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    Prologue




    Scene I




    (At night. A cell in a prison on the island)


    (Aladam is lying in his bed)




    Aladam: (Aside) The story is that there comes a time in the life of a people when they are left with no other choice other than to have to take a walk not so easy to make. It is at that moment that the true stretch of the people’s inner strength is tested, and its true reach tasted. All the while our people had been on a slow toil to bring their day to be free closer and closer but each time they took a single step forward the white man stopped them with his deadly force. Then there came that sudden moment when they burst into a bang of restless throngs and started to fight back. It was just a small scuttling scuffle of young school children at first but then it grew big until it reached a ruffling point where everybody was swept in and each bloody blow by the white man was answered by another bloody blow by the people. The two fighters suddenly saw their own deadly end swiftly coming and they decided to pause to talk to end the fighting. That is what has brought us to this moment today: The coming of the time to talk with the white man about our country!




    I want to hear the glory of the little snore each boundary had last levelled. Bang bare still harms the best grovel bent where we walk through the right bend. Oh, what is this? Why these lines of mingled words in my thoughts? Am I falling asleep? Or have I already started dreaming? My thoughts look to have lost their straight and neat lines! I can feel a heavy slump of sleep coming to take its turn to lead the run of thoughts in my head. I have lost the hold of my wakeful mind. My dreaming head has taken the lead and it will go as wild and blind as my thoughts in deep sleep often do. Heavy sleep, I can hear you coming to thump my head into a daze. Heavy sleep, fall light upon my eyes for I want to tell my people the naked tale of my life just as it is boldly standing in my head now. Heavy sleep, give me a little moment to tell my story before your heavy swirls and whirls take hold of my thoughts to tell my story in their own twisted way as a crooked tale. When the bell is rung at five o’clock to wake us up with its usual rude ring, I want the story of my country to have been fully told in my dream.




    The swirling and whirling thoughts of gusty dreams are about to take over in my mind, but they shall not reign for long before my bright and wakeful thoughts are aroused to rise and rule the early hours of the following morning. Heavy sleep, do not hold my head in your wild grasp for too long for fear that my story will be mere shreds that will leave no lines behind like wild dreams do. The story is that I want to tell my story to my people in full. I want to tell it in long lines. It is a story told in simple words that have swollen meanings. My story will not be liked by those who have no time to pause and think when reading it. Look, the full moon outside has lit the night in bright white light. This shall be a night of a long white dream. I wonder how many dreams this moon has seen coming into being and being broken into little pieces in all its millions of silvery years of wandering in the skies above.




    Heavy sleep, spare me a brief break for I cannot fall into your dazing hands before I have read lines from a rousing poem that has kept me alive with hope many a dreary night in this prison from the past years. My child, who made you lie so low and red on this dust in the street? Mother with eyes swollen with tears and the chin hanging low in the midst of gaping stares, the fluttering run, the loud crashing crush and the wild yells of the falling, walking tall in the street and falling on the wall of walking throngs. Falling, and falling in the falling fall, the head is too heavy with thoughts of ghosts that stand on your way home. At last I am going home! Home, home, sweet home is where I am going. I am whizzing in the air as a wizard, whooshing in a swash of a white flush of waves, rising with a swishing splash, drowning in bubbling foam of the grey rumbling sea with floating home, going home to going home, with a whim of the whiff of hymns high in the air… home, home, home! (He falls asleep and goes out)




    Scene II




    (At night. The President’s residence in the city)


    (Enter Nieman on a couch in his study)




    Nieman: (Aside) I can make this country move. It is all in my hands. Looking at what is boldly flashed in the papers and loudly heard in the air these days, I can tell that my people are very angry with me. They think that I have given the country away, but I have not. I have only made it seem like I am giving it away and yet this is the best way to keep it. My people don’t see the things I have said and done with the same eyes as mine. Many of my people have read the lines of the poems that I have written over the years, but they read wrong meanings into them because they don’t know my true thoughts that lie hidden behind the lines of my poems. They read my lines with heads twisted by the raging fads and fancies of the day. I had hoped that the thoughts of the past would reign alive in my people’s thoughts to make them see the meaning behind my poems. Now I know that the past cannot always be trusted to come to the present on its own. It must be made to come.




    Words, words and more words. That is what I shall use to right this wrong of the past. If I can show my people what I meant by what I wrote, they will see that I am not after all the wicked person that they have come to think I am these days. In the dim eyes of my own people, I wear a black face, feathered and tarred by their slurs and slanders. I want these wrong thoughts about me to be put right in every mind that holds them. I stand for the bright, white and wakeful thoughts that have kept us as white people in charge of things in this country as we followed our dream to keep this country white. At this time of the night, everyone is in deep sleep. I am the only one who is wild and wide awake with seeing eyes while others are blindly and deeply drowned in their sleep. Whoever is awake has the strongest hand to make things happen. Here I am, writing my full thoughts behind the lines of my poems for the eyes of my blind people to open. This is where my side of the story starts. It starts in the last act and will go to the beginning until the end.




    Here, alone until the flash of dawn, I will stay awake, drowned in the flow of my long story as I bring it to life in written words. It is a story of how my people have stood against the might of all evils to live to this hour. It is a story told in the bold voice of my people and it will run until the start of the new brave act that I have taken. It is a story of how our country, seen to have grown too sick, shall be healed by a head. Words, words and more words. This is what we have, and we shall use them in a fight that will have no drips or drops of blood. Come, tomorrow, come! My battle plan has been drawn and I am ready to meet any man in word by word blows. (He goes out)




    Scene III




    (At night. A passage in a prison in the island)


    (Enter guard, walking up and down the passage)




    Guard: (Aside) Like the ghost of a person who has been killed by a brutal hand, here I am at this moment roaming in a rage up and down the passage of this prison without a moment to rest. I have been ordered to keep this passage under my guard until the first rays of the rising sun start arousing the country and the world from the long sleep of the night. My blankets are waiting restlessly for me at home to cover me in their warm hold in this cold night. But here I am, thrust on this lonely spot, angry and dangerous to keep watch over an old prisoner who will wake up tomorrow morning to take a long walk back home. (He goes out)




    


  




  

    ACT I




    Act I Scene I




    (An open ground in front of a cemetery situated near a place


    that was used as a concentration camp during a war


    that had ended eight years before)


    (Enter Namein, standing on a wooden platform in front of a large crowd of people sitting on the ground)




    Namein: (Aside) Our people are here in their ragged numbers with chapped hands, wizened faces, wrinkled hair and scrawny bodies all from the harsh times they have live through. They are here to hear what tomorrow will bring them today. This is the moment we should not lose to face our black past. It must be told in black and white – plainly! There is not one more wink to waste. I must start speaking to them now. See what I mean?




