it.
That Sithole has a passionate concern for man is clear from his intimate knowledge of the human face, we see in this “Head”. He has a knowledge of how the face is affected by suffering, which muscles grow hard and strong and which grow tired and slack, so that we can sense where the soul’s 

energies have been deployed and how the will has been called upon. We see huge patience in these suffering eyes and compassion in the long undulating curve of the lip. This “The Head”, has, and much more. This is what Sithole’s eye has seen and his hand has executed with full success because Sithole 
has understood this woman.



In this letter I have stated my belief that art is concerned with the whole of man. It is not possible to be alive in one’s eye alone, or in one’s brain, nor in one’s hands, or loins or heart. On their own these are useless fragments. There must be a vital connection between them if life is to be sparked off. Art needs this vital connection too. The whole being is 
involved if we are to capture and give tangible form to life’s continual thrust, reveal its nature or grasp its “fiery heart”. It is from ^ is  standpoint that I believe we must evaluate art, and this is what I have tried to do with your exhibition.

Judged from this standpoint, your show had many failures. A great deal was crusts and ashes”, but the successes excited me. I think that they are very important because they revealed a readiness to seek out and set forth a full view of man in a country and in an age where so much seeks to obliterate his image.



SONGS OF AFRICA

Solo: The gates of the caveare shut
Solo: The gates of the cave are shut
C h o r u s : Shut are the gates.
Solo: The souls of the dead are crowding thereIn droves, like a swarm of flies Like a swarm of flies, dancing at evening time
C h o r u s : Dancing at evening time.
Solo: A swarm of flies dancing at evening timeWhen the night has grown dark When the sun has vanished When the night has grown dark A swarm of flies The whirling of dead leaves In a howling tempest
C h o r u s : In a howling tempest
Solo: Awaiting him who will come
C h o r u s : Him who will come
Solo: Who will sayTo this one “Come” and the other “Go”
C h o r u s : To this one “Come” and the other “Go”
Solo: And Kmvum will be with his children
C h o r u s : With his children
Al l : And that is the end!

Pygmies Equatorial Africa.



eyes are rimmed with black antimony 
1 have girdled myself with amulets 
I want to quench my thirst for love 
Oh you, my slender boy!
I go behind the wall 
I put a cloth on my breasts 
I shall knead beautiful clay 
I shall whiten the house of my friend 
Oh you, my slender boy!
I shall take a silver coin 
I shall buy a piece of cloth 
I shall put on my amulets 
I shall quench my thirst for love 
A horn of antimony in my hand 
Oh you, my slender boy!

Song of Bagirmirs of Soudan.



FOR CHRISTMAS

DAVID ZEFFERT

He had come out of the strip of bush. Pushing aside the ribbed leaf of a wild banana palm from which drops of water fell onto his face, he screwed up his eyes against the quick brightness. Then he was aware of the thud of the breakers on the unseen beach beyond the dunes and of a soughing sound that he could not place.
To get to the sea he had to cross a lagoon, which was about a hundred yards in width and looked too deep for wading. He undressed and made a bundle of his clothes — wrapping his carefully folded trousers and his shoes and socks in his shirt, and tying the bundle firmly with his leather belt. Carrying the bundle in his hands, he walked naked into the lagoon. The mud squelched between his toes and rose to cloud the dead tepid water before his feet. Suddenly it was cooler and deeper and a flurry of little fishes darted and scattered before him to be lost in the shallows. He turned towards the bush, eased himself backwards, swimming for the far shore with the bundle held above his chest — a white inverted frog beneath the immense sky.
He was soon over the deep part. His back came up against 

a bar of sand, and he stood and then splashed to the bank. When he got there, he unfolded his bundle after wiping his 
hands in the white sand. He took out a packet of cigarettes and a box of matches from his shirt pocket, lit a cigarette, and then sat on a rock and smoked and waited for the sun to dry him. Above the intermittent thump of the surf, he could hear another sound; almost like a musical instrument, but bigger — a stringed instrument played by the fingers of the wind.



Before he had finished smoking he was dry. He stubbed the lighted end against the rock, pulled on his shirt and trousers, and after he had brushed the sand off his feet, he put on nis shoes and socks. He did these things slowly to curb his impatience for the sea, and then, deliberately, with short, easy swaying steps, he climbed the last dune between him and the beach.
. there was the sea and the rows ofWhite breakers, and the white beach swept empty from the head of the bay to the far horizon, except below him. where the wind blew and plucked the skeleton of a whale stranded above the sea-line.

He could not see the town. It was tucked away from sight Within the bay. And it was a perfect place to be in. He was ure that he was alone, for no-one else would be as crazy 
1 ^ scratch through the bush, and swim thatrilthy lagoon, just to watch the air display away from the

O tVQ,

landing field, what they called Tif Forces greatest show of strength and power.here they would huddle on the grandstands, eating their lUkewarni. plastic-coated hot-dogs, or they would stand swill,ng beer from paper cups as they lined up to get into 
ihe public lavatories beside the Red Cross tent. They would ^  planes taking off from the ground, and that was no way 
nf oarth not the sky — devoidsm pattern of distant movement. It was the
'S l i n g  ^Sainst the swoop of the hawk or the

He lay on the white sand and waited and stared at the
'Is whalebone harp to the 

abo ° l - * u  saw the first planes highabove his head. They were jets -  fighters probably -  and lew out to sea over the mouth of the bay; bright pinpoints trailing long streamers of white — and then they curved their t^reamers out and upwards, and the planes were lost but 
he streamers hung in the blueness. Then the planes’were ack, and they wove an evanescent lace-work above him and went again until everything faded in the sun.

m S L S  T  ^ air-battle betweenshibattled far above his touch. 
E S  ^  to ^  the enemy”, heAn^^lu’ "'iP not dare to touch us, alone as we are ”'^nd then he sensed that he, at least, was not alone.



A voice from behind him said: “Baas, have you got some Christmas for me?” He jumped up and turned around. It was a black man who stood about ten paces away from him. The black man was dressed in tattered overalls. He had a round, almost mongoloid moon-face and he had a stick.
The white man put his hand into his pocket and took out a shilling. “Here is something for you”, he said, and threw the coin towards the black man. The shilling dropped onto 

the sand.
Two jets shrieked along the beach, no more than a few 

hundred feet above them.
Then the black man said: “I ask you for some Christmas, 

why do you throw stones at me”. And then, when he heard this he knew that something unpleasant would happen. “It is no use to show that I am afraid”, he thought. He sat down 
on the sand and looked at the battle in the sky.

