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TODD MATSHIKIZA
REINHARDT CASSIRER

A T  sunrise his friend, the Danish Consul, raised his coun
try’s flag at half mast.

In the afternoon Lusaka Cathedral was packed.
Against the dark dress of the crowd, the light through 

the stained glass windows brought out the uniforms and 
boaters of his daughter’s class mates, the jazzy shirts of 
the Radio Zambia Band, the shirts of young mourners who 
did not possess jackets.

The ehoir of the Mzumba Dancers, on tour from South 
Afriea, and the guitarists of the band filled the vast church 
with the measured tune of the opening bars of King Kong. 
The giant bass unashamedly cried through his singing.

The Mzumbas had sacrificed two performances at Kitwe 
and journeyed by bus two hundred miles, to sing for him.

At the cemetery, Cabinet Ministers joined his friends as 
pall bearers; a Cabinet Minister spoke. The President’s 
wife was escorted by his Aide de Camp; he carried a bou
quet on a velvet cushion.

Long after the graveside service had ended and the 
speeches been made, women intoned hymns. Song for a 
musician.

Where onee only white men were buried, Todd is now 
resting, a few feet away from the old grave of one Stoffel 
Johannes Nel.



TODD MATSHIKIZA
CASEY  MOTSISI

One morning the phone rang. Mr. Barney Simon, edi
tor of the “ Classic Quarterly”  asked me if I could write 
a piece on Todd Matshikiza who had died prematurely in 
Zambia.

It could be that I was .still upset and rattled by the news 
of Todd’s death l)ecause I barked hack to Barney couldn’t 
he ask someone else to do the piece and hanged the receiver 
hack.

But after some moments of thought and inventory I 
knew it was not because I was still shocked at the tragic 
news that Todd was dead.

Todd’s death, chalked up among the others, seemed like 
an Exodus, I felt. Todd fresh on the heels of Can Themha. 
Rather annoying.

Yet I also felt who was I to write about Todd the man 
I knew and did not know? Yes, I knew Todd but in some 
ways I found him an enigma.

I was first introduced to Todd —  funny name —  via 
tlie written word while I was at the Normal College in 
Pretoria. I was at the time editor of the college magazine, 
“ The Normalite”  and I remember asking writers like Stan
ley Motjuwadi, “ Doc”  Bikitsha, Desmond Tutu and others 
wiio were at the college with me to give me stories geared 
along the vein of Todd’s style.

They did. But the Todd chuckle was missing. On one 
of the articles I had misgivings and apprehensions. 
But nonetheless I felt it shouldn’t be left unpublished. The 
article was from “ Doc.”  A sort of comedy of errors titled 
“ A pair of gloves.”

Publish and he damned.. After publication I got sus
pended from college by our humourless principal but some
how I felt that this was a blessing in disguise although my 
parents didn’t think so.

School was getting on my nerves.
Can Themha offered me a job on “ Africa”  magazine 

whieh was the sister publication to DRUM magazine and 
the year was 1954.

When I walked into the offices of DRUM publications 
on the second floor where the Rand Daily Mail building



was in Main Street, I was eager and yet afraid to meet this 
guy called Todd Matshikiza.

When Can introduced us I was surprised. I was intro- 
dueed to a short man who kept rubbing his palms together 
and who seemingly refused to erase the smile from his face. 
This short man with the healthy laugh was the man of 
my dreams?

It was him. It was him. He had a warm if jerky hand- 
shake. I immediately felt that I would get along fine with 
Todd. “ You’ll like the bum, he is the works, son,”  Can 
said as if reading my thoughts.

At the time Todd was doing advertising and showbiz for 
DRUM. His writing was beautiful and full of fun. That 
is why when I was promoted to sub-editor on DRUM I used 
to hanker for his copy long before his deadline.

I used to peep into his office and ask him for his “ With 
The Lid Off’ copy just so I could read what he had written. 
Todd, who called everybody ineluding his pretty wife, 
Esme,“  ‘ Chom,”  would oblige with the copy within 30 
minutes.

He used to harness his words with a subtle simplicity 
which marked him out as a man of talent. Can Themba 
referred to his style as “ Matshikeze.”  It was inimitable 
in its ungrammatical experimentations. It was a melody.

The kind of melody that Todd poured into the play 
“ King Kong”  which was a hit here and abroad and which 
also gave Miriam Makeha her first big break into the firma- 
nent world of stage and film.

While rehearsals for “ King Kong”  were taking place, 
DRUM had moved to Samkaye House in Troye Street which 
was in the shadow of The White House, a swinging shebeen 
which was run by “ Bra Whitey.”

We all used to frequent this famous hooch house where 
you could get any amount of hooch on the Black Book. 
Todd used to come in carrying a mini coke and order a 
half-nip all the while rubbing his palms together.

He would take it in one gulp and dash out of the house, 
smirking his lips. It was a half-hourly ritual but Todd 
would never be caught with a stagger.

This might be pinned down to the fact that Todd had 
an unnatural fear for Cops. One day he and Can Themba 
and Bob Gosani were nabbed in a “ mixed”  shindig in Hill- 
brow. Boh came back from The Fort with the story that 
Todd was a sorry siglit who had given the impression that 
tlte world had come to an end.



Some of the prisoners, Boh said, had quizzed them asking 
them what “ heat”  they covered. One of them was a mem- 
her of the Msomi Gang of Alexandra. According to Bob’s 
story when he was asked what he did on the paper he truth
fully admitted that he was doing “ Nite Life”  which was 
an entertainment column.

“ I see,”  said the quizzer. “ You are the one who writes 
about what we do during the night and tipping off the 
cops?”  Todd was slapped several times across the face.

Todd, as I know him, was very conscious of his five-foot
nothing height. Behind his back we used to call him five- 
by-five but he somehow came to know about this nickname 
and if he could hear you referring to him by that name he 
would make all hell break loose.

Another name called him by was “ Kid Half-nip. He 
could stomach this one and actually found it very funny. 
But on one occasion he didn’t find very funny when he 
caught us at Aunt Peggy’s joint drinking a straight of 
“ Three times a day”  which is what Dolly Rathebe calls 
gin. And the Lady of the Blues had ordered the straight 
for the gang.

Todd came in later and ordered a half-nip. The Doll 
got unreasonably mad. She grabbed Todd, threw him to 
the floor and sat on his chest while she knocked off her 
drink with Todd kicking around and muffling for help.

Todd had the energy of two beavers . . . always rushing. 
In his talk, walk, eating and creating musical masterpieces. 
But when Harry Bloom, author of the banned book, “ Epi
sode”  and script-writer of the musical opera “ King Kong”  
picked on Todd to score the music for the play, Todd really 
worked himself to the bone.

At the time DRUM’s offices were situated in Troye Street. 
Bra Whitey’s White House hooch house was just a smelling 
distance from there and one morning when I had passed 
there for a shot to clear the cobwebs from my hangovered 
brain I met Todd along Marshall Street.

He was acting funny. Jumping like a Mexican jelly bean 
and almost turning cartwheels. I thought he had gone bon
kers. I heaved a sigh of relief after I had later learned that 
the doctors had probed and came up with the conclusion 
that the matter with Todd was just nervous breakdown. 
Nothing that a good rest couldn’t take care of.

But as I came to know Todd better I felt his bravado was 
the result of an inferiority complex. He had the genius to 
create beauty but somehow he was just not aware of it. 
In his pursuit for acceptance and recognition he burnt him
self out.



He was an Oddyseus in his love for his wife, Esme, 
whose attraction was the coalescence between Miriam Make- 
ba’s tone and Mona Lisa’s smile. A wonderful woman 
without trying. Todd wrote a book “ Chocolates for my 
Wife,”  dedicated to Esme.

It was typical of Todd. Typical too of our Republic that 
the powers that be banned the book which was written in 
exile in London. He was also “ silenced’ in exile.

Todd died in Zambia. Reading between the lines of 
the reports about his death I felt that Todd gave up the 
struggle for life with the feeling that his efforts to make 
it the beauty that the Almighty planned it to be was beyond 
his powers.

Yet he had the powers. Powers brilliant in their sim
plicity. In a nutshell his philosophy read: “ We art bre
thren.”  But somehow we are not mature enough to accept 
this fact,



TODD MATSHIKIZA
ALFRED KUMALO

^ H E  first time I met Todd Matshikiza, author-journalist- 
musician playwright, I must confess I didn’t like him 

very much. I felt like taking a swipe at the jockey-sized 
man. This is why.

In 1955 I was a struggling freelance photographer for a 
Sunday paper; Post. Todd was then assistant news-editor 
and art-critic of the paper. Like all freelancers I tried 
to put in as much as I could so once I ventured into the 
strange field of news reporting hy handing in a news story 
to him. Usually photographers are expected to give the 
details when they come in with stories but on this ill-fated 
day Todd insisted that I write it out on the typewriter, a 
contraption I had not mastered then. As a welcome com
promise however he asked me to do it long hand, hut The 
Little Mite was breathing down my neck all the time.

It was strenuous writing the piece because I had over
heard complaints that Todd was “ fussy”  so I had to do my 
best. I wrote, re-wrote, re-wrote until my back ached, be
fore Todd accepted my copy with his wide grin and slap on 
the back.

Yes, Todd was that kind of perfectionist. The quality that 
was later to earn him the distinction of writing the pul
sating music for the greatest African jazz opera King Kong.

When Todd died in Zambia he was one of the many 
silenced African writers in “ exile” . But who could silence 
the lilting, little rhythm man? The King Kong record is 
still part of most township households and even suburburn 
homes and his classic “ Hamba Kahle”  (Go Well” ) is sung 
by school children at funerals and farewell functions. 
Ironically Orlando High School pupils sang Hamba Kahle 
for Senator Kennedy when he visited Soweto. The song 
made me and other colleagues remember and talk about 
Todd.

After my first encounter with Todd I was to work with and 
almost hero-worship him until he left for the United King
dom, With special permission from the Airport steward I 
remained with Todd, his wife Esme and their two children



until only a few minutes before the plane took off. When 
we shook hands in the plane the impish sense of humour, 
his ear-to-ear grin and the inevitable “ Ahoy There”  that 
he shouted to all he knew, were missing.

Seriously he told me that he was going for good. I 
eouldn’t believe him. But how prophetic?

I was to meet Todd in 1963, two years later when he 
was settled with his family in a flat in London. What a 
re-union! Tood wanted to know about everybody and 
everything at home. Despite the celebrity he then was he 
still inquired about Slingsby, a nightwatch at the building 
where our paper was housed when he left.

Todd loved people no matter how humble and this must 
have come in good stead for him as a musician, playwright 
and journalist.

Todd was a funny man. When all who had contributed 
to the success of King Kong were in high spirits at a party 
held at the Witwatersrand University Todd was the only 
one who seemed down in the dumps. When we wanted to 
know whether he was ill or something, Todd surprisingly 
replied that he had asked for it. What he meant by this 
was that that what he had done in King Kong had commit
ted him. He had to go one step better.

Oddly enough although Todd is dead when we remem
ber him it is always with the laughs he caused, sometimes 
unwittingly.

As a pianist with a jazz band Todd made good. As a 
composer he still stands out as our greatest. He also made 
it as a writer in his book,”  Chocolates for my Wife.”

For the record Todd is dead and silenced in his own 
country.

But record can he so misleading. Todd will never die and 
Todd will be listened to daily for generations to come. 
Hamba Kahle!



WHITE LIES
STANLEY MOTJUWADI

Humming Maggie.
Hit by a virus, 
the Caucasian Craze, 
sees horror in the mirror. 
Frantic and dutifully 
she corrodes a sooty face, 
braves a hot iron comh 
on a shruhhy scalp.
I look on.

I know pure white, 
a white heart,
white, peace, ultimatp virtue. 
Angels are white 
angels are good.
Me I’m hlack,
black as sin stuffed in a snuff-tin. 
Lord, I’ve been brainwhitewashed.

But for Heavens sake God,
Just let me be.
Under cover of my darkness 
let me crusade.
On a canvas stretching from here 
To Dallas, Memphis, Belsen, Golgotha. 
I’ll daub a white devil.
Let me teach black truth.
That dark clouds aren’t a sign of Doom, 
but hope. Rain. Life.
Let me unleash a volty holt of black, 
so all around may know black right.



TAKEN FOR A RIDE
STANLEY MOTJUWADI

I get my cue
from the glint in the cop’s eye.
I have seen it before.
So I have to find it.
I pull away from Mono 
and hug myself in desparation.
Up, down, hack, front, sides, 
like a crazed tribal dancer.
I had to find it.
Without it I’m lost, with it I ’m lost.
A cipher in Albert Street.
I hate it. I nurse it, 
my pass, my everything.
Up, down, back, front, sides.
Mono’s lip twitches,
She looks at me with all the love.
She shakes her head nervously.
Up, front, sides, back, down, 
like a crazed tribal dancer.
Molimo !
The doors of the kwela-kwela gape,
I jabber at Mono.
The doors swing lazy, sadistic like Jonah’s whale. 
A baton pokes into my ribs.
I take the free ride.

THE RAIN IN THE VELD
OSWALD MTSHALI

Dripping like an unpreened cat 
tossed by a prankster’s hand 
into a tubfull of icy water 
chilling the bones and setting 
the marrow into an unsalted broth.
To lick the laughing lips 
jellied by a cold mucous 
flowing from an unwiped running nose.
To be a young capering cowherd
with an empty billycan buckled to the belt
and driving a homeward bound herd
of robust cows with hides steambathing
blood-gorged ticks and frisking calves with
nostrils spurting steam jets, O ! so cavorting carefree.



THE WOMAN FROM AMERICA
BESSIE HEAD

This woman from America married a man of our villaj^e 
and left her eountry to come and live with him here. She 
descended on us like an avalanche. People are divided into 
two camps. Those who feel a fascinated love and those who 
fear a new thing. The terrible thing is that those who fear 
are always in the majority. This woman and her husband 
and children have to be sufficient to themselves because 
everything they do is not the way people here do it. Most 
terrible of all is the fact that they really love each other 
and the husband effortlessly and naturally keeps his eyes 
on his wife alone. In this achievement he is seventy years 
ahead of all the men here.

We are such a lot of queer people in the Southern part 
of Africa. We have felt all forms of suppression and are 
subdued. We lack the vitality, the push, the devil-may-care 
temperament of the people of the north of Africa. Life has 
to seep down to us from there and that pattern is already es
tablishing itself. They do things first, then we. We are 
always going to be confederators and not initiators. We are 
very materialistically minded and I think this adds to our 
fear. People who hoard little hits of things cannot throw 
out and expand, and, in doing so, keep in circulation a 
flowing current of wealth. Basically, we are mean, selfish. 
We eat each other all the time and God help poor Botswana 
at the bottom.

Then, into this narrow, constricted world came the 
woman from America like an avalanche upon us. Some 
people keep lioping she will go away one day, hut already 
her big strong stride has worn the pathways of the village 
flat. She is everywhere about because she is a woman, re
solved and unshakeable in herself. To make matters worse 
or more disturbing she comes from the West side of 
America, somewhere near California. I gather from her 
conversation that people from the West are stranger than 
most people, and California is a place where odd and weird 
cults spring up every day. For instance, she once told me



about tile Church-of-tlie-Hcadless-Chicken! It seems an 
old woman bought a chicken but the place where she bought 
it was very haphazard about killing and plucking fowls. 
They did not sever the head properly and when the old 
woman brought the chicken home and placed it on the 
kitchen table, it sprang up out of the newspaper and began 
walking about with no head and no feathers —  quite naked. 
It seems then that the old woman saw a vision, grabbed the 
chicken and ran next door to a neighbour who had been 
bed-ridden for many years, and, in great excitement, told 
him the strange happening. The poor old bed-ridden neigh
bour leapt from the bed, healed of his ailment and a miracle 
had been performed. The story spread like wild-fire and 
in a matter of hours money was collected, a congregation 
formed and the Church-of-the-Headless-Chicken was born. 
The chicken was interviewed by many newspapers and kept 
alive for some months on soluble food mixture dropped into 
its open gullet!

