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The Death of Masaba

‘Fellows, what do you think of this business of Masaba?’

“Yes, just tell us what happened’

‘Men, the boy is dying. I heard from Stimela, the boss-boy of the lash-
ers, that Masaba fainted twice in the mine today. Stimela he ran to tell Boss
Tom, who did not even want to listen to him, but only said: “Get away,

there are lots of boys 1n the compound.””
‘But what made Masaba faint in the mine?’
Well ... I saw that there was a mistake in his ticket. It was not stamped

ten days’ light underground work.

The others they laughed when they heard the word ‘mistake’.

‘Clear out, they cried, ‘there 1s no mistake there! We old boys know well
that if Masaba had been a white man there would have been no mistake.
Didn’t Boss Tom say “there are lots of Kaffirs in the compound”? “If one
dies”’ meaning Masaba, “the Government will bring more” He said that

Jfter Stimela had told him, “Masaba is fainting, he cannot lash.”
ch was busy with his own thoughts.

This affair was worrying their hearts a great deal. These men — they
were five, sitting round a glowing bucket fire — had left their kraals for
the mines, forced to do so by hunger and want. They left their homes
terrible accidents that occur below the surface of the
he always-wise white people would be
I: safeguard them from underground
h equal feelings though their skins

The others were silent; ea

knowing of the
mines. Their only hope was that t
true to them and treat them we
dangers, and work them as people wit

were black.

The working place
18% level. The heat on that leve
boys were liable to get heatstroke. Behin
threatened their lives; while in front a na
above them. From its grim, muddy face tric

where they were stationed was deep down on the
1 was terrible; so intense that unacclimatised

d them a yawning, dreary shaft
ked, creaking rock rose sheer
kled drops of dirty, poisonous

water.
Under these disabilities, with death everywhere beckoning, Boss Tom
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made them lash as though the Furies were after them. Here thej, hag.
naked bodies were bent unceasingly over the shovels. Even old lashiy,

hands were seen staggering under the 'heat, and. through the; Pangs o
hunger. As these were their daily lot in life, they did not mind it a¢ all, £,

they had infinite trust in their masters. e i
But today, when they saw Masaba, the victim of callous indilterence, ye

Masaba, their young fellow countryman, who was not elven supposed tg } o
placed on the lashing gang, their hearts were filled with blood. The first

incident happened when they were shovelling madly. Masaba SUddf:nly

dropped down ... and fainted. ‘ .
Boss Boy Stimela ran and told Boss Tom: Nkosi, the boy Masaba by,

fainted. He can’t lash’ ‘ ,
Boss Tom was greatly surprised when he heard that a ‘Kaffir’ could no;

do the job for which he was solely created, the handling of the shovel. 1,
said to Steamer: ‘What! Masaba can’t lash? A bloody Kaffir ... can’t lashy

‘I know, sir; replied Steamer, ‘that Masaba faints as soon as he stoops to
lash. I think he’s not used to it yet.

‘Oh, kick him, Steamer.

Steamer was, however, one of those fast-dwindling Boss Boys who,
instead of ‘waking up’ Masaba with a kick, according to orders, went to
him and said, “Try and lash, boy. The Boss will hit you, say you’re loafing’

Poor Masaba went and threw himself at his master’s feet.

‘Nkosi, I am not used to lashing yet. I get so tired, sir, and my head
aches so. My eyes get clouded and misty when I stoop to lash, sir. I beg
you, sir, my good Boss, my father, give me another job until I'm used to
this job of lashing. I will work well, sir. I will do anything for you, Boss.
But lashing kills me, Boss, please.

And he burst into tears, while his fellow workers muttered ominously
under their breath.

It is difficult for a boy and his Boss to come to quick understanding
down there. Because in the mine their language is different from ours.
There their speech is made up of all those naked and revolting phrases that
would shame the Prince of Darkness. Stll muttering amongst themselves,
they said, ‘Masaba, isn’t your ticket stamped?’

‘T don’t know; sobbed Masaba. “This is my first time to work 1n the
mine. I began work yesterday’

‘Hey, what’s up there?’ bawled Boss Tom, drawing nearer. ‘If I get YO!
talking again, Masaba, there’ll be hell for you

‘He 1s dying, sir; cried Stimela 1n a strained voice. -
It was then that Boss Tom uttered words seemingly innocent in b3

thoughts, but to natives’ minds full of damning meanings. This thoughtles
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who did not know the working of a native’s mind said: “There are

oangct 5ffirs 10 the comPOund!’
NG digested these words bent once more Over their shovels

e > iy StoPP rs. For, with a heartrending cry, Masaba
: i is head against a jagged piece of rock
Without del . .d to the surface and from there
i .« fellow countrymen heard that

t clothes, 2 mine

m their wWe
said [

Madoda, the managet

.. er ..

Through his carelessness

Masaba. . . .
‘[ say, fellows, if Masaba had died acadent?dly-,

tered. But I hold that he was mu

be employed on lashing”

‘Hau, didn’t you h
4’2 Ho! Ho! You don

in the compoun
s ’
And they went out t© Masaba’s grave:



CASEY MOTSISI

Kid Playboy

Every time a hick job comes around i_n the office I get saddled with j,
Now the editor pushes this folded white card at me and says to fing o
what I can get out of this here invite. I walk out of the office and read h,
card once more. According to the gold-lettered words a certaiy, Kig
Mabothobotho stays out Dube is getting hitched to an Mexandra cherrje

On Saturday the wedding will take place at the cherrie’s place ip, Aley
[ decide I'd rather wait for it to come around to Dube on Sunday becayge
I'm somewhat scared of hopping off to Alex especially on weekends o
account the bright boys over there have turned the place into a gunsmoke
and knife-happy township.

On Sunday I haul out my top hat and tails to make ready to go
Dube. I expect it to be one of those high society shindigs, as you know
how hoity-toity these Dubeheimers can get when they want to. I get »
good look at myself in my landlord’s son’s wardrobe mirror as I put on the
tie he lent me, and I see that my eyes are unusually clear — sure sign among
the boozing fraternity that I've been keeping shebeen queens, especially
Aunt Peggy, waiting.

I get to Dube and don’t have any difficulty spotting the place where
this wedding is taking place on account of the half-a-dozen beribboned
convertible cars parked in front of the house. A guy who meets me at the
door looks scornfully at my not-too-well pressed trousers, whereupon he
gives me the VIP treatment. Only he réckons the ‘I’ in VIP stands for
‘Inconsequential’. He tells me to go and sit in the tent at the back of the
house. I tell him who I am, whereupon he smiles and ushers me into the
room.

This girl this guy’s getting married to is so beautiful that I can’t take MY
eyes off her for a pretty long time. After a while I manage to pull my &/®
;\;vay from her to look at the groom. Cripes! It’s none other than K{d
Playboy. I feel the blood revolting in my veins. This is the same Ki
fo o ok any o e e e ik o 41

s gitl of mine everything in the world and croW
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o list of promises by telling her that he would build a fire under the

he can swim in winter.

And like all starry-eye§ girls, this girl of mine went and believed every
word he told her. Maybe if she ha_dn’t been so gullible she would still have
peen alive today. As it turns out, Kid Playboy givcs her the bird after string-
g her for a month on account another foolish cherrie falls for his sweet

. So what does she do, but commut suicide!

s eyes meet mine and I pull out my tongue at him. He

Kid Playboy
s coal black and his Adam’s apple starts moving up and down like
host. The guy looks real scared, and I am just

o seen a g
hate myself for having scared the boy by sticking out my
rongue at him when I realise that it’s not me who's the cause of his sudden

jsitters. T here’s a girl who's sitting a few feet behind me who is proving to
be the why for Kid’s jaded nerves.

nd look at this girl to see what it is about her that can

cause so much panic in a satanic soul. But all I can see is that she’s an ordi-

nary homely girl, and the small sleeping child she’s holding in her arms 1s

the sweetest thing [ ever did see.
I'm still busily occupied at looking at this fear-instilling girl and hoping
that she’s not a ghost, when a voice that sounds like a constipated ostrich’s

booms, ‘Ladees and gentlemen, A1l those who have presents for the bridal
couple may now s balane” (the MC of the wedding). The

ee the “ma

‘mabalane’ stands up, breaks into a toothless grin, bows and sits down again.

I thought they had invited us to a wedding, now they want to fleece

But seeing as the announcer man said ‘ladies and gentle-

men’, I reckon he has left me out on ccount nobody ever accused me of
being a gentleman, let alone a lady. So I happily ignore him.

A few folk get away from their eats and drinks with parcels of varying
izes beneath their armpits. They stand in line before the ‘mabalane’, who
jots down the name and address of each and everyone who dumps 2
parcel on the table. Some guys who had decided beforehand that it would

be much better to save the few pennies they have for paying their rent
ats for Kid Playboy and his spouse = and perhaps a
like yours truly — suddenly dis-

(’.116 Jon )
Jcean just ¢ 58

furn
comeone Wh

beginﬂjl'lg to

I turn around a

presents out of us!

instead of buying prese
few others who have a needle against him,

cover that the room is too hot and march out.
After some time the last name and address 1s written down, and I can

see the ‘mabalane’ hinting at the groom’s people for his payment for
services duly rendered — a nip of hooch. But he doesn’t get the hooch.
Instead, the girl with the baby, who had so disorganised Kid Playboy 2
short while ago, stands up and walks to the ‘mabalane’. She dumps the

child, who is now awake and bawling his young head off, on the table and
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says, ‘Here’s my present to the bride and groom. MY. name 1s Maisie.’ She
gives a Mapetla address somewhere in Site and Service. She winds up by
saying Kid Playboy’s the pop of the child.