The black man came nearer. “Give me some Christmas box, baasie” . He stood up and shouted: “Go away, you drunk bastard, do you hear me. Go away, or I’ll call the police”. The black man smiled, and said: “Give me some Christmas, baasie, your clothes and your money, or I will 
kill you”.

He knew that he could not run. The black man came towards him waving his stick slightly, and above their heads the jets peeled and twisted. “I must punch him before he gets me”, he thought, and he lifted his hands, but before they could cover him, the stick found his shoulder, and found him again and again, and he was on his hands and knees, his mouth 
dribbling blood onto the white sand.

And he found that he was running and that he was in the sea, and then he was thrown down by a great wave, and he turned and spun in the water. He was on his back near 
the shore-line, and the wavelets lapped and stroked his body and left him on the hard sand. When he opened his eyes he saw the lace-work of the jets, hanging in the shrunken air.

He stood up and walked out of the sea. He stripped, leaving a sodden sprawl of clothing at the black man’s feet, and as he stripped, he told himself that the next time he 
would be armed.

When he was naked, he turned and limped towards the dune, passed the indifferent harp of the wind, and started to climb, and when he reached the lagoon, a jet swooped down from over the mouth of the bay shrieking defiance. It screamed over the beach and shot rockets into the sea.



AFRICAN WRITERS 
OF TODAY
Interviews Conducted By
LEWIS NKOSI

Mr. Lewis Nkosi, the South African author and journalist, travelled through Europe and Africa interviewing African 
writers, critics, publishers, teachers and many other people concerned in one way or another with African literature. 
Excerpts from some of the interviews are reproduced here by kind permission of National Educational Television, New York.
Nkosi’s first interview wot with Mr. Walter Allen, former literary critic of the "New Statesman and Nation”, who has reviewed a number of African books for the British Press.
n k o s i ; Mr. Allen, you are a noted English critic. When you get an African novel or any African book that you review, what exactly do you look for?
ALLEN: Well, I think, in fact, I’m looking for very much the same as I look for in a novel from anywhere — from England or from anywhere else. I think that the first thing one looks for in a novel, no matter what kind of novel it is, is . . . something you can almost call the journalistic side of it . . . news value in the sense of information about people, ways of life, customs, habits and so on, belonging to people we may not be very familiar with. Now, this is true, I think, of novels written about English life or American life as it is about African life. And the difference between the good novelist and the journalist, even between the good novelist and the good journalist, I think, is that when the novelist gives you a picture of a society that you don’t know, you accept 

it, you accept it imaginatively as being true, much more



readily than you do the journalist’s picture, because it is done, in fact, with greater art. It convinces because it seems to . . .  If it’s a good novel, it echoes the feeling for truth one has one’s self.
NKOSi: Yes, but isn’t there great danger that an English critic looking for exotic interest in Africa might be diverted from the literary quality of the novel and concentrate on the sociological?
ALLEN: Yes, I think that’s a real danger and I think it’s inescapable at first, and perhaps one shouldn’t even try to escape it — because the information one can get from a novel about Africa written by an African, even if it’s not a good novel, may be very valuable. But I think that that will disappear — can we make a comparison with the British writers from the . . . the British West Indian writers, the writers from the Caribbean. Fifteen years ago, so far as I know, there wasn’t a West Indian Caribbean novel; now we’ve got, I don’t know, fifty or sixty, probably many more than that. Now I remember when they first began to appear in this country and one read them, then, with great excitement because this was a new scene — a scene they didn’t know about — written by people and about lives we knew nothing about. In other words, the interest was the interest in the exotic. But now, even if we’ve not been to the West Indies, I haven’t, one feels that one knows the scene, the country they’re writing about, well, about as well as one knows, shall we say, William Faulkner’s Mississippi or Caldwell’s Georgia — and when you have that degree of knowledge or familiarity or feel one has, then one can begin to think in literary terms. And I think all West Indian writers now have to be accepted . . .  are accepted by English reviewers as novelists primarily, rather than as West Indian novelists.

NKOSI: I think that the literary movements in Africa are very much tied up with the political movements and I think that, at the moment, the African writers are very much concerned with whether they can establish a unique kind of contribution to world literature instead of being appendages to the European movements.
ALLEN: Yes.
NKOSi; Now do you just regard the African novel, at the moment, written in English as an extension of the English novel or is there anything you look for in particular?
ALLEN: Well, I think at the moment I regard it as an extension of the English novel, but let me qualify that very quickly



because the English novel is a very large label which covers a whole lot of heterogeneous material and if a Scotsman or a Welshman writes a novel in English, as they normally do, I don’t expect it to be exactly the same as a novel written by an Englishman. It would be difficult to pinpoint what I ’m after . . .  the differences I’m after . . .  I would expect there to be differences. And with an African novel written in English, I’d expect the differences to be greater. And I can’t yet . . . we haven’t had enough African novels yet to be able to generalize, I think, about the nature of African writing. But 1 don’t see them as appendages of English and I hope that in the course of time, African writers will go on writing in English and will build up a literature of their own which, though done in English, is no more English literature than, shall we say, American literature is English literature or as I think West Indian literature is English literature.
Nkosi's next interview was with one of the first Africans to gain recognition as a writer in the English language, the 
Nigerian Amos Tutuola, who published his first book “The Palm Wine Drinkard” in 1952. Tutuola soon became the centre of a controversy which, Nkosi felt, was worth mentioning as an example of the cultural problems which arose in Africa today.
“The Palm Wine Drinkard” was published in London, by Faber and Faber. The book was well received outside Africa —Europeans were fascinated by Tutuola’s very personal use of the English language. Some thought this to be experimental. But in Africa, or at least in Nigeria, readers were antipathetic at first. They argued that Tutuola’s ungrammatical use of English was not experimental — he simply did not know any other way to write. Some Africans asked why the English publishers had not properly edited Tutuola’s manuscript.
In short, Tutuola was praised and criticized for what now appears to have been the wrong reasons. Fortunately he remained undisturbed by all this and went on writing, and he now has six or seven books to his credit.
Amos Tutuola occupies a special place in African literature. His talents are those of a great story teller with a unique ear for combining the music of the English language with 
the cadences of his native tongue. His fantasies are in the best tradition of the African oral idiom.
Nkosi recorded his interview with Amos Tutuola in Ibadan, Nigeria.