Then, another thing too. People of the West of America 
must be the most oddly beautiful people in the world; at 
least this woman from the West is the most oddly beautiful 
person I have ever seen. Every cross current of the earth 
seems to have stopped in her and blended into an amazing 
harmony. She has a big dash of Africa, a dash of Germany, 
some Cherokee and heaven knows what else. Her feet are 
big and her body is as tall and straight and strong as a 
mountain tree. Her neck curves up high and her thick 
black hair cascades down her back like a wild and tor
mented stream. I cannot understand her eyes though, ex
cept that they are big, black and startled like those of a 
wild free buck racing against the wind. Often they cloud 
over with a deep, intense brooding look.

It took a great deal of courage to become friends with 
a woman like that. Like everyone here I am timid and 
subdued. Authority, everything can subdue m e; not 
because I like it that way but because authority carries the 
weight of an age pressing down on life. It is terrible then 
to associate with a person who can shout authority down. 
Her shouting matches with authority, is the terror and 
sensation of the village. It has come down to this. Either 
the woman is unreasonable or authority is unreasonable, 
and everyone in his heart would like to admit that authority 
is unreasonable. In reality, the rule is : If authority does 
not like you then you are the outcast and humanity asso
ciates with you at their peril. So, try always to be on the 
right side of authority, for the sake of peace, and please 
avoid the outcast. I do not say it will be like this forever. 
The whole world is crashing and inter-changing itself and



even remote bush villages in Africa are not to be left 
out!

It was inevitable though that this woman and I should 
be friends. I have an overwhelming curiosity that I can
not keep within hounds. I passed by the house for almost 
a month, but one cannot crash in on people. Then one day, 
a dog they have had puppies and my small son chased one 
of the puppies into the yard and I chased after him. Then 
one of the puppies became his and there had to he discus
sions about the puppy, the desert heat and the state of the 
world, and as a result of curiosity an avalanche of wealth has 
descended on my life. My small hut-house is full of short 
notes written in a wide sprawling hand. I have kept them 
all because they are a statement of human generosity and the 
wide care-free laugh of a woman who is as busy as women 
the world over about things women always entangle them
selves in —  a man, children, a home . . . Like this .

Have you an. onion to spare? It’s very quiet here this 
morning and I’m all fagged out from sweeping and cleaning 
the yard, shaking blankets, cooking, fetching water, hathing 
ehildren, and there s still the floor inside to sweep, and 
dishes to wash and myself to hathe —  it’s endless!”
Or again . . .

Hsve you an extra onion to give me until tomorrow? 
If so, I ’d appreciate it. I ’m trying to do something with 
these awful beans and I’ve run out of all of my seasonings 
and spiees. A neighbour brought us some spinach last night 
so we re in the green. I ’ve got dirty clothes galore to wash 
and iron today.”
Or . . .

I m sending the kids over to get 10 minutes’ peaee in 
which to restore my equilibrium. It looks as if rain is 
threatening. Please send them back immediately so they 
won t get eaught out in it. Any fiction at your house? I 
could use some light diversion.”
Or . . .

“ I am only returning this tin in order to get these young 
folk out of my hair long enough pour faire my toilette. I ’ve 
still cleaning up to do and I’m trying to collect my thoughts 
in preparation for the day’s work. It looks like we face 
another scorcher today!”
And, very typical . . .

“ This has been a very hectic morning! First, I was 
rushing to finish a few letters to send to you to post for 
me. Then it began to sprinkle slightly and I remembered 
you have no raincoat, so I decided to dash over there my



self with the letters and the post key. At the very moment 
I was stepping out of the door, in stepped someone and 
that solved the letter posting problem, but I still don’t 
know whether there is any mail for me. I’ve lost my P.O. 
Box key! Did the children perhaps drop it out of that 
purse when they were playing with it at your house yester
day?”

Or my son keeps getting every kind of chest ailment and 
I prefer to decide it’s the worst . . .

“ What’s this about whooping cough! Who diagnosed it? 
Didn’t you say he had all his shots and vaccinations? The 
D.P.T. doesn’t require a booster until after he’s five years 
old. Diphtheria —  Pertussis (Whooping cough) —  Teta
nus is one of the most reliable vaccinations. This sounds in
credible! You know all three of mine and I have had 
hoarse, dry coughs but certainly it wasn’t whooping cough. 
Here’s Dr. Spock to reassure you ! ”

Sometimes too, conversations get all tangled up and 
the Afriean night creeps all about and the candles are not 
lit and the conversation gets more entangled, intense; and 
the children fall asleep on the floor dazed by it all. The 
next day I get a book flung at me with vigorous exaspera
tion . . .

“ Here’s C. P. Snow. Read him, dammit! ! And dispel a 
bit of that fog in thy cranium. The chapters on Intellec
tuals and the Scientific Revolution are stimulating. Read 
it, dammit! !”

I am dazed too hy Mr. C. P. Snow. Where do I begin to 
understand the industrial use of electronics, atomic energy, 
automation in a world of mud huts? What is a machine 
tool? he asks. What are the Two Cultures and the Scientific 
Revolution? The argument could be quaint to one who 
hasn’t even one leg of culture to stand on. But it isn’t really, 
because even a bush village in Africa begins to feel the tug 
and pull of the spider-web of life. Would Mr. Snow or 
someone please write me an explanation of what a machine 
tool is? I’d like to know. My address is: Serowe, Bots
wana, Africa.

The trouble with the woman from America is that 
people would rather hold off sensing her world to be shock
ingly apart from theirs. But she is a new kind of American 
or even maybe will be a new kind of African. There isn’t 
anyone here who does not admire her. To come from a 
World of chicken, hamburgers, T.V., escalators and what 
not to a village mud-hut and a life so tough, where the most 
you can afford to eat is ground millet and boiled meat ? 
Sometimes you cannot afford to eat at all. Always you have



to trudge miles for a bueket of water and carry it home on 
your head. And to do all this with loud, ringing, sprawl
ing laughter?

Black people in America care about Africa and she has 
come here on her own as an expression of that love and 
concern. Through her too, one is filled with wonder for a 
country that breeds individuals about whom, without and 
within, rushes the wind of freedom. I have to make my
self clear, though. She is a different person who has taken 
hy force what America will not give black people. We had 
some here a while ago, sent out by the State Department. 
They were very jolly and sociable, but for the most in
nocent questions they kept saying: “ We can’t talk about 
tbe government. That’s politics. We can’t talk politics.”  
Why did they come here if they were so afraid of what the 
American government thinks about wbat they might think 
or say in Africa? Why were they so afraid? Africa is not 
alive for them.. It seems a waste of State Department’s 
money. It seems so strange a thing to send people on good
will projects and at the same time those people are so 
afraid that they jump at the slightest shadow. Why are they 
so afraid of the government of America which is a govern
ment of fredom and democracy? Here we are all afraid of 
authority and we never pretend anything else. Black people 
who are sent here by tbe State Department are tied up in 
some deep and shameful hypocrisy. It is a terrible pity be
cause such things are destructive to them and hurtful to 
us.

The woman from America loves both Africa and Ameri
ca, independently. She can take what she wants from both 
and say: “ Dammit” . It is a most strenuous and difficult 
thing to do.



CHARLES G. MOUNT

Wells empty, rivers dry,
cattle ribs tight as opened umbrellas. 
Quivering anthills litter the bushland 
like parehed blisters, 
and the caustic sun crisps them, ochre, 
the eolour of burnt manna.

The thirsty shall drink . . . .
And I know the rains are near because
I see a tree upon a hill
slowly preparing,
covering its starkness
with small leaves.
They thicken —
buds open stiffly,
twigs flex cauterised fingers,
and throbbing with pain
they flower
and turn to the sky,
as if in prayer.
The tree trembles, 
exhausted with the intensity 
of this act of faith.
It grits its teeth, 
opens new shoots 
bigger, greener, 
pushing,
offering crimson petals to the dry air, 
stretching its being heavenward 
in a cry for relief.
The roots squeeze so hard for moisture

that the earth cracks open, 
the sun is darkened, 
and the sky clouds over.



PATRICK CULLINAN
The river moves into the sea, 
W aves break in the estuary:
In the tide the land goes.
From a fishing boat voices 
Sound across the water 
Speaking, it seems in the heat. 
From the horizon or where 
The sky and sea 
Are one blank thing.
At my feet the carcase 
Of a monkey jumps 
And roars with flies;
There are great pods 
And branches from inland. 
The sand flows and grinds 
To sand: Africa.
The sky and sea 
Are one blank thing.
And once again the best 
Must suffer, through pain 
Absorb a sort of freedom.
And once again the strong 
Crush blindly.
Instinctively the weak 
Demand each blow.
The sky and sea 
Are one blank thing.
Inheritors of hate what 
Can we offer? What can atone 
The weak, the strong?
Grain by grain they are 
The earth we stand upon :
Silt and sand.
Detritus of the sun.
The sky and sea 
Are one blank thing.
Mens’ voices sound across 
The water, and where I walk 
The surf spreads 
Leaves on the shore.
Raising glasses I bring 
Birds and the river; the brown 
Land closer.
The sky and sea 
Are one blank thing.



LYNTON STEPHENSON

^ L A IR E  Hadley lay watching the dawn hy the changing 
of the light in her bedroom. When the walls were 

quite white, she got up.
Outside, a Zulu boy whistled, high, as he herded in the 

cows for their early milking. The rest of the farm was 
covered in Sunday quiet.

On the window-sill, the petals of the sprig of first pear 
blossom were transparent in the thin sunlight. Winter 
had not yet gone out of the mornings, and Claire hunched 
her shoulders as she laid out her Sunday clothes. It was 
not so much a ritual, as a game. Her nanny had taught it 
her; to lay out each garment and undergarment in the 
order in which one puts them on, and then to hurdle as fast 
as possible through everything until, suddenly, one was 
dressed. And ready.

She clattered downstairs, the heels of her man’s sandals 
slapping the boards. She plumped a few cushions, shook 
out the curtains, then told the maid to serve her her break
fast on the verandah.

She had her breakfast, and a cigarette, and absently scat
tered some crumbs for the messy sparrows that lived in a 
corner of the verandah. Then she went upstairs to put on 
the dry straw hat that she always wore to Mass.

Mass was celebrated in the little school she had built for 
African children on her farm. Every Sunday, the Irish 
priest came in his battered Land Rover from the mission 
station, said Mass at half-past eight, then went back to the 
mission to do the same thing again at twelve o’clock.

Claire was considered the local Kaffirboetie, and was un
popular in the district. Her little school was always being 
threatened by official intervention. But Claire’s momen
tum carried her and her school through every crisis.

She pulled on her yellowed lace gloves, and climbed up 
into her twelve-year-old Ford. She always felt important, 
sitting up there on the puffy, slippery seat of the huge car. 
Although it had not yet rained, and would be dusty, she 
rolled down her window. She turned on the radio, and it



crackled under tlie tin roof of the garage. It was set per
manently on Lourenco Marques, because she liked music 
when she drove. It was about two miles to the schoolroom, 
over a rough track that ran through haylands and past 
mieliefields still filled with pale stubble. Claire drove fast, 
always, expertly missing the larger bumps and holes and 
enjoying the smaller ones. The brim of her hat snapped 
and flapped in the wind from the window. A great ochre 
trail of dust bloomed out behind the car. Small insects 
crashed into the windscreen.

Octavius Enselin’s little farm adjoined Claire Hadley’s. 
His house was just half a mile from the school, so he walked 
to Mass. He was the only other white ever to attend. And 
he was not even Catholic. Sitting slouched and tousled at 
the front, and Claire sitting thin and upright at the back.

It seemed to have become summer in the last two hours, 
and the sun was already hot. Octavius’ unpolished black 
oxfords became grey with the dust. He loped seraggy and 
alone. Small birds rose from the grass and buzzed away 
into the deepening heat. Perhaps the heat would bring 
early rain. After the first purple and black storms, the 
mushrooms would be out.

Claire was happy. The car heaved and bounced over the 
rough road, pop music billowed out of the radio. She 
hummed loudly to it. She loved forward motion. To be 
going somewhere. She enjoyed the serviee, and looked for
ward to it. Religion had, for her, only its immediate emo- 
tional content. Claire was completely unconcerned with 
abstractions or speculations of any nature. When the 
priest  ̂had first come to the mission, he had mistaken 
Claire’s attitude and tried, once, to discuss theology and 
politics with her. She had become nervous and upset. 
When he saw that she could not understand or accept any 
but the simplest concepts, she became more important to 
the priest. His own attitude towards her turned to one of 
delighted coneern and respect. Yet, from then on, Claire 
had maintained a distance between them.

Something on the side of the road eaught her attention. 
She fought the old car to a halt. In the yellow grass taller 
than they, seven or eight tiny African children were run
ning furiously. Claire, with the loud music from the radio 
blowing about her, thought they were racing the car, and, 
smiling, began to let in the clutch again. Then she saw 
what was happening. A child of about two, a little naked 
girl, was running, screaming above the row of the engine 
and the music, a few feet ahead of the others. They were 
stooping every few yards to pick up stones, which they



tlirew. Some carried sticks. The little girl was bleeding 
from her face and body.

A young African woman, her big bosom bouncing, shout
ing furiously, overtook the children, scattering them like 
finches. She caught the little girl up a few feet from Claire. 
Claire recognised the woman. The child continued scream
ing, and grabbed at the girl’s legs. Claire looked at the 
child again. The other children had been black —  this 
one was tan. Snatching a handful of tissues from the box 
she kept beneath the dashboard, Claire got out of the car 
and tried to wipe the child’s face. She looked up at the 
girl, whose face was wearing an expression of what seemed 
to Claire to be nervous insolence. ‘Whose child is this?’ 
‘Mine,’ said the woman.

Claire could feel herself beginning to shake. She trfed 
to control it. She had been trying all her life to stop her
self shaking when nervous or upset.

‘Who is the father?’ The woman was silent, staring at 
her. Claire could feel her knees beginning to wobble.

‘Who is the father?’
The girl looked away.
‘You don’t have to tell me. But why are they tormenting 

the child?’ The woman still didn’t answer, but lifted her 
face to stare at Claire again. Claire repeated her question. 
The girl merely indicated the child with her hand, as 
though explaining everything.

Claire got back into the car. The young woman picked 
up her child, comforting it now, and walked hurriedly 
away.

For some minutes Claire had to sit still and let her body 
stop twitching. Then she drove on to the school.

The priest was already there, still in his black habit, lean
ing against his dusty vehicle, chatting to a little knot of his 
black flock. As Claire drew up, he raised and extended his 
arms in an enormous gesture of welcome, or some private 
parody, and his face creased into its brilliant ginger smile. 
Claire could hear his booming brogue before she was out 
of the car. It made her want to cringe under the dash
board. She stood in the powdery schoolyard, however, 
Wearing a thin smile and nodding to his expansive prattle. 
The sky seemed very close to her hat. The schoolroom was 
snrall and distant across the little yard. Eventually, his 
attention was diverted, and she stumbled across to the 
school. It was stifling inside, under the iron, and sitting 
'ery upright in her usual chair at the back, she could feel 
the sweat beginning on her brow. Only she wasn’t sure



that it was the heat. Octavius was already there, sprawled 
at the front. He turned to give her a weak smile of greet
ing. She gave him a brittle nod, and returned his smile, 
but weaker. She had noticed, besides his usual Sunday 
unshaveness, that his face looked puffy and dilapidated.

It was some time before the room was filled. The Afri
cans chattered and gossiped, smiling friendly hut shy greet
ings to Claire, who bobbed like a nervous parakeet in 
return. One woman was talking loudly and fast, declaim
ing, her voice soaring above the general hubbub. The 
priest entered, magnificent, his splendour enhanced by the 
crude background of the schoolroom.

The voluble woman didn’t notice the priest’s entry. He 
stood quietly waiting for her to finish, smiling and winking 
to his congregation. Someone told her loudly to shut up. 
She started, saw the priest in his glory, and broke off her 
harangue with a sort of gulp. She slid down in her seat 
with her hands covering her face, giggling nervously. She 
continued to giggle to herself in bursts throughout the ser
vice, despite glares and kicks and remarks from those about 
her. Ordinarily, Claire would have found the situation 
funny, but today was irritated. The giggling increased Iier 
nervousness. She closed her eyes and tried to retreat into 
the hot humming of the sun on the roof, the priest’s Latin 
drone. But it didn’t work, and she opened her eyes to look 
for Octavius’ blond dishevelled head among the neat round 
black ones. At first she couldn’t find it, but then he moved 
and she saw him. She closed her eyes again. There was so 
much she just did not know or understand. About Octavius, 
about everything.