All of a sudden, there’s a bang of a hullabaloo going on. Kid Playboy j
making a hurried exit out of the house, and the bride is tearing at he,
bridal dress and hurling all sorts of names at Kid Playboy and his family
including the late ones. After every burst of unprintable words she keeps
chorusing that she’s got a lawyer that’s going to show them what makes
the grass green.

Up to today nobody ever hears a word about Kid Playboy. But Mr
Rumour goes around the townships telling all and sundry that Kid Play-
boy is in his hometown somewhere in the Tanganyika Territory, although
the folks from there pronounce it “Tananika Torrotoro’.

I reckon the next time the editor tells me to go and cover a ‘wedding’,
I’'m gonna take an advance on my salary and hightail it to Aunt Peggy’s
joint and cover a bottle of hooch with Kid Playboy’s ex-bride on my lap,
as she now frequents this place ever since her lawyer proved not to be as
hot as she had thought him to be.




The porning cownship train cruised into Park Station, Johannesburg, and
51t in the dark vaults of the subterranean platforms.Already the

he and lissom had leapt off and dashed for the
¢ of us had to wade ponderously,

that gathered the popula-

i, Dube, Orlando, Pimville, Nancefield,

Kliptown: Springs, s that spewed their

workership OVeT _]ohannesburg.

i ress that trudged in the crowd on the platform. Slowly,

were forced, like the substance of a toothpaste tube,
r that hoisted us through the

idor and up the escalato
fbreath and the teeth of pass-demanding South

African Police.
But it was with 2 ilt in my step that I €
and slipped through the police net, because

the one who drank with me at Sis Julia’s shebeen o
was with a lilt, because it alked out of Park Station

was spring as I w
pointillist morning with t omewhere over George

he sun slanting from s

Goch, and in spring the young ladies wear colourful frocks, glaring against
the sunlight and flaring in the mischi I ioved as I passed into
Hoek Street, seeing the whi King George Street, the
sunlight striking through their ino the silhouettes beneath
to show me leg and form; things black men are supposed to know noth-
ing of, and which the law Jssininely decrees may not even be imagined.

Funny thing this, the law in all its horrificiency prohibits me, and yet

].In the streets of Johannesburg feast for free every morning. And, God, if
try hard enough, I may know for real in Hillbrow every night.
There is a law that says (I'm aft

isal aid quite a bit of this will seem like there
a -
aw that says), well, it says cannot ma

law. B ke love to a white woman. It 153

W. 1 b . - - - —

Shuddm stronger still there is a custom — 32 tradition, 1t 18 called here that
ers at the sheerest notion that any white man could contcmplate, or

rossed the parquet foyer floor
I knew which cop to pass by:
£ an afternoon off. It
into a
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any black man dare, a love affair across the colour line. They do- White -
do meet and fall in love with black women; black men do eXplore ‘ivg .
towers’. But all this is severely ‘agin the law’.

There are also African nationalists WhO_PrOfess hgrror at the thougp,
that any self-respecting black man could desire any white Womm.They say
that no African could ever debase himself as to love 2 white Woman, Ty
is highly cultivated and pious lying in the te_eth of daily slavering in towy,
and in cinema. African girls, who are torturing themselves all the time i
gain a whiter complexion, straighter hair :'md corset-contained Posterior
surely know what their men secretly admure. '

As for myself, I do not necessarily want to bed a white woman; | Merely
insist on my right to want her.

Once, I took a white girl to Sophiatown. She was a girl who likeq to
go with me and did not have the rumoured South African inhibitions, g,
did not even want the anthropological knowledge of ‘how the other South
Africans live’. She just wanted to be with me.

She had a car, an ancient Morris. On the way to Sophiatown of theg
days, you drove along Bree Street, past the Fordsburg Police Station in the
Indian area, past Braamfontein railway station, under a bridge away past the
cemetery, past Bridgetown Memorial Hospital (known, strangely, for
bringing illegitimate non-European children into the world), up Hurst
Hill, past Talitha Home (a place of detention for delinquent non-European
girls), past aggressive Westdene (sore at the proximity of so many non-
white townships around her), and into Sophiatown.

So that night a black man and a white woman went to Sophiatown. I
first took Janet to my auntie’s place in Victoria R oad, just opposite the bus
terminus. It was a sight to glad a cynic’s heart to see my aunt shiver before
Janet.

‘Mama’ ~ in my world all women equivalents of my mother are mother
to me — ‘Mama, this is my girl. Where is Tata?’ This question, not becaus¢
my uncle might or might not approve, but because I knew he was terribly
fond of brandy, and I was Just about to organise a little party; he would 00t
forgive me for leaving him out. But he was not there. He had gone ©
some meeting of amagosa — church stewards, of whom he was the chief.
‘Mama, how about a doek for Janet”

The doek! God save our gracious doek. A doek is a colourful Piec,e of
Fh that the African woman wears as headgear. It is tied stylisticaHY into
various shap(?s from Accra to Cape Town. I do not know the history OftAt
Innocuous piece of cloth. [n Afrikaans, the language of those of our.Whll
masters who are of Dutch and Huguenot descent, doek meant, Varlouch’
a tablecloth, a dirty Iag, or a symbol of the slave. Perhaps it was Jater U
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African women in contact with European ideas of beauty who realised
they had no hair’ and subconsciously hid their heads under the doek

¢ else, the doek had come to designate the African woman. So that
enting when I said, ‘Mama, how about a doek for Janet’, I was proposing
o cransfor™ her, d her deep blue eyes, into an African
the while.

despite her colour an

nd produced 2 multi-coloured chiffon doek.
e stood be e mirror while my sisters helped to tie Janet’s
rent township style. To my sisters that night I was obviously

, hell of 3 8UY-

Then I took Janet to 2 shebeen in Gibson Street. I was well known in
that Particular shebeen, could get my liquor ‘on tick’ and could get VIP
eatment €VENl without the asset of Janet. With Janet, I was 2 sensation.
Shebeens are noisy drinking places and as we approached that shebeen we

But when we entered

could hear the blast of loud-mouthed conversation.
2 haunted hush fell upon the house. The shebeen queen rushed two men
off their chairs to make places for us, and: “What would you have, Mr

Themba?’

There are certain names that do not go with Mister, I don’t have a clue

why. But, for sure, you cannot imagine a Mr Charlie Chaplin or 2 Mr
William Shakespeare or 2 Mr Jesus Christ. My name — Can Themba —
operates 1 that sort of class. So you can sc¢ the kind of sensation we

caused when the shebeen queen addressed me as Mr Themba.
[ said, casually as you like, ‘A half-a-jack for a start, and I suppose you'd

like 2 beer, too, my dear?’

The other patrons of the shebee
and I could see that they were won
she was coloured, a South African
appending, ‘“These journalist boys get t

the doek flummoxed them. Even iron-col
gly to the Negroid parent, ar¢ pro
se it. But this girl wore a doek!

hat tinkling English voice of hers, and I

on, without madamising her. One

n were coming up for air, one by one,
dering about Janet. Some thought that
mulatto. One said she was white,
he best girls’. But it was clear that

oureds, whose stubborn physical
appearances veer stron ud enough of

whatever hair they have to €xXpo
Then Janet spoke to me in t

spoke to her, easily, without inhibiti
chap, who could contain himself no longer, rose to shake my hand. He

SLaid, in the argot of the townships, ‘Brer Can, you've eaten caustic soda.
ook, man, get me fish-meat like this, and gtrue’s God, I'll buy you 2 yung
(a car)!’ That sort of thawed the house and everybody broke into raucous
laughter.

. Later, I collected a bottle of brandy and some ginger ale,
my room in Gold Street. There were 2 few friends and the

and took Janet
1r girls:
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Kaffertjie (Litdle Kaffer — he was quite deﬁantl?if proud of gh; .

Hilda, Jazzboy and Pule, Jimmy, Roc.kefeller and a coloureq oirl Wee) -
Madame Defarge because day or night she always had clicking k ?al.lcd
needles with her. We drank, joked, conversed, sang and horse‘Playednftn”g
a night of the Sophiatown of my time, before the governmen; de;trto\;?é

1t.

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times; it was the age of,,

dom, it was the age of foolishness; it was the season of Light, ; B |

1t wyyg the

season of Darkness; it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of desp
Ir

we had everything before us, we had nothing before us; we were all gy
direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way — i short tI}]l
period was so far like the present period that some of its noisjeg autim:
ities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the SUpetlagy,
degree of comparison only.

Sometimes I think, for his sense of contrast and his sharp awareneg of
the pungent flavours of life, only Charles Dickens — or, perhaps, Vi,
Hugo — could have understood Sophiatown. The government hag razed
Sophiatown to the ground, rebuilt it, and resettled it with whites. And wig,
appropriate cheek, they have called it Triomf.

That night [ went to bed with Janet, chocolate upon cream. I do not
know what happened to me in my sleep; the Africans say amadhlozi talked
to me — the spirits of my forefathers that are supposed to guide my reck-
less way through this cruel life intervened for once. In the mid of the night
I got up, shook Janet and told her we got to go.

"Ah, Can, you're disturbing me, I want to sleep.

‘Come-ahn, get up!’

‘Please, Can, I want to sleep.”

I pulled off the blankets and marvelled awhile at the golden hair that
billowed over her shoulders. Then she rose and dressed drowsily.

We got into her ancient Morris and drove to town. I think it was t};
remembrance of a half-bottle of brandy in her room in Hillbrow that woX¢
me and made me rouse her, more than the timely intervention ©
amadhlozi. We saw a big, green Kwela-Kwela wire-netted lorry-van
be-batonned white cops driving up Gold Street, but we thought

: : Jut-
it, for the cops, like fleas in our blankets, are always with us. S0 W¢ sp
tered up Hurst Hill into town.