n k o s i : Well, Mr. Tutuola, I certainly am glad to meet you again in Nigeria and to meet you in these very congenial



surroundings, having palm wine . . .
TUTUOLA: Thank you very much.
NKOsi: I might just say that we are also very pleased to meet you since you are one of the first persons to establish some kmd of landmark in Nigerian literature — you were the first one to be published. Could you tell us something about your background? How many years did you spend in school?
TUTUOLA: I spent about five years in the school. I left the school finally in 1938 when my father died unexpectedly, so I stopped.
NKOSI: And what is yom background? Where were you bom? Were you bom in a big city like Ibadan or were you bom in a rural area?
TUTUOLA: I was born in the city next to Ibadan. Ibadan is the . . .  I think the largest town in Nigeria, in the whole west end — in the whole west Africa.
NKOSI: Mr. Tutuola, what really made you begin to write? What set you off?
tutuola; Oh! . . .  When I was attending school . . .  I was always telling folklore stories . . . short stories to the children . . .  to the other children in the school. So from the beginning I always liked to listen to the old people in my village when they were telling short stories in the night.
NKOSI: One of the most famous books that have come out of Nigeria is your first book, called “The Palm Wine Drinkard,” Would you mind just reading the first passage for us.
tutuola: o k . . . .  “I was a palm-wine drinkard since I was a boy of ten years of age. I had no other work more than to drink palm-wine in my life. In those days we did not know other money, except COWRIES, so that everything was very cheap, and my father was the richest man in our town.

“My father got eight children and I was the eldest among them, all of the rest were hard workers, but I myself was an expert palm-wine drinkard. I was drinking palm-wine from morning till night and from night till morning. By that time I could not drink ordinary water at all except palm-wine.
“But when my father noticed that I could not do any work more than to drink, he engaged an expert palm-wine tapster for me; he had no other work more than to tap palm-wine every day.



“So my father gave me a palm-tree farm which was nine miles square and it contained 560,000 palm-trees, and this palm-wine tapster was tapping one hundred and fifty kegs of palm-wine every morning, but before 2 o’clock p.m., I would have drunk all of it; after that he would go and tap another 75 kegs in the evening which I would be drinking till morning. So my friends were uncountable by that time and they were drinking palm-wine with me from morning till a late hour in the night.”
NKOSi: Yes, thank you very much. As many critics would agree, this is a passage of great originality. Mr. Tutuola, I think one of the venial faults of critics is to speculate about things that they don’t know about. For instance, one of the speculations about your work is who influenced you? Many people think that you might have read a writer like John Bunyan and I wonder if you could tell us if you have read any books at all that have influenced either your style or the content of yoiu: work apart from the Yoruba folklore.
t u t u o l a : Well, before I started to write the “Palm Wine Drinkard”, I only read a Yoruba novel, written by Chief Fagunwa . . .  a Nigerian Yoruba man . . . and that gave me influence to write my own book.
NKOSI: Yes, and I’m told that there are many of these stories very much like yours which are written in Yoruba by many writers who are unknown in the Western world.
t u t u o l a : Yes, yes, there are many of them like that written in Yoruba.
NKOSI; Are you writing a book now?
t u t u o l a : N o , no. I’m not writing anything yet. But I think perhaps before the end of this year I will start to write . . . to work on another book.
NKOSI: There are also many rumours, I may tell you, about the length of time that you take to write these books. Can you tell us how long it does take you to write a book? Some people think that you spend months and some say that it’s a matter of weeks. Just how long does it take you to . . .
t u t u o l a  : Well, I can say . . . “Palm Wine Drinkard” took me 

about . . . three days to write . . .  to write the manuscript. And the second to it, that is “My Life in the Bush of Ghosts” , I think that took me about two or three weeks. I ’ve not written any book which took me up to a month, in my life.
NKOSi: And I would like us, while we’re at it, to nail all the meat about your work and what happened to it when it got



into European hands. For instance, there is some sp>eculation about whether the manuscript itself was tampered with by anybody, outside yourself . . . was there anything .
TUTUOLA: No, I wrote it myself.

Before his next interview, Nkosi said: ‘‘Until now, London and Paris have been the most important publishing centres for African literature and publishers in those countries deserve credit for having provided African writing with its initial impetus. But now that African states are independent and that African literature is a reality, this situation has become increasingly awkward. It seems obvious that African literature will not find its true identity until its primary readership becomes African.
“This question is perhaps the most important problem agitating African writers at the moment. There are efforts being 
made throughout Africa today to develop African publication centres and increase African readership: One of the persons most successful at this has been Ulli Beier who was influencial in establishing the Mbari Club for African writers and artists.” Here is the interview.

n k o s i ; Well Ulli Beier, as the foremost, I would say, critic of African literature in Nigeria and African art and also as the editor of the “Black Orpheus” magazine, I think that you are one of those people best qualified to talk about African literature. If I’m correct, I don’t know if I am, the 
main impetus to African literature started around the early 50’s or just a little before that. What do you feel have been the main directions of African literature since that time?

b e ie r : Well, when I got here in the early 50’s, in 1950, in fact, you couldn’t talk about Nigerian literature at all. There was no such thing. And even in 1956, when I started “Black Orpheus” literary magazine, I had to rely a great deal on translations from French-West African writers. For one reason or other, they started a lot earlier than our people here. The kind of writing you got in the early 50’s was largely nationalistic, patriotic verse. It was extremely demagogic, it was a sort of preaching rather than poetry. There was, of course when I started “Black Orpheus”, a novel by Ekwensi, not his best, and there was Tutuola, but apart from that, all the important writers we have now — there was no published Soyinka, no Clarke, no Achebe, nothing at all. The first number of “Black Orpheus” featured Babriel Okara, the only one of the really important Nigerian writers who had already something to give me in 1956. Everything came just very shortly after that.



NKOSI: You are also one of the founders of Mbari in Nigeria. Could you tell us what Mbari is about, the very name, what does it mean?
b e ie r : Mbari is a word that’s puzzled many people, but we were looking — when we were founding this club which is a club for writers and artists to come together to talk, to publish books, to stage exhibitions and generally — for writers and artists to be independent of official support as it were, to set their own standards. We were looking for a name which would be a Nigerian word, never mind from what area, from what tribe, which had to do something with creative activity, and we hit on this wonderful Ibo term, Mbari, which is the name used for a sacred building erected by the Ibos in honour of the creator goddess.