He had just arrived at Mass one Sunday morning about 
five years before, shortly after he had bought his farm. 
He had paid cash for it and it was his alone, he had said 
almost challengingly. Claire knew the bit of ground well. 
About eighty acres, of which perhaps twenty were of any 
earthly use. At first, he had come to Mass regularly, and 
once or twice she had invited him home for tea. He had 
spoken nervously about his plans for the little farm, about 
how he would find a wife. But there was a kind of despera
tion in the way he talked and after a few minutes he would 
dry up and just sit. Claire would try and eommunicate, 
sensing his aloneness, but his withdrawal made her nervous 
and unsure.

She stopped inviting him home. He didn’t seem to 
notice. He came less frequently to Mass, and he grew 
scraggier and thinner and dirtier. He seemed retreated, 
curled up. Even meeting him on the street in the village,’



he responded to lier greetings as though he were looking 
U p  from beneath something. Claire knew that he was 
barely scraping a living off the miserable plot. Once he 
had bought some seed potatoes and an old plough from her, 
and paid for neither. She didn’t care about not being paid. 
Rather, his situation increased the involuntary and instinc
tive maternalism she felt towards him. At times, she had 
a desire to stretch out her hand and smooth his barbarian’s 
head.

Then it was over. Claire remained sitting upright in 
her chair, waiting for the people to shuffle past. Octavius 
was amongst the last to leave. As he passed her, she tapped 
him on the wrist. He stopped, and smiled awkwardly 
down at her.

‘Please come home for tea with me’ . At first she thought 
he would refuse and she would, God help her, have to use 
a more direct approach. But he did a sort of spastic bob, 
and accepted.

They talked desultory generalities in the car. She switch
ed the radio on, then switched it off again. She hit some 
of the bigger bumps.

At the house, she showed him into the living room. It 
Was a tall, musty, Victorian room, but not unhappy. Claire 
settled him in a chair, then disappeared to make the tea. 
She made the tea herself because she needed the time and 
relaxation of some familiar practical activity to calm and 
prepare herself. In a little while, she returned with the 
tea things, and after asking the usual questions about milk 
and sugar, decided to attack at once.

‘ I saw Matilda on the road today.’
‘Oh,’ said Octavius, and looked at her.
‘ Isn’t she working for you anymore?’
‘No.’
‘She had a little girl with her.’
Her teacup suddenly rattled on its saucer. Octavius 

looked away at something on the wallpaper.
‘What are you going to do, Octavius?’
Octavius shrugged.
‘You must do something.’
‘What can I do?’
‘Well —  you can’t just leave everything as it is. I mean, 

It s bound to get out. I’m surprised it hasn’t already. Do 
you know what it would mean?’

Octavius moved his eyes from the wallpaper to the 
window.



‘ Jail, I suppose.’
‘Yes, and besides — ’ her voice elicked shut. Claire clear

ed her throat. ‘Besides, they’re tormenting the child. The 
other children, I mean.’

Octavius sat. Claire sat. The tall room seemed dismal. 
The grandfather clock licked against the wall. The sun 
beat heavily on the curtains.

‘Arc you in love with her?’
Octavius sat.
‘Arc you in love with her?’
Octavius giggled, a little short spasm, his head turned 

away from her.
‘ I mean, you could run away together —  to another 

country — ’
Octavius giggled again.
‘Then why did you sl-sleep with her?’
Claire was immediately aware of how lame it sounded, 

and how the unexpected stammer made it prudish. She 
was tired. She didn’t want to go on. She wanted to get up 
brightly and go out into the garden and clip and snip at 
things and erase the whole thing from her mind for ever. 
So she just spoke without thinking. She wanted to finish it 
all, to get it over with. ‘But it must have been more than 
once —  I mean, it’s not very likely that she would fall 
pregnant from just one —  one time,’ 0  G od!

‘Yes,’ said Octavius.
‘Then didn’t you — ’ she collapsed.
‘What?’
‘Didn’t you, well think of using something, a contra

ceptive?’
Octavius spun on her, his whole body heaving. ‘What 

the bloody hell has it got to do with you?’
She opened her eyes after some minutes. Octavius was 

staring straight ahead of him. She took his cup and 
shakily filled it. As he turned his face towards her, she 
saw it was frightened and exhausted. She passed him the 
cup of pale, fragrant Earl Grey. He thanked her. She 
poured herself a cup. ‘ I ’m sorry Octavius. But please 
understand, we have to do something.’ She had to put her 
cup down again. ‘And I think I have thought of —  some
thing.’ Octavius didn’t answer. ‘There is a convent for 
coloured children I know of. I know the mother superior. 
I ’ll go down there tomorrow. Could you pay some sort of 
maintenance?’ Octavius stared straight ahead. (Anyway,’ 
continued Claire, struggling to sound matter of fact and



cheerful, like a hospital matron ‘I want you to go now and 
find Matilda and send her, or bring her, to see me this 
afternoon.’

‘Yes,’ said Octavius.
Only after he had been gone some minutes, did Claire 

remember that he had not got transport, and must be 
walking home.

She had lunch alone. The food seemed hard in her 
belly. Afterwards, she went upstairs to rest, but it was no 
good. She went down and pottered in the garden. The 
maid came out to her to say that Matilda had eome. She 
had her brought to her in the garden. The girl wore the 
same defensively insolent expression. Claire tried to ex
plain. She was eonseious of how trite and forced her 
words seemed. Of how at sixty-four she felt no more able 
to cope than she had at twenty. So she just talked of how 
it was best for the child, of how the present situation was 
intolerably dangerous, and so on. Finally the girl gave a 
single nod and left.

Claire had run out again. She had said everything there 
was to say. She struggled to find something irrelevant, 
ehatty. So she remarked on how every time she had had 
tea at a Catholic institution, a rock cake had come with it. 
‘ It's a kind of penance,’ smiled the Mother Superior, and 
the reply was just as trite, a stock-in-trade.

The Mother Superior saw Claire to her car. ‘The sooner 
the better,’ she was saying. ‘You are now an accessory after 
the fact. Miss Hadley,’ and she gave a deep chuckle.

Claire arrived home late that afternoon. She sent a note 
across to Octavius informing him that everything was 
arranged, and suggesting that he contact Matilda and make 
preparations for the child to leave as soon as possible. Claire 
was willing to drive the little girl down herself, but Octavius 
must arrange the rest. Some clothes, a little bit of linen, 
and ten pounds a month maintenance, in advance.

Octavius was waiting for her on the verandah at ten the 
next morning. ‘It’s no good,’ he said as she came up the 
steps from the garden. She ushered him into the living 
room. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Matilda won’t let the child go,’ he said.
‘What do you mean?’ repeated Claire.
‘She says she wants a hundred pounds.’
‘ But,’ said Claire, stunned ‘surely she must realise that 

having the child around is just as dangerous for her!’
‘Yes. But she also realises that I am white, and have 

More to lose by going to jail.’



‘Well,’ said Claire, ‘you’d better pay her.’
Octavius was grinning. ‘I can’t,’ he said.
‘Can you afford the maintenance’ asked Claire, a little 

drily.
Octavius fished two moist ten-Rand notes out of his 

pocket, and dropped them on the coffee table. Claire picked 
them up and went to her desk in the corner. She put the 
notes into an envelope and dropped it into her bag. Then 
she sat down and wrote out a cheque.

‘Take this into town and cash it. Say I asked you to. 
Say it’s for wages.’ She tore the cheque out of the book. 
‘ I ’ll also give you a list of things to get.’

‘I can’t,’ said Octavius. ‘My truck’s bust.’
Claire took the cheque back. She was angry and de

pressed. ‘I ’ll go, and I ’ll also get the things myself. I’ll 
add the cost on to your account. You can pay me back 
over a year.’ Octavius was still grinning.

It was nearly sunset when she stopped her car near the 
spot where she had first seen the child. It was a heavy, 
gusty day. The lowering sun was watery behind the strips 
and fragments of suffused purple clouds. Dust was blow
ing about grittily. There would he storms soon. There 
was a dark scent of veld. Claire felt tired and grubby. 
Small actions seemed to require huge effort.

Matilda was a small spot approaching through the long 
grass. Her pale cotton dress was flapping about her legs. 
Claire could see the child balanced on one shoulder. She 
didn’t expect Octavius to come, although he had said he 
would. She could now see the child plainly, bobbing up 
and down. It wore a string of beads around its middle. 
Matilda stopped a yard in front of Claire. The wind blew 
in bursts around them. Claire opened her bag, and held 
out the bundle of notes. Their ends ruffled in the wind. 
Matilda took the money, and thrust the child at Claire, then 
turned on her heel and walked away. Claire held the child 
awkwardly. It was too simple. Here it was. Naked. No 
appendages. Not even a pair of shoes. It started to cry. 
.She tried to comfort it. There was a long string of snot 
dangling from one nostril, and Claire had to fiddle clumsily 
with one hand to find the tissue box. She got into the 
car and placed the child on the seat next to her. It cried 
snufflingly. She held it to her again, until it was uneasily 
quiet. She noticed how badly the belly-button had been 
done. Not tucked neatly away. She wondered if it were 
too late to do anything about it. For the journey, she had 
wanted to dress the child in the pink and white woollen



things she had bought, hut now she just reached into the 
hack of the car fci an old rug, which she wrapped it up in. 
It started to snuffle again, and she picked it up, a dusty 
bundle, and kissed it. Then she drove away fast.

The child was sick twice on the journey, and Claire had 
had to stop. She didn’t play the radio. It was nearly eight 
o’clock when she reached the convent. She carried the 
child up the steps and went straight to the Mother Superior’s 
office. She sat the child on the edge of the desk and the 
Mother Superior came around and picked it up and jiggled 
it and poked it and cooed. The baby was dull and tired 
and didn’t respond. Claire just stood there. The kind lady 
tried to persuade her to stay for supper, but Claire refused. 
Her face was dry and tight. There was an enormous 
silence beyond the small sounds they were making. Her 
right arm ached

‘You have just one more task, responsibility, before you 
go. Miss Hadley.’ The Mother Superior’s smile was sickly. 
‘She has to have a name, you know. Please, won’t you 
give her a name? I would suggest a fairly commonplace 
one, with no point of reference that could be traced back, 
if you know what I mean.’

Claire turned at the door. Her straw hat looked ridicu
lous in the yellow light. The Mother Superior was waiting, 
the child asleep in her arms, her head inclined, the smile in 
suspension.

‘Jane Smith,’ said Claire, and left.



PETE MAGUBANE
JOYCE SIKAKANE

“ We are going to work, baby, work. Ye, ye,”  be said 
to me, spinning bis robust body like a top.

I was afraid be would fall on his big, executive-like tum- 
niy, but he didn t. Have you got a pen and note book?”  
1 nodded.

“ Then let’s Iriizz baby, buzz,”  he said, picking up a big 
black camera bag whose cover displayed badges of the 
various overseas countries “ where I ’ve been, man.”

I followed him out of the “ Township Office”  of the 
Mail amused by bis dress. He bad a red, black and white 

!>triped shirt, tight fitting fawn pants off red socks, and the 
big-soled American shoes worn by “ the soul brotliers back 
home in the States.”

We were off to start a feature article on Edenvale Loca- 
tion Iransvaals dirtiest African slum area.

We drove in Peter’s old-model Volkswagen —  a two- 
door car which township lads had nicknamed “ Push me 

1 r  “ 2“ ^ minutes to get started and when
smoke **  ̂ clouds of

As “ Push me go’ ’ grudgingly moved towards our destina
tion I learnt from Peter that be had not been working for 
a year, since his return from London and America in 1966 
He was excited now.

We approached Edenvale Location. Smoke hovered 
over the tin village Thousands of Africans spilt into the 
dusty roads from the rusty iron shacks.

There was a stench in the air. Nightsoil buckets and 
garbage and litter almost everywhere.

“ That’s it, baby,”  Peter howled. “ Plenty material for a
fired pictures, get me

For three davs we trudged through the slum. Peter 
clicked and clicked and clicked his camera as we moved 
in the village each day.



By the end of the week, back in the office, my feature 
story was complete and Peter dropped before me on the 
desk a bundle of photographs.

As I glanced through them, I gasped at the beauty and 
charm which he’d captured in the faces of semi-naked 
children playing in garbage and ash dumps . . .  At the 
affection of a mother serving plates of dried “ pap”  to her six 
children, sitting on the floor of a dingy room.

He liad discovered hope in a people, a situation, I found 
lifeless and depressing.

Peter asked if he could read the feature story. I told 
him it was not finished yet. I lied.

After he’d left the desk, I tore up the story and threw it 
in a waste-paper basket.

In Peter’s pictures I saw the real story. I sat down and 
Wrote it.

From then on I watched his work with adoration. I was 
hurt when, for a period of six months, he became part jazz 
manager and part news cameraman.

“ There’s just nothing happening in this country any
more,”  he said. “ We only take portraits of policemen re
ceiving awards for bravery.”

When Peter had first gained international recognition, 
ten years ago, there was a lot of political activity among 
the African people.

“ Those were years when African women burnt passes. 
There were mass protests against the arrest of political lead
ers and the banning of political organisations. People were 
being removed from Sophiatown and other places. Some 
Were living in notorious slums like Cato Manor and the 
Shanty town,”  he told me.

He had started camera-clicking before he left school in 
1953 and took on a number of office and odd jobs —  in
cluding one in Kodak’s developing and printing depart
ment —  until in 1955, he joined Drum’s staff . . .  as a 
driver.

Peter’s family in Johannesburg ran a profitable fruit 
and vegetable vending business and expected him to join 
It, but he’d set his heart on becoming a cameraman.

Within three months, he was moved into “ Drum’s”  photo
graphic department.

By 1957, he’d won his first honorary mention in South 
Africa’s “ Best Press Pictures of the Year”  competition. Next 
year he took first prize with a sequence of pictures of 
bearded Josiah Madzunya, leader of the now-banned Pan- 
African Congress.

Peter’s sometimes grim, sometimes charming, always 
powerful depiction of life in the townships brought him



international recognition when, in 1962, the British Photo
graphic Magazine rated him one of the 10 best cameramen 
in the Commonwealth,

He followed this up hy becoming the first African to 
hold a one-man photographic exhibition in South Africa 
—  a collection called simply “ My People.”

In 1964, while “ My People”  was being shown to London, 
he held a joint exhibition in Cologne, West Germany, with 
Jurgen Schaderberg, “ Drum’s”  former photographic editor.

“ Jurgen is the man who taught me photography,”  he 
says.

He missed the opening of the Cologne exhibition —  
passport delays.

“ My People”  brought him the offer of a London Col
lege of Printing scholarship that year, but Peter took up 
another offer, to study documentary film work in Boston, 
United States.

Which is where the “ how you he, babe”  talk and the 
big-soled shoes came in.

After six months in Boston he returned to South Africa, 
but by mid-1965 was back in the States, freelancing in Man
hattan.

At the end of 65, he decided again to return to South 
Africa; has now worked for two years for the “ Rand Daily 
Mail.”

But Peter’s far from settled. “ There is no scope in this 
country for a good photographer, black or white,”  he says. 
“ There’s just not much happening. You get stale taking 
portraits all the time.

Outside it’s hot . . there’s always something happen
ing.

“ It’s no use taking good pictures or bad pictures if 
there isn’t anyone who knows about pictures. No, I’m not 
going to stay here . . . ”

In the meantime, he’s converted one of the rooms of 
his Soweto home into a darkroom, as the first step in open
ing up a photographic workshop “ for the cameraman in 
Soweto who doesn’t have knowledge about techniques.”

“ Baby, years are fast catching up with me and I ’ve got 
to do something for boys interested in photography.

“ I have plans for this workshop. You’ll see it baby, it 
will be the best in town.

“ I’m gonna work with the boys, baby, work. Ye, Ye.”



ART SECTION
Photographs by Peter Maguhane

1. Creclie in Soweto.
2. You can't keep a good musician down.
3. Don't fence me in.
4. Graveside scene 1 : Mrs. Albert Luthuli.
5. Fire in Pimville.
6. Our cover picture.
7. Graveside scene 2 : a mother grieves.
8. Cat nap.
9. Lonesome traveller.
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THE FUN OF LIVING!
By LO N G

i was a University student we studied ,among other 
subjects, Physiology Proper —  as it was then called. 