Later, I heard what had happened. really my

[ used to have a young Xhosa girl called Baby. She was 1ot ook B¢
class, but in those days for what we called love we S,opln'afcomans
high, the middle and the low. hiGh

Baby was pathologically fond of parties, the type of parties

oA

little of

|

[



organise themselves into a club of about half-a-dozen

bers. On pay-day they each contribute, say L5, and give it to the
rﬂember whose turn it is. He then throws a party to entertain all the mem-
me

¢ and their girlfriends. Almost invariably guys trespass on other guys’
bcg ,nd fights break out. Baby liked this kind of party, but it soon became
i [ was risking the swift knife in the dark so long as I asso-
ted with her. So I talked it over with her, told her we should call it a
¢ hat I did not want to clash with her tsotsi boyfriends. She readily

“That-so it s, after all you're a teacher type and you don't

t50t5i5 go. They

JJear to M€ that

day and that
acccpted, saying,

suit l’l’le-,
So far as I was concerned that had been that.

But that star-crossed night, Baby heard that 1 was involved with a white
1. She went berserk. I gathered that she went running down Gold Street
g out her hair and shricking. At the corner of Gold Street and
met a group of tsotsis playing street football under the
is ball. They asked her, ‘Baby, whassamatter?” She
an. and they replied, ‘Report

gl
tearin
Victoria Street, she
street lamp with a tenn

screamed, ‘It’s Can, he's with a white wom
him!’
Africans are not on the side of the cops if they can help it. You do not

o to a policeman for help or protection or the which way to go.You
them, good heavens! It is just not done.

‘Report him!" means the matter is serious.

Baby went to Newlands Police Station and shouted, ‘Baas, they're there.
They're in bed, my boyfriend and a whte woman. The sergeant behind
the counter told her to take 1t easy, to wait until the criminals were so well-
asleep that they might be caught flagrante delicto. But Baby was dancing
with impatience at ‘the law’s delay’.

Still, that sergeant wanted to make a proper job of it. He organised
a lorry-full of white cops, white cops only, with batons and the right
sadistic mental orientation. Or, perhaps, too many such excursions had
misadventured before where black cops were suspected of having tipped
oft their brethren.

When we went down Gold Street, it was them we saw in the green
lorry-van bent on a date with a kaffir who had the infernal impertinence
to reach over the fence at forbidden fruit.

[ understood they kicked open the door of my room and stormed 11,
or}lY to find that the birds had flown. One white cop is reported to have
sad, wistfully, ‘Look, man, there are two dents in the pillow and I can still
smell her perfume. Another actually found a long thread of golden hair-
o Imn;: Baby a few days later _and asked her resignedly, ‘But you said we’re

in love, why the big jealous act?’

g

eschew them. To report a felon to
So for a tsotsi to say about anyone,
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She replied, ‘Even if WC’Vﬂf split, gou_‘czgsshﬁnzj fr:; (i fOrla ite big,
I countered, ‘But if you still love mc‘ g . -¢Jealoyg di dny ch
_ e sending me to siX months in jaill Baby, i Yoy
consider that you welc’ sen Coylq b
. ears, you know. ‘ oo
Stvfilgou’t c):u'e,’ she said. ‘BEt not \tjg’tah:ﬁalt)::fé Sv?tr;l Amin Wh s
i ou? [t’s just that you 3 White 1, "
thacI [ dsltrlil“llo‘;;}’my hangiﬁ in despair @d thought that' f?ne of thege dlat;hl
really must slaughter a spotlessly Wh‘lte goat as a sacrifice to th SPirits o
my forefathers. I have been neglecting my superstitions toq dangerously
long. ) .. .
Funny, one of the things seldom said for superstitious belie
a tremendous psychological peg to hang on to. God knows ¢
attacks made upon the unreason and stark. cruelty of sup
witchcraft practices are warranted. Abler minds than mine
this. But I do want to say that those of us who have been detribaligeg ang
caught in the characterless world of belonging nowhere, have 4 bitter sepge
of loss. The culture that we have shed may not be Particularly valyyhj, in
a content sense, but it was something that the psyche could attach itself 1o,
and its absence is painfully felt in this white man’s world where everything
significant is forbidden, or ‘Not for theel’ Not only the refusa] to let us
enter so many fields of human experience, but the sheer negation that oy
spirits should ever assume to themselves identity. Crushin

g.
It is a crepuscular, shadow-life in which we wander as spectres seeking
meaning for ourselves. And

even the local, little legalities we invent ar
frowned upon. The whole atmosphere is charged with the white man’

re he does not have 2 law for it, he certainly

. This is the burden of the white man’s crime
against my personality that negatives all the brilliance of intellect and the

genuine funds of goodwill g many individuals have. The whole bloody
ethos still asphyxiates me. Ingratitude? Exaggeration? Childish, PamP?IEd
desire for indulgence? Yeg — yes, perhaps. But leave us some area in nn}c
and experience to be true to ourselves. It is so exhausting to have to e
reaction all the time, My race believes in the quick shaft of anget, f o
love, or hate, or laughter: the perpetual emotional commitment is e
to us. Life hag contrived gq much, such a variegated woof in its pexturt:

that we ft..cl We can tarry only a poignant moment with a little 828
€motion, if we 4re ever to s

an

o avour the whole. Thus they call us fickl
is oyal.They have not yet called ys hypocritical. spi®
b ;Il‘lhcscf things [ clajn, for my race, | claim for all men. A little IZ iicf
ro ' ' 1 '
kaffir ©% Just a little espite from the huge responsibility of beibs

f is that ;

Ity
he Veheng,,

have argueq
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Afier that adventure in Sophiatom with Janet, I got a lot of sympathy

J advice: [ met the boys who had said to Baby, ‘Report him!" I was sore

because they had singled me out like that and made me the pariah that
could be thrown to the wolves. They put their case:

an, there’s a man here on this corner who plays records

of classical music, drinks funny wines and brings white men out here for

our black girls. Frankly, we don't like it, because these white boys come out

here for 0Ur girls, but when we meet them in town they treat us like turds.

We don't like the way you guys play it with the whites. We’re on Baby’s

side, Brer Can’
erstand

100k, boys, 1 expla'med, ‘you don’t understand, you don’t und
me. I agree with you that these whites take advantage of our girls and we
s act as if they are special. But all you've done

don't like the way ouf gir
it is just to sit and sizzle here at them. No one among you has tried

to take revenge. Only I have gone to get 2 white girl and avenge with her
what the whites do to our sisters. I’'m not like the guys who procure black
girls for their white friends. I seek revenge. I get the white girls — well, it’s

tough and risky, but you guys, instead of sitting here crying your hearts

out, you should get yourselves white girls, too, and hit back’

I got them, I knew.
One guy said, ‘By right, Brer Can’s telling the truth.

Another asked, “Tell me, Brer Can, how does a white woman taste?’
That was going too far. I had too great a respect for Janet, the woman,

to discuss that with anybody whether he was white or black.

I said, “You go find out for yourself’

The piece of advice 1 got from the mother of 2 friend of mine who
stayed in the same street, Gold Street, was touching.

She said to me: ‘Son, I've heard about your trouble with the white girl.

Its you that was foolish. People know that your white girl 15 around
because they recognise the car. If they see it parked flush in front of your
house, they say, “Can has got silver-fish.” What you should do is to drive
the car into my yard here, right to the back of the house sO that nobody
could see it from the street, and then they wouldn’t suspect that you have

the white girl in your room down there’

It seemed to me to be excellent, practical advice.

So the next time I got home with Janet, we drove
of my friend’s mother, right back behind the house, an
the dead of night to my room.

In the middle of the night, my

of g
: my room and shouted, ‘Can, get
reathless time, rushed to the car at

about

the car into the yard
d walked down in

friend came clattering O
up, the cops!” We got up,
his mother’s place and z



Sophiatown on a little-used route past St Joseph’ Missig |
Auckland Park into Hillbrow, where in the heart of the Whiten thIOUgh
land we could complete breaking the white man’s law as, ap Many g,
could not do in Sophiatown. P&rendy,
Later, I heard the sordid details of what had happened that 1:
friend came home late, and overheard his mother and sisters discLug.h "M
Morris we had left in their yard. The mother felt that it was no g te
I should be messing around with a white woman when she |, drlght tht
ried daughters of her own and my eligibility rated hj h. S o
of her daughters to po and tell B 850 Sh-e Yl
. g ell Baby that I was with the white Wormgy

We
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The man awoke 1 fright and fou
¢ill, knowing that 1
and kill him. He waited to see what the lion inte

to think that he was dead.
The lion carried him to a zwart-storm trec an

its branches. It still needed to drink, for its thirst was very great.

first to go to the water, and then come back and eat him.
It pressed the man’s head between the branches of the zwart-storm tree,

%nd turned to go to the water pit. The man moved his head, just a little. The
lion caught the movement; it looked back suspiciously — why had the

man’s head moved? The lion was sure that it had fixed the man’s head

firmly between the branches. But it had apparently not been firmly
sed

h §

:t;loug : ,for the man fell over. The lion came back and once more pres
e man’s head between the branches of th <t
very thoroughly. It licked th o therwant-stofil Ree B3
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other side. The mma y. It ascended the hill and be was € g.he

n gently turned his head gan to descend it on t
to follow its movements. H
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nded to do, for it appeared
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saw the lion raise its head, peering at him over the top of the hill, wanting
to make sure that he was not just feigning death. When it saw that he was
sdll lying as it had left him, the lion ran off quickly to the water, intend-
ing to slake its thirst and then return so that it might eat this man. For it
was very hungry.

The man watched the lion disappear. It seemed as if this time, it had
gone for good. Just to be sure, the man continued to lie still for a time, in
case the lion again came back to check on him. For he knew that the lion
was cunning. It might deceive him into thinking it had really gone away,
only to return to catch him the moment he stirred. A long time passed.
Sgll the man waited; finally, when there was still no sign of the lion return-
ing, he concluded that it had really gone away.