It is built in mud. It has 20, 30, 40, 50 figures . . . life-size figures in mud representing the goddess, everything on earth . . . women and childbirth, district officers holding court, anything under the sun is represented there. And it is by creating this building that they serve the goddess of creation. The moment the rain washes it away in about two to three 
years time, they just abandon it, they don’t bother about it and they create a new one. And the idea is that the creative process has got to be renewed all the time if a society as a whole is going to thrive. So we thought Mbari was an excellent name for our little club.

NKOSI: Specifically, what does Mbari do as a club, for artists?
b e ie r : Well, we have very small premises with an art gallery in which we have tried to be less indiscriminate than, frankly, an institution like British Council and so on and so on, we we just accept anybody who comes along. We’ve tried to exact a certain standard, it may have been only our opinion, but at least there’s an opinion, there’s a directive, you see. We have, for the first time, I think, brought African artists from outside this country — from Mozambique, from the Sudan, from Ghana, to exhibit here. And we have I think discovered, one can practically say, some Nigerian artists. We have held a number of art schools, summer schools in the visual arts from which, also, some new artists have emerged. We’ve held writers workshops; we’ve held poetry readings; we’ve had quite a few plays in the open courtyard in which we have, open-air theatre; and also, we have a small publishing house, if you like, concentrating largely on new African poetry, drama and artists again.
NKOSI: Do you publish writings mainly from Nigeria or do you publish from anywhere in Africa?



BEIER; No. From everywhere from the whole of Africa. We’ve published a novel from South Africa, a poet whom we specially translated from Madagascar; we’ve just published a South African p ^ t ,  we have a Ghanaian poet in print, a poet from the Gambia in print and so on. And we have, obviously, quite a few things from Nigeria.
NKosi: And then what do you feel is the impact of this new literature that Mbari is publishing on the populations of Africa themselves, apart from Europe? Are you making contact at all with the African populations?
BEIER: Oh, I should think so . . . definitely. I mean, Mbari IS not a commercially very well organized publishing house. We are not big, we’re very small and so on; but we do print poetry 2,000 copies at a go and we sell them quite easily within a year and we republish them. Which I think for poetry, is not bad at all.
NKOSI; I remember reading something that you wrote saying that you felt that there was sufficient literature in Africa for educators to start using it in their curriculum. Does that represent the true situation in most of these African countries?
BEIER: Well, I should definitely think that, if you take Africa as a whole, the bulk of literature now, if you put it together from all countries, would enable one from a university, for example, to have a diploma in African writing — even, I think a degree course, if you take French-Portuguese writing there would be an enormous field of study to introduce.
NKOSI: I think I may just ask one more question. Are there any extra responsibilities for African writers?
BEIER: Well • . . I think the extra problem, at least, for the African writer is that at least up to very recently, he’s writing in a foreign language, he’s writing in the English language. Up to very recently his entire publishing possibilities were in Europe and most of his audience was in Europe; so that, naturally, his writing, his education to begin with and the ctommercial aspects of his writing all geared him towards Europe. And I think he has a responsibility to break this down at least up to a point . . . create for himself a Nigerian 

public. This is a difficult thing. I don’t think there’s anything wrong in his books being sold, read and criticized in Europe. On the contrary. But it would be absurd if it were only read and sold in Europe. And so far I think even Mbari finds it easier to sell Nigerian poetry in the States than in Nigeria.I mean, we have to push it here harder than we do abroad.



Nkosi’s next interview was with Professor William Abraham. 
When this interview was done Nkosi was with Wole Soyinka, the Nigerian poet, playwright and lecturer in English at the University of I.F.E. in Nigeria.

n k o s i : The reason why we are here in the University of Ghana, is to meet and talk with Dr. Abraham on the general problems of African culture and literature. Dr. Abraham was trained as a philosopher at the University of Ghana before proceeding to Oxford, where he later gained recognition as the first black African to become a Fellow of All Souls. Dr. Abraham last year published a book which has become one of the most controversial books on Africa, “The Mind of Africa.” Dr. Abraham, in your book, which I’ve just mentioned, in dealing with African literature, you seem to have had definite ideas as to what the artistic obligations of African authors should be. I wonder if you could develop that thought a bit and tell us exactly what artistic obligations you had in mind?
ABRAHAM: Yes, . . . I wasn’t thinking merely of artistic obligations, what I had in mind was this — that if some writers wish to be called African writers and, by this, do not merely wish to refer to the colour of their skins, then there must 

be something connected with literature that they have in mind. A person like Chinua Achebe, for example, has been known to say that he is writing, catering specifically to an African-educated audience. Now, when he says this, the presumption is that he believes that there is something in the way of literature that an African-educated audience needs which other producers of literature cannot provide. It occurs to one that there might be a number of things that might distinguish what one might call an African 
literature, from other kinds of literature. First, I wish to say that by African literature, I do not necessarily understand literature written in some African language nor, indeed, literature written necessarily by an African; although what I have in mind is such that only Africans can perhaps do it with justice and success. I think that African literature must be based within the living heritage of the African people. Now, this can be done in a number of ways. First, in idiom and style. As African writers in English and 
French, for example, can make certain distinctive literary features of their own languages, culture and thought stand behind their expression in English and French. To some extent, it is said that Senghor achieves this. It is said that in his poetry he creates a certain kind of music that is 
highly reminiscent of the music of drums, anyway reminiscent of Africa. But the first thing that I have in mind



when I talk of African literature is that African writers in English and French can make, to stand behind their language, certain literary subjects of their own African languages. Second, they can also write for and from their African society. I, myself, see literary persons as persons 
who produce a certain type of critique of society.

SOYINKA; When you talk about “living heritage”, and I must say that I ’m glad you use this expression “living heritage”, if this implies that you admit that what is now, what exists at present, is the legacy . . .  is the framework within which 
the writer has to work. In other words, there can, I believe, be a hankering backwards. In other words, a recreation of a past existence for its own sake, rather than an examination of the past in view of present social needs. Could you just 
clarify . . .  I mean, could you say whether I am with you in this particular aspect. You see a writer’s situation, social situation as one which exists now, rather than a recreation. Because I think there is a kind of contradiction in the fact that you sort of mention Senghor almost in the same breath. For me this represents a kind of contradiction.