However, i am not concerned with the subject as a whole 
but with its practical part.

Let me make it clear from the outset that the experiments 
of the practicals were not really difficult for me to carry 
out. Goodness knows there could not have been anything 
easier! But i am ashamed to say that it often seemed 
practicals and me were not destined to carry on well. A 
more ill-matched pair cannot be imagined! Apparently, 
none of us were prepared for a compromise. And up to 
date i cannot tell who of us was trying to be the funnier.

I tell you, ours was a catastrophic affair from the very 
beginning, and frequently at my expense. Between us there 
Was always a calculating inclination towards unrefined, prac
tical, and tragic jokes. That was the only diversion opened 
to both parties —  unrefined, practical, and tragic jokes. And 
as i am not very adept at practical joking myself, need i 
say anything more than i was always the under-dog!

You say you cannot understand all this? You tell me 
you do not see any meaning in it? Well, let us then go 
over the casual happenings of an ordinary day on which 
We had to carry out Physiology Proper Practicals.

I occupy my bench in the laboratory a full twenty 
minutes before time. I begin to ascertain whether or not 
1 am equipped for the practical. Of course, i soon discover 
1 have left my practicals Note-book in my locker. The loc
ker-room occupies the ground-floor, and practicals are con
ducted on the fourth-floor. You will then agree that a full 
twenty minutes is enough for anybody (besides the lame or 
blind) to rush from the fourth-floor to the ground-floor of 
nny building, and back again. And i tell you, i am neither 
lame nor blind.

So, off i rush! And down i tumble in a lift. As i 
breathlessly enter the locker-room:

“ Heavens! I have left the locker keys on the laboratory 
bench!”

I look through the open locker-room door dejectedly. And 
1 know that practicals are, so to speak, at the real practical 
now.



^Tlien, up i f ly ! Down again i tumble! I liave the keys 
with me now. I procure the Note-hook hastily, lock my 
locker, put the keys into the pocket of my white laboratory 
coat, and perform other minor precautions. I rush out for 
the lift and, now that i am inside it, i make it an indubit
able point that i press nothing else other than FOUR. The 
lift is working itself up. And, no, it does not fly past the 
fourth-floor. It stops. Stops dead —  mid-way between 
floors three and four. Of course more towards the fourth. 
Power failure or some such stupid technical fault! I wai» 
and hite my nails in despair, solitude, and darkness. And 
1 know there is nothing i can do against the practicals now. 
1 know they have been coming down full and fast upon 
me.

Then the lights burst out suddenly. I wink and smile. 
Ihe lift is moving. No. Not up this time; but down. 
Hell, for no apparent reason it simply sinks down! Ri^ht 
down to ground-floor. And it stops there. And the dotrs 
slide open to let nothing out but foul air, and nothing in 
but sheer worthless fresh air. I re-press FOUR. The doors 
fold themselves together. This time the lift conveys me to 
my destination. I look at my watch. Christ! Ten minutes 
late already? As i emerge out of the lift, i get a sickening 
apprehensive feeling of diffidence and uncertainty; because 
1 already know that the practicals have now begun their 
spate of pleasantries.

I apologise for my late-arrival to the Professor, and in
form him about the cause of my delay. He smiles and, 
after sympathising with me, concludes:

Young man, next time see to it you are with someone 
whenever such an opportunity comes your way.”

He then reminds me that the first stage of the practical 
î s a dissection of a Xenopus frog. I have to expose the 
heart, remove the pericardium, then follow the instruetions 
in my practicals sheet. I pat myself on the back for having 
gone thoroughly over the experiment in my room last night.
1 know what to do, know that very, very well. I walk to 
the far corner where a bucket, in which the frogs are stored, 
IS placed. I peer into the bucket. And i catch sight of one 
bloated fellow among the seething multitude. I conclude 
that he must be having a solid big heart which would he 
suitable for my experiment, f make a snatch at him. He 
slips between my thuinb and forefinger. I try another quick 
determined grab. This time he evades me by slipping be
tween my middle and ring fingers. I follow up with another 
attempt. And although he slides by, I have clutched him 
by one of his hind-legs. I haul him out of the bucket. He 
kicks (not the bucket), squirms, and wriggles himself like



an expert rugby player. The next moment —  yes sir, the 
next moment he is flat on the smooth, tiled, shining sur
face of the floor. He is making attempts at leaping away, 
but they are no better than those of an obese woman 
learning to swim in a one-foot deep pond. I pick him up 
and walk to my bench all smiles. I wrap him in a duster- 
paper, press his head downwards, and pith him according 
to the given instructions and the demonstration we have 
been shown. I make assurance douhly sure that I do noth
ing else other than correct pithing. It soon turns out to 
be just that, for he ogles and his moist slimy hody sags 
limply in my hands like an inspired lover.

“ Now that’s real pithing for you brother,”  i think and 
grin. I place him on his back and pin his limbs firmly 
onto the frog-board. I get hold of my dissecting instru
ments —  a gleaming pair of scissors and a silvery pair of 
forceps. I lift up his skin gently with the pair of forceps 
and perform a deft cephalo-caudal incision with the razor- 
sharp pair of scissors. I continue the incision towards the 
limbs. I flap-open the skin and observe the spasmic move
ments of the fresh-smelling, soft, pale, and oily chest muscles 
as the heart throbs within the chest cavity. The muscles 
remind me of an appetizing piece of raw bacon. I moisten 
the frog with a Ringer’s solution soaked in cotton wool.

Then a magnificent thought strikes m e:
“ H ollo! Get more cotton wool ready for an emergency. 

Always ‘ Be Prepared!”
As I lean forward to push the topmost drawer open, I 

sing to myself:
“ B.P. Be Prepared.

B.P. Baden-Powell.
B.P. Best Philosophy of Baden-Powell.
B.P. Biggest Policy of Baden-Powell.
B.P. Beautiful Power against Bloody Praeticals 1
B.P........... ”

I stop short with singing. There’s no cotton wool. I 
^oop further down and pull out the lowermost drawer. 
There’s cotton wool for you, brother! I procure the cotton 
Wool, push tlie lowermost drawer back, and rise up. I feel 
elated.

“ B.P. Bubbling Pleasure . . . . ”
Ooch! The back of my head has knocked sharply 

against the hard edge of the open topmost drawer. A chil- 
hng pain runs along my spinal cord. I crouch down and 
ttiy eyes begin to water. I curse thickly like a sordid drunk
ard until i feel better. I push the mean open drawer back 
and rise up to he confronted with an appalling sight. The 
rrog has kicked out his limbs free and they are drawing



frantic figures in the air. His breathing is fantastic —  it 
is more vigorous than before i pithed him. Heavens, he 
has revived! I steal a few glances around the laboratory 
and observe about a dozen pairs of half-amused eyes 
focused on my laboratory bench. I do not know what to 
do. You know, choking will not do any good. Let alone 
how to go about it. Cursing would not do any good either. 
The words would be ineffective. They would stumble to a 
halt beeause they are no match for my feelings.

I begin to sweat. I feel the strength, simplicity, and 
greaness of the thing i am contending with; and the 
bitter painful frustration it causes. This powerful thing 
is in us and always restrains us from realising our desires, 
our hopes, and our silly ambitions.

I hear murmurs of “ callous!”  and “ sadist!”  from some 
of my colleagues, hut ignore them. The Laboratory-Assist
ant comes to my rescue. He re-piths the frog for me. To 
re-pith —  not to double-pith —  a frog is had. During 
the time he re-piths it, i feel as you would the moment you 
hear a wailing siren of an ambulance during a deadly epi
demic. I proceed to cut obliquely across the ribs on either 
side of the sternum and reflect the cut piece towards the 
head. The heart pulsates and i seen a flow of dark blood 
within it. I make a tentative grip at the pericardium with 
my pair of forceps. I stretch the pericardium, pierce it with 
my pithing-needle, and strip it off. It peels out easily. I am 
almost through with the procedure. What is now left is to 
pare off the pericardium that sheathes the roots of the 
great vessels. So carefully do i go over this part of the dissec
tion that i am struck to observe an inch of the tip of my 
pithing needle comfortably submerged in the heart. I feel 
mad, forlorn, shocked, grieved, upset ,and guilty. A few 
minutes elapse before I can do anything. And of course 
there is ony one thing to do —  to withdraw the tip of the 
needle. No sooner have I done this than blood flows out 
effusively. I look at the bleeding heart and splutter a 
three-letter Afrikaans word.

The lieart looks ghastly. Not even Macbeth’s hands 
looked so grim after the deed. I mop the heart with a small 
roll of cotton wool but it apparently agitates the bleeding. 
I am furious with everything. And in that fury i begin to 
wonder why it is that things work out badly with me al
ways. I fall into self-pity. And you understand, the strength 
of the thing has no longer any meaning. Its simplicity is 
no longer there. It has lost all its greatness now. What is 
left of it is the mad bitter frustration it causes. A painful 
frustration.

I begin to think about the last practical we had in this



l)Ioody lalioratory. We had to listen to the sounds of a 
heating heart by means of a stethoscope. We had to hear 
simple monotonous Lub-Dub, Lub-Dub, Lub-Dub sounds. 
Nothing else. Lub-Dub, Lub-Dub, Lub-Dub. All tbe 
Physiology text-books maintain those are normal heart- 
I)eat sounds. We carried out the experiment in pairs. 
Naturally, my partner heard the Lub-Dub sound of my 
heart. But once i plugged my ears with the ear-pieces and 
listened, I picked out a sound very similar to that of two 
empty sea-shells placed close to the ears. Try what i might, 
that was the only sound i heard. There was nothing re
sembling a Lub-Dub —  not even an inkling of it. In the 
end i concluded to myself:

“ This poor man has a remarkable intriguing heart thas 
is possibly pathological.”  No doubt, an observation which 
had nothing to do with the practical. So there we were: 
the poor man excited over my heart and me terribly sor
rowful over his.

I look at the bleeding misfortune before me. I try to 
keep a cool head but the absolute silence and complete con
centration of my colleagues is jarring. I am still resolving 
whether to toss the frog through the nearest window and go 
for another one or to attract the attention of the Laboratory- 
Assistant, when i catch sight of him peeking at my frog- 
noard over my shoulder. I begin to dislike his officious
ness. And although he advises me with calm and sympathy 
to get another frog, i find myself hating him. I leave my 
bench for another frog He retires with the injured frog 
to his corner and kills it. I return with my next haul and 
begin the dissection again.

Usually, when i go over anything a second time, i come 
across a few less-bothersome snags. That is why i am 
through with what i am repeating in a short space of time. 
I wink and loll my tongue.

The next stage of the practical is child’s play. It is plain 
as a pikestaff. “ Demonstration of the inherent contractile 
property of cardiac muscle by the application of Stannus 
ligatures.”  I set up the experimental apparatus. I insert 
the drum (around which a smoked-paper is wrapped) into 
the Kymograph-rod and clamp it firm. I adjust the Kymo
graph and am satisfied with its splendid behaviour. I adjust 
the Time-Marker and the Lever. Their tips touch the sur
face of smoked-paper in the correct way. I put the frog- 
hoard on a stand. I moisten the Xenopus with a Ringer’s 
solution. I connect a delivery-tube to a flask and clamp 
them to a rod. I adjust the spout of the tube to be as near 
the heart of the frog as possible. I shut the tube and fill 
the flask with a Ringer’s solution. Everything is set aright 
nod tlie construction is a masterpiece of perfection.



I atlacli a small clip to the apex of the heart (a delicate 
procedure i master with ease) and fasten one end of a thin 
strong thread of cotton to the loop of the clip. I tie the 
other end to the Lever. I allow the solution to drop on the 
heart. And i demonstrate the normal heart-waves on the 
smoked-paper as a standard of observation. The record is 
good.

A Stannus Ligature involves two procedures. Firstly, you 
ligate the Sinus Venosus and the root of the Pulmonary 
Vein together. And secondly, you ligate the Auriculo- 
Ventricular groove. The first ligature prevents blood from 
sluicing the Auricles. The second prevents a sluicing of the 
Ventricle. The effect of each ligature on the heart-waves 
has to he demonstrated. When the second ligature is ap
plied, the heart stops to beat but soon recovers. This 
phenomenon is what we are expected to illustrate.

I have applied the first ligature and have demonstrated its 
effect. The record is good. My feelings are like those of 
someone reading a well-written story —  nervous, excited, 
and . . .  I do not know what else. I tie a loop around the 
Auriculo-Ventricular groove and draw the ends of the 
strong thread apart. As i pull, i tell myself:

“ Easy, easy, easy, e a s y !  Steady, s t e a d y ! ”  Until 
my thoughts are about to crack out in speech.

I pause for breath. The tension within me is choking. 
I resume pulling. NOT TIGHT Y E T ! I tighten again. 
You know, all the time i feel, i listen, i watch with my 
highly strung body. STILL NOT TIGHT! The vessels 
across my temples about to burst. The area of skin around 
my eyes twitehes. My nose distends. My lips crumple. 
NOT TIGHT! My hands stiffen. My face crusts. NOT 
TIG H T! I raise my stiff legs alternately from the ground 
and my body sways like a pendulum. I try to wink at a 
far colleague who is looking at me. I fail and succeed in 
throwing a heavy ashen smile at him. I kept my hands 
nervously and moisten my lips. I rub my nose and my 
upper lip trembles. I pull. Good Lord! The thread bit 
into the heart.

I look around. Most of my colleagues are through with 
the experiment. They have paeked their apparatus away. 
They wave gleaming varnished records. Stragglers will soon 
be through with the experiment, too. At the moment they 
are killing their subjects. I kill mine also. I release the 
smoked-paper. I roll and fold it. I push it down into the 
depths of the pocket of my white laboratory coat. I dis
connect the apparatus and pack them away.

And i quit the Physiology Laboratory.



AN AGONY
JOYCE NOMAFA SIKAKANE

My lieacl is heavy, my slioulders shrug,
liecause despite
all my eyes have seen
my head has said
my heart has felt,
1 do not believe
that White, Black and Yellow
cannot talk, walk, eat, kiss and share.

It worries me to think 
that only people of my colour 
will liberate me.

You mustn't trust a White man 
my grandfather used to tell me 
when I was a child.
You mustn’t think a White man cares for you 
iny people caution me.
You know when a White man wants to know you? 
W hen you bring him money I

as you.The Indian? He’s black 
But, not as poor as you.
He knows his trade —  cheating you. 
He’s happy to lend you money 
just forgets to mention 
the twenty per cent interest! 
until you have to pay it.

And the Coloured? I ask.
A g ! him, they say.
He doesn’t know where he stands.
But, he prefers his skin whitest 
And his hair straightest.
And somehow forgets the second name* 
of His black and kinky cousins!

I know of Whites, Coloureds and Indians 
who are not like that, I say.
But, I’m told they are only a few.

Now, what about you my fellow African.
We are intimidated, they say
Modinio, we’re very very busy, they say.



not losing
our passes,
our birth certificates,
our train tickets,
our rent receipts,
our urban residential permits,
(not to mention our money, our husbands and our lives).

My head is heavy, my shoulder shrug.
because despite
all my eyes have seen
my head has said
my heart has felt,
I do not believe
that White, Black and Yellow
cannot talk, walk, eat, kiss and share.



WE KILLED MANGY-DOG
LUIS BERNARDO HONW ANA

Translated by Dorothy Guedes

MANGY-DOG h a d  b l u e  e y e s
Mangy-Dog had blue eyes with no shine in them at all, 

hut they were enormous, and always filled with tears that 
trickled down his muzzle. They frightened me, those eyes. 
So big, and looking at me like someone asking for some
thing without wanting to say it.

Every day I saw Mangy-Dog walking in the shade of 
the wall around the school patio, going to the corner where 
Teacher’s chickens made their dust beds. The chickens 
didn’t even run away because he left them alone, always 
Walking slowly and looking for a dust bed that wasn’t 
taken.

Mangy-Dog spent most of the time sleeping, but some
times he walked, and then I liked to watch him, with his 
hones all sticking out of his thin body, and his old skin 
full of white hairs, scars, and lots of sores. I never saw 
Mangy-Dog run, and I really don’t know if he could, be
cause he was always trembling all over even though it wasn’t 
Cold, and swaying his head to and fro like an ox, and taking 
such crazy steps that he looked like a rickety old cart..