He remained cautious, however. He did not leap up and flee immedi-
ately, but got up carefully, and sprang away to a different spot. His inten-
tion was to confuse the lion, so that it would find it more difficult to locate
his trail from this new place. Then, instead of heading straight for home,
the man ran off in a zigzag direction, hoping by this means to throw the
lion off his trail. For he knew that if the lion detected his footsteps, it
would follow him and seek him out where he lived.

Finally, he emerged at the top of the hill near his home. He called out
to his people, telling them that he had been ‘lifted up’, he had been ‘lifted
up’ by a lion. He instructed them to bring out many hartebeest-skins, and
roll him up in them, for he had been ‘lifted up’ in the middle of the day,
while the sun stood high. He knew that the lion, when it came back and
found him missing, would resolve to seek him and track him down. For
that reason, he wanted the people to roll him up in hartebeest-skins, so that
the lion would not be able to scent him and get to him. Everyone knew
that the lion does not forget its prey. Once it has killed, it will never leave
its prey uneaten.

So the people rolled the young man up in mats and hartebeest-skins.
They covered him over with sheltering bushes from around the home-
stead, so that the lion, when it came seeking him, would not be able to find
him. For this young man was their hearts’ young man. They loved him, and
they did not wish the lion to eat him.

The people went out to seek a special edible root; they dug it out and

brOught it home at noon and baked it. An old man was on¢ of those out

gathering wood for his wife so that she could m
He was the one who saw the lion as it came over
where the young man had walked, following the youn
shouted to the others, ‘Look — look at the hill! There at the top where the

young man came over — Se€ what’s there.’

ake a fire to roast the root.
the top of the hill, exactly
g man’s trail. He




The young man’s mother said, “You must 119t allow the li,on t0 comg
near the houses. You must shoot it dead before it comes here.

The people quickly slung on their quivers‘ and went to meet the lion,
But when they shot at this lion with their poisonous aIrows, 1t would p,
die. ) .

Another old woman spoke, she said, “You must give the lion a chilg g 6
that it will go away from us.

But the lion said that it did not want a child. It wanted the persop
‘whose eyes’ tears’ it had licked; he was the one that -it W:‘mted.

Other people said to those who had shot at the hop: -How Was it thyy
when you shot at the lion you could not manage to kill it?’

Another old man said: ‘Can’t you see? This lion must be a sorcerer. It
will not die when we shoot at it, it insists upon having the man whom j
carried off’

The people threw children to the lion; but the lion ignored them, stj]
seeking the young man. The people continued to shoot at it. But thej
arrows had no effect. They said, ‘Bring us spears, we have to kill the Lion’
They stabbed it with spears, hoping to stab it to death, but their spears, too,
had no effect. The lion continued to seek the young man, saying that it
wanted the young man whose tears it had licked. He was the one it wanted,
It tore things apart, breaking the people’s houses to pieces, seeking the
young man out.

And the people said, ‘Can you not see that the lion will not eat the chil-
dren we have given to it?’

And the people said, ‘Can you not see that it must be a sorcerer?’

And the people said, “You must give a girl to the lion, we’ll see if the
lion will eat her and then go away’

But the lion did not want the girl either. It only wanted the man whom
1t had carried off.

And the people didn’t know what else to do. They had been shooting
at the lion since morning, and it would not die. It had refused the children
whom they gave it, it had refused the young girl. It wanted only the man
whom it had carried off.

So finally the people said, “Tell the young man’s mother that, although
she loves the young man, she must bring him out. She must give the young
man to the lion, even if he is the child of her heart. For she can see that
the sun is about to set, and that the lion is still threatening us, it will not
leave us, it insists on having the young man’

The young man’s mother wept and said, “You may give my child il th,e
lion. But you must not allow it to eat my child and live. You must kill
while it is upon my child, so that it dies as my child dies!

10



So the people took the young man out of the hartebeest-skins in which
they had wrapped him, and they gave the young man to the lion. And the
lion bit the young man and killed him. And while the lion was biting the
ung man to death, the people shot at it and stabbed it.

The lion spoke: ‘Now I will die; it said to the people, ‘for I have finally

found the man I have been seeking’
And so it died, lying dead with the young man that it had killed.

yo



F1re~walker
B 2 : 2 a.,
‘Allah has sent me to you, Bibi Fatum
. Allah, Haji Musa? d lady. Listen to me carefully. There j; o

00
T ¢ Ou,Ajlah, nly g s 1 -
[ assure y Either you have a sickness or there is an Vil e

you claim that there is nothing wrong i, o
ily 1 althy and happy?’
family 18 perfectly he :
holzr?;} tl?a}t{g?;dusa, you know my little Amir has a nasty cough thys -
D Kafn;.l cannot cure and Soraya secmms to have lost her appetite’
r‘My sood woman, you believe me now when I say Allah has sen; .
o

thing wrong with you.
cast over your home. Can

to you?’
Bibi Fatima’s husband, Jogee, entered the room. Hajji Musa took p,

notice of him and began to recite (in Arabic) an extract from the Qur'ay,
When he had done he shook hands with Jogee.

“Listen to me, Bibi Fatima and brother Jogee. Sickness is not part of our
nature, neither is it the work of our good Allah. It is the work of that great
evildoer Iblis, some people call him Satan. Well, I, by the grace of Allah’ (he
recited another extract from the Qur’an) ‘have been given the power to
heal the sick and destroy evil. That 1s my work in life, even if I get no
reward.

‘But Hajji Musa, you must live’

‘Bibi Fatima, Allah looks after me and my family. Now bring me two
glasses of water and a candle’

‘She hurr.ied to the kitchen and brought the articles.

Now bring me the children’

I{lOgc}e)e, ;zilease go and find Amir in the yard while I look for Soraya
- Husban ar.1d wife went out. Meanwhile Hajji Musa drew the curtal®
In the room, lit the candle and 1 eithe!
. nd placed the two glasses of water on €
side of the candle. He took in : o B 4shtray
and it it cense out of his pocket, put it in an

When husband i - d
There ws oo atmoasn(}il wife returned with the children they were awed:

phere of strangeness, of mystery, in the 10

148




_He took the candle, held it about face level and said:

ked solemn
MUST( Iooere s 2 halo around the flame’
‘Lo% h,eY jooked and saw a faint halo.
e placed the candle' on the table, took the glasses of water, held them
bove the flame and recited a verse from the Qur’an. When he had done
;1 " e one olass tO the boy and one to the girl.
€5 . 3 s .
| > sink, mY children, he said. They hesitated for a moment, but Bibi
mmanded them to drink the water.
thoritatively. ‘They can now go and play.

Fati? Cowi]l be well, he said au
He extinguished the candle, drew the curtains, and sat down on the set-

_ ghed, o full-throated, uproarious, felicitous laugh.
Don’t WOLTY about the children. Allah has performed miracles on what
tes” And he laughed again.

d loss of appett
to the kitchen to make tea and Jog

She returned shortly with tea and cake.

Jogee, she said, ‘1 think Hajji Musa is greate
remember last year Dr Kamal gave me medicines and ointmen

2ching back and nothing came of it?’
‘Hajji Musa is not an ordinary doctor.
id, biting into a Jarge slice of

“What are doctors of today, Hajji Musa sal
cake, ‘but chancers and frauds? What knowledge have they of religion and

the spiritual mysteries?’

‘Since when have you this power to heal, Hajji Musa?’

“Who can tell the ways of Allah, Bibi Fatima. Sometimes his
given when we are born and sometimes when we are much older’

‘More tea?’
She filled the cup. He took another

‘Last month I went to Durban an
whom the doctors had declared 1nsanc.
had given her up. I took this woman in
anyone else.

- ‘Hajji Musa, you know my

lff)l:g E:_VC {I}e no relief. I have even stop
roti.

iShi:gOl}ll-ShOUId let me examine your

‘ 1S tea.

‘Why ok A

‘II;]E: Sﬁ?ﬂ;\ze answered protestingly. 1 have sorrt:i:}lsiness E

Well thugt’s trusa, it v\’nll onl’y take a minuteé Of :

WAL you nc ;e, that’s true. ,

the candle and water?
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ke hurrle i ’ - while;

Sne nd Ahmed, 89 nto e/ she Said

lease, JOBE a

ather reluctantly: She shut the door. T 5y
ced at a magaziné Jying on th.c table. Jogee tolg
He was feeling nervous.

and left.
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h the examination.

[ was sitting
of clothing a5 he went OB wit
best if you lie down o1 the settee so.that I can make g
ough examination Yes, that 18 bet'te‘r ... Is the pain .here ..-? Bibi Fay .
vou know the pain often has its origin lower down in the lumbar re na,
Could you ease your jjar a Jittle ...? The seat of the pain is often hergéon.

Don't be afraid-
 can feel it gettin

the rustle
[ think it

g better already, Hajji Musa.

“That is good. You are responding very well.
There was a silence for some time. When Jogee returned Hajji M
usa

WS reciting a prayer in Arabic. Jogee puffed at his cigarette. When Bip;
Fatima opened the door she was smiling and looked flushed "o
Y‘our wife wﬂl be well‘ in a few days, Hajji Musa assured the anxi
mar. And you will be having your daily roti again. Now I must go. OUS
‘Hajjl qua, but we must give you something for your t blg?.