ABRAHAM: Contradiction between what and what? To take your question rather than your remark. I shall say that I 
qualified heritage by living deliberately. I know that there are African writers who think of what they imagine must have been the past of Africa; and because they are not competent to dish this out, as historians or anthropologists, think that they will get away by putting these things in the form of novels, or plays or poems. Now, I didn’t have in mind the things that they fancied represented the past of Africa, that is my intention in describing our heritage as a living heritage. Present African writers must write as being present African writers. That is, they must realize that they live in Africa today and know that they should produce critiques of African society. They must take African society as things which exist now. Now, African societies as they exist now, include a number of facets. First, the old, traditional Africa, which is still living, by the way, because I myself believe that up to 80% of Africa is still traditional; then, of course, there are influences in Africa, mainly Moslem influences and Euro-Christian influences. Now, these here 
are part and parcel of modern Africa, inter-mixed — and a writer that wishes to analyse African society in his work 
so that he brings out significant social factors and can, on the strength of his analysis, base prophesy. That is, be a good writer in such a way that one can recognise his work as mirroring African society not as some dead historical 
thing, but as a living presence out of which something is



growing. In order that an African writer should be able to do this, he must have cognizance of all these three facets.
NKOSi: In trying to mirror traditional African societies, doesn’t this in some way limit . . . say, an African poet by so confining him to certain themes which would be much more appropriate to traditional societies. The imagery that occurs in lots of poetry by Senghor, for instance, would emphasize certain aspects that are traditional. In other words, if he . . .  if an African poet was to take his themes in, say, present-day Lagos, might he not move away from this kind of tradition?
SOYINKA: If I may just try to pinpoint that a bit further by reminding you that in your book, the examples of poetry 

which you chose to quote were, in fact, translations of poetry in Akan . . .  in one of the Akan languages and were 
in every sense what you might call a traditional piece of work.

ABRAHAM: Well, I have an embarrassment of question here. I don’t know what to do. But if I take them in the order in which they come . . .  You (Nkosi) wish to know what a literary person writing a poem on Lagos might wish to take into account. Of course, it depends on the kind of poem that he wishes to write; but if what you have in mind is this whether it is possible to write an authentic poem about Lagos and introduce traditional — say Yoruba concepts and ways of life — yes! And I dare say that there are lots 
and lots, thousands of persons living in Lagos who are traditional Yoruba. Especially in Africa, merely living in a capital city, doesn’t change one, doesn’t uproot one.

SOYINKA: But the experience of the modem . . . you see, you have in your book . . . one thing I think stands out very clearly. . . .  You have a very clear idea of what you want African society to be and you have a very clear idea of 
what the various builders of society, the artists, the writers, the economists, what places and what functions they should 
serve within that society. And the point which Lewis raised, I think, is this — that there is . . .  it is possible that one can develop a kind of artificial culture in this respect because . . .

ABRAHAM: I think that Senghor does that.
So y in k a : This was the contradiction I mentioned earlier.
ABRAHAM; No, not a contradiction in me, the contradiction is in Senghor. You’ll remember that when I mentioned him,I said that I ’d have a few words to say about him.



Senghor does not in my opinion write as an African poet. What he does is to write French poetry which is interlarded with odd African allusions. Any Frenchman can do that. I think that it is significant that always he talks of forgiveness and “Bridges”. He sees himself not as an African writer writing in Africa and for Africa, motivated, pushed, inspired by the complex present African situation which in his country, I dare say, would include French influence. He does not write like that. He’s not content with the French influences in his own country; but, rather, he writes, in my opinion, as an apologist of France speaking to Africa, who understands an African language and an African idiom and can use African mannerisms in his rhythm and cadences. That is what I think Senghor does. There is nothing particularly African about his poetry.
NKOSi: I’m also interested in this question, but indirectly. I 

remember in the Camerouns that we played back from the the tape recorder a poem by Senghor, to some Africans who perfectly understand French. They worked there as waiters. And immediately we started playing this poem back to them, they all left, they walked away, they simply weren’t interested. Now, what I have in mind is — what role has an African author to play, if any, in the national building, the national building in the young countries of Africa or elsewhere? Do 
you have any ideas what his social obligations might be.

ABRAHAM: Yes, I have a few opinions — and I’ve said that the poet, the novelist and the dramatist are all, in my opinion, people who produce critiques of society. If they live in African society, then I expect them to produce critiques of African society. These literary men and women cannot have their axis lying outside Africa and claim to be African writers; nor can they even have their axis completely buried 
and immersed in a romantic African past that has no historical basis or, more important, has no contemporary significance. As critiques of society, they can legitimately be concerned with the past to the extent that this past conditions the present and affects the future. This kind of point of view can legitimatize preoccupation with the past. But the preoccupation should never be allowed to degenerate into sheer archaeology.

NKOSi; Could I just ask 
better. develop this question a little bit

ABRAHAM: Now . . . I’m so r^  . . . Now, I think that these 
writers in Africa must, as it were, contain the revolutionary changes in Africa in their “tummy”. Their poetry, their plays, their novels, should be results of their experience



and their digestion of contemporary African situations together with the revolutionary elements. The pace — the tremendous pace of change in the ideas for the future, ideas 
of regeneration and salvation, all these are things that writers can profitably put in their work.

NKOSi: Professor Abraham, why do you think it significant 
or important for African writers writing in English or French to address themselves to a particular audience that is African? Why couldn’t they address themselves to Frenchmen or to Americans or to the English?

ABRAHAM: It is ligitimatc for them to do that. But I don’t think that the French public or the English public feels a particular lack which can be filled by African writers in 
English or French. They, themselves, recognise that literature has a function to play in society, but English writers of 
English literature. French writers of French literature, are not going to fulfill these functions and needs for African society. What reason would they have for doing that? So it is natural, if anyone should do this, that African literary 
creators should undertake this . . . Just as African scientists undertake to solve some of the scientific problems of Africa, African historians undertake to go into the history of Africa. African politicians concern themselves with the politics of Africa, why should African literary creators be exempted from the services that they, themselves, recognise as genuine?

SOYINKA: Now . . .  I think we’ll find evidence all the time that 
one of the greatest preoccupations of those who consciously think of a new African society is the preservation of the philosophies, the ethics of traditional society. Now, again, there seems to be an Omen always placed on the writer. The creative writer has a feeling it is always his duty to preserve these elements. But the pace at which African nations are going right now . . .  the pace is such that lots of writers feel themselves out of sympathy with these . . . sort of essential, to use an expression, in these essential cultures of Africans. They have a feeling, and I think with some justification, that there really is no place for this in the 
contemporary thinking, the contemporary experience of the African. Now it seems to me that there is a danger in sort of legislating. It seems to me that there is a kind of constriction of the artist within society . . .  a sort of political expectation 
in his work. It is true that philosophies must in some way be preserved, but is it really the best way to make the artist conscious of sort of, to use your word again, this interlarding of traditional philosophies in a work which, you know, which really has not place for that?