One day he spent the whole time at the school gate watch
ing the other dogs playing on the grass at the other side of 
the streets, running, running, and smelling under each 
other’s tails. This day Mangy-Dog trembled more than ever, 
hut it was the only time I saw him with his head raised 
and his tail erect and far away from his legs, and his ears 
pricked up with curiosity.

Sometimes the other dogs stopped playing and went to 
look at Mangy-Dog. Then they’d get cross and start to 
hark, but as he said nothing and only stood there looking 
at them, they’d turn their backs and begin to smell under 
each other’s tails again and run. One of these times Mangy- 
Oog started to whine with his mouth closed, and went up 
to the others almost running, with his head very straight 
and his ears more pricked up than ever. When the others



turned to see what he wanted, he got frightened and stopped 
in the middle of the street, hut his head was still raised and 
Ills tail still sticking up. His legs were the only things 
that were trembling, hut you could hardly notice it.

The other dogs stopped a hit to consider what to do about 
him looking at them like that. It was because Mangy-Dog 
wanted to join in with them.

Then Senhor Sousa’s dog, Bohi, said something to the 
others and slowly weht up to where Mangy-Dog was. Mangy- 
Dog pretended not to see him, and didn’t even move when 
Bohi went to smell under his tail, he just kept looking 
straight ahead. After spending a long time going round and
round Mangy-Dog, Bohi went running to the others __
Leo, Lobo, Mike, Simba, Mimosa and Lulu —  and they 
all started to hark angrily at Mangy-Dog. Mangy-Dog kept 
standing quite straight and didn’t reply, but they got angry 
and advanced on him, barking more and more loudly. It 
was then that he took fright, and retreated. Turning his 
baek on them, he eame to the school with his head low, reel- 
ing from side to side to lift his feet; and with his tail 
between his legs.

When he passed by me I heard him whining with his 
mouth closed, and I saw his blue eyes full of tears and so 
hig, like someone asking for something without wanting 

 ̂ 1 didn’t even look at me, and kept to the
shade of the school patio, with his head always swaying to 
and fro like an ox and walking like a rickety old cart to 
the place where Teacher’s ehickens made their dust beds.

The other dogs stayed for a while and harked at the 
school gate, all very angry, but then they went hack to the 
grass on the other side of the street to go on running and 
rolling and pretending to bite one another, running, run
ning, and smelling under each other’s tails.

Now and then Bohi would look towards the school gate, 
and remembering Mangy-Dog, start to bark again. The 
others, hearing him, would stop playing and also start to 
hark very angrily in the direction of tlie school gate. Some
times they d stop. But when they were quiet they'd hear 
Bobi and begin to bark again, all as angry as he was.

Mangy-Dog s skin was old, and covered with white hair, 
scars, and lots of sores. No-one liked him because he was an 
ugly dog. He always had flies clustering round the scabs 
ot his sores, and when he walked about the flies went with 
him, flying around and settling on the scabs. Nobody liked



to stroke his back like with other dogs. Well, Isatira did, 
hut Isaura was crazy, everybody knew that.

Quim told me one day that Mangy-Dog was very old, but 
that when he was young he must have been a dog with a 
shining coat like Mike. Quim also told me that Mangy- 

s sores were because of the war and the atomic bomb, 
but he might be kidding. Quim says a lot of things that the 
fellows don’t even suspect might not be true, because when 
he’s telling something we all stand around with our mouths 
open. The gang likes to hear Quim telling things 
about other places, and the films he’s seen in Lourenco 
Marques at the Scala, and all about El Indio Apache and his 
all-in wrestling and bull-fighting, and what El Indio Apache 
did to Ze I.uis at the Continental. Quim says that El Indio 
Apache doesn’t bash Ze Luis’s snout in just because he 
doesn’t feel like it.

Quim said this about Mangy-Dog being so old one day 
'vhen we saw him yawning without any teeth in his mouth. 
That was the day he told me the story of the atomic bomb. 
It was really good, with all the little Japanese kids dying like 
Anything and Mangy-Dog running, after it exploded, and 
•■unning a tremendous distance not to die. Quim didn’t 
toll me the whole story at once, he said he would only 
finish it if I behaved well inside, during the test. I let 
bini crib nearly the whole of my test, but Teacher caught 
On and gave him eight cuts on his backside. When we went 
Out I didn’t ask him to finish the story about the atomic 
bomb because he might have remembered what Teacher 
bad done to him inside and got cross with me. He only 
finished it in the afternoon at Sa’s, before we started plac
ing Seven and a Half for cigarettes. Everybody listened with 
*̂ heir mouths open. Even Sa stopped serving the custom
ers to listen to Quim telling it.

He told everything from the beginning without anyone 
Asking him to, but it was different from what he began to 
*ell at school, because now Mangy-Dog didn’t come into it. 
f didn’t say anything because he might have got cross with 
*ne.

Mangy-Dog’s skin was old, and covered with white hairs. 
Scars and lots of sores. In many places there was no hair 

all, neither white or black, and the skin was black and 
^rinkled like the skin of a Gala-gala lizard. Nobody 
bked to stroke his back like with other dogs.

Isaura was the only one who liked Mangy-Dog, and she 
^pent all her time with him, giving him her lunch to eat 
^nd patting him. But then Isaura was crazy —  everybody 
bnew that.



Teacher had already told us that she was not quite right 
in tlie head, and her father was taking her out of school 
at Christmas time.

Isaura didn t play with the other children and she was 
the oldest in Standard II. Teacher got cross with her be
cause she didn’t know anything and made mistakes in her 
copy, and she told her she didn’t get cuts only because she 
ivasn t quite all there. Isaura didn’t seem to understand and 
got that dumb look on her face, and turned all around 
looking for I don’t know what, as Teacher said.

When she went to the platform to read the lesson you 
couldn t hear anything, and everybody said: “ We can’t
hear we can’t hear” , and Teacher said the Standard IV 
children had no business to hear. Then the Standard II 
miildren would start to say: “ We can’t hear, we can’t hear” , 
leacher would get cross and kick up a devil of a row. So 
at break the other girls would make a ring around Isaura 
and dance and sing: “ Isaura-Mangy-Dog, Mangy-Dog,
-'Wanp, Isaura-Mangy-Dog, Mangy-Dog, Mangy” . Isaura 
didn t seem to understand and got that dumb look on her 
face and turned all around looking for I don’t know what, 
as leacher said.

One day I spoke to Isaura, it happened like this:
I was sitting on the school steps, right in front of the 

gate, eating my lunch. It was lunch break. Teacher was 
reading a hook and walking up and down the verandah, 
going to one end, turning, and going to the other. As she 
passed by me ( I heard her shoes going click click click on 
tlie floor) I was thinking whether I should stand up or not 
because it was a nuisance to stand up every time she passed 
me. Anyway, perhaps she would think that I didn’t notice 
Jier, as I had my back turned towards the place where she 
was walking, so she wouldn’t ask me afterwards, in the class
room, whether my parents didn’t teach me manners.

I was thinking about this and eating my lunch when I 
saw that Isaura was looking all over for Mangy-Dog. Then 
she went outside and gazed up and down the whole street. 
As she didn’t see Mangy-Dog, she stayed at the school gate 
looking all around until she saw me. She spent a long time 

then she came slowly towards the stairs, 
shuffling sideways. She climbed up, and when she got 
close to me she turned towards a pillar and started to draw 
something absent-mindedly. She asked me, as if she was 
talking to someone else I couldn’t see: “ Have you seen mv 
dog? Hey? Have you?”  ^

I didn’t answer her because it was the first time she 
had spoken to me, so she insisted: “ Didn’t he come out 
here:



Just then Mangy-Dog appeared at the gate, walking 
slow'ly, and with such crazy steps that he looked like a 
rickety old cart, and with his head swaying to and fro like 
an ox. He stopped a while, then, instead of going to the 
chickens’ sand beds, he came to the steps. I said: ‘Here he 
is’ .

Isaura turned round at once: ‘Where? Ah, my little dog
gy ! Did you go for a walk?’ Teacher passed just behind me 
( I heard her click click click coming and a louder click 
quite near me. Also, her smell floated right over me.)

Isaura went running down the stairs straight away and 
clasped onto Mangy-Dog. Teacher said: ‘My girl! Aren’t 
you ashamed of yourself? Go and wash your hands!’

I was still trying to think whether I should stand up or 
not, because I could hear her speaking right behind my 
back, although I couldn’t see her.

Isaura left Mangy-Dog and turned towards Teacher. 
Mangy-Dog was also looking at her. Then Teacher said 
to Mangy-Dog: ‘Suca!’

Mangy-Dog stood for a while looking at Teacher, with 
his big eyes looking like someone asking for something 
without wanting to say it. I saw a shining line of tears 
running down his muzzle. Teacher gave a loud yell so 
Mangy-Dog would be sure to hear: ‘Suca from here!’

Mangy-Dog turned his back and disappeared through the 
gate, saying nothing, with his walk like a rickety old cart 
and his head swaying to and fro like an ox.

Teacher went on walking (click click click from one end 
of the verandah to the other.) For a while Isaura went on 
gazing with that dumb look of hers at the place behind me 
where Teacher’s face should have been. Then she came 
slowly, shuffling sideways, and leaned against the pillar, 
scratching the whitewash very absentmindedly.

‘Did you see?’
And I said, ‘Yes, I did.’

‘She chased him away.’
‘Yes.’
We didn’t talk for a while, and then she came up to me 

with a little run and stood right in front of me so she could 
stare hard into my face. Tears came into the corners of her 
eyes, and when they filled her eyes they overflowed and ran 
down her face in two thick streaks. She asked m e: ‘Did 
you see? Did you see what she did?’

I answered : ‘Yes, I did’
‘She’s nasty! nasty! . . .’



I (lidn t say anything, and she continued : ‘Everybody’s 
nasty to Mangy-Dog . . . ’

Her eyes weren t blue, but they were big, and they bad 
tlie same look as Mangy-Dog’s —  like someone asking for 
something without wanting to say it.

Then she went away to the hack, where the others w e r e  
eating their lunch and playing.

SENHOR ADMINISTRADOR SPAT AT THE TWO 
OF US AND SAID THAT ABOUT MANGY-DOG, RUT IT 
WAS ONLY BECAUSE HE AND HIS PARTNER HAD 
TAKEN A LICKING.

Mangy-Dog used to come along to the Club on Saturday 
afternoons to watch the gang at their football practice. I 
don t know why Mangy-Dog liked to come, hut it’s true 
that he was there every Saturday afternoon.

One day the gang wanted to have a proper match and 
they didn t let me play, Gulamo didn’t even let me he 
goalie. He said to m e: ‘Stick around on the Club verandah. 
You can be the reserve. You can join in just now, but 
only if we’re in a fix or if we’re losing, then you’ll join in 
and It wdl decide the game, I saw at once that they weren’t 
letting me join in because they were playing for money, 
and when it’s like that they never let me. They always 
told that story about me being a reserve when they didn’t 
want me to play, but I didn’t say anything, and went to the 
Club verandah. Mangy-Dog was there.

Senhor Administrador and the others were on the Club 
verandah playing Sueca, as they also were in the habit of 
doing every Saturday afternoon. I was looking at Senhor 
Administrador when he and his partner got a licking, and he 
said to the Veterinary Doctor, who was laughing very hap
pily because he’d given him a licking: ‘ I don’t see any-
thing to laugh at . . . That was just the luck of the draw 
* * ■ * he looked at me and saw I was also laughing.
He looked at Mangy-Dog and saw he was laughing too. So 
he got very cross and asked the others: ‘Eh, and who said 
this wasn t Noah s Ark?’

Then they went on playing Sueca and Senhor Administra
dor and his partner got a complete clean-out. I was looking 
at him when he said to the Veterinary Doctor, who was 
laughing because he’d given him a clean-out: ‘There’s
nothing funny about it, bugger it! With all the trump 
cards in your hand who couldn’t do what you did? All right, 
my boy, take it! take it! Stick it! I say it was just tbc 
luck of ibe draw . . . ’ Then lie looked at me and i.ecame

If)



angry. He knew that I knew that he liad been losing. He 
iooked at me and at Mangy-Dog, not knowing which one of 
Us to chase out first. While he was still deciding he spat at 
the two of us, that is, at a place just between me and Mangy- 
Hog. So you can see that the spit was as much for me as 
for Mangy-Dog.

The Veterinary Doctor was still laughing for having given 
liini a clean-out, but Senhor Administrador put an end to 
that once and for a ll: ‘Listen here, what’s this dog doing 
here, still alive? It’s so rotten that it makes one feel sick, 
caramha! Damn it all! I’ll just have to do some checking 
np around here to put a lot of things in order . . . ’

The Postmaster, who was Senhor Administrador’s partner 
Was already dealing out the cards by then, and everyone was 
looking to see how many trumps they would get. I stayed 
for a moment watching it all until I realised what Senhor 
Administrador had meant —  MANGY-DOG IS GOING TO 
Die  ! I looked at him : he was sleeping with his head be
tween his paws, quite pleased with life.

I ran to the football field to tell the gang : ‘Mangy-Dog is 
Roing to die.’ —  Gulamo said to me: ‘Get out of here!’ —  
I grabbed hold of him and told him again that Mangy-Dog 
Was going to die. ‘Let go of me’ . He only said that. ‘Let 
go of me’ . But he stood still.

The two of us stood watching an attack by Quim’s side. 
Paruk, who was right wing, heat Narotamo to the ball, 
dribbled it to the touch line, and centered from there. Quim 
passed by us, running towards the goal, but Gulamo only- 
said : ‘Let go of me’ . Quim headed the hall into the goal. 
Gulamo ran along straight away: ‘That goal doesn’t count 
because this guy was holding onto me’ . Quim and the 
others didn’t care about that. ‘ Oyes, it counts all right, 
d’you hear?”

Then Gulamo came up to me : ‘Hey, you little bastard, 
suca out of here and don’t come back with any of your 
damn nonsense. Suca out of here before I hash your mug 
in for you ! ’

Well, because Gulamo had been very cross when he 
said that, I went off the field, but I was annoyed because 
the others didn’t want to know about Mangy-Dog.

As I left the field, Telmo ran up to me and started hitting 
nie on the head and shouting: ‘Just, just, just one more! 
Just, just, just one more! . . .  I grabbed onto his arms and 
told him what was going to happen to Mangy-Dog, but he 
just went on: ‘Just, just, just one more . . . ’

I felt like hitting Telmo, hut Gulamo was standing nearby 
h)oking at me with his arms crossed over his chest, so I 
bad to go away.



Wlien I passed the Club verandah Senhor Administrador 
and the others were very absorbed in their game of Sueca. 
and Mangy-Dog was quietly sleeping with his head between 
his paws, not having understood anything about what was 
going to happen to him.

On Monday morning I went to see Mangy-Dog as soon as 
I got to school. Isaura was next to liim giving him some 
of her lunch. She broke the bread into little pieces and 
scattered them down near Mangy-Dog’s mouth, and he ate 
them slowly, because it took him a long time to chew. When 
the bell rang to go in Isaura said goodbye to him and ran in 
to the test.

Inside, while I was doing the sums and the drawings, and 
even during the dictation, I kept thinking of Mangy-Dog 
being killed by the Veterinary Doctor after having escaped 
from the atomic bomb and everything and after running for 
such a terribly long way so he wouldn’t die because of the 
atomic bomb. Perhaps the Veterinary Doctor didn’t even 
want to kill Mangy-Dog, but what could the poor guy do if 
Senhor Administrador had ordered him to?

I asked Quim how the Veterinary Doctor would kill 
langy-Dog, and he said: ‘Dogs are killed with anti-biotics’ . 

1 asked him what this anti-biotic thing was all about, and 
he got cross and said: ‘ Oh, you’re a silly fool’ . After he’d 
been quiet a hit and done some more of his drawing, he 
spoke again, this time not crossly: ‘Hell! Who told you to 
be such an ass? And who told me to have all the patience 
to put up with you? On top of it, I don’t know what 
language to speak to you in, because you don’t seem to 
understand Portuguese, dammit! A dog is killed with a 
bullet from a .22 Yes, for you it’s got to he put like that 
—  Its with a bullet from a .22 and pronto, whew!’ Then 
he was silent, but continued; ‘ Or with antibiotics . . . ’ 
And after a while: ‘Unless the Veterinary Doctor is as much 
of an ass as you are and could only kill him with a bullet 
from a .22 .