    (Addressing the crowd) At this brightest hour of the day, let this day be the start of a new dream that we will follow into a white future whilst leaving behind us the black part of our country. My people, I know that this is not an easy day for all of us. There is not a single one amongst us here today who has not had a loss from the stupid war of the past that touched every corner of the country with its bloody rage. We lost fathers, brothers, sons, mothers, sisters, daughters and children. The painful thoughts of death that prowled the death camps where our women and children were impounded during the war, has left anger and bitterness in our hearts and dreams. Our people were made to live in death traps of barbed wires. Women and children were herded there in their helpless droves to die of hunger and crawling diseases. (Some women in the audience break into tears)




    I am not saying these things to awaken the hurt that still lies deep in our hearts. But I am doing this to count our losses as a people and for all of us to know how much we have lost. That way, we can start learning how best we can live with our losses. That way, we shall be able to put our shattered lives together and start anew without forgetting the past. We shall not forget the past for, if we do, we shall not have any future. Our future, as our present, is founded on our past. See what I mean? (Loud applause)




    My people, we are not here to cry again for we have cried for too long during the long three years of senseless fighting and killings in our country. Let us not let any tears in our eyes blind our sight of our bright future but let us make our past spur us into the future. I also want you to remember that although we lost hundreds of our farms; thousands of our people; millions of our crops and livestock, we never lost our unbroken spirit as a people. (Loud applause)




    And that is the spirit that will take us into our future. Our brave men fought like heroes in the battlefield against a mighty enemy that was dressed in red. When dead bodies were counted, more bodies of the enemy in red uniform were found to have been killed than our own heroes in their ragged gear. Our soldiers came back home after the big war, crawling with lice and dirt but the moment has come to raise our people from their present poor fate into a grand state. (Loud applause)




    As we remember the past, let us not forget the steel will that God gave us as a people to live on even as we were battered with heavy guns, starved to death by the scorching of our farms or imprisoned in the camps of death. There are so many questions that we cannot answer about why things happened the way they did in the past. But God has the answer and in time we will understand what lies behind His scheme of things that are beyond the grasp of our minds. Let us not forget God’s words that He said to us many times in the past. Remember, He told us that we are His chosen people sent to this part of the dark world to lead by our white light that He has blessed us with. (Loud applause)




    My people, my countrymen, this is all that God has sent me to say to you today. It is to God and to you, my people, that today I am making this pledge about our future. Let this be the start of a life of a great people to come. I wanted us to start from this cursed spot to remember and leave behind the pain of our losses and not to carry them into our new country waiting to be born tomorrow. Let us walk past the past. (Loud applause)




    1st Audience: (To the 2nd audience) The words of this man bring hope in our hearts. He speaks like a true leader of our people.




    2nd Audience: (To the 1st audience) He is indeed a true leader. Remember, this man is one of our war heroes. He is a leader in whose hands we will always feel safe.




    Namein: I am talking here about the black past threatening to swamp us to death. We have to cast it apart from us for us to be able to walk into our white future on our own.




    1st Audience: (To the 2nd audience) What he has said is as clear as the line between black and white.




    2nd Audience: (To the 1st audience) It is indeed true. He sounds like someone who has the power to make words move.




    Namein: My people, don’t forget tomorrow. It is a day that will see our country becoming one in a union. The four provinces that erstwhile lay scattered each on their own are all going to be under one united country tomorrow. (Loud applause)




    Come back in your swollen numbers tomorrow to the people’s square in the city to see the dawn of a new country breaking white. Go now, my people, and get yourselves ready for our great day tomorrow.




    1st Audience: (To 1st audience) Let’s go and get ready for the big day.




    2nd Audience: (To 2nd audience) It is a day none of us should miss. (They all go out)




    Namein: (Aside) Our people needed to be taken past this painful point of their past. It is the only way that they can move with us into the future of joy starting tomorrow. It is good that I said what I said to them. See what I mean? It will forever remain boldly remembered in their heads. That is the power of words. It’s what you hear first that lasts longer than anything else that you will hear later. May my words cast a shroud of white light on everything else that is to follow? (He goes out)




    Act I Scene II




    (In the evening. A compound in the city)


    (Enter two compound dwellers, Gozolo and Zibulo)




    Gozolo: Vuvuzela has spoken. He has given us the two things that he always does – the message of the decade and the chant of our time.




    Zibulo: Who is Vuvuzela?




    Gozolo: I can see that there is a lot of things in this city of gold that still lie hidden from your eyes and ears. Don’t you know Vuvuzela? There is no one here who does not know Vuvuzela – the blind one with sight better than those who have eyes to see. He is a man who lives in the dark depths of a cave in this city. His wisdom has a bottom that cannot be reached. Many people who visit him come back with eyes that can see better than before.




    Zibulo: Why is he called by that name?




    Gozolo: He was given that name by the people of this city who have visited him. At the entrance to his cave, there are water droplets that drip from the roof of the rocks in the cave. So, people think that it is he who sprinkles his visitors with water to wash their eyes open when they enter his den.




    Zibulo: Does he know that he is called by that name?




    Gozolo: I don’t know. But I doubt if he does because the people don’t call him by his name when they speak to him.




    Zibulo: I have never heard of him before. You said he has said his message for the decade. What is his message?




    Gozolo: He told us that ours are years of deep slumber.




    Zibulo: And what does that mean?




    Gozolo: It means we are still not awake to the world we are living in.




    Zibulo: And the chant of our time?




    Gozolo: These are words that everyone should know to help them find answers to the questions they have about life.




    Zibulo: What are they? Say them.




    Gozolo: Evil we white foreign




    Ourselves goons blindness spirits




    Take are block wreck




    Us our your their




    Nowhere enemies way dreams.




    Zibulo: What you have just said is as unfamiliar to my ears as is the sight to my eyes of a white person without a hat on his head in this city. What is the meaning of all this? Is this not an idle jumble of words? They don’t make any sense to me. What does this all mean?




    Gozolo: If you keep all the words in your head when you make a visit to Vuvuzela, then you will come back with a clear answer hidden behind them.




    Zibulo: I wonder what answers lie hidden this twisted string of words.