ABRAHAM: No, I don’t think that writers should interlard their work with anything. I, myself, don’t think that they should restrict themselves to what is past. I think that they should be creative, that they should feel urgency in their work and they should be contemporary.
SOYINKA; I’m sorry . . . please let me interrupt. I do not 

suggest confinement now. I ’m talking just about the attempt to make the artist conscious of the embodiment.
ABRAHAM; Yes, I’ll come to that in a moderate way. If the concern is to preserve philosophies in Africa as philosophies then, there are others who might perhaps more successfully do this than artists. I myself don’t think that a great artist is called upon to preserve a philosophy as a philosophy or history as history. But if an artist is going to reflect the soul, the human condition of a people, then he has to live 

through the experience of the people. And this experience of the people is not antiquated, archaeological, buried in the past. I said I thought that 80% of Africa was still traditional. It is here today. And if the artist is going to have a complete picture, a complete critique of the African society, then, even if he does not produce a bird’s-eye view of the society, he must at least be aware of the under-lying forces, of the social and human forces in the society of which he undertakes to become critic.
SOYINKA: May I ask from which segment o f  this percentage would you say that the present expressive creative artists, at the moment, and the novelists and the poets, from which segment would you say — Is it the 80% or the 20% — that produces the . . .
ABRAHAM: Well, it depends on where the audience is and the method of publication. Because if you mean published poems, plays and novels, put down on paper and ink, then, naturally this can only be done by people who can read and write. But if Africa has had a literary tradition, then, 

surely, literature in Africa cannot have started with letters. Now, Africa has had a traditional literary tradition . . . you will see that I’m not a poet . . . but if you will ignore these horrible expressions. And there are people among the 80% who continue to produce that kind of thing. And of those who can write, there are some who deliberately wish to reaffirm their connection with that kind of elemental literary productivity. Now, you’ll see that in my book I translated 
a poem written in Akan by Professor J. H. Nketia. Now, this was my reason for doing that. To underline the fact 
that literature in Africa today is not only what one can



read in English or French or in vernacular newspapers, but that there is a literary method and literary production still going on among the 80% and there are people who have taken the trouble to look into this. And I quoted, in translation. Professor Nketia’s poem as an example of the style and feeling of that kind of literary production.
NKOSi: Professor Abraham, in this book you also dealt with purely cultural matters and I think that you used the Akan society as a paradigm of the African society. I wonder sir, if you could say whether you see any underlying, unifying. factor for all African cultures south of the Sahara.
ABRAHAM: Ycs, I did indicate that in the book. Of course, I pointed out that it is deliberately that one talks of a paradigm. When you call something a paradigm you mean that other comparable things differ from this paradigm in important respects. There are differences in Africa, of course. Everyone knows the differences. That is why it is high-time to emphasize the similarities to . . .
SOYINKA; One point where there is a contradiction in the present creation of society, is that I have a feeling that the present . . .  those who actually shape . . . those who have influence in the shaping of society today constitute very much these modern literate theorists; who, although they are able to say in a kind of idealist way, to point out the necessity or rather, to build up a past and important history. I do not feel that at the moment the more expressive people in society come from this 80%. In other words . . .
ABRAHAM: (Interrupting) How do you know, what is  your evidence?
SOYINKA: No . . . wait a minute . . . although, for instance, there is plenty of writing, there is plenty as for instance in 

Senghor there is enough to indicate an awareness of this rich traditional past.
ABRAHAM: Senghor doesn’t belong to the 80%.
SOYINKA: That’s what I’m saying—among the 20%. I beg your pardon . . .  I would like you to give me examples, 

for instance, here in Ghana where you think that this . . . examples in Ghana which will falsify this statement of mine . . .  I would like to know what is being publicly done in Ghana today or in other parts of Africa, to insure that this this very vital part of traditonal society which as you say . . .
ABRAHAM (interrupts); The whole of, practically the whole of Ghanian literary production is like that. If you take the



poetry of Michael Dei-Anang and the play which he wrote. The play, especially, was about one of the magical founders of Ashanti. If you take the efforts of Efua Sutherland, they 
are in the same way and they take their roots firmly and deeply from the society. They recognise the society, the present society just as in normal African thought, as a society 
to which the past belongs, and the present and the future. You know very well that in African thinking, society means society of the dead, the living and the unborn. Now, the parallel of this in literature here is that people who produce literature go into their roots, that is to say, they allow themselves to be transported into the past; but not just the past that is dead and gone, but the past that affects the present. Just as in traditional Africa the people who say that the dead, the living and the unborn belong to the same society, also say that the dead continue to influence the present society. So, do they mourn in a way, and so, producers of literature become kinds of prophets because they . . .  I know that they have two feet; but, all the same, they have one in the past, one in the present and another firmly in 
the future.

SOYINKA: You do not agree then with the rather common contention that Ghana is rather behind some of the other West African countries in their output of contemporary 
literature.

ABRAHAM: What is contemporary literature? Yes. If you take volume, yes, certainly — as in the volume of literature, even considering things proportionately, I belive that Ghana lags behind Nigeria. But you’ll find a certain type of literature in Nigeria. If you take Chinua Achebe for example who is a highly respected Nigerian novelist, you will find that he has been preoccupied with traditional Nigeria, in a certain way, as necessarily problematic as something that has often to be overcome, sometimes even to be rejected. Now, Chinua Achebe is, in fact, a very good novelist and he is one of those novelists who, in my opinion, comes nearest to being an African novelist. But leaving Chinua Achebe aside, if you take others, especially French-African writers, you will find that they all, in fact, reject traditional Africa. When they don’t say so they make apologies for it, they try to explain and they talk, and one must regard it as sheer nonsense! For example, when Senghor says that the African is not intellectual, that reason is Greek and feeling is African, that the African knows things with his nose — I mean that’s sheer nonsense! What does he think I have above my nose? . . .  A pair of eyes? Reason is not Greek, or African or European or American or Russian,



or what you will, the reason is universal. Africans think just as Greeks did in the past and Frenchmen do today.
Nkosi’s next interview was with David Rubadiri, the Malawi poet and educationist, and Joseph Kariuki, Kenyan poet and 
educationist.

MR. NKOSi: Now, Dave, the first question I would like to ask you has very much to do with your personal drive as an educationist in Nyasaland. I would like to find out from you just what makes you run so hard . . . “What Makes Sammy 
Run” so to speak.