‘Boys! This isn’t the market place, hn i!’ . . . It was 
leacher. What was Quim talking about? Yes, you Ginho. 
Answer me!

I was going to answer but Quim gave me a pinch
feo you don’t want to tell? Will I have to use the ruler 

on your bottom?
‘It was nothing. Teacher. It was because of Mangy-Dog. 

The Veterinary Doctor’s going to kill him’.
‘And haven’t you got time to deal with these State Secrets 

during break?



‘Yes, Teacher’. ^
‘Well then, get on with your drawings and pipe down!’ 
So we piped down and got on with our drawings.

As soon as it was break time, Isaura came up to me. 
Very upset.

‘What were you and Quim talking about in there?’
I had already spoken to her once, but this was like the 

first time, because I just didn’t know how to answer her.
‘What were you and Quim saying in there about Mangy- 

Dog?”
‘Nothing . . . ’
‘Are they going to kill him? Is the Veterinary Doctor 

going to kill him?’
‘No, that’s just one of Quim’s fibs . . . ’
‘Well, then, why were you talking about it?’
‘Just to pass the time. The drawing was boring . . . ’
‘Don’t you know that you shouldn’t tell lies?’ (She was 

showing off and trying to talk like Teacher or some other 
grown-up).

‘Quim was the one who was telling lies, it was Quim

Isaura drew in her breath deeply (she was still trying to 
act like a grown-up), and ran towards the chickens’ dust 
beds. Before she got there she stopped and turned to
wards me with her hands covering her mouth. But when 
she saw that I was still looking at her she turned her back 
On me and went on, but more slowly.

Mangy-Dog saw her coming and straight away started 
to wag his tail and wave his head to and fro like an ox, 
although he wasn’t talking. Isaura knelt in front of him 
and put her arms around his neck and started to tell him 
all sort of things I couldn’t hear.

Then she squatted back on her heels, folded her hands 
on her lap and looked down at her fingers. I was right 
behind her when she said: ‘Don’t take any notice of all 
that because it’s just Quim’s nonsense, the Veterinary Doc
tor doesn’t want to kill you or anything, its just nonsense. 
We’ll still tell each other our secrets and I’ll give you food 
every day. I can also come in the afternoons after tea- 
time and bring you food, my mother won’t say anything. 
Mangy-Dog! Don’t be rude! What are you trying to see 
Under my skirt?’ She pulled her skirt down to cover her 
knees. ‘Oh, I ’m sorry, Mangy-Dog! You’re looking at the 
border of my new skirt! I’m sorry, I should have known 
you’re not like these rude hoys round here. Haven’t you 
seen my new skirt yet? It’s very full, lo ok !’ She got up 
and held it out to .show how full it was. She was doing a



little whirl when she saw me right behind her. She stood 
with her mouth open looking at me, then she turned on me 
With her hands on her hips and her mouth tightly closed : 
What are you doing here?’

I pretended I was fetching something I’d been playing 
with and that I hadn’t gone there on purpose, then I went 
away, pretending to put the thing in my pocket.

One day Senhor Duarte of the Veterinary Department 
came up to us when we were at Sa’s telling jokes and des
cribing films. He said : ‘Hey, boys. I’ve got something for 
y ou . ®

Of course we all followed after him to the Veterinary 
Department fence.

Listen, boys. I ’ve got something for you’, he repeated, 
atter seating himself on the top of the fence with all of us 
around him It’s just the job for the gang’ . He stopped a 
moment and looked into our faces. ‘ It’s really something 
for the gang, just right for the gang’ (now he only looked 
at his nails, vyith his eyes almost shut because of the 
cigarette smoke). ‘ It’s something I ’d have done like a 
shot at your age if somebody asked me. Well, you know, 
the Veterinary Doctor has told me to do away with a dog, 
you know which It I S ,  the one that goes around here so rot-

which one I mean?
All ‘ ^ ^ / ‘’‘ erinary Doctor told me to finish him

u  ̂ Jiave done away with him long
ago, but the Doctor only told me this morning. Well I 
have visitors at home, and 1 don’t feel like getting hold’of 
ray gun now and going trotting after a dog —  you under- 
.land, don't yon b o „ ?  Bu, I didn't even „ o 4  a lZ  i , 
because I bought to myself —  What the Hell! the boys 
have got blow all to do, and on these occasions one counts 
on one s friends —  I thought of you straight away, because 
ot course, you d enjoy having some pot shots, hey? 0  K., 
you don t have to say a word —  I knew you were a decent 
lot of guys Listen, hoys, you get hold of some piece of 
rope or other, look for the dog, take him to the hash, 
without kicking up a commotion, and there you can take 
some pot shots at him —  how’s that? O.K., O.K. calm 
down, let me finish talking . . . ’ ’
hoi me across the mouth -  ‘Let’s hear what Sen-nor Duartes saying, caramba! )

Look, boys, I know you go around shooting at the 
p geons and hares, I know all about it. But never mind, I 
won t worry, the gang’s the gang, and that’s how it is —



as long as you don't do things right in front of me, because 
I’m responsible, you know. Listen, you’ve got guns, so I 
don’t have to lend you the .22 from the Department here. 
Anyway, one’s enough, but if you want some target prac
tice, that’s none of my business . . . but pst! without 
making the kind of racket that can be heard in the village 
here, hm? Pronto, boys, get going! Go and have a bit 
of fun, but be careful with those guns, hey? And don’t 
start shooting the lights out of each other . . . ’

The gang started running at once, and Senhor Duarte 
had to stand up on top of the Department fence to call us 
hack again. He waited until we came right close to him 
so lie coidd look into our faces. Then he spoke with his 
eyes almost closed because of the cigarette smoke.

‘Listen, hoys, I’m talking man to man here, bugger i t ! 
This needn’t he spread to the four winds, d’you hear? I 
just wanted to give the gang some fun because I know you 
like to take some pot shots now and then, and I don’t 
mind . . . Tes, I know you like to go around shooting at 
the pigeons and hares, though you don’t have licences for 
the possession and use of firearms, let alone hunting 
licences. And you know that if I or a game wai’den caught 
you, you’d have had it! You’d be clapped in jail for a 
couple of months . . . But don’t worry, I don’t mind, and I 
won t tell anybody you use your father’s guns illegally. I 
just don’t want you to do these things right under my nose, 
because I’m responsible, you know. But I don’t have to 
worry, because I know you guys well —  but this mustn’t 
he spread all around the place, isn’t it so? Anyway, this 
didn’t even need to be said, because we’re talking man to 
man here . . . ’

‘Don’t worry, Senhor Duarte . . . ’ It was Quim.
‘ Pronto, boys, go and enjoy yourselves, but don’t kick 

up a hulabaloo . . . ’

Sa, from the verandah of his shop, was making signs 
for us to go and tell him what Senhor had been saying to 
us, but we didn't even look that way. We went straight 
to the school, to the corner where Teacher’s chickens made 
their dust beds, and there was Mangy-Dog, sleeping. When 
he saws us, he came reeling out, dead tired, his legs tremb
ling, he looked at us all with his blue eyes, not knowing 
that we wanted to kill him, and he rubbed himself against 
my legs. He leaned against me for a while, then he let his



hindquarters slip down and sat next to me. I felt him 
trembling like anything while the others were deciding 
things, and I saw my shoes shining where he had licked 
them.

‘Listen here, that dog— he’s so rotten it makes one sick—  
why do you let him lean against you like that?’ Faruk was 
always picking on me, hut Quim wanted to decide the 
thing so he didn’t pay any attention to what he said.

‘Leave him, it’s just that he’s black —  nuf said. Leave 
him . . All right gang, the dog won’t go away from here 
so we’ll each go to our own house and fetch our guns and 
then we 11 take him to the hush behind the abbatoir and 
finish him off, O.K.?’

How will we take him? I’m not going to carry him on 
my back . . . ’
 ̂ You silly fo o l! ’ —  Quim didn’t like these cracks —  
‘And anyway, what would be wrong with that? How do 
quadrupeds like you usually carry things?’ Then he turned 
to me: ‘Toucinho, you bring that rope you’ve got at your
house under the canhu tree’.

‘And who’s going to take the dog?’ —  I didn’t want to 
take Mangy-Dog.

‘We’ll toss up a coin to see who’ll take him’ .
‘Don’t tell me this guy is going to toss up as well . . . ’
Listen, gang, are we going to do what Senhor Duarte 

told us to do, or not?’
We all went running to fetch our guns.
When I got home my mother was sitting on a straw mat 

right at the door. I hid behind a tree to think out how I 
could get my single shot .22 without making her cross, 
but she saw me straight away, and called: ‘G inho! what 
are you hiding away there for?’ I ran towards her and 
got into the hou.se by jumping over her legs. ‘H ey! what are 
you playing at . . .  ’ —  but I already couldn’t hear her. I 
went to fetch my gun and came back very slowly, without 
making the slightest noise, until I got to the corridor. ‘What 
are you doing? Where are you taking the gun? Come here! 
Look out or I’ll tell your father on you . . . ’

I only stopped a moment to take the coil of rope under 
the canhu tree. Then I didn’t hear any more of her yells. 
While I was running towards the school I began to think 
that after all it was a good thing to kill Mangy-Dog because 
he was so full of sores that it made one feel sick. And it 
would even serve Isaura right because she was always put
ting on airs because of him. When I arrived at the school 
I patted my shirt pocket to feel the bullets rubbing against 
each other. Well, I forgot to say that when I went to fetch



llic gun, I also took some bullets. Jf I hadn’t, how could 
Mangy-Dog he killed?

THERE WERE TWELVE OF US WHEN WE WENT TO 
THE ABATTOIR ROAD WITH MANGY-DOG

Quim, Gulamo, Ze, Changhai, Carlinhos, Issufo and 
Chico went in the middle of the road with their rifles point
ing forward. Behind them went Faruk, who didn’t have a 
rifle, dragging Mangy-Dog with the rope. Mangy-Dog didn’t 
want to walk, and whined like hell with his mouth closed. 
We, Telmo and I on one side, Chichorro and Noratamo 
on the other, also carried arms, and we went half way into 
the hush, beating the grass, like Quim had told us to do. 
I didn’t go far into the grass, because when a micaia got 
in my way I made a detour towards the abattoir road where 
the rest of the gang was going. Every now and then Quim 
had to ask me if I was beating the grass or not, because all 
I wanted to do was to look at Mangy-Dog, whining like hell, 
with that noise of hones inside that you could hear when 
Faruk pulled hard, the same as at the school, by the chic
kens’ dust beds, when he walked.

When we got to the abattoir Costa’s servant boys came 
out to see the gang going past. ‘Where bossies going? You 
take gun —  you go hunt? But that dog, he no good ! ’

‘Scram, niggers!’ —  it was Quim.
The boys thought Quim was saying it in fun, so they 

didn’t move, but Quim pointed his gun at them and re
peated : ‘Scram, niggers, scram, you black swine!’

They all disappeared in an instant, running so fast that 
their heels knocked against their backsides, as Quim said.

We went further into the bush, but I was sure they were 
following us.

‘Hey, man, come and help me’ —  it was Faruk —  ‘Let 
some other guy come and pull this bugger of a dog . . . ’

‘No, man, but we tossed a coin and it came to you . . . ’ 
‘Then toss it again . . .

‘Balls, n o ! that’s not fair, we’d agreed on that . . . Well, 
O.K. . . . Quim looked at me. ‘Toucinho, you g o !’

‘No, man. I ’ll go and beat the grass like you said’
‘Faruk can beat the grass’
‘No, man, that’s not fair . . . ’
‘That’s not blow all! You go, and stop moaning. Give 

your gun to Faruk!’



The Olliers stopped a little way behind. I knew this, but 
I couldn’t manage to stop. Mangy-Dog went ahead of me 
and I was the one who was going slowly. I saw him stretch
ing his head forward and sticking his tail up stiff. He was 
bent right over forwards with his leg muscles bulging from 
the strain of trying to escape from the rope that was tied 
tightly round his neck.

We had got right into the hush, hut we were at a place 
where there were no trees, only grass. The trees were in 
front of us, and Mangy-Dog wanted to go to them. Some
times he went so fast that the rope stretched taut, and then 
I had to walk a bit faster not to feel in my hand, in my 
head, here inside through my whole body, the strain of 
his bones, creaking, creaking, creaking.

‘ Hey, where are you taking that thing?’
I stopped and the strain all came on the rope and right 

inside me. I turned round slowly, and saw Quim putting 
a cartridge in his double-barrelled calibre 12.

‘Chico, what do you say, SG or 3A?’ —
Now he was talking to Chico, with the cartridge half 

stuck into one of the barrels, and pushing it slowly with his 
finger into the chamber.

Mangy-Dog threw himself forward, and whined with his 
mouth closed, with those bones inside his skin, and I feel
ing all that coming along the stretched rope right into my 
body.

‘Quim, man, put in a no. 4, don’t be an ass, with that 
you’ll wreck up the whole dog, man!’

‘Listen here, where are you taking that thing?’ I was 
standing still, feeling all that of Mangy-Dog that came along 
the stretched rope. Mangy-Dog turned towards me and 
leaped backwards, whining in all directions. I knew that he 
was looking at me with his blue eyes, but I couldn’t stop 
looking at the gang, who had made a half circle and were 
walking round without making any noise, continually load
ing and unloading their guns. Quim, on top of a rock, 
looked at me, with the cartridge half into one of the barrels 
of his 12 calibre. Frank held tightly onto my single shot 
.22, and had already put a soft nose bullet into the barrel. 
He was the only one who wasn’t always fiddling with the 
bolt to load and unload the gun.

‘Quim, don’t shoot with an SG or with a 3A, that’s lousy

‘Don’t shoot, Quim, don’t be a bum . . . ’
‘Like that the guy will peg out straight away . . . ’ 
‘ Quim, put in a no. 4 or some other number. Senhor 

Duarte said we could all have a shot too ! . . . ’
‘Hell, Quim, slop thall’



Mangy-Dog was not pulling now, and suddenly I felt the 
rope slacken. After a while Mangy-Dog leaned against my 
legs and began to whine softly.

Quim finished putting the cartridge into one of the bar
rels of his rifle and and was straightening it out slowly until 
the chamber closed. The gun was pointing at me. I couldn’t 
look there any more, hut it was because of Quim’s eyes —  
they were looking at me half-shut and shining, although he 
Wasn’t crying. Mangy-Dog looked at me when I turned to 
him. His eyes had no shine in them at all but they were 
enormous and full of tears that trickled down his muzzle. 
They frightened me, those eyes, so big, looking at me like 
someone asking for something without wanting to say it. 
When I looked at them I felt a weight much heavier than 
when I had the rope all trembling from being so stretched, 
with the creaking of bones trying to escape from my hands, 
and with the whines that came out in squeaks, smothered 
in his closed mouth.

I wanted like hell to cry, but I couldn’t with all of them 
looking at me.

‘Quim, we needn’t kill the dog. I’ll keep him. I’ll treat 
his sores and hide him so he doesn’t go round the village 
anymore with all those sores that make everybody sick . . . ’

Quim looked at me as if he’d never set eyes on me in his 
life before, but he said to the others; ‘You can go to 
blazes. I’ll shoot with whichever cartridge I feel like, and 
pronto! ’

‘The hell you will! Don’t think we’re scared of y ou !’
Quim looked at Gulamo and asked slowly in a soft voice: 

‘You son of a bitch, do you want me to bash your mug in 
for you?’

‘ Bash yourself! Don’t think you can play the big boss 
here. I’m not scared of you,’ Gulamo turned towards 
Quim, with his gun and all.

‘Listen here, do you want to start something with me, you 
blasted little coolie?’

‘That’s what your grandmother was, you scruffy little 
twerp! Didn’t they ever tell you that in the village where 
you came from? You portugoose!’

‘ Hey, Quim, don’t shoot with an SG or a 3A —  that’s 
lousy . . . ’

‘That’ll smash up the guy right away . . . ’
‘Dammit, Quim, you can’t do that!’



Quim had got off the rock and was walking towards 
Gulaino.