SI;JO nothing, Bibi Fatima. I forbid you. o
e was insistent. She told 1 i
fingers) how much money heJ Osieoeu_{z péntomlme she showed lim
oo s pocker, thongh tmwarcl give. ]ogee produced the money
y protesting at his wife’s willingness to pay

a man who asked n i .
pocket o fees. Bibi Fatima put the money into Haji Musa$

* % K

II’I appearanc 2.
e Hajji M
glossy black 1 viusa was a fat -
wavy hair co , pot-bellied, short, d with
mbed backwards with fastidious’ca:er kHrirsl?:::e was

and ever
Y mornin
1Im 1n th .
€ yard, in : sers
,1n vest and pyjama trouser

window s;]] y) his mj
. outside . 1S mar . .
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. g . golng thr()u h A 1 aning
as : gh the ritual of cled™=
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le
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g conversations with var ious P eOPt.
. carls




. was 4 well-known man. At various times he had bee
ﬂajjl i veller, insurance salesman, taxi driver, (:()mpzmﬂion to :i"(’n ,
rCl [ndia an Pakistan, Islamic missionary, teacher at a s’cm']gmg
at chmaker and hawker of ladics’ underwear. e

2 go_betwcen in marriage transactions was a brief, inglo-
2lmost ended his life. One night there was fierce knocking
ed it an angry voice exploded: “You liar! You

as he open
f dat good—for—nutting Dendar boy, dat he good, dat he

ne ¥ ¢ he good prospect. My foot and boot he ejucated. He sleep
L,jucat‘?ﬂ;e it bitches he drink and beat my daughter. When you go Haj?
most‘?1 g but Jjar. You baster! You baster!” And suddenly two shots from
1ro;lﬂfll ang 0Ul in quick succession. The whole incident took place so
3 €% hat no ON€ had any time to Jook at the man as he ran through the
qulC ) ople reached Hajji Musa’s door they found him
s still alive (the bullets

3‘:) e, preathing hard and wondering why he wa
Ea i passed between his legs). His wife and eight children were in a state of
ere TEVIVE

ock. TheY Wi d with sugared water.
S 2’5 life never followed an even course: on some days one saw
g jmportantly in the chauffeur-driven Mercedes of some wealthy
d of his services; on others, one saw him in the yard,

to the other, reciting verses from the

ditatively from one end
¢ a friend, tell an amusing anecdote,

1d vist
lugh, and cuddenly ask: ‘Can you give me a few rands till tomorrow? The
tiend would give him the money without expecting anything of tomor-
o, for it was well known that Hajji Musa, liberal with his own money,

sever bothered to return anyone else’s.
orcism of evil jinn.

Hajji Musa considered himself a specialist 1n the ex
‘He deprecated modern terms such as neurosis, schizophrenia, psychosis.
What do doctors know about the power of satanic jinn? Only God can
A people who are no longer themselves. 1 have proved this time and
igain You don’t believe me? Then come¢ on Sunday night to My house and

you wil] see.
. Salzj funday night we were
o nt h.ad not yet arrived,
S fn:r S}llxteen. She is the daugh
Vion Hec ant. She 'married her cousin
i doctorr rtrlother—1n~law disliked her.
“Night yoy ‘:1]31 octor, and from oneé psychi
A see me bring about 2 permane
e a car drove into the yard, followed by W

n
T otw
© of them tall, bearded brothers — emerged from the
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. Sometimes he wou
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he regaled us with her history:
ter of Mia Mohammed the Market

4 few years ago- But things went
For months she has been carted
atrist to another, those fools.

nt cure.
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\ g

\ hands with Pim-TReY pointeq ¢
t
¢

second car- Hajji M;Stse he went inside.
ouse- .
o the nd car. All alighted but o, -~

.1 her 10t . the s€cO
‘Good, bring enint = :
a ‘ 0
om her face and hands and cried, ‘N, No

' Shel ShOeOkY lah, T am a good girl
ase! :
ple ] women stood beside the opened dooy 7
me out.

it me. 4 .
> one of the women said, getting int, the

‘ ne is g1 ‘ { to see you.
car aljlz soitting beside her. They only warnl y
in the car. _
“They can Efrfnglfﬂlih ¢ yard was present to WItness the spectacle, and
Efryh?l?iien had clambered onto the bonnet O_f the c'%r and were shoy;_
§eZi‘i:fThiérc she is! There she ;<! She is mad! She 1s n.qad, |
ing: Come now, Jamilla, come. The people are laughing at you, one of the
brothers said sternly.

Hajji Musa now appeared wearing a black cloak emblazoned with sequin.

studded crescent moons and stars, and inscribed wn:h Cufic writing in white
silk. His sandals were red and his trousers white. His turban was of green satin
and it had a large round ruby (artificial) pinned to it above his forehead.

He proceeded towards the car, looked at Jamilla, and then said to the
bearded brothers, ‘I will take care of her” He put his head into the interior
of the car. Jamilla recoiled in terror. The lady next to her held her and said,
‘Don’t be frightened. Hajji Musa intends no harm.

“Listen, sister, come into the house. | have been expecting you.

‘No! No! I want to go home.” Jamilla began to cry.

‘I won’t let anyone hurt you’

Hajji Musa tried to grab her hand, but she pushed herself backviard
against the woman next to her and screamed so loudly that for a momedt
theﬁ?ﬂz&ler s‘ee.%ned‘ tc? lose his nerve. He turned to the brothers.

e

o the interior of the car, gripped one arm of th

r1ﬁ(‘ed Jamilla and smacked her twice with vehem
Come out, jinn! Com and

the door of the car.

her on the back.

' ‘Please help! H

Ing Jamilla out of

e ter

. 20
e out, jinn!” he shouted and dragged b* toW;ed

The woman beside Jamilla pushed her and pU*

the car.
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e the jinn into the house!” And they punched and pushed Jamilla
P 2 we - ‘
D LOUSE- She pleadcd with several spectators for help and then
g to them. But they shook her off and one or two even

her and pulling her hair.

e
raros
oW ation clun

. desp! _
v  the Jiber of punching
il ushed 10t the house and the door closed on her and several
tjlale pri Jeged who were perrnitted e ess the exorcism ceremony
1 :
. soon she passed through a narrow passage and entered a room she
AS
quietened. N | o
was brilliantly lit and a fire was burning in the grate. A red
and on the window sill incense was

roo1m
e hed from wall to wall

In front of the grate Were two brass plates contain-

purnlﬂv dried red chillies.
hoes and sat down on the carpet. Jamilla was made
She was awed and looked about at the room and
he people ral women seated themselves near her. Hajji Musa then
.te the chapter “The Jinn’ from the Qur’an. We sat with bowed
7 he had done he moved towards the grate. His wife came into
d a patr of tongs. Hajji Musa took some burn-

d them on the tray. Then he scattered the red
m the tray and filled the room with
If beside Jamilla and asked the

wwo brothers to sit near her as well. He pressed Jamilla’s head over the tray
and at the same time recited a verse from the Quran in a loud voice.
Jamilla choked, seemed to scream mutely and tried to lift her head, but
Hajji Musa held her.

As the smell of burning chillies was unbearable, some of us went outside
for a breath of fresh air. AziZ Khan sai + primitive ape is prosti-
tuting our religion with his hocus-pocus. ed for assault.

he room. We

We heard Jamilla screaming and we returned quickly to ¢
th their sandals and

saw Hajji Musa and the two brothers beating her Wi

hOJfﬁng her face over the coals.

Out Iblis! Out Jinn!” Hajji Musa shouted and belaboured her.
{;‘_;13“ Jamilla fell into a swoon.

and old her, Ismail and Hafiz” Hajji Musa sprinkled h

- ir;ad a prayer. Then he asked the tWO brothers to pic
‘Wt}(: an adjoining room. They laid her on 2 bed.
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‘It’s not our business. he said, and drove back to the yard.
) i :ned her eyes a _—
When we returned Jamilla had opened her eyes and wyg mbhmg |
illa if she remembers what happey,. | Yuigy
‘Anyone can ask Jamilla if she rem e ed tg j, M
o . er head. °F!
Someone asked her and she Sl‘l.OOk 1clr g
‘See, said the victorious man, ‘it was the evil jinn that w,q
]

hragh
asheg
of her body. He is gone!’ oy

t
* K *x

There had been the singing of hmls, chanting and the Jin, ing Of by
since the late afternoon, and as evening approached there g reat exqi I
ment in the yard. Everyone knew of the great event that wag ¢ take pl:‘
that evening: the Hindu fire-walker was going to give a demonStration e

‘There is nothing wonderful about Walklng on fire’ Hajji Mus:{d
clared 1n a scornful tone. “The Hindus think they are performing mirad:
Bah! Miracles!” And he exploded in laughter. “What miracleg can theji
many gods perform, I ask you? Let them extract a Jinn or heal the sick ang
then talk of miracles’

‘But can you walk on fire or only cook on fire?’
ically. There was laughter and merriment.

‘Both, my dear man, both. Anyone who cooks

‘I anyone can, let him try, said the law student
not enough; evidence has to be produced’

"Funny, you lawyers never get done with words. After gossiping for days
you ask for a postponement’
Everyone laughed boisterously.
‘Hajji Musa, Dolly tried again, ‘can you walk on fire?’
‘Are you joking, Dolly? When | can remove a jinn, what is walking on
e? Have you seen 3 Jjinn?’
‘No.

Dolly askeg sardop.

on fire can walk on fire’
Soma.‘In law, words gpe

)

‘ _ > ¢ walked away fearing to confront Hajji Mus*
That stupiq Hindu thinks

i s . salee [ Al
o= I'waste my time in performing tricks.!
Not a magician’

Mcanwhile, In a room
Ing and the be]|g were be
C€Per, more resonapt ch

I the yard, the voices of the chanters W

: hen ¢
ginning tq jingle madly. Every now and ¢t

‘ od 0
ime would ring out, and a voice would #
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higher pitch. In the midst of the chanters, faci
ch were placed a ti'ny carthenware bowl contah‘ai,n;;';nﬁlir!:? ! 3'1tar
3 pictﬂfe_ of the god Shiva surrounded by votive offerings of rr;irw ]dl(i
rice and coconut, sat the fire—walker in a cross-legged postu o
ded. Chairs were provided but these }i/vérer:;non
d and several agile children climbed

The Y3t _
¢ balconies were packe
n the creaking zinc. A few dignitaries

jed. Th
rooftops and seated themselves O
also present.