    Gozolo: One day you will be wiser, and you will know how to read Vuvuzela’s hidden answers. When you make a visit to him that day, he will tell you that all answers for the earthly questions you have lie inside you.




    Zibulo: But what is the point of making a visit to him if we already have answers inside us to the questions we have?




    Gozolo: It is for him to show you how to look deep into your own mind to find the answers to your questions. Many people don’t know how to do that. Besides, once he has shown you once, you will never need to go him twice or thrice. You will know how to find answers to any other question that you will come across in life.




    Zibulo: You say answers to a question. Is there more than one answer to a question?




    Gozolo: Indeed. There are more answers than the questions that are there on earth. The only thing is that we don’t look for them. But also, not all the answers we get wholly answer the questions we have. But we have to keep digging deeper into our minds like gold diggers and we will get better answers than what we had before. It is from our failures and not our successes that we get the urge to look deeper into our minds for answers to our questions.




    Zibulo: The jumble of words that Vuvuzela said is no different from the twisted string of things that I saw in my dream last night. It left me worried and I wonder what it means.




    Gozolo: Don’t worry about your dream for it does not mean anything. All it is doing is to show you the old things in your head and how they are strung together. It is looking back and uncovering old things that are kept hidden in your head.




    Zibulo: But what is the point of dreams with fleeting scraps of things that flash with no order in our heads when we are asleep?




    Gozolo: These wild thoughts are meant to stroke your mind into a long sleep that will make it hard for it to wake up soon. They give your mind a good rest to get its strength back to be able to face the new day when you wake up the following morning.




    Zibulo: You are talking about things that make no sense to me.




    Gozolo: They never make sense if you have not seen them. They will make sense when you think about them next time, now that I have told you. The truth is that without dreams, we will have dull and cluttered thoughts throttling our thinking for all the wakeful days of our lives and we will fumble our way through life like animals.




    Zibulo: Do you know what? You live in your own world that I don’t understand.




    Gozolo: This is the world that you will understand one day.




    Zibulo: I wonder if I will ever understand it. I should be understanding it by now. This is what happens when life is like a dream.




    Gozolo: It takes long to see but, in the end, you will be able to live with your eyes wide awake and open to the world that still lies hidden from you. Don’t worry. I will help you to open your eyes. You just wait and see what happens next. (They both go out)




    Act I Scene III




    (A street in the city)


    (Enter two men who meet a drunk whilst going


    to a rally at the square in the city)




    1st Man: You should be ashamed of this dirty way of handling yourself. How can you drown your head in a drunken swill on a day so big in our country?




    The drunk: It is you and not me who should be ashamed of being part of a rowdy herd of empty heads full of blind fury.




    2nd Man: What? What are you saying about us?




    The drunk: I will not be part of a mob of fear and hate.




    2nd Man: Who do you think you are to talk to us like that, bloody swine?




    The drunk: I am a good citizen of this country who says things as they are. I am not as blind as the rest of you.




    1st Man: You bloody drunk! I will give you a sober whack on your back! (He kicks the drunk violently on the back. The drunk falls on his face and cries out loud) Look at what your drunken mouth has earned you! A hearty kick that has left you yelping like a puppy! (He laughs loud)




    The drunk: On this very spot, I curse you and your sneering laughter. You will suffer the drunk’s curse by remaining forever blind to the truth for all your life. Even in grave times, you and your children and their children’s children will have a burst of stupid laughter.




    1st Man: Your curse will not hold. I don’t want to come upon you ever again wandering up and down the city streets to annoy our inner peace. We will be a united people in our country from today. We will be one people.




    The drunk: It is only on your face that you look as one, but beneath you are as wild apart as the grating rhyme in the lines of a poem.




    1st Man: If I find you in this street again, you will bleed. Do you hear me?




    2nd Man: And you should learn to keep your mouth shut and not blabber the sort of drivel that you do.




    The drunk: I should be allowed to say what I want to say. I should be allowed to let it out. The truth as it should be told. Even if it hurts to tell.




    2nd Man: Now your brash tongue will get you the whack from me. (The drunk farts and runs away)




    1st Man: Bloody bastard! (They all go out)




    Act 1 Scene IV




    (An open square in the city)


    (Enter Namein standing on a makeshift podium in the


    city square and a large crowd of people in attendance)




    Namein: (Aside) Once I have said everything I want to say to our people today, they will be able to see a thick line that sets us apart from the rest of the other throngs in this country. It is a border that marks off who they are from who we are. I know my people are wise enough to see the shape of our new country once it will have been clearly drawn in their minds. They will see that it looks like a head of a yawning lion lying flat on its belly on a black rock, gazing into the East with its tail raised and poised to pounce upon whoever stands on its way. They will be able to see where the madness of darkness starts and ends and where white rule reigns. My people will also be able to see a round ring of a black spot lying at the heart of our country and yet is not part of it. There is a new power that has come to shape the course that our country will take from this moment into its white future. Like the slow and silent creep of the shadow of a black cloud that is never seen when coming but only when it has come, it will spread its wings until it reaches everything in every hidden part of this country. In no time, we will all suddenly see that the whole country is in the tight grip of a white shroud that has fallen without a chance of going back as the dark night when it falls. Although not everyone in all the corners of this country will be part of the big day when our country is being born today, they will nevertheless get to know as time marches on that this has happened. That is the time when they will know the meaning of this day to their own lives. This great day in our lives since coming to this country will slowly and quietly crouch on them before it suddenly pounces upon them as a lion does on its prey in the wild. I am talking here about the power that we now have in our hands as white people. There are many other powers that happen unseen behind the course of our lives. I am not going to talk about those because I don’t know them, but I am going to talk about what I can see at this very moment. I will leave the rest to the thinkers who are paid to talk about them. I can see now that everyone from the crowd is ready to hear what has to be said about the birth of our union in this country today. The great moment has arrived. See what I mean? The time to speak is here.




    (Speaking to the audience) This day will be written down in bold as one of the greatest days in the life of our country. It shall be marked as one of those holy days to be remembered every year by our people in this country. It is only second in its standing to the day when our forefathers found this country to bring the bright light that you are all seeing today. (Loud applause)




    Today is the start of a great moment that will stand out in years to come as a day on which a great country was born to shape the course of an entire continent from a dark past into a white future. People will look upon this day and say: “That was the day when the drama of our country with its many acts started.” (Loud applause)




    This is a country full of swarthy throngs who have big eyes but cannot see as they prowl about.