RUBADIRI: Well nothing really, I think it’s a major interest in my own profession and, secondly, one feels that in Africa, here maybe our answer lies in the educational field and that gives one a tremendous kick in doing things, because one knows that he is going somewhere, albeit slowly, but fairly 
fast.

NKOSI; Well, there’s certainly lots of young people who feel this about the continent and they aren’t as active as you are. There must be some kind of urge that wants you . . . that 
makes you want to do this.

RUBADIRI: I don’t think so, I think you’re being unfair to these young men actually. I mean, look at Joe, for instance, he’s been a schoolmaster for a great part of his life, although he’s branched into business now. I think he’s very much an educationist at heart. And I think at this present stage, in Africa, whatever little one does in any one field, one tends to do it with a new sense of dedication, a new gusto and spring of 
enthusiasm just comes out of everything one does.

KARIUKI: David, perhaps it might be interesting for us to know something of your background, something of the forces which have influenced you not only recently, but also in your for
mative years.

rubadiri: Yes, well the natural forces . . . family background, parents, friends and the schools one goes to. I think my school has been a major influence in my development.
KURiuKi: Which was this?
RUBADIRI: This was a school in Uganda called. Kings College.
NKOSi: It seems to me that this great movement of Africans throughout the continent, say, Nigerians coming to Nyasaland and you being sent to school in Uganda, that this isn’t something that used to take place on a great scale, in about ten



years time, at the time you were growing up. Was this some
thing normal or was it rare?

RUBADiRi: No, not quite normal. It’s quite a new thing in fact. 
I think there are two reasons why there is an interchange of 
African people between the territories now. The first one is 
that new emerging countries in Africa need new manpower 
which is specialized. Say, for instance, we’ve got a team of 
Nigerian lawyers here. We haven’t got enough lawyers in

Nyasaland. They will be able to understand the people they are 
dealing with, the conditions which they have to meet here and 
maybe their influence will be more lasting than if we imported 
a lot of lawyers from other countries.

NKOSi: Well, the other question I would like to put to you has 
something to do with the conflict that we hear so much about 
between the western way of life and the traditional African 
way of life. I v/ould like to know whether you have experienc
ed this and to what extent and how you have resolved it. 
But I don’t want to ask this question directly, I’d like to 
show you one of the poems that you’ve written and can 
you just read it over to us?

RUBADIRI: Yes.
NKOSI: And then tell us what emotions you were experiencing 

when you were writing the poem.
RUBADIRI: Yes, I wrote this poem as a student at Makerere.
NKOSi; Yes.
RUBADIRI: . . .  at a time, I think, when my own emotional and 

intellectual conflict was being shaped and had come into 
contact with new and rather powerful ideas in the subject 
I was studying at the University . . . I’ll read it through as 
you request . . .

NKOSi: Okay.
RUBADIRI: And then perhaps we might be able to talk more 

about it. “The Tide That From The West Washes Africa 
To The Bones”.



The tide that from the West Washes Africa to the bones Gargles through my ribs Gathers the bones clustering Rough and polished To fling them back destitute To the desolate river bank.
The tide that from the West Washes the soul of Africa,Washes the buoys of it’s spirit —Tears the mornings apart Till blood red the tide becomes And heartsick the wounds.
The tide that from the West Washes Africa —Once, washed a wooden cross.

NKOSi: What was happening when you were writing that?
RUBADiRi: Well, frankly, I don’t think I can tell you in any sort of lucid terms. But I think, basically, here you have a personal conflict; “A”, with Christianity and the values that Christianity stand for and, “B”, with a Christianity which was established as a government power; thirdly, with a way of life whose values have not been questioned by me before, but which now, in the light of new ideas clouding in my mind, have begun to suddenly spring out. It is like a bursting out of a smoke screen and coming face to face with a new visitor, a new view where one didn’t know where to stretch a hand to clutch on.
KURiUKi: Do you find that you get disinterested, perhaps, when some of these conflicts are getting resolved?
RUBADIRI: Sometimes, yes — most times, no. I think you’ll agree, Joe, that for quite a number of us who have in many parts grown up, grown up not in the African traditional village, but have been uprooted as youngsters and grown up in missions and gone to mission schools and have come face to face with the power that the white man yielded as a governor, have had to come to a time when you feel you’ve got to feel the ground under your feet and try to start growing roots, as it were, to reach toward something which will nourish what one is keeping in the head. And perhaps this is an indication of that desire, to try and reground one’s self.
KARiUKi: Will this suggest that your poetry will reveal these problems and conflicts as you go on or do you think you are developing towards a quieter more settled state?



RUBADiRi: I don’t know. The things which are interesting me now, with my country getting independence and, therefore into nationhood, are resolving quite a number of these personal problems, because my major interests at the moment are trying to play the little part I can in contributing towards the reconstruction of my country. I feel I’m a human being. I’m a man now, and these personal conflicts, which went beyond the personal and covered other aspects of my life, which have now been resolved, are being reduced. And so I begin to write more like, . . . like myself as an African who’s got roots or beginning to get them, as opposed to the young student who had to live between two worlds, as it were, two values of life.
KARiUKi; Talking about the development of your own country in Africa today we have been much more concerned with economic problems and social problems, problems of poverty and problems of health, as President Nyerere quite often mentions. Do you think that poetry and literature, generally, is a luxury perhaps; that perhaps we can’t afford poets and writers and we should concern ourselves with the daily living kind of thing, or do you feel that the poet has a place in the new Africa that we are trying to shape for the future?
RUBADIRI: I think any creative person or any creative spirit in Africa today has not only got a place and can never be regarded as a luxury, I think the only thing that Africa has got to boast about and one which I think can contribute towards humanity, is the spiritual force which we still retain. We haven’t, speaking with the background of my own country for instance . . .  a rough road doesn’t bother me very much. The fact that when I take people to my capitol city I can’t point at skyscrapers or fantastic machinery, doesn’t bother me at all. Sometimes I’m thankful about this. And I feel that very much at heart, the African is not only a poet, but is a creative human being. He’s still got senses of values which, I think, a number of our friends in the other countries are beginning to lose very fast because of fast and rapid economic development. Of course, I want these things to come. I want a better way of life for my people, but it must be directed with a spiritual force behind it, not just for show.
NKOSi; Yes, David, before I ask you the next question, I would like to know, in your relationship with African politicians in your country, do you find that they are sensitive to this need for poets to play a part in the development of your cultures or of the cultures of all, or do they think poets are disturbers of the peace?
RUBADIRI: No, I don’t think there’s any animosity towards



people who grow long hair and pretend to write poetry or anything like that. In fact, our own Prime Minister. Dr. Banda, you wil notice, has chosen for his cabinet for his country a number of very young men between the ages of 30 and 35. Three-quarters of them have been schoolmasters; one of them, the Minister of Education, himself, once wrote a novel in the vernacular and he set a committee to encourage writing, both in vernacular and in English. And in our own party newspaper, there’s a special page which is devoted mainly to people who contribute verse to it. And the new committee which is going to organize our museum, has been given specific instructions to try and build up its fund of local, 
creative works of art.