The chanters €

his eyes focuse
own Wilb captured bY

onto
merged from the doorway. In their midst was the fire-
d on the ground. He was Jike a man eroded of his

the band of chanters. They walked towards the fire

ow glowing flames leaping here and there.

The chanters grouped themselves near the fire and went on with their

wing and bell-ringing, shouting refrains energetically. Then, as though

had suddenly flowed 1nto him, the fire-walker detached himself from
ds the fire. It was 2 tense moment. The chanters

life
the grovP
were gripped by frenzy. The coal-bed glowed. He placed his right foot on
the fire gently, tentatively, as its intensity, and then
walked swiftly over from end toO end. He was applauded. Two boys now
offered him coconuts in trays. ,and then walked over the
inferno again, rather slowly this time, he walked he banged the
coconuts against his head several times until they cracked and one saw the
insides. His movement now became more like a dance than a walk,
jumph over the fire. The boys offered
his head.

in their tria

uts and he went on breaking them against
demonstrat'mg his salam:mder—]ike powers,
, Khan and Hajji Musa.

4. ‘Our eyes arc€ being

and as

him more cocon

While the fire-walker was
an argument developed between Az
‘He is not walking OVeT the fire,

deceived.

‘Maybe your eyes aI¢
hing about yogis

d, but not mine, AzZiZ answered-

being deceive
then you will know how they can

‘If you know anyt
pass off the unreal for the real’ -

“What do you mean by saying if I know anything about yog1s? |
~ ‘He thinks he knows about everything under the cun, Hajji Mus? said
jeeringly to a friend. He turned to AzIZ.

:Ha"e you been toO India to sc€ the fakirs and yogis?’

No, and I don't intend to-

d know more than yot do
is that you re a fraud

‘Weﬂ, [ have been to India at _
‘I have not been to India, but what I do know
Fraud! Huh!’

Charlatan! Humbug!’



‘I say, Aziz!’ With a swift movement Hajji Musa clutcheg Aziy
Wrist. ) Khan‘n,

“You are just a big-talker and one day I shall shut your Mouth, ¢

“Eraud! Crook! You are a disgrace to Islam.You with yo, Chili;
jinn!’ _ . g

‘Sister ...!" This remark Hajji Musa uttered in Gujarat;.

“Why don’t you walk over the fire? It’s an unreal fire’ And Aziz Jy,
sardonically. Bhe

“Yes, let him walk, said the watchmaker. ‘Hajji Musa big-talker.»

“The fire is not as hot as any of your jinn, Hajji Musa Dolly ¢y; dy
with an ironic chuckle. oy,

‘Dolly, anyone can walk on fire if he knows the trick’

[ suppose you know; Aziz said tauntingly.

‘Of course I do’

“Then why don’t you walk over the fire?’

‘Jinn are hotter!’ Dolly exclaimed.

‘Fraud! Hypocrite! Degraded infidel, you will never walk. I dare youl

‘I will show you, you fool. I will show you what I can do’

“What can you show but your lying tongue, and beat up little girls

“You sister ...! I will walk’

While the argument had been raging, many people had gathered
around them and ceased to look at the Hindu fire-walker. Now, when
Hajji Musa accepted the challenge, he was applauded.

Hajji Musa removed his shoes and socks and rolled up his trousers. Al
eyes in the yard were now focused on him. Some shouted words of
encouragement and others clapped their hands. Mr Darsot, though, tried
to dissuade him.

"Hajji Musa, I don’t think you should attempt walking on fire

But Dolly shouted in his raucous voice: ‘Hajji Musa, show them what
you are made of!’

Hajji Musa, determined and intrepid, went towards the fire. The Hi“_dE
fire-walker was now resting for a while, his body and clothes wet w1t’
sweat and :j.l'JiCC from broken coconuts, and the chanters’ voices wete 12\1'
When Hajji Musa reached the fire he faltered, His body tensed with

. ) _ [
~autiously he lifted his right foot over the glowing mass. But any thous

29 3 :ulL
he might have had of retreat, of giving up Aziz Khan'’s challeng®

decl:fnr?g himself defeated, was dispelled by the applause he receinfir‘l] e
Crying out in a voice that was an invocation to God to $3V° w
stepped on the inferno: ‘Allah i great!’

. ')'f)uj
€s

* K %




ed to Hajj1 Musa was spoken of long afterwards. Badly burnt

What haPPen
d out of the fire, drenched with water and smothered with

was dragge
}rfgs ,nd taken to hospital.
{)Ve went to visit im. We expected to find a man humiliated, broken.

him sitting up in bed, swathed in bandages, but as ebullient and
esiient 2 slways, with a bevy of young nurses eagerly attending to him.
‘Boys, ] must 3y fire-walking is not for me. Showmanship ... that’s for

;ans and crowd-pleasers ... those seeking cheap publicity.

magic g
And he laughed in his usual way until the hospital corridors resounded.

We found



The Spirit of Two Worlds

n a wooden mortar. She sat on a grass
by generations of women before her.
d the gentle susurration of the breeze
ke the voice of God murmuring His comfort. Out
e could think her thoughts in peace a3 she pre-
for pickling. But today her thoughts were not very
and she was forced to acknowledge the dis—

ellion in her household. Ever since Veeran,
was dissension 1n her home. He hadn’t

d had obstinately followed his own desires. So now
ces. But a shadow hung over her normally peace-
ased her new daughter-in-law. Nothing was
lained that the semi-detached house in the
hat there was not much diversion
s did not invite intimacy and
d. She kept to herself, joining the family only when
ghters—in—law were tolerant at first but now there
i - ined, that she took 1nter—

[t was tumé,

he housework. She couldn’t deny
d wilful. By bringing in her new
mooth running of her home.
1d have been pcrmittcd, she

pounded the spices 1
al position adopted
e mango tree an

The old womartl
the sartori

mat m th

[ WaS cool under th

,mong Jeaves was 11
iet and sh

sred the mangoes

hey were troubled

there was reb

had married, there

ﬂleaSant.T
curbing fact that
her y'oungest so1,
heeded her advice an

he reaped the consequen

#l household.
good enough for
Indian township was toO cra
in the district. Her disconten

che remained isolate
necessary. The other dau
resentment.

d did her share of t
headstrong an

she had upset the s
none of this wou

Nothing ple

her. She comp
mped and t

¢ and aloofnes

was an open
est in the family an
the truth of it. Sharda Was

ideas and an alien Jifestyle,
In her days, oh in her days,

lamented inwardly.
Radha, her eldest daugh ter-in-1aw,

Ma?’ she asked, speaking in Tamil.
dded and as she watched h
how good an htcr-fin—law she hac
a sari and her hair was still long and it 4 simple

. o doing !

came out to her. ‘You like some (€,

er go again, she thought
{ been. She always wore

pl:\it. No task was

hings for her.
rin an enamel mug.

too much for her. Not when it €ani¢ i
L1 like bee

Radha returned with the ted that frothed IR }
‘hought sipping it Jowly. The hot, fragrant
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brew dispelled some of her depression. She Wwished Ragp, "
and leave her to her thoughts. But Radha lingered. ould B0 4,

“There is trouble, Radha informed her. ‘Now she Wantg l
He said she cannot go to work. She was very angry oo Work

The old woman sighed but refrained from commep;. She 4: |
how she came by such knowledge. In the ratzher Cramped liyip, ot 3y
of the council house, nothing was very private. Quarre]g beg OndltigIls
and one’s tears, unless one cried quietly, were heard by 41 Radha\:, Publ
giving her all the details, but the old woman stopped her g:'nt o,
gesture. She rose and went indoors. Uellipy

Veeran stood at the window looking out vacantly, Sundays were
so peaceful, the old woman thought as she studied him Sunday?ﬁuall}’
meant for outings, attending weddings and functions and visjt to reht‘ivere
Now Sundays were torn by strife and tension. e,

“What is wrong, my son?’ she asked quietly.

He did not turn around. She sensed his humiliation and hyrt.

‘She wants to ... work, he said reluctantly.

‘Then let her work, my son, she said.

He turned and regarded her with disbelief.

“You ... want her ... to work!” he exclaimed.

She shook her head sadly. ‘No, I don’t want her to work. But if that s
what she wants and if it will make her happy, then let her work’

He turned away, his jaw setting in a grim, obstinate line.

‘She doesn’t have to work, he pointed out.

"All women are not the same she reminded him.

‘She says she is dying of boredom, he told her.

Boredom. She left him then and went back to sit under the tree Wher
she reflected upon this new and alien plague which afflicted the youni
Her mind went back over the years searching for something that remt;lf"f;
resembled this malady, but there was nothing. There had been hﬂfd}j :f[
countless sacrifices which had been made willingly, much pain 31.1d ..C but
break and some rare and memorable moments of joy and happmffr%-
never boredom. She had married at thirteen, a child bride 1 3" 11; conl”
mjarriage. In those days one did not question these things, mer(ec;-cr W
plied with one’s parents’ wishes and submitted silently ‘O_Wha g e
arranged. She had nine children, six of whom had Survwcc{éuild pl‘ri
marriage was followed by early widowhood and at forty shen e
self alone at the helm. She hired a stall in the Indian market T ed 3 htd:l
to keep the family together. Over the years her struggle ﬁa jobs Sot;[-
when her children were educated and settled in comfort? 5 quet °
she was able to give up the sta]] and retire, and so come ke

to

with 5

ANge

m
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Jany lessons in one’s life that one could not pass on to

vnﬂug'

, vent to work as a hairdresser in an elegant new salon in Dur-
shard:‘ "1 { woman wondered whether her new-found financial inde-
1,3,1.T11eﬂ°br0 oht her any happiness. She bought a whole lot of new
. 16:11 nodern and fashionable. Her short hair was styled often and in

e " vs. There were murmurs of jealousy and resentment among the
j;ferent ways. 1 : ;
dite daughtersqn—law. Even Radha fell prey to this.