    It is a land teeming with black, creeping shadows. But we will make it white. They too will follow. Here live the blind throngs with no brains. But we have sharp brains in plenty. They too one day will grow and stop eating their own kind. But we do none of those evil things. They like to live in their dark caves and dingy huts. But we live in white, bright and light houses. They walk low like crouching apes and baboons. But we walk straight like lines in a good poem. They have minds that were made fit to follow. But we were brought on this earth to lead the blind. They like to slaughter beasts for their dead. But we pray to God our Father who lives in heaven. They are crude as tortoise shells. But we are the only polished lot here. They are spurred by the whims of savages from the wild. But we are all driven by cold reason. They are driven by their boiling blood. Not us. Only they. We are God’s chosen nation to lead. They speak in stuttering clicks and clucks. Not us. Only they. We have dreams for this country of ours. They have none but only whims. We do. Not they. We work hard to earn our bread, unlike them. They don’t know school. We do. We have read many letters and books to make us wise as we are. They can’t read a word.




    We are here to show them the way and will crush with our might anyone on our way. They are mere trash. We are human, but they are deadly brutes made for killing. We have light color. They are black. We live in the white part of our country. A black spot here? We will cleanse it all. They have a stink. We always smell clean. A black spot at the heart of our country? Our land?




    They think it is theirs! We know it is our country. Out, out, damn spot! We hate all of them. They think they know it all. We know that they do not know anything at all. Nothing at all. They think they can just swamp us to blackness. We cannot be drowned by their numbers. They think that they can shout our voices down easily. But we will silence them like the dead. They think they can stand up against us in a face to face fight. We can’t be beaten by them. They stupidly think they have the whole black continent as theirs. We have its tip on paper. They think it is all theirs. The hills and valleys of this land from God. Our South Africa? They think that it is still in their own hands, but it is not. They think it is a country that is drowning in the black sea of faces that are swamping anything white here in the South. Wherever God is sitting in heaven looking down upon what is happening on this earth, He is a proud man for He can see that things are happening as His voice bade them happen. May we be a people united in our hearts and lands that were erstwhile apart from one another? See what I mean? (Loud applause)




    1st Audience: Yes, we do. In black and white.




    2nd Audience: As clear as the noon sun above our heads.




    Namein: We are taking a lead of this country as God has ordered. This square on which you stand today shall remain in our hearts as a holy piece of ground for it is where our lost freedom has been regained. (Loud applause)




    There is one word that fits this day today. And I want you to say that word loud after me. Together!




    Audience: Together!




    Namein: Together!




    Audience: Together!




    Namein: We are together!




    Audience: We are together!




    Namein: Yes, we are together. My people, you can be free to walk loose and do what you like. We have bought plenty of food for you to eat. All I want to hear are cheery and colourful voices of my gay people. All I want to see are lively swarms of my people frolicking like slaves just freed from their chains. All I want to hear are the rowdy voices of my people once the peach brew and wine start awakening their blood. All I want to smell are the dizzying wafts of braai smoke in the air. (The crowd of people all go out)




    (Aside) Look, they have thawed into a happy mass as I asked them to do. When I say it, it happens as I say it. See, this is the power of words. Words, words and words. That is what we have to change the world. The world can go its own way as it would, but we have words to make it go our way as we will. See what I mean? I am waiting to see my people with faces full of hope when I meet them from tomorrow. (He goes out)




    Act I Scene V




    (A seer’s home on a farm)


    (Enter Dirkus kneeling in front of a seer)




    Dirkus: For us to live in peace, the hordes swarming our country should be put in their place. When I look at things at the moment, I am not at ease. Although we routed the savages in war and they look dead and still as a woman who has been raped into a lame bundle, I fear that they will wake up one day and become a danger to us. I would be at peace if we did something to end this slumbering threat once and for all. The question of the black throngs is a minor itch that we will attend to when the time is ripe. For now, it is the big enemy proudly strutting in our midst that is giving me and our people sleepless cares. What should we do about it? Your answer to this question will help me lead our volk to a better world tomorrow. Take it from me. I have laid naked to you all the cries and cares of my people. Is there anything more that I need to tell you why I came to see you?




    Seer: No. The state of our people is all in naked glare before all our eyes.




    Dirkus: I don’t know which way to go from here. My head is in a thick haze. I came to you to ask for help for I know that you have eyes that see further than all of us. I came here to ask you to tell me which way I should take to keep me on the right course.




    Seer: You know my rules when it comes to these matters. Ask as many questions as you want and tell me as much as you would. But once I have spoken my message to you from above, there is no time for further questions. You take what is said as it is, and you will go away and work out yourself what it means.




    Dirkus: I know that very well. I know I cannot ask you anything more once you have said your final line. Not even a word in a line even if I did not hear it clearly.




    Seer: Well, if you know that then we are all on the same side.




    Dirkus: I am ready to hear the word from above.




    Seer: I am glad that you know that what you are about to hear is not from my mouth but from our God in the heavens above. We are his chosen people who He sent to bring white light into this black part of the world. Once I have said the last word, you shall stand up and go away without saying a word or looking back. If you do, you will turn into a mound of salt as it happened to one person who, we are told in one of the stories in the holy book, looked back longingly at the lustful sins she was leaving behind. This is your line: Going apart will bring our people together.




    Dirkus: (Aside) The word has been heard. Let the word be followed. (Dirkus rises up and goes away)




    Act I Scene VI




    (In the evening. A compound in the city)


    (Enter Zibulo and Gozolo)




    Gozolo: By the way, where do you work?




    Zibulo: I work with the gang that digs up roads in the city.




    Gozolo: Oh, so you are one of the road rats! (He laughs)




    Zibulo: Why are we called road rats?




    Gozolo: You do what rats do. Digging and digging into the ground to bring up soil to the surface of the earth. Don’t you know that everyone working here in the city has their own names?




    Zibulo: So, what are you miners called?




    Gozolo: Moles. (He laughs) Like moles, we never stop our search into the ground as shown by mounds and mounds of earth on the face of the earth. And yet we don’t even know the colour of what we are searching for like blind moles. Some miners are called mules because they pull and push up and down trucks heaving with heavy rocks on rails down in the pits.




    Zibulo: And what about workers who carry buckets overflowing with night soil?




    Gozolo: Dung beetles. (He laughs)




    Zibulo: What about men working in the kitchens?




    Gozolo: Madams’ pets. (They both laugh)




    Zibulo: And the night guards?




    Gozolo: The owls. (They both laugh)




    Zibulo: Who else works here in the city? The street cleaners?