Mangy-Dog whined softly and ruhbed himself against my 
legs, trembling. Faruk held tightly onto my gun and 
aimed at me, his feet apart. But he looked at Mangy-Dog, 
his eyes big with fright. All the other’s eyes were big with 
fright when they looked into Mangy-Dog’s blue eyes.

Hey, gang, let’s finish with this —  it’s late and it’s nearly 
dark. Don’t you start shooting the lights out of each other 
now . . . ’

Quim stopped and turned on Changhai; ‘Don’t talk to me 
like that, d’you hear? No coolie insults me without get- 
ting his face bashed in ! Nobody dares to play the fool 
with me . . . Another squeak from you and you’ll feel it 
on your mug . . .  You or anybody else. Can you all hear 
me? If you try anything with me, you’ll eateh it . . . I ’ll 
smash you up . . . I’ll wreek the lot of you . .. I ’ll . . .
You swines! You bums! I don’t stand any cheek from 
anybody, d you hear! Not even from that bugger of my 
father! I ’ll kill you! I ’ll make mincemeat out of you ! . . . 
Swine! You bloody swine! Sons of a bitch, sons of a 
bitch, sons of a hitch . . . D’you want to start something 
with me? Do you? . . . ’

Quim was yelling like a madman, but Gulamo couldn’t 
have been frightened of him because he started to roll up 
his shirt sleeves.

It was already nearly dark and Mangy-Dog was trembling 
against my legs like I don’t know what.

‘Listen, man, let’s leave this for another day’ —  Faruk 
looked at the gleam on the barrel of the single shot .22 —  
‘Let’s leave this for tomorrow or another day . . . ’He mi«ht 
have stopped there, hut as Quim had stopped yelling” to 
near what he said, he went on : . . . because it’s nearly 
dark, and we might hurt somebody by mistake in the dark, 
with so many guns.’

Quim screamed at once: ‘Hey, you sons of a bitch, arc
you scared i

I was the only one who answered: I ’m scared, Quim’. 
It was hard for me to say that because no-one else was 
scared, hut it was better that way —  ‘I ’m scared, Quim . . ’ 

Although It was nearly dark I saw my shoes shining on 
the places where Mangy-Dog was licking them. Even with 
the grass and everything. Quim and the rest of the gang 
aughed like anything, and Gulamo rolled on the grass he 

laughed so much, because I was scared.
That’s a good one, gang’, said Quim, with his mouth 

wide open and tears running down his cheeks from laugh
ing so much because I was scared.



‘That certainly is’ , said Gulamo, who couldn’t even be 
seen because he was rolling on the grass. The others laughed 
a lot, too.

I must have been very ashamed of having said that, and 
I started to feel a tremendous weight again, inside me and 
in my throat. I didn’t move so they wouldn’t laugh at me 
any more, but my legs were trembling under me because of 
Mangy-Dog trembling up against them.

‘That’s a good one!’ Quim started again.
‘That’s a good one!’ Gulamo said this while he rolled 

on the grass from laughing so much at me. ‘That’s a good 
one!’

The others stopped sometimes, but Quim just went on 
laughing louder and louder all the time. The others heard 
him when they stopped, and then they started laughing 
loudly again like he was. And they went on and on and 
on laughing, while the weight in my throat and inside me 
got heavier and heavier. It seemed as though they would 
never stop laughing, and with all that I just wanted desper
ately to ery or to run away with Mangy-Dog, but I was also 
afraid to feel tbe rope trembling from being so taut, with 
the creaking of hones trying to escape from my hand, and 
the whines that came out in little squeaks, smothered in his 
closed mouth, like just now. Yes, I never wanted to feel 
that ever again.

But they went on laughing and Quim was clutching onto 
his stomach with both hands, kneeling next to Gulamo who 
couldn’t stop rolling on the grass, he was laughing at me so 
much. The two of them said: ‘That’s a good one, that’s
a good one’, and went on laughing.

The others stopped sometimes, but then they heard Quim 
and Gulamo and went on laughing loudly again, like they 
were.

Quim was on top of the rock again, but he still laughed 
every now and then and said, ‘That’s a good one, that’s a 
good one’ .

Gulamo was kneeling, squatting back on his heels, and 
with his sleeve he wiped the tears that were running down 
his face from laughing so much at me for being afraid, say
ing: ‘That’s a good one, that’s a good one’ .

The others had stopped laughing, but now and then they 
joined in with Quim and Gulamo with their ‘That’s a good 
one, that’s a good one’ .



It was already quite dark, and Quini, from the top of the 
roeks, said to the gang: ‘Hey, gang, now’s the time! Hey,
Toucinho, untie the rope!’

Hey, Toucinho, untie the rope, hey, Toucinho, untie the 
rope, hey, Toucinho untie the rope’ —  all of them started 
saying: ‘Hey, Toucinho, untie the rope!’ But I just couldn’t 
move, I was so ashamed, and my throat was hurting like I 
don’t know what.

‘Hey, gang, you’ve never seen me kill a black, have you?’ 
Quim advanced on me: ‘Hey, Toucinho, untie the rope!’

Gulamo came t O 'w a r d s  me too. ‘Hey, Toucinho, untie 
the rope! ’

But I didn’t move, so Quim hit me on the head with 
the barrel of the 12 calibre, and Gulamo stuck the barrel 
of the Diana 27 air gun into my stomach. ‘Hey, Toucinho, 
untie the rope’.

The knot was tied so tightly it was difficult to undo it, 
and I had no strength at all in my fingers, I just wanted 
to cry or to run away with the dog and everything,

‘Get going, or we’ll smash you up, you damned black!’
Get on with it, carambal’ —  now it was Faruk, get on 

with it, you damned black! . . . ’
The sores on Mangy-Dog’s neck didn’t have scabs any 

more because of the rope, only a reddish liquid seeped from 
them and wet my hands.

‘Come on, don’t try to be funny, Toucinho!’
Mangy-Dog was whining softly and looking at me with 

his blue eyes, almost shining now, and leaning right up 
against my legs, trembling and wagging and wagging his 
tail. 1 had to shut my eyes so I didn’t see the dog’s blue 
eyes, looking at me like someone asking for something 
without wanting to say it.

When I finished untying the knot I held the rope tightly 
so It wouldn’t fall, and I went on fumbling around the dog’s 
neck, still keeping my eyes closed.

‘ I’m scared forgive me, Mangy-Dog’ —  I said that so 
softly that only Mangy-Dog could hear me —  ‘I’m scared, 
Mangy-Dog. Are your sores hurting you? WhereHere*'' 
Never mind, Mangy-Dog, never mind, they’ll get better I’ll 
take you with me and treat your sores, and then you’ll never 
walk about the village again with those sores that make 
everybody sick . . I ’m going to ask Quim and the gang, 
they re sure to let me, and I ’ll take you and cure you and 
then you 11 be able to go to Teacher’s chickens’ dust beds 
again, and Isaura 11 give you meat sandwiches at lunch time 
and 111 also pve you my lunch to eat. I ’ll ask Quim and 
the gang if they II let me. But don’t look at me as if it 
was my fault, Mangy-Dog! Forgive me, but I’m scared of 
your eyes . . .



I opened my eyes and Mangy-Dog was looking right at 
me, as if he didn’t understand what I had asked him. I 
had to turn my face away quickly, and because of that the 
rope fell out of my hands. PLEASE, MANGY-DOG!

‘Hey, what are you talking about over there? What, 
aren’t you finished?’

‘QUIM, WE NEEDN’T KILL THE DOG, I’LL KEEP 
HIM AND TREAT HIS SORES AND HIDE HIM SO HE 
DOESN’T WALK AROUND THE VILLAGE ANY MORE 
WITH THESE SORES THAT MAKE EVERYBODY 
SICK! . . . ’

Quim didn’t want to know about what I was saying, so 
he grabbed me by my shirt collar and asked me what I 
was talking about.

Mangy-Dog was trembling and pressing closer and closer 
against my legs, and I pushed Quim away so I could hold 
the rope around his neck again without the others seeing. 
But my hands could only reach to Mangy-Dog’s neck be
cause Quim grabbed me by the shirt collar again, so I 
couldn’t bend down to the ground where the end of the 
rope was. I felt Quim’s hand trembling on my neck.

‘What are you talking about?’ Now it was Gulamo, hut 
Quim also kept asking that.

The sores on Mangy-Dog’s neck didn’t have any scabs 
now because of the rope, and only that liquid oozed out, 
wetting my hands. There must have been some blood, too, 
because I saw it running down between my fingers. I 
wanted to ask Mangy-Dog if it hurt him when I touched 
his sores, hut Quim might have heard and asked: ‘What’s
tliat you’re talking about?’

Mangy-Dog looked hard at me. His blue eyes had no 
shine in them at all, but they were enormous, and full of 
tears that trickled down his muzzle. They frightened me, 
those eyes, so big, looking at me like someone asking for 
something without wanting to say it. When I looked into 
them now I felt a weight much heavier than when I held 
the rope, trembling from being so taut, with his hones try
ing to escape from my hand and with the whines that came 
out in little squeaks, smothered in his closed mouth.

I desperately wanted to cry, but I couldn’t with the whole 
gang looking at me.

‘QUIM, WE NEEDN’T KILL THE DOG, I’LL KEEP 
HIM AND TREAT HIS SORES AND HIDE HIM SO 
HE DOESN’T W^ALK AROUND THE VILLAGE ANY 
MORE WITH THESE SORES THAT MAKE EVERY
BODY SICK! . . . ’



I made my hand slide over the sores on his neck and it 
already touched the grass, there was only a little way to go 
to catch hold of the rope underneath, but it never seemed to 
get there.

‘ I’m sorry, Mangy-Dog, but it’s only because of the rope, 
I ’ve got to get hold of it without the others seeing, but I 
won’t hurt you any more, honestly, I wont touch your sores 
again.’

There was only a little way to go, hut I never seemed 
to get there, never. My arm was all wet with the blood from 
the sores on Mangy-Dog’s neck, but I had to bend do\yn a 
bit further, just a little hit, to catch hold of the rope without 
the others seeing.

Faruk talked very quickly and quietly. He must have 
been looking at the shine on the barrel of the gun again.

‘Let’s leave this for another day, man. Let’s finish the 
dog off tomorrow or another day . . . ’ he stopped, hut went 
on straight away, ‘ It’s because it’s nearly dark and we 
might hurt somebody by mistake in the dark with so many 
guns . . . ’

There was only a little way to go to get hold of the rope, 
so I had to scrape my arm along the sores. The others 
couldn’t catch on that I had already untied the knot, be
cause otherwise they would have killed Mangy-Dog, and I 
didn’t want that. There was only a little way to go, only 
a little, but I never seemed to get there, with Quim grabbing 
my neck and Mangy-Dog trembling and pushing up against 
me like I don’t know what.

‘ Quim, 1 don’t want to fire the first shot!’ (They wanted 
me to fire the first shot).

‘Go on, go on, don’t be scared . . . ’
‘You know, Quim, it’s that I don’t want to kill Mangy- 

Dog . . . My father might hit me when he finds out . . . 
I don’t want to, no . . .  ’

‘Come on, man, I told you you’d just fire the first shot, 
and that’s what you’re going to do.’

‘ It’s just . . . you know, man . . .  my father there at 
home . . . I ’m going, he’s waiting for me . . .  If I come 
late he hits me. He hits me, Quim, last time he hit me . . .  ’

Come on, come on, stop your nonsense, don’t he chicken. 
How’s this, boys, one of our gang pissing himself just be
cause of a dog. I d like to know why this type hangs around 
with us if he’s not a he-man like us. How’s this?’

‘ I’m not pissing myself, Quim, I just don’t want to fire 
the first shot . . . It’s just that I ’m sort of friendly with the 
dog and it’s grim for me to be the one to fire the first shot 
. . . Yes, they’re waiting for me there at home, that’s what



it is, pang. It’s just lliat I’ve got to go . . .  I can’t stay to 
kill the tlog!’

‘That’s just excuses, just excuses . . . You’re not a he- 
man, like us . . . Sissy! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? 
Shoot, man, go on . . .  ’

‘Shit to you, caramhai’ —  it was Gulamo —  ‘You black 
shit!’

‘Fire, man, don’t be chicken . . .  You even look as if 
this is the first time you’ve ever handled a gun . . . ’

‘Quim, I don’t want to fire the first shot . . . ’
‘If you go on like this we’ll tell them at school that you 

were scared to kill a dog, that you got cold feet. We’ll tell 
them that you started wetting your pants. True as God, 
we’ll tell them’ .

‘Quim, I ’m not chicken or anything, I ’m not scared of 
killing the dog . . . It’s just that my father’s waiting for 
me there at home . . . ’

‘ If you’d shoot instead of hanging around there talking, 
it would already have been over and done with. Come on, 
don’t be chicken!’

‘Chicken, chicken, CHICKEN!’
‘ I’m not chicken! I’ve told you I’m not chicken!’
‘You are, you are, you are . . . Shoot if you’re not, shoot! ’
‘Allright, I ’ll shoot, and then? I’ll soon put a bullet into 

that bugger of a dog . . . ’
‘That’s talking! . . . ‘Quim embraced me. I had the 

gun ready aimed, but Mangy-Dog kept dancing on the tip 
of the sights. Quim didn’t leave my side.

‘Don’t shoot to kill, d’you hear! But if you want to, you 
can . . . Listen, it’s only because you were chicken, and you 
have to show the gang you’re not a sissy. That’s why you’re 
the guy who has to fire the first shot . . .  If I were you I ’d 
shoot to kill and finish the guy off straight away . . . 
There’s no harm in that, Senhor Duarte told us to . . . Like 
that you’ll be saving the gang trouble. Well, one guy’s 
enough to shoot a dog, we don’t have to stuff him with 
lead —  that’s being wicked, and if old Padre found out he 
might go around saying we’re no good. D’you know, Ginho, 
. . .  I think the Veterinary Doctor should have finished off 
that bugger of a dog with some sort of drug. I read in a 
magazine that in America they kill dogs with drugs . . . 
Yes, over there in America when a Veterinary Doctor wants 
to kill a dog that’s going round the streets full of sores that 
make everybody sick, they give him some sort of drug . . . 
Juts to show the Doctor that he doesn’t know anything 
about this, we shouldn’t kill the dog . . .  It wouldn’t be be
cause we were scared, or anything, but just to show the



guy . . . Ginho, don’t you think that’s what we should do? 
Don’t you think so, hey?’

‘Quim, man, can’t you carry on your conversation with 
this guy later on?’ It was Gulamo.

‘You know, man, I was telling Ginho something terrific 
. . . wasn’t I, Ginho? It’s something the gang should do, 
isn’t it, Ginho?’

‘Allright, allright, talk about this some other time, now 
go to your place and let the guy fire the first shot so the 
gang can shoot . . .  Or has the guy got scared to shoot 
again?’

‘ I’m not scared, I ’ve told you !’ 1 turned to Gulamo. ‘ I’ll 
shoot right now . . . ’

‘Allright, allright, I just wanted to know. Come on, 
Quim, go to your place . . .  or are you scared as well?’

Quim laughed as if that was a big joke, and went to the 
top of the rock with his gun. When he got there, he shout
ed at m e: ‘Well, Toucinho, are you going to shoot or not?’

My single shot .22 (that Frank had carried) was as heavy 
as hell, and that’s why Mangy-Dog kept on dancing on top 
of the sights. Only his eyes didn’t move at all and looked 
at me all the time. I began to pull the trigger very slowly.

‘FORGIVE ME, MANGY-DOG, BUT I WON’T SHOOT 
TO KILL . . . ’

I said this very softly, and only Mangy-Dog heard. I 
said this because if I hadn’t said it he might have got cross 
with me and thought I was going to kill him. No, I was 
only going to fire the first shot because the gang wanted 
it to be me, but I wasn’t going to kill Mangy-Dog!

‘I ’m scared. I ’m scared, Mangy-Dog, but I ’m goir 
shoot so the gang won’t say I ’m chicken’.

Then I saw I wasn’t pulling the trigger after all, because 
I had my finger on the trigger guard. I started to pull the 
trigger slowly to have time to tell everything to Mangy- 
Dog.