O-thf;vhat Joes she work for? Only her clothes and her perfumes! While
e stay at home like slaves, She.hw.:s like a gueen!’ Radha observed acidly.

But that was only the beginmng. Having got her way once, Sharda
semanded other things. Her heart heavy with grief, the old woman looked
on while Veeran weakly surrendered to her whims. Sharda learned to drive
and demanded a car of her own. Bus journeys were long and tedious, she
maintained. With a car of her own, she could get home earlier and have
qore time. More time for what? the old woman wondered. He was as
malleable as clay in her hands. It was not right. No woman ought to have
that much power over any man.

The car was small and sleek. The day she brought it home, the other
daughters-in-law stood at their windows and watched her furtively. She
drove with an enviable ease, and they could sense her irrepressible excite-
ment as she sprang out of the car. But her pleasure was short-lived.

At supper that night the family sat around the table in a grim silence,
united in their resentment and disapproval. For once, Sharda was not
immune to their feelings. At first she ate in quiet defiance. A small knot of
anger began to form at the pit of her stomach. It was unfair! What had she
done that was wrong? Was it her fault if she could not fit in with their
narrow conformity? Surely not! She rose abruptly and left the room.The
silence around the table intensified. The old woman watched her go with
2 heavy heart.

In the wecks that followed, the old woman tried to hold her disinte-

grating family together. But the task was too much for her. There were les-
archal authornty

505 in this for her too. She was discovering that her matri
bad 1ts limits and had to give way to a Way of life that was rapidly becon
mg the norm. The things her gcncration had cherished and \@lued \wr::

“Ing replaced by an alien culture which sacrificed love and cnf“l‘g ml~[ii
?l]tar of Mammon and whose devotees foolishly pursued the tHias Ott tq.:.

¢h.The old woman took her troubles to her gods n pt";l‘yt‘f-’ Btl.t.:\ Twr
were ng answers. Her heart heavy with gl’lt‘f, she saw the l-ltt ba“t\;\::d he
nd Sharda widen and was powerless L0 halt the "“th*thl[“t he was
i when Veeran ;u\nolllu‘cd tha

lnev'

itable -

table came one afternoon
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moving out on his own.The old woman received the news in ch: g
Her initial reaction was one of grief and then anger. Anger becay, Iy
allowing it to happen. He didn’t want it to happen but he vy, givin © Wi
his wife once too often. She studied him for a long moment, y,, ei Mg
by his outward composure. He did not meet her eyes directly fo, he f::;‘fd
the betrayal of his true emotions. . ’ e

‘Are you sure you want to do this, my son?’ she asked qQuietly,

It took him a long while to answer, and when he did j¢ Was
effort.

‘It ... is ... for the best’

Surely he did not believe that! She rose and left the room and
not see the naked pain in her eyes.

She sat in her room for a long while, her hands resting in her lap, num,
with pain. He had been her youngest son and her best loved. Perhaps th,,
had been a mistake. Sons were not yours to hold. They were arrows ¢, be
released into the world.

The old woman read the surprise in her daughter-in-law’s eyes. For the
first time they were confronting each other directly. For a long momen
their glance met and held. It was the younger woman who looked away
first. The old woman recalled the day Veeran told her of his wedding plans.
He had met her at a party, he said. She was very pretty and so full of fun.
She hadn’t objected to his choice but had merely advised him to wait. But
he hadn’t waited. Alas, the young wanted everything quickly and easily.

‘So you are splitting my home, the old woman commented.

The younger woman’s glance wavered. Then she straightened and her
glance sturdied.

‘No, that’s not true. All T want 1S t
Sharda.

With 4

he dig

o live on my own. Is that wrong?’ said

when you do, they will be there’
Sharp words sprang to Sharda’s mind then. She wanted to remind the
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% duty was now to his wife. i
d to fit in with her family bu;T }}11:(; Zg‘:; ];3?1(1
8 g i ked her. Something of her mother’s tcac}'lings
o " her mind. She looked away. The old woman’s words touched a
. 1 or mind and, dimly, she recalled something about respect for the
Did these things really matter in

n
chord 1 1 submission to one’s husband.
ey did. Who was she to question these things? Her

> Perhaps th

these eneration had all the questions but no answers.
d into a flat in Durban. Occasionally they
.1 time, the old woman came O accept the
e of the hurt was gone. But although she treated Sharda with
"+ consideration, she could not easily forgive her. Pride would not
Jlow her € acknowledge defeat. There were some things she would not
o, Like visiting Sharda. On special occasions, Sharda would try to
her, but the old woman always declined. When pressed for
ght-lipped silence. She was determined that
1d to that. On on¢ occasion, Sharda left 1n
bstinacy. The old woman watched

d the lone power of triumph. Let that be a lesson to

he was not putty in their hands, to be moulded

mean easy capitulation to the whims
will! The winds of change were

me things she would not
t came to her mind
acefully, while time
hought only fleet-
e to the fore, she

ot her son

man .
o[d \Vod That she had trie
€™ " ssthin her chec

give in to. L5
get her to Visit .

maintained 3 t1
d make her yie
d by the old woman’s o

rcasons, SHE
pothing woul
tears, chagrine
her go and savoure
themn, she t
according tO their
of the young. She wo
blowing down all the old pillars, b
easily give in tO. There were times

unbidden, that perhaps she ought to
.de. But she harb

and strength were on her s1

ingly. The old, unyielding core of obstinacy would com

would be strengthened in her resolve to remain adamant.
One morning Veeran came to0 S€€ her. She wondered why he should

call so early. She sensed his excitement and knew 1t meant good news.

‘Ma, Sharda has a son, he announced. You
d feelings.

anfvtebreeeived the news with mixe 3
long m eginning. This was a moment for rej01c1-n
tender ;ment’,she struggled with herself, longing
Wordlessler spirit was tired and she was strongly temp
Later, Y, she followed Veeran to the car.

tant ,as she held the child in her arms, she recalled anothe
this chii?St’ when she cradled her last born who looked so V€
‘ -She looked at Veeran and smiled.

H ’ .
‘S}fasr;abe?utﬁl child and he looks just like
will have to give up work now; he pointe

will. Age did not
uld not bend to their
ut there were sO

when the though

bow to change 8T
oured the t

g, for thanksg
for the release of sur-

ted to call a truce

¢ birth in the
ry much like

you did; she s3i%
d out.
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The old woman turned to Sharda. When their eyes met, ¢
new gentleness, 2 new peace in the old woman’s eyes.
‘No, she doesn’t have to. I will look after the child;

She put the child down and rose. The spirit of two
1n a new beginning.

hCIC Was )

She stated Serene]
worlds had emerged




(NDIWE MAGONA

The Sacrificial Lamb

Before Siziwe was fully awake, the receiver — cold, hard and decidedly
—jabbed at the not-fully-awake flesh in the hollow between her

unﬁiendly
nd her ear. She did not remember how it had got

shoulder, the pillow, a
there. There Wwas a vague memory of the phone ringing; but even as she

pad struggled to hold it, sleep had left her in frustrating confusion with a
rantalising overlap between reality and dream. But, of course, the phone
must have rung, otherwise why had she picked up the receiver? And now,
to the remote peep-peep announcing an oOVerseas call she mumbled,
‘Hello?’ — relief washing through her. It was not the police, calling about
her daughter, Fezi. She glanced at the bedside clock-radio thinking, where,

on earth, is that child? Just then, a voice came through the line.

‘Hello? Is that you, Sisi?’
“Yes, it’s me. Who 1s thi
nieces sounded so grown to her w
quent letters. No doubt, Siziwe was sure,

and augmented the changes she perceived: wit

‘Is everything all right?’ she asked; a new anxiousness replacin
lier worry. What if her mother were ill? What would she do then? Go
home? Or sweat it out here tll .7 What would be the point of going

then? But even as she argued with herself in her mind, she knew: of course,

she would go.

‘Sisi, it’s me, Nozipho.
that is. What else can we say?’

‘What has happened? Is Ma okay?’

‘Mama is Okay_ She says can you Ca.]l her baCk?’AIld before she could

52y yea or nay, there was a clang and the line went dead. '
ake herself a cup of coffee. Might

She leapt out of bed and went to 1
& well make myself comfortable, she thought. Calling Gala was never 2
simple operation. The call had to go via the telephone exchange .-- 'and
the Gala Telephone Exchange was slack and 1nept, and often the lin€s
Were down.

s?” She no longer recognised the voices, her
hether on the phone or in their infre-
distance and nostalgia accelerated

h them ... with her.
g the ear-

Everything i fine; after a manner of speaking,
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The coffee burned her throat the way she liked it. Her ming weng b,
to that long-ago day, the day she had not known would be her |55 for Cck
to see her father. One would have thought ther§ Was a way of feeling Qrf
sensing, of somehow presaging such an event;a kind of bpdy seismogra' b
reading her the foreshadowing symptoms. But no, despite her great lové
for him, she had looked at her father, talked to him and then walkeq i
from him with a casual goodbye. Next thing she knew;, the sturdy treq that
had given her shade from scorching sun and shelter from the storms of it
had fallen.

On the second attempt, much to her amazement, she got thrcmgh_

‘Hello, Sisi? It’s still me, Nozipho. There’s something [ forgot tq el
you.