    Gozolo: The street hogs. (They both laugh)




    Zibulo: What about the police?




    Gozolo: The hawks. (They both laugh)




    Zibulo: Why are we called by animal names?




    Gozolo: It is the work we do that makes us animals.




    Zibulo: And what about the white man? What is he called?




    Gozolo: The baas. The rest of us are all his animals working for him. When he just but appears, fast and steady in his high walk, every one of us scampers like rats. When he looks at you with his piercing glare, you shrink to the size of a dwarf with fear. And when he starts to speak in his roaring voice, your belly melts loose with fear and your knees rattle with fright. You crawl like a craven dog, knowing full well that a heavy kick may well be on its sure march to thump your back.




    Zibulo: Do you know what? I have heard so many people saying the same thing as you do about the white man. What is it that the white man has that gives him this fearful awe?




    Gozolo: He was made that way. And he will always stay that way. Behind the rumbles that we hear every day in the mines; the clang of shovels scooping the rocks; the rattle of trucks on the rails in the pits sighing with heavy loads of rocks and the big wheel turning without rest at the head of the mine shaft, lies the hand of the white man.




    Zibulo: You are right. Without the white man’s head, this city would not move an inch. It is no wonder he rules the earth. But I must say that I did not fear him at first as much as I do now. I started fearing him more from the dreadful stories I heard people telling of him. The fear in their voices when they were telling these stories is what mostly made me fear him.




    Gozolo: Another day for such stories. (They both go out)




    Act I Scene VII




    (An open area on a farm)


    (Enter Dirkus standing on a rock outcrop


    in front of a big crowd of farmers)




    1st Farmer: In the air, I hear mumbles of anger and rumbles of care and I know today will be a long and loud day for all of us.




    2nd Farmer: Our people are here in their gasping numbers to hear our leader speak.




    1st Farmer: The number of our people who came on their own to hear our leader speak is the measure of his size. Quiet now. Look, there he walks proud among our people, graced on both sides by his guards. Look at those fluttering hands raised high to greet him with their warm waves.




    2nd Farmer: Now I can see him well as he walks to the raised rock where he will stand for all of us to see and hear him.




    3rd Farmer: This is the man who shall lead us to reach the end of our last walk.




    1st Farmer: Look! There he is raising his hand to be heard. It is the hand that will show the way that we shall all follow in future.




    2nd Farmer: Look, everyone is folding their knees and slumping into the ground like felled trees. Everyone is quiet like a brood of chickens huddling under the feathers of the hen when a hawk passes by in the sky.




    Dirkus: (Addressing the gathering) I can see that many ears have heard the call which as many feet have obeyed. This is telling me something as I stand tall on this piece of solid rock. It tells me that you have seen that the hour to turn this land into the land of promise has come. There is no other land that we shall find like this land that our forefathers did. This is the very land that we must turn into the land of milk and honey. We cannot do that until we break the white chains that bind our hands. But this will not happen on its own unless we make it happen. It is my mouth that shall speak but what you will hear is the voice of our people. (Applause) I am not here to tell you what I want you to hear, but I am here to make you hear what our people are saying. See me not as someone who speaks but hear me as a voice that speaks in your heart. I have walked this land wide and wherever I went the cries of my people I heard. On every hill where I stood, it was the same calls I heard. To every field where I went, it was the same voices I heard. In every ragged part of the city haunted by the foul smells of night soil and kitchen slops, it is the same cries that I hear. (Applause) Even down in the pits where my people are thrown to dig gold that they never see, it is the same cries that are heard. The pits of dust that make their chest rot with coughing while they are still alive and they die a white death. Down there in the belly of the earth, my people’s voices I hear. Their cries are naked to every ear that is open enough to hear them. (Applause) Ever since I heard my people’s first cry, I have never had a single night’s quiet sleep. My feet have known no rest since then and my soul, too, has never rested since then. It will only rest once my people’s wishes and dreams have been done. (Applause) I have heard my people’s cries even in my dreams and that tells me that they are true. What we have come to do here today is to start an end to these cries. Right here in the land in which our fathers lost many things dear to their hearts for us to have. The land in which the crouching evils of the wild were always ready to pounce upon them. The land in which the fly stalked their nights and, with its vile bite, sowed the seeds of death in their blood to die in shivering sweat. Yet this land is not ruled by the will of our people but is run by the wishes of those who have just come in our country to raid its wealth and to put themselves a nose ahead of us. (Applause) I do not say these things in a spirit of hate for others, but I am moved by my love for my people. Those who are running this country think that they will keep us silent by making a law that drives out the black throngs who have been wrongly squatting on our farms for years. We will keep only those black hands that we need to tend our farms and the rest of the scum will be thrown out to go and find their own homelands. (Applause)




    1st Farmer: This is a man who should be at the head of this country. He knows what those who lead their people should know.




    2nd Farmer: Had he been born earlier than his age, he would have been in that high seat in our country that is presently held by a man who has no white heart.




    3rd Farmer: My hopes have been stirred alive from their grave sleep by what I heard him saying. I can see a better tomorrow for my children. But it has come too late to make a mark in my own life.




    Dirkus: In all the wakeful days of my life, I have seen many of our people being driven to walk idle in the rumbling streets because jobs that should have been theirs only had been given to hordes of throngs that have invaded our city to swamp us. While the ruling gang, for whom this country is only a passing home, walk about with proud shoulders and haughty heads, our own people crouch in street corners with begging hats and browned faces, scorched by the cruel sun. (Applause) This is what our people get for keeping quiet and for trying to live in peace as one with others. Our own people’s tongue is trampled upon and it is taken as an ungainly gabble, born of slaves while the sickening twang from abroad clangs loud in the public air, deafening our ears and stunting the thoughts of our children in schools. When the oath of peace was signed between us and the foreign bandits that are ruling our country, we were told that we would all be even in standing in this country. And yet, when you open your eyes wide enough, you will see that it is only our people whose hands and tongues are tied that they may neither do or say anything to change the run of things in our country. (Applause) Is this what our women and our children died for in the camps of death during the white war? Is this what our sons, brothers and fathers died for in the battlefields strewn widely around the whole country?




    All farmers: No! No! No!




    Dirkus: Is this the peace we were told would come once we had signed the vow on paper?




    Crowd: No! No! No!




    Dirkus: Is this what we were told we would get when we agreed to thrust the nozzles of our rifles to the ground?




    All farmers: No! No! No!