NKOSi: Yes. I think we ought to move, perhaps, to the tradition that we hear so much about. Time and time again, African writers are exorted to use the African tradition. They are asked to reactivate it and to employ it in the works that they are writing today. Just to what extent can, say, a modern African poet use the, the African traditions and is this necessary, especially for an African poet using a metropolitan language. Just how do you see this question of tradition?
RUBADiRi: I think we’ve got to accept that the new form we are using at the moment, the technical part of it, is basically a foreign one. is basically European. We are writing verse which, technically, is very much influenced by European poets, for instance. But speaking of the personal level, one cannot break away from things which nourish one’s way of life, (pause — people singing). I think you know that our strongest point in literary forms is the oral tradition, and most of us have passed through this oral tradition from our parents and our friends as youngsters. Now, when I sit down to write. I don’t consciously try to . . .  try to make an effort to try and be an African writer by trying to adapt some so-called African forms. The echoes of the African tradition come to me subconsciously. I hear them, and perhaps this is the only African part or influence that I can confess of; otherwise, I think the technical parts of it is entirely conditioned by my experience with reading European literature.
KARiUKi: I think, talking about traditions, David, I’d like to know what you feel about the forms which are being used today by writers in England. Because although we have learned English and its own tradition and the Englishman writing today is using a tradition which has very extensive 

roots, and we are still foreigners to their literature and, also, the forces which motivate the writer are the result let’s say of the last 50 years in Europe. It’s all very European centered.



Now, we are a young country, a country with hopes and so on, looking forward, as it were, to the future. Do you feel that we should try and develop our own forms, although we are using English, or do you think that somehow we can be fitted into the mainstream of the English traditions?
RUBADiRi: I think this is the exciting part of i t  I don’t think 

we can control the forms which are going to emerge, I don’t think we can condition what is going to come out of African writing in our age or time. I think this is a thing which we’ve got to wait and watch and see how it’s going to take place. I think in the next 20 to 25 years time, we will begin to feel that the African writers, in fact, are contributing a new form altogether in verse writing, or in drama writing, or even in novel writing. We begin to see it, for instance, in Achebe. We’re beginning to see it in some of the poets who have been publishing for a long time. But I feel very indignant to try and begin to write critical works suggesting that the African writers should start developing their own form. I don’t think even European literature, which has influenced us, is really foreign. Most great works of art, I think, have got this univepal appeal. That’s a generalization, I know, but let’s not tie up these chaps, the most important thing is to let them write.
KARiUKi: Trying to follow-up on that . . . I’m not thinking so much of our writers being tied down to, you know, certain traditions which are African, I’m thinking of our writers being tied down by European traditions and finding themselves trying to use forms, maybe, which are the result of a development which may not be entirely relevant in our country.
RUBADIRI; Well, what would you suggest, Joe?
NKOSi: Well, what T. S. Eliot calls . . . the dissociation of feeling and so on . . . the whole pessimism . . .  is really Beckett relevant to Africa at the moment?
RUBADIRI: Is Beckett relevant to Africa at the moment?
NKOSI: Yes, this problem about communication — you can’t communicate with somebody and you use the whole stage to show human beings who are trapped in those situations and they simply can’t get to each other. Is this the problem we are going to concern ourselves with when we are in a revolutionary situation?
RUBADIRI: Yes. I think I see your point now. No, of course 

not. And I ’d hate to see many of our dramatists begin to put



their plays in picture frames as you say. I think we’ve got a very, very strong dramatic tradition in our own way of life. I think you’ve just got to go into a village and see drama in action without any producer behind it all and I think it is the outdoor theatre that’s going to be the great thing in African drama as it develops. It’s a thing which I don’t think one can consciously, really control or direct. Each writer is going to find himself into knots at one moment or other and then hit out to find new forms.
NKOSi; Yes. Dave, we’re running out of time I’m afraid, but I’d like to ask you another question and this question concerns the teaching of African literature in schools. I know that you were a delegate to one of the conferences very much concerned with this problem — the fact that up to now, African literature has not been taught in African schools. But what I ’m in

terested in, is how is this literature going to be selected and 
what are the standards going to be used and who is going to select it? And also, whether you feel that there might be a danger that teachers,envious to use African literature, might tend to invent African literature where it doesn’t exist really.

RUBADiRi: Yes. This is a risk which I think all of us have got to take. For instance, in January, here. I’m going to open a new day secondary school and have been given permission to experiment in drawing up the syllabus. As you know, we’ve been tied down by overseas exams for a long time and that didn’t give a chance for anyone to experiment. Books are expensive. Whatever book you buy is going to cost a lot of money in a country which is as poor as ours at the moment. And so I think the whole matter of beginning to introduce African literature in schools will largely depend on the individual teachers, whether they be African or European, v/ho’ll be given the duty of teaching literature to our children in the schools. Here at the college, I haven’t got the money, for instance, to buy even 30 copies of Gerald Moore’s anthology in Penguin . . . nor can I get Langston Hughes’ book. And so I mainly use duplicated sheets and I hope by the end of the term we shall have collected together a small little anthology which my teachers are going to take out with them when they go out to teach and maybe use some of the poems which are mainly by African writers. As regards standards, that is a very tricky question because we haven’t yet organized really, standard set, as it were, African works haven’t been well discussed, they haven’t been very widely discussed by scholars or critics and so on. And so one must depend on one’s judgment. Now, I think, to me, even a bad AWcan poem is a useful thing to start from because when you are students you are starting from common ground; then



you can branch-off to some of the more classic works and then, with that, one can begin to establish standards of judgement and appreciation so that anybody can pick up a poem and be able to enjoy it, as well as say why he thinks it’s good or bad; which I think is the essence of teaching literature — not to teach them jxDems, as such, but to teach them the 
tools of judgement.

KARiUKi: You’d say that it’s more important to relate literature to the lives of the children, teach them about standards and 
then branch off?

RUBADiRi: Yes. Teach our children to read, which they ve never 
learned for these last 50 years.
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