“Yes, Zips? What is it?’ She tried not to think of the money she wqg pay-
ing, listening to idle chatter. Sheer waste.

‘I have written you a letter and given it to Bhuti Wallace. He s com-
ing there and we gave him your address and telephone number. Please, Sisj,
do respond positively to my request. Do not disappoint me, you know |
have no one else I can depend on’

“What is 1t?’

‘No, I can't say it now. Wait till you get the letter’

‘That bad, 15 it?’

‘No, it’s not!” A burst of thrilling laughter fractured her speech. ‘Sisi, |
must get off this phone.’ Siziwe knew what was coming. She could hear
her mother grumbling in the background. ‘Ma is giving me her wicked
look.You know her. Bye, Sis’”

‘Bye!” Had she heard? wondered Siziwe for her ‘bye’ collided with her

mother’s ‘Hello, Siziwe! as belaboured breathing replaced Nozipho's
breezy prattle on the line.

"Hello, Ma! Are you all right?’

‘Siziwe, my child, the Lord keeps on minding us. But the devil is also
busy, derailing us every which way we turn.

"What is the matter?” And she had the presence of mind to stop short
of adding the ‘now’ burning the tip of her tongue. But the irritation seared
her brain. Can they never call just to see how I am doing? Is each tele-
phone call always only going to be about some catastrophe?

¢ s . ,
. MaToIo 15 10 hospital’ There was a slight pause, no doubt her mother
waiing to hear her reaction to this piece of news. But Siziwe waited t00 -~

Whatever she said would end up upsetting her mother; she did not seefm

- . a
CVer to come up with anything kind to say about her eldest brothe”
complete wash-out of a man.

‘Our kind neighbour, Majola, took him to Gunguluza Hospital In his car
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tter W‘lth hlm?’T 1s tl
he ma his time she was forced to say some-

«what 35 :

" nce her mother had gone silent on her.
thlf“%c eally Jon’t know what happened to him. Saturday, early evenin
nd told us that he was lying, face down, at the corni:
When we got there, we couldn’t even recognise him
d in, probably hit with a brick — what they call thc;,
completely covered in blood that had already

have come forward to say who did what to

eople come a
some ¥ hd NY 3.
e had cave
of here. He was

N0 WItnEsses

a]f his fac
H Lo

‘But what about him? What does he say happened?’
ne word, my child. All he does is groan. He does

‘He can’t even 3y o
Lot €ven recognise those who have been to see him. I, myself, have not

been tO SE€ him; could not bring myself to go ..

e him jooking like ¢hat ... like a corpse’
{[ am SOTTY; Ma. 'm really sorry. And, to her surprise, she realised that

che meant what she said. Of course, she was only sorry for the worry
MaTolo’s troubles always caused her mother. Her sisters and brothers were
dowly killing the poor womarn; ageing her and wearing her down fast with
1l the troubles they visited on her: drunken brawls, job 1oss caused by bad
work habits, unemployment due to lack of qualifications, and a host of
other causes besides. The same problems that plagued everybody else in the
black townships ... why did she allow these things to disarrange her? Why
would her family be any Jifferent from all the others?

Once more, her father’s words of farewell led her to 2 decision. Often
had she wondered whether they were 2 blessing or a curse. ‘Mna, kuphela
eyam intlungu yeyeryama. My pain 1s only that of the flesh’ Thus had he
thanked her ... or, perhaps ordered is more like it ... for those words had

forever after directed her actions ... especially towards her mother.
Even so far away, In this strange whose ways Were

Jand, among people
stranger still, she still heard those words. his ward cry, tot

While other men it 1
because of physical pain but becanse they do not know what their children will eat
that very day or a man’s family is being thrown out of t

he house because they owe
rem‘ money, I am at peace because you, MY daughter, se€ 10 the needs of the family.
So, we thought we should ask for some help from you.

my child. Her
mo ’ . . .. "
ther’s voice broke into Siziwe’s reflections. ‘] know we are

. no, I just couldn’t go and

er . -
th::ng you with all these stupid problems t always gifnng
mselves into. But, what else can We do? Who clse can We il tO‘N

5 ~ ‘Now

T .
that here was 2 moment’s awkward silence.
gowfath‘-’f is no longer here’ ... heavy between ther.n.
ad her father, in thanking her for giving the family

fac o
°t appointed her his surrogate?
2>

forever both-
hese children are

The unspoken words -

financial support




“You must help us, my child’

*Of course, Ma.” She was embarrassed. “What did you think I
do?’ Of course, that too was just formality. She knew exactly why
called her ... why they always and invariably called her: Money,

“Whatever little money you can send us, will help. We have tq 2o t
hospital to see him.What would people think and how would he feelc; e
can’t abandon him there all on his own ... and at a time like this’ FWe

The next morning, a Monday, she got up half an hour earlier thy;,
usually did. She liked to start her workday punctually and PurPOSeﬁj_lhé
more so Mondays. She was dressed and getting ready to leave when 4 g, v
voice asked her, ‘Want a cup of coffee, Mother, dearest?’ Siziwe diq igy

. ot
trust herself to say a word in reply. But the look she gave Fezi wag More
eloquent than anything she could have come up with.

By nine, she had made the transfer from Chemical Bank to her mothers
account with Volkskas Bank in Elliot, the nearest town to Cala that boasteq
such facilities as banks. Over a cup of coffee, she thought about Fez. Hope
she makes it to class. When the girl had eventually found her way home the
previous night, Siziwe had no idea. Mama’s call had come well after two,
nearer three than two in fact. And after the call she had gone to see
whether Fezi was in her room. Not getting a reply to her knock, she'd
gently pushed the door open. And the serene bed so incensed her, blind
cears rolled down her cheeks before she even knew she was crying. How
many times had she told the girl, ‘All T ask 1s that when you are busy
having fun, I should not be lying awake in bed, wondering if the next tele-
phone call will be the police, telling me you've been shot or strangled;
raped, robbed or pushed in front of a moving train.

But her daughter behaved as though the mother were a big fusspot. As
if these horrendous things were not happening, every day, in the city where
they made their home. As if they were something Siziwe just conjured up
to frighten herself and use to chain her daughter to the house. But then,
that is the privilege of the young, the singular lack of fear of death; com-
pletely believing in their own immortality.

After work, she stopped for Happy Hour at The Ritz, a cosy h.tﬂe
restaurant patronised by the foreigners because of its international cuisine
She was meeting Nomsa, a fellow South African who had lived in NeW
York for almost thirty years. As usual, before long their talk was abott
home, the country, its people and, more particularly, their families-

‘Hey, Siziwe, do you want to hear the latest about my crazy farnil Y.d
When she nodded her head, knowing full well that whether she Wa?;;
to hear Nomsa’s news or not, hear it she would, Normsa told her o);
sister 18 unbelievable! Do you remember her?’ There was 2 paus¢ Bk

Shou]d
€y hag




Nomsa answered h.t‘l.'-\'C]f} ‘I've told you so much about her, you

4 womar, over forty, who dropped out of university. She is so
she had a first-class matric pass, passcd the first two years in college
,o colours, but then, despite our advice, despite our protestations

A d to get married. ’
¢hat didn’t last. Two children. No profession.Too proud
to do any job unless it is not beneath

jong:

This 18

for

h fIy1

P

-ded she wante
|1, of course

. University Education”

O .
qadams status. p '
collect? Do you know how many times I have told

-Doesn’f she call m¢,
(o do that? Unless, of course, it is absolutely necessary: a death or

- illness, something of that nature.
each time she goes ona binge, she remembers she has this rich

ica and calls me, but [ have to pay for those calls. She is not

hat Jrunk she forgets that an OVerseas telephone call costs a lot of money.
q also had 2 call from home yesterday ... of, early this morning, I

ay. Siziwe interrupted, still smarting from the hole the morning’s

had made in her savings.

:Ah, but your family, listen to me, yO

Mine, 1S something else, believe me!’
Siziwe started to tell her about her mother’s call, Then, somehow, Fezi’s

staying out the whole night, *... for she must have come in well after

four — came 11 and took centre stage.

[ miss having 1y family help me wit
this wouldn't be just my problem alone.
help. So would Mama. She would talk to her,

herself’
“Yes, that’s true, replied Nomsa. ‘Our extended family is truly a bless-
ils one is facing’

ing. One is never alone, whatever trava
d her head, thinking of her mother and the strength she drew
uld she do if anything hap-

ur family is reasonable. Mine?

h the children.You know, at home,
Her uncles, my brothers, would
show her how to behave

Siziwe nodde
fiom her, just knowing she was there. Whatever wo
pened to her mother? She told INomsa, “You know something? Often, when
Im troubled, I will pick up the phone .nd call Mama. But, when I hear her
voice, realise how far she is, I ask myself:Why should I bother her with my
little troubles? She would only wWorTY. And the Lord knows, she needs that like
she needs a second head on her shoulders. And, do you know what? Just
hearing her voice; just knowing she 1s there, I already feel better.
‘Remember what you said, some time ago?” Nomsa Was Jooking at her
expectantly.
& ‘No.What?’ Which of the numerous things she had said to .Nomsa over
. ¢ years was the other referring to? Well, Nomsa would just have tO
emind her. Siziwe waited, eyebrows raised in question.
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“You said, “Those of us who are supposed to have ‘made it’ are the opeg
whom, for whatever reason, the ancestors have chosen as sacrificial lambs

for the family!™”
‘Oh that? Sure; said Siziwe, ‘but this is slaughter! And when will I save

for old age? Things are changing and I would be a big fool if I expected
my children to look after me when I am retired.

‘Very true, my friend. But, as you yourself have said, we are helped to
be successful, so that the family may endure. How else would so many of
us have survived apartheid ... were it not for those who, despite over-
whelming odds, “made it” to where they could support us?’