    Dirkus: We are told to love our neighbours who have long been slapping the one side of our cheeks. When we cry, we are told to turn the other cheek to tame his wild anger. We are horses that pull carts and carriages carrying foreigners and we are being driven with whips up and down this way and that way in the streets of the city. We are the mules that pull the trucks, heaving with golden ore, up and down the rails down in the mine pits. The time has now come for us to stand on our own and to break whatever chains hold us from reaching the future that has always guided our walk. The strength that is needed to do this is nowhere else to be found but here in our hands and heads. (Applause)




    1st Farmer: This is our man! Our man has come! We didn’t know when he would come but now we know that his hour to come has come and he has come.




    Dirkus: Who are we to think that we can forgive and forget the past when we want? God will give us the heart to forgive when He wants to do so. Who are we to think we can forget the past? Only He can give us the head to do that. He sees the right beyond the wrongs we see, and He sees the wrong beyond what we think is right. We only have His word to obey and He will do things His way. Let us remember the past that has brought us where we are today but leave it in His hands to take us past it. (Applause)




    1st Farmer: These words awake fires long dead in some of us.




    2nd Farmer: Once lit, the flames inside us will scorch anything that will dare stand on our way as we march forward into a white future.




    Dirkus: We have come a point in our toiling path where we must, like a tired horse, baulk with a jolt and fling the rider on our back to dust and go our own way to graze in the veld on our own. The time to do that will not come at any other time other than now while the spirit of our fathers is still awake in us. If you do not sow your seeds after the first fall of spring rain, then you will have nothing to harvest in summer. (Applause) The time to wail has passed and the time to fight has come. Remember, we lost the war against the foreign goons who came to plunder our wealth in this country. As we speak, they are in power and they are ruling this country in their brash style. But we must go on fighting this war by other means until we have won it. (Applause) Don’t be fooled by some of our own brothers who are herding us into the vile hands of these robbers from abroad who came here to our country to seek fortune. It is one of our own brothers who is allowing these hounds of gold to wreck our people poor by making them work for slave wages in the choking pits of the goldmines. He cares more about these foreign thieves in our country than he does about our people. We have to walk out of his party to form our own that will grow to take the power into the hands of our volk and that party will be as strong as the laager. (Applause). Right now, our brother, who sits on the high throne, is hauling our country to fight a world war driven by a lunatic cause that has nothing to do with the people of our country. And he wants our young men to be on the side of the very same bandits who killed our people in their thousands not so many years ago. We need to let him know that we shall not let our young men go and die for someone else’s cause. (Applause) Something else that you should know. Our white brother who is at the head of the country, wants to give rights to the black savages that live in our country. We will not allow the ruling party to lower the lives of our people to the same kraal level as the black swarms who wander in this country like goats without their herder. We are civilised. We are a breed above the black throngs and we must live separate lives that keep our people clearly apart from them. (Applause)




    All farmers: Yes! Yes! Yes!




    Dirkus: Take this to be the pledge that we have signed to bind us. On this minute, this hour, this day of this month of this year we, the people who have all the while been bound to stay meek and poor, are now breaking the chains that held us fast. Our Lord told us in the plain words of the seer that if we break any of the heavenly rules that he bade us follow, then He shall send into our midst, a curse to make us weak. It is a curse that shall make the sixth in the line of our rule weak and our people shall lose the power in their hands. It is written from above that we should not break any of these rules nor allow anyone who calls themselves one of our own to break them. This is a vow by which we shall live or die. (Applause) We shall stand all by ourselves and our volk shall not let anyone who is not of our own blood and tongue, shall not be let in to spoil our pure breed. There are many who look light like us, but they are not our brothers and we shall not let them become our own brothers by accident. (Applause) Before this raised rock on which I am standing, each of us shall sink low and in a prayer, make an oath to heaven never to turn back until the end of our journey is walked. Whoever turns away from us shall not be counted amongst our numbers and we shall not hear his sick cries or even drop a mote of dust on his grave when he has died. (Applause)




    All farmers: Yes! Yes! Yes!




    Dirkus: Today is a great day. It is a day that shall be noted as a day when our people took a bold step to become a people. It is a day that shall be noted as a moment when our people broke away from the ruling traitors to form the volk’s party. (Applause) This will hurt the ruling gang badly for they will lose big numbers when the next voting day happens in our country. They will lose the power in their hands that they are wrongly using. We will make them feel the pain for not listening to us. (Applause)




    1st Farmer: This man does not only speak to me, but he also speaks for me.




    2nd Farmer: Indeed! It is people like him who tame the anger in our hearts that would otherwise drive us mad.




    1st Farmer: It’s the only way to make the ruling rogues see that what they are doing is wrong. They must be made to feel the angry lash of the people in their backs.




    Dirkus: As you walk away, I want you to take these words that you should chew on your way home: We are the only people awake in this country. We are awake, and things are in our hands. We can rule this country even without being on the throne by doing what ruling people should do. From the ragged miner in the gold pits to the wizened mother looking after her brood of gaunt children on the farm and the wretched farmer tending his lean farm, we can all start to live our lives as if this country is in our hands. We can start at this very moment to do what is right for us and not what pleases someone else’s wishes. (Applause) We are tired of being other people’s wiping rags. We were made to lead to keep the order of things as God made them. That is what God sent us to do here on earth. Let us all sing the song that speaks to our people only from the depths of our hearts. They are the only people who lived through the hell let loose upon them on this earth by evil forces. When we sing it at once together, it will shake the heavens and the dead alive. Let us all stand unshaken on the ground with our eyes raised to heaven to be heard and seen. On this day, we sing the people’s song to hail the birth of a new spirit in our midst. Remember, this is the very same day in the calendar on which God gave us the might many years ago to crush to nothing the power of the black brutes in the battlefield. Their flowing blood swelled the tide of a river to the size of waves in an angry ocean.




    (Dirkus leading in the singing of the song)




    In the scorching flames of the sun burning the raw hills and plains,




    Fast we held to our creaking wagons as in our hearts we bore the pains.




    With our naked hands we clawed our way up the crags so steep to scale




    For in our ears the loud call of Heaven to go forward never rang stale.




    Even as the fly that bore death in its bite blighted our days,




    Never even once did we look back South yearning for its past base ways.




    As our Father above in the sky so high and blue




    Bade us over all creeping things on earth to rule,




    So in heaven where He is His will He shall do




    While here on earth where we are His will we will do.




    Above us is His rule,




    Above the living here on earth He bade us rule.




    Wherever we go where His name does not rule




    We shall choose to go than be under such an unholy rule.