‘I can’t help it Mangy-Dog, I ’VE GOT TO SHOOT 
I ’m scared as anything. I’m sorry, Mangy-Dog . . . Let me 
shoot, and don’t look at me like that . . . The others want 
it, but I don’t want it at all. I ’m scared, d’you hear, I ’m 
scared! . . .  If I could I’d run away and take you with me, 
even with that weight I felt just now, even with all that 
. . . Then I’d cure you and you’d never go round the village 
again with those sores that make everybody sick, but Quim 
won’t let me and I have to shoot . . . BUT IT WON’T BE 
TO KILL . . . The trouble is that all the gang want me to 
prove I’m a he-man and not scared to kill a dog, the whole 
gang wants me to . . .  ’

going to



The play of the trigger suddenly came to an end, and 
the spring was so heavy that Mangy-Dog danced more than 
ever on top of the siglits. I had to shut my eyes, that was 
because of Mangy-Dog’s eyes, they were quite still and they 
looked at me very quietly even when he danced on top of 
the sights. They were blue, and had no shine in them at 
all. hut they were full of tears that trickled down his muzzle. 
They frightened me, those eyes, so big, and looking at me 
like someone asking for something without wanting to say 
it. When I looked into them I felt an even greater weight 
tlian when I held the rope, trembling from being so taut, 
with the creaking of bones trying to escape from my hand, 
and the whine that came out in little squeaks, smothered 
in his closed mouth.

‘Come on, man, shoot, we’re waiting for you —  show 
that you're tough so you can stay in the gang! . . . ’

The spring was giving way bit by bit and becoming 
heavier and heavier. The tension would mount until the 
dog jumped, pierced by the bullet. Now there wouldn’t be 
any more resistance and the trigger would go to the end. 
with the explosion of the cartridge in the chamber, and the 
slight kick of the butt. I had to talk more quickly to finish 
saying this before the explosion, and I couldn’t open my 
eyes or I’d see Mangy-Dog’s eyes and I wouldn’t he able 
to shoot.

‘You know, Mangy-Dog, this won’t he at all had. I 
WON’T SHOOT TO KILL, then I’ll hand over the .22 to 
Faruk and get away from here for them to finish shooting.’

‘ Hurry up, caramba! just now it’ll be night time . . . ’
‘You won’t suffer at all, because Quim put another SG 

cartridge into the chamber, and the others will also shoot 
at the same time. It won’t hurt you —  you’re still think
ing of something, and then you’re already dead and you 
don’t feel another thing, not the sore hurting because of the 
rope, or anything . . . ’

‘Bugger it, will you shoot, or not, you shit of a black?’ 
‘YOU’LL DIE AND YOU’LL GO TO HEAVEN, 

STRAIGHT UP TO HEAVEN . . . YOU’LL BE HAPPY 
THERE IN HEAVEN. But before this I’ll bury your 
body and I’ll put up a white cross . . . and you’ll go to 
limbo . . . Yes, before you go to Heaven you’ll go to limbo 
like a little child . . . can you hear, Mangy-Dog?’

‘YOU CASTRATED BLACK, YOU ! . . . ’
‘Shit to you! . . . Arc you scared after all, or wliat?’



‘Can you hear me, Mangy-Dog . . . 
N o! . . , I ’m not going to kill you! . , 

‘N o! . . . No! . . . MANGY-DOG!

Can you licar? 
. No ! . . .

TEACHER ASKED US IF OUR PARENTS DIDN’T 
TEACH US ANY MANNERS AT HOME AND WE 
NEVER SPOKE ABOUT MANGY-DOG AGAIN, EVEN 
WHEN WE WERE AT SA’S.

Straight after the explosion I heard a terrible scream and 
nothing else. My shot must have hurt Mangy-Dod badly 
for him to scream like a person. I didn’t know what to do 
then, because Mangy-Dog started to whimper like a child.

I slowly drew my hands away from my face and opened 
my eyes. Isaura was clutching onto Mangy-Dog, and she 
was the one who was whimpering, but I don’t know if it was 
really Mangy-Dog who had screamed just then. The whole 
gang was standing open-mouthed looking at this, and all 
you could hear was Isaura. whimpering very loudly and 
looking around wildly and clutching tightly onto Mangy- 
Dog.

Quim was the first to speak: ‘What does this babe think 
she’s doing here?’

Gulamo’s voice was also hoarse: ‘ It was probably Costa’s 
blacks that told her . . . ’

Costa’s boys were behind the gang, hidden amongst the 
dark tree trunks, with their arms crossed over their chests 
and their eyes popping out. All of them were exclaiming 
‘ H i ! ! ’ and ‘H e !’ and gazing at the gang. Costa’s foreman 
hid himself still further behind a thorn tree and spoke, 
throwing his arms in all directions: ‘Not our fault! She
come ask us, we come with missie to see bossies with the 
dog. Not our fault, we just come to see bossies kill the dog, 
not our fault! . . . ’

‘Ah, you black swine!’ Quim pointed the double-bar
reled 12 bore shot gun at them.

‘No kill us, no shoot, bossie . . .  H i! . . . ’ and they all 
disappeared through the micaias with a tremendous com
motion, crying ‘H i! ’ and ‘H e !’

Quim turned to Isaura, who was half hidden in the grass, 
looking at the gang wih wild eyes and whimpering. ‘Listen, 
babe, didn’t you know that we don’t want females around 
at â  time like this? What have you come here for? We 
don’t want girls around wrecking the work we have to do, 
d you hear?’



And Gulamo : 
get going.

‘Scram, hag . . . You’re no use to the 
Nothing less than 1st class lulus allowedg a n g - 

here!’
Isaura said nothing and only whimpered at us.
Everything was quiet for a moment, with all of us look

ing at one another and not knowing what to do.
‘ Hey, gang, we’ve got to kill the dog . . . Senhor Duarte 

told us to . . .  He said he was counting on us . . .  ’ Quim 
wasn’t hoarse now —  ‘We’re just delaying this and I don’t 
know why . . . ’

‘Who’s chicken? Who’s wetting his pants? . . . ’
‘ I’m not! . . . ’
‘ I’m not! . . . ’
‘ I’m not! . . . ’
All the gang said ‘ I’m not’ and turned to look at me to 

see what I would say.
‘ I’m not chicken, Quim . . . I’m not wetting my pants, 

Quim . . . ’ I was trembilng all over when I said this, but 
I promise you I wasn’t scared or anything. Well, hadn’t 
we come to kill the dog that was so rotten that it made 
everybody sick? SENHOR DUARTE SAID SO, so why 
shouldn’t we have a few pot shots? I was just sorry to kill 
him after he’d run such a tremendous distance not to die be
cause of the atomic bomb, that’s all. And perhaps because 
I was a bit friendly with Mangy-Dog, that’s all, but I think 
it was better to kill him so his sores wouldn’t hurt him 
any more.

‘Ginho, grab that babe away from the dog!’ Quim spoke 
without looking at me.

Faruk came to fetch the single shot .22 that had fallen 
from my hands when I shot, and went back to his place.

‘ W'ell, Ginho, are you chicken, or what?’
‘No, Quim, I’m not chicken or anything . . . SENHOR 

DUARTE TOLD US TO . . .  I was just thinking . . . ’
‘Think afterwards. Now you’re going to remove that 

babe from the dog’. Quim spoke without looking at me, 
hut the gang didn’t take their eyes off me to see if I was 
chicken or not.

‘ Come on, hurry up, it’s already dark. Anyway, SEN
HOR DUARTE TOLD US TO FINISH THE DOG OFF IN 
A SECOND . . . ’

Isaura whimpered and looked at the gang with her wild 
eyes. I started walking to where Isaura and the dog were, 
and when she saw me she moaned louder and louder.

‘ Isaura, come away . . . ’
‘Take her away, can’t you see she doesn’t want to go?’
‘ Isaura, we want to do WHAT WE’VE BEEN TOLD TO 

DO . . . Come away . . . ’



But what a donkey he is ! . . .  Grab the babe away, can’t 
you hear?’

1 caught her under her arms, and slie squirmed all over 
to stop me. I held tighter but she bent her l»'gs and refused 
to stand up. But she wasn’t struggling like in the begin
ning and only screamed as if I had hit her.

‘ Isaura, can’t you see that SENHOR DUARTE TOLD 
US TO f' —  Changhai also wanted to explain that to Isaura.

I pulled her slowly, and she let go of Mangy-Dog’s neck, 
and he kept on looking at her and whining with his mouth 
closed like he did before. Without meaning to, I looked 
into Mangy-Dogs’ eyes, blue, and so big, looking at me as 
if he was asking for something without wanting to say it. 
I turned my head away quickly before I got scared, and went 
on dragging Isaura away.

‘ Isaura . . . ’
Quim was on top of the rock and all the gang were point

ing their guns at the dog.
I wasn’t chicken or anything, it really was better to kill 

Mangy-Dog, so his sores wouldn’t hurt him any more.
‘ Isaura . . . ’ —  I wanted to tell her something hut I 

didn’t know what.
‘Onnnnnnnnnne . . . ’ —  Quim began to count.
They’d all shoot at the same time so that the bullets 

wouldn’t hurt Mangy-Dog so much. He’d still he thinking 
of something then he’d already be dead.

‘ Isaura . . . Mangy-Dog must have seen the other dogs 
don t want to play with him . . . Nobody likes him . . . 
I ’ve never seen anyone stroke his neck like the other dogs

‘Toooooooooo . . . ’ (Quim took an awful long time to 
say two).

‘ He must know that it’s better to die than to bear all 
that, the little Standard I kids throwing stones at him and 
going round in a ring and calling him Mangy-Dog, Teach
er saying Suca to Him, and Senhor Administrador telling 
the Veterinary Doctor to kill him because of his sores from 
the atomic bomb . . . ’

‘Aaaaaaaaaaaa and . . . ! Quim spoke like some other 
person I didn’t know.

Isaura moaned and went limp all over, not wanting to 
walk, and just staring hard at Mangy-Dog with wild eyes. 
I was also sorry to see Mangy-Dog die, but it wouldn’t help 
to take him and cure his sores and make a little kennel for 
him because perhaps he wouldn’t like it. I knew that he 
already knew of too many other things just to want what 
any dog could have. Mangy-Dog must have hoped for



something different from what otlier dogs usually had, al
ways looking with those blue eyes, hut so big, like some
one asking for something without wanting to say it. And 
even when he looked at the other dogs, at the trees and 
the cars going past, at Teacher’s chickens pecking the 
ground between his feet, at the little Standard I kids play
ing marbles or something, at Senhor Administrador or the 
others playing Sueca on the Club verandah on Saturday 
afternoons, at Quim telling stories in Sa’s shop, at Isaura 
giving him her lunch and talking to h im ; always when 
he looked he was asking for something that I didn’t under
stand, but it couldn’t have been just that he wanted his 
sores to be cured and to be given food and to have a kennel 
made for him.

‘TH REE!’
Everything stopped and even Isaura went all quiet and 

stiff.
‘Fire, bugger it ! ’
‘ Isaura . . . ’ —  I wanted to tell her something, I wanted 

to tell her everything I was thinking.
‘Dammit, isn’t anybody firing?’
‘Hum? . . . ‘ Isaura looked at me with her wild eyes.
‘We can’t give anything to Mangy-Dog . . . We don’t know 

what he wants. Honestly we don’t . . . ’
Isaura looked at me without understanding because I 

spoke very fast.
‘I’m going to count up to three again, and watch out the 

guy who doesn’t fire . . . ’
‘ ISAURA! . . . . ’
‘ONE . . TWO . . AND . . THREE! . . ’
Right at the first shot Isaura grabbed onto me so tightly 

that we fell, and I was so scared that I shouted to her: ‘Cover 
up my ears!’ She buried her head in my chest and felt for 
my ears with her hands. The shots rang out in all direc
tions, and even with my eyes shut I could see the flashes 
of fire from the barrels of the guns. Isaura’s body was stiff 
and it jerked at every explosion.

The shots rang out without stopping, but when Quito’s 
double barrelled calibre 12 was fired the ground trembled 
and the trees went ‘ Haa! . . . ’ for a long way. The dog 
must have been dead already but they still went on shooting. 
I felt the air as hot as Isaura’s body, and my mouth was 
filled with gunpowder —  this made me want like hell to 
cough, but 1 couldn’t because I was so scared of the sound 
of the bullets whistling over us. This whistling only ended 
in another burst that didn’t have any echo either, because 
even before the bullets stopped whistling the bush ex
ploded with another burst.



The shots stopped suddenly, and Isaura felt like she was dead 
on top of me, hut very stiff. When I wanted to shake her off 
I saw through the grass that Quim was putting another car
tridge in the chamher and shutting it. The whole bush was 
still full of the noise of the shots travelling away from us 
when the dark cavity of the calibre lit up with a rapid al
most white flash accompanied by an explosion. Isaura 
yelled with all her might and pressed herself against me 
again. Then, at the same time as the noise of the explosion 
burst through the bush further and further away, I could 
hear Isaura moaning again. I felt her stomach, very hot 
and sweaty, all stuck close to mine.

‘That' ’s enough, gang, let’s go’— Quim’s voice was hoarser 
than it was a while ago. Around us the grass went fff-fff as 
they walked.

‘Man, when I let off that SG the guy got it fidl in the 
chest . . .  I saw him jump right off the ground and then 
bury himself in the grass. He still bounced as if he was 
made of rubber, didn’t you see?’

‘ I got him right in the left eye when he was still stand
ing. His snout was pushed right over sideways by the force 
of the bullet . . . then I put in two 3As and sent them off 
almost at the same time right into the middle of his fore
head^—  the guy’s whole head must have been smashed open

‘Man, with that SG you must have killed him at once . . . 
We fired at a dead target . . . ’

‘So what? What’s that got to do with you . . . I’ll shoot 
with whatever I feel like . . . ’

Isaura moaned at me and cried softly without any tears 
in her eyes. Her hair was full of grass but it only smelt of 
gunpowder when it got inside my nose.

‘ Isaura . . . ’
Her stomach was hard, all stuck close to mine.
‘Let’s go . . .  ’
Her nails dug into my throat, hut I liked it and didn’t 

move,
‘ Isaura . . . ’
Her face was as hot as her stomach.
I d just like to know what those two have been up to all 

this time they’ve been hiding there in the grass.’ It was 
Quim.

Isaura got up at once, very embarrassed, and started to 
straighten her dress. Then she looked at me and ran away 
through the trees. For a long time we could hear the noise 
of her dress tearing against the micaias, hut then everything 
was silent.

‘Let’s g o ! . . , ’



^uiin came up to me at lunch hrcak. I knew it was him 
even though I didn’t stop watching the dogs playing on the 
other side of tlie street.

‘Ginho . . . ’
‘What?’
‘It’s tough, isn’t it? . . . !
‘Yes, it is . . .  ’
He sat on the stairs next to me and watched the dogs 

too.
‘They didn't want to play with Mangy-Dog’ —  he pointed 

at them— ‘They didn’t want to play with Mangy-Dog! . . . ’ 
He spoke very loudly and waved his arms in all directions. 
‘You told me that, didn’t you? . . . ’

Teacher’s shoes went click click click behind us, hut as 
I was talking to Quim and looking at something else I 
didn’t have to get up.

‘You know what? Isaura went and told her father that 
we . . .  ’

‘What?’
‘She asked her father to give us a hiding . . . ’
‘A hiding? . . .  W hy?’
‘Because WE KILLED MANGY-DOG! . . . ’ and he 

laughed so loudly he was quite doubled up. ‘ Isn’t she the 
end? How’s that, hey? . . . GIVE US A HIDING BE
CAUSE WE KILLED MANGY-DOG! . . . ’

Then he kept quiet. Teacher was saying something over 
there: ‘Boys! to the classroom!’

‘Ginho . . . will you pass me a crib of the test?’ Quim 
put his arm around my shoulder. ‘Will you let me copy 
you? . . . ’

‘Allright’.
‘Ginho . . .  are you cross with me? Shouldn’t we have 

killed the dog? . . . SENHOR DUARTE TOLD US TO . . . 
YOU WERE THERE TOO . . . ’

‘No, I’m not cross or anything . . . ’
‘Will you pass me a crib of the problems then . . . Will 

you? . . . I’ll do your drawing for you . . . ’
‘Allright’.
‘Boys! To the classroom! To the classroom! I’ve al

ready spoken! ’
So we went ô the classroom.

Lonka, 5th April, 1963.
This story is all I have to give you on the day of your 

13th birthday.
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