    Let it be as He bade.




    This is the world He made.




    (They all go out)




    Act I Scene VIII




    (In front of a door of a law firm office in the city)


    (Enter Madala)




    Madala: (Aside) Coming home, coming home, I am coming home. I am talking about my home that I have to go to. I am dreaming of going home. Going home, going home. I will soon be going home. Am I going home? No, I am not. Not now. That is just what my heart is thinking. I should not be listening to what it is saying. The heart does not think but it just tells us stories that get us nowhere. We should listen to our heads. Here is a thought. I must first have money before I can go home. That is what my head is telling me. But before I can have money, I must first get a job. I must first work hard before I can to go back home to take care of my family. But I must first find a job and that is what I am looking for now. Home, the sweet voice of home is calling. I am going back home very soon. Soon and very soon. Here I am facing the door of the office that has my job. This is the door where I should knock for it shall be opened. (He knocks at the door) I am ready to speak in a learned voice. Please open. I am here to ask for a job.




    (The door swings open and a law firm owner appears, standing at the doorway)




    Law firm owner: Going back home right now is the best thing that you have to do right away.




    Madala: Before going home, I first want to find a job to have money. That is what I am here for. I am looking for a job.




    Law firm owner: You came to the wrong place. There is no job for you here.




    Madala: Where can I find the right place for a job?




    Law firm owner: Go to the nearest pound in the city where all the roaming throngs like you who are looking for work are herded. Someone looking for a garden boy or a kitchen boy will find you there.




    Madala: I am not looking for work in the kitchens or mines. I am a learned person who went to school.




    Law firm owner: Then you should go and look for a job in your homeland. That is where what you have learnt in your black schools is needed most. You should not be here but amongst your own blind kind to make them see. I have work to do. I have no more time to waste. You have to go now.




    Madala: Can I show you papers that I am a learned person?




    Law firm owner: I told you that you have to go. You people don’t hear when you are told. You always need to be beaten first to have your ears opened.




    (He slams the door in his face)




    Madala: (Aside) What went wrong? Was my knock too rough at the door? Or was it an uneven knot of the tie? Or was my shirt not white enough? Was it perhaps my head that was not held high enough or was it my voice that sounded unlettered? Or was it because I made a white arrival? A sudden arrival just like the arrival of white people that happened in our country without our black people knowing that it was coming but only saw it when it had come. What went wrong? I have been spurned with brazen scorn like unwanted goods when kicked aside with a foot in the market. When he told me that I am a garden boy or a kitchen boy, there was a spasm of anger that surged in my chest and it wanted to burst out from my mouth, but I tamed it still. Here is a thought. I could not let dark ways, blind thoughts, wild whims, black filth and unwashed views rule my head. I am learned, and I should not be like the rest of the untamed and unthinking throngs. I will never have the white future I want if I follow the call of my unclean thoughts. (He goes out)




    Act I Scene IX




    (In the evening. The Prime Minister’s residence in the city)


    (Enter Namein and Dirkus)




    Dirkus: Wake up! Wake up!




    Namein: I am awake. I woke up long before you.




    Dirkus: Wake up! Wake up! Wake up to the rumble of trouble raging outside! These are the only sort of words that should thump your ears deaf every day to make you hear. Wake up! You are the only one amongst us, still asleep, awake. We have found our promised land. Just don’t let us lose it now. We have fought very hard to get to where we are today. This land was given to us as a Blood River gift from God, remember?




    Namein: But you know very well that what you want me to do will break the country apart and in the end all of us shall be broken.




    Dirkus: I have said this to you many times that I cannot recount or recall but I will still say it again for it has to be said. You simply have to choose between two simple things: our people or the foreign hogs. If your ears keep staying dead to the voice of our people as it is happening now, you shall not wear the crown on your head for very long. But if you simply shut your ears to the wild calls from abroad as you should, then you shall live longer in the hearts of our people than the years you will live on earth.




    Namein: But it is not as simple as your words make it sound. There are two people living in this country. They must live as one for both to live or they can choose to live apart from each for both to die. I know that both still have sore hearts but the time to live together as one and mend what was broken has come.




    Dirkus: Take it from me. God never made our volk to be one with the white foreign breed or the low native brutes. We have to stay a distance away from them to keep our people’s blood pure white as God’s chosen people to lead this country. Live as one? Live together? That is not God’s dream for our people. It’s all your dirty earthly wish.




    Namein: My wish shall reign in the end. We shall have one country and not two countries in one.




    Dirkus: Then what you are saying is only telling me that the alien spirits have taken hold of your head and your soul.




    Namein: I don’t understand what you are talking about.




    Dirkus: If your mind has since become blunt, I will say it to you in blunt words to make it sharp. You were once loved by our people. They saw you as a son, sent to lead them to a new land where they would live by their own rules and ways of life. But alas, you chose the wrong path! And you have fallen from grace for the volk have seen that you are not leading them to the land of milk and honey.




    Namein: You know very well that what you are talking about only lives in the wicked world of your mind and not in this world where the living live. It is pitiful that you have been trotting abroad our country on your horse, spewing your prose of hate into every ear that turned up to listen to your grumbles of rage.




    Dirkus: Who told you that? How do you know that it is not just a naughty lie?




    Namein: There is nothing that can happen in any corner of this country without it being known. We have telephone lines that within an eye’s wink can tell you what is happening in the furthest city in the south. If you want to travel to see it all for yourself, the rumbling horseless carriage will take you there in two days, unlike the eleven days that it used to take the horse-drawn carts to travel from the sea port to the city of gold. News travels quicker these days, if you don’t know that yet.




    Dirkus: Well, I have been talking to my people, but it is all meant to make them wake up to their troubled lives but not to rise against the state.




    Namein: We are all trying to take this country one step forward, but you want to take it many leaps back with your raves of hate. By now, your horse must have heard your rambles so many times that it can neigh them as nursery rhymes when asked to do so. And those of our people whose minds are never made up until they hear what others say are already talking in stray tongues. You have sown hate in their hearts and it will grow wild and kill them as weeds strangle crops. See what I mean?




    Dirkus: That is not what will kill our people. What will kill them is the dozing charm of the healing fairy tales that you always stuff into their ears when you speak. You tell my people to love the sly rascals who still want to see our people dying without them seeing who is killing them. You want my people to take what was done to them as a forgotten past? You want the alien goons to continue trampling on our people’s rights with the same rude feet as before? And you want those of us who can see these things to keep quiet and go to our graves with our tongues swollen with unspoken truths. I choose to be called the raw scum of the veld. You can have the love of the foreign raiders as a polished man with a sleek tongue and fine tastes, but that will not last for long.




    Namein: Ten years ago, when I was still trapped inside the laager, caught up in the thick spell of the great war that was raging in war, I thought and talked as you do now. But it is a long time since I broke loose from that narrow coop of the laager. I have lived with the people you call foreign raiders and I know you have more evil in your heart than them. You are still inside the laager and you have seen very little of what is outside. If you don’t walk out of your small world, what is happening in the world outside will rip you out of it with a rude fright.




    Dirkus: There is only one thing that must happen, and it is the only thing that can change the march of things in this country.




    Namein: And what is that?




    Dirkus: Our people should not be treated as a low caste as they are now. They cannot speak their tongue wherever and whenever they want but they are forced to learn an alien twang in their own land. They are not allowed to sing the praises of their own heroes for they are told that they will bruise the tender hearts of others. They are not shielded against the swarming hordes that flock here to come and take their jobs in their own country. You have brought close to your heart only those fiends from abroad who are here to reap the riches of our land and leave us with dross and chaff.




    Namein: Your head never grasps that our people are not the only people who live in this country. There are other people who live here. Our people have been given more than what other people in this country got.




    Dirkus: What other people are you talking about?




    Namein: I am talking about black people.




    Dirkus: What should those brutes have been given in the first place? They are not people. They lie somewhere between man and beast.




    Namein: Black people are people too. But the fault in the making of the black people at present is that they have not yet grown to the same civilised grade like us. It might take them years to get to that point or they might never get there at all. We will keep watching them to see whether they grow or not.




    Dirkus: That is where you get it wrong. These black hordes are born a breed lower than us, like brutes. They just happen to be walking on two legs. They have, throughout their lives, been crawling on four legs in their caves and in their domes of grass huts.




    Namein: I have come across learned black people with promising signs of growing. With time, they will grow to earn their rights into the world of the civilised.




    Dirkus: I have also come across the very same learned ones that you are talking about. They are not at all civilised. They are wilder than the unlearned, meek lot. They think that being able to write and read letters and count numbers makes them whiter than us.




    Namein: Well, learning is the only way that will make them become part of our civilised world.




    Dirkus: That, we will never allow to happen in our country. Your thoughts are borrowed from a foreign creed that we will never allow to grow in this country. It is against the will of God. Our forefathers were forced to trek from the south of the country to look for a promised land because they were put down on the same low level as their brown throngs of slaves. They flocked to the north of the country and found their own free states in which they lived in line with their own rules and wishes but now here you come. You want to change all of that. We shall stand by our God given right to be kept above all the dark races in this country. Black people don’t exist in our eyes. We don’t see them. They are unseen shadows that don’t count as people. They are a breed not above the horses that draw coaches, bullocks that drag sleighs and oxen that pull wagons. By the work they do, we know that they are there, but they don’t count as people in this country.




    Namein: You need to have your head cleansed of the dirty thoughts it has, otherwise we will wake up one day to find that our country has been plunged on fire.




    Dirkus: I will not allow anyone while I am alive to let my people and their children become phantoms and slaves to foreign fiends.




    Namein: We have done so many things in this country to show that we listen to the will of our people. We have signed a law that is meant to push millions of black serfs from white farms to go and look for shelter in their homelands. We are taking out black spots to keep our white land clean. But you still think we are not doing enough for our people?




    Dirkus: As long as we are still under the pressing rule of these alien hogs that have come to raid our country, nothing else that you do will make us a free people that we want to be.




    Namein: I cannot work with people like you. I cannot trust you like my white horse that carried me with great care during the great war in this country. As a leader of this country, I cannot allow the thoughts of people like you, who live in the ox-wagon age, to live as rudely as they are doing in our times. Such backward thoughts will hold us all back to the past that we are trying very hard to go past.




    Dirkus: My people, too, don’t trust you. They will not be behind people like you that cannot be trusted. We thought we were a united whole but now we know we were wrong.




    Namein: We were together, but you broke us up by your actions, blinded by hate.




    (They both go out)




    Act I Scene X




    (At night. A house in the township)


    (Enter Mozisi)




    Mozisi: (Aside) The mournful sough of the icy wind outside tells a tale of winter that has come without warning. In this night of moonless darkness, everything else but the cold blast of wind outside is drowned in deep sleep. The creeping snake is lying tame and lame in its hidden hole waiting to be aroused by the tender touch of the first lusty showers of spring. I dread the thought of what life is like to those who have no shelter in this wintry night. This darkest moment of the night is no better than the brightest hour of the day in our lives in this country. The white glare that leads our eyes in our daily lives looks to be worse than the darkness of the night in which we are groping our way into a white future. It is for this reason that I should craft sharp words to make the white man tomorrow see the plight of our people. Like the flock of followers in the holy book that were behind Moses when he was leading them to the land of promise, our people too should plod behind us as we lead them into a better tomorrow. We are their leaders and they are our followers. We know what has to be done and they don’t know anything. We can see they are still blind. We have to make the white man see that what he is doing is taking us nowhere for he does not seem to be seeing that. Let me go to my warm bed that is waiting for me with its


    soft touch.




    (He goes out)




    Act I Scene XI




    (In the evening. Mozisi’s house in the township)


    (Enter Mozisi, Matewu and Izaya)




    Mozisi: We have been given the time that we have all along been crying to have. The white man has given us a rare chance to speak to him. We have to use it to make him know what he has not known about us all along. Since you have chosen me to do this tough task, I have never had a moment of peace. My head has always been on an endless search for the right words to say.




    Matewu: We chose you for we know that you can make words speak on their own without being spoken. We are here today to hear what you will say to make the white man see the plain truth about the pain of our people.




    Izaya: This might be the first and last chance that we will ever be given to speak to the white man.




    Matewu: But the problem with the white man is that he tends to take long to hear and answer our prayers. How many bales of letters have we written to him without getting even a single line of a reply? He is calling us to come and sing to his ears, like nursery rhymes, what we have already written down in our letter to him.




    Mozisi: We should say whatever we want to say to him as if this is the only moment we will ever have in our life time.




    Matewu: Enough of the long talk now. Let’s hear what you have crafted to say to the white man.




    Mozisi: The way we say things and carry ourselves tomorrow should be polished to the tip. Our words, our deeds and even our winks should all add up to say one single message to the white man